The Carob Pod
Chapter 1: The Art of Vision

Apparently it rained for two days last year. I have just arrived again for my vocational month’s stay and suddenly it begins to rain again. The week before it was gorgeous winter sunshine but now Spain is going through some severe weather storms; snow everywhere and freezing temperatures creating havoc on the roads.
We are located some 150km south of Barcelona in the region of Catalonia. I have seen it rain buckets in Barcelona non-stop for at least 3 hours. Its hills are ideally suited to the construction of cisternas  which fill up very rapidly. A little nearer on the coast is Tarragona, ancient name Tarraco, once the Roman municipal capital of Iberia. There, one can find ancient remains of an amphitheatre, a racecourse, and the huge stone blocks that made up the city walls. The name of the place is derived from the rocky terrain that makes up its earth. Just beneath the city they have recently discovered in the last 10 years a huge underground aqueduct. But to be sure, if it rains here one can almost guarantee that it isn’t raining in our own bioregion. Why? Because it hardly ever rains upon us situated as we are between mountains in the north and the sea to the south and east. The clouds stay cuddled on the mountain peaks where cold draughts are held in check with the cool north-westerlies.
I would say that I am a product of the dialectical. Out of my mother’s energy-intensive fragmented hyperactive lifestyle and the social milieu of a passive long-term love of education and knowledge, evolved a distinct motivation towards holism. It was not the prospect of re-uniting with my parents that drew me to their retirement home in Spain, it was the future possibility of managing 3 hectares of olive and carob groves with a big eye towards permaculture. The house they built unfortunately, favours the brave, and after putting up with its mania for four years (what I have come to regard as an impossible social and ecological disaster), I have resorted to a caravan at the back of the land, away from the pre-occupational demands of twenty five cats and dogs.
It was an experience absolutely essential. Overlooking the 100ft drop to the dry-river bed and the dry-stone terracing that screams out for more productivity, the 100km gale-force winds were just beginning to rock my boat. If I am going to build my house out here, it is going to have to be made of sturdy stuff. As for the olive trees they are traditionally pruned low, so consequently they rarely act as an effective windbreak. Of course, it is not like that all the time; it can be very hot and still during the summer. The big, big issue here is water. The growing season from October onwards has been barren, this our fourth crop failure in six years for olives.
My father does not favour my indigenous approach to farming. That is, prune and crop at the same time, but then he can’t do much about wind-blasted trees either. Slowly the vision forms. As the by-laws can vary from one mayor to the next my safe bet is to build out of wood or straw, bypassing the need for planning permission. Anyhow, I am not encouraged by the possibility of a stone dwelling despite being surrounded by a mass of ready-collected material lying next to decrepit walls. The government are building a motorway through here; even though we have one already they want to change its direction a little. They’ll compulsorily buy up one’s property at bottom-value price, and to find out where exactly the motorway is going to be is another act of bureaucratic beguilement. It seems that all the Europeans who bought up these fincas are going to get a hard deal. So I need to build using renewable materials, ones that can be constructed and deconstructed quickly and saved for another day if necessary. The art of visioning is to put one’s heart into purposeful design whilst allowing for the intuitive to manifest in natural decision making. In permaculture we have conscious design based upon the direct observation of what works in nature. And in nature we have the unconscious motive i.e. what you desire is itself determined by your upbringing. So to make this link between conscious design and unconscious motivation within a permacultural milieu one has got to start making those necessary observations.
There is a quarry upwind; the sound of vehicles can be full in the face sometimes. The buffering winds; a mountainous panorama; hunters shooting down below in the barranco; the morning sun rising above the mountains; the evening sun unimpeded opposite. A polytunnel is just a stone’s throw from my proposed location, a project I initiated with my father two years ago. Nestled in among the trees that will provide extra shading, its juxtaposition will serve both the main house, my new house and a necessary access road for the latter. As I now dig the foundations for my new roundhouse I take the spoil to the other end of the barranco´s edge and pile it up into a circular mound; the possibility of a stone henge beckons me. Excess soil is sifted using a perfectly adapted bed mattress and the near-finished in-construction polytunnel beds are topped up. Their eventual gravity-fed under soil irrigation is likened to the principle I will use on the house.
Since water is the issue the house will be built on a cisterna, which will be dome-shaped and large for extra security. Being only 1:100 higher than the ground immediately adjacent to it, the additional height above ground will provide extra pressure for the gravity-fed irrigation system of fruit trees and shrubs planned here. A central column in the middle of the cisterna will also double up as a well when the rest runs dry. Above the cisterna is built the house, using the post and beam method – wood that I will probably have to drive in. In-filled with straw bale will provide for the sound and winter insulation, on the north side. Glazing on the south side will allow me to look out over the sea in the middle distance. Three ventilation flues running from inside the cisterna will draw out cold air whilst hot air escapes through controllable louvers further up the vents. A spiral staircase around the central column will lead to a mezzanine floor, large enough for sleeping and storage and the primary water-collection tanks. These tanks will provide pressure to the kitchen area below. The roof, in this case, will be inverted, in order to gain protection from the wind. Designed to maximise water collection it can also house the solar panels that will generate the electricity and the hot water to run my minimalist lifestyle. The idea has occurred to me to use a reflective material on the rest of the roof to see if I could maximise light gain.
Now, unusual the design may be, I am interested to know if anyone else has tried it especially in windy environments. The construction of the house with its emphasis upon balance of the opposites has pattern prevalent throughout its design. The resident here is continually reminded of the immediacy of the elements – how much water running into the tanks; the changing heat levels as one traverses the staircase. The heliocentric pattern of the sun continues to spiral down from roof to staircase to cisterna. I am actually thinking of directing the water into diminishing circles of the cisterna so that there is always water in the central well and the outer circle.
So the effects of this have to be born out. To live directly on top of your water supply, (note the purpose of aqueducts here) may confer extra gravitational effects as the pull of the planets exert their influence. Water moving through the column of the building will effectively give life to the structure. Rather than becoming a Gollum I will be working with nature by allowing it to work through me. From here I would be able to see the whole world.

That is my vision. But where do I draw that sight from? Is my motive here environmentally determined or is it cultural? Is it the frequent red sky of winter’s morning or the grinding sound of machine upon rock of the nearby quarry? In Castellano we call this a cantera, in Catalan a pedrera. They say that Catalan has 20% French in its language. As someone who speaks broken Spanish, Castellano – the national language, it makes little difference to me.  My mother on the other hand, a native Asturian, couldn’t make any sense of a radio broadcast the first time she tuned into a radio broadcast. And she claims to know a little French also, but then she claims to know a few things. You’ll be hearing a lot about my mother later on; this being who is one of the few people who can make me shout. She shouts all the time at the cats and dogs. It must be terrible to have one’s life governed by the feeding regimes of all those beasts.

I have elucidated here a few of the factors that contribute to my personal environment. Each element plays an important part. As I write this peering from my caravan windows the sunrise is diffuse through a bank of clouds over towards the east. The wind has suddenly picked up and as if in allegiance to this factor the slightly inclined leaves and twigs all point in that direction as the gustily north-westerlies blow through. There is a good reason for this. Immediately to our north and northeast are the Serra de Tevissa and the Serra de la Mar. Over to my west is the Serra del Boix. Serra or sierra is descriptive Spanish for mountain range but is also the word for saw. Since mountain ranges look like jagged teeth the somatic significance hearkens to the workers or trabajadores traditional lifestyle. That is, one of growing trees, in particular carob, olive and almond. Fashioned so as to make them easily accessible they barely intrude upon the undulating landscape of rocky foothills. These are in turn broken up by a series of dry-river beds or barrancos across the arid landscape. In this morning of sunrise, near to the excavation of my new home, sitting up in the bed of my perfectly adaptable caravan I look out over the most prominent of these barrancos of our region. Its name is barranc de l’Estany. It is a feature of my bioregion, littered with these barrancos that never fill with water, areas of unkempt vegetation now inaccessible to man save only the most hardened arboriculturalist. It is a part of culture diminishing across Catalonia, where once the landscape could support the labour required to manage the trees, this has been lost to eco-tourism and pan-European appropriation. As the land gets increasingly parcelled up so a new technologised attitude to crop production is ushered in. Just like the wind that gets blown in from between those mountain ranges from the northwest. If this region would ever flood I would be able to jump into that barranco and swim all the way to the Mediterranean. I would end up near a town called les Roques Daurades, an appropriate name for this whole region. The Costa Daurada stretches all the way into the province of Barcelona in the northeast and merges in the south with the Terres de L’Ebre. It is an important point because where we are, in this rain-deprived region, is very close to the Delta de l’Ebre, the only flowing river I have seen for kilometres around. It is an important river, the journey of which starts in the Basque Country, el Pais Basque. As it meanders itself through a rocky landscape it actually spreads out into a series of man-made rivulets and a large agriculture of rice paddies. Before I came to Spain the last thing I expected to see were rice plantations, but here we are. Spain is like that. If one were to follow the river north one would experience an inundation of food crops typical of their region. From rice to oranges and grapes to olive and carob, almond and hazel into the more lush areas of the north where one can expect apples and pears. A veritable Spanish paella picking up on its travels a variety of seafoods before consumed with a glass of world-renowned wine, or cider as the case may be.


Of course, there is plenty to see as well as eat and it is my primary purpose that to build my house must consume my local landscape. I must move beyond the environment and into the social, and to recount some of the history of this place. But not too much as to impart a biased cultural tendency of previous habitants. The dwellers of this region fashioned a lifestyle pertinent to their subsistence. With the arrival of the Romans so a whole new social milieu was initiated, one shipped and marched across vast landscapes, picking up momentum and techniques on its way. What one may claim to be environmental determinism others make fresh claims to cultural determinism. The post-modernist will tell you that there are subtle and prevalent interactions between the both. But what I know is this. That culture is in fact the environment recapitulated. Culture only accumulates as an act of emigration, or migration if one prefers the source of their anthropological existence. Small communities would have once existed living off the land. The efficient habitation of the land would have allowed them to develop hierarchical structures in association with the local eco-system. When any one species dominates within the trophic understanding of the landscape so that species accumulates enough free resources to be able to spread its influence further. Consider this as an act of species evolution. It is the prerogative of the keystone species to be able to go beyond its boundaries as a representative of its ecosystem. Ecosystems are always in a state of flux. What happens within is reflected and carried through as a dominant attitude of the keystone species. Man dwindled for millions of years checked by rather smaller ecosystems of survival, but with time it became efficient enough to extend itself beyond its local habitat to the effect that through continued domination and prominence within the trophic pyramid, it re-localised the environment. This was ensured by the fact that it took for sustenance from the greater landscape. Through interbreeding, families became tribes, a factor of their newly acquired landscape. Tribes became clans and clans became nations. The process is still going on today and elicits a fundamental truth about humanity, that all the time we become more efficient and all the time we dominate the trophic pyramid, i.e. remain keystone species, we tend to emigrate outwards even further as representatives of our re-localised landscape. Human-dominated ecosystems are global now. That one can transport plants, animals, viruses and other micro-organisms to every part of the world is the tendency of our ecosystem to extend outwards. It is in fact a form of biological determinism as well as environmental determinism, to exploit our landscapes. As man travels beyond his local sphere of habitation, as previously inferred, through his need to efficiently exploit free energy and as the cardinal member of his ecosystem, so his means of sustenance is provided for even further c.f. environmental determinism. But it is this fact that to transport habits from further afield, habits belonging to a previous set of conditional behaviours, that cultural man introduces alien concepts and ideas to his newly acquired landscape. This cultural determinism is plainly obvious throughout the history of mankind, i.e. habits or modes of behaviours that have no direct relevance too the immediate landscape of habitation. One may ask that if this hypothesis were true why do indigenous people show a remarkable degree of efficiency but also a lack of desire to dominate new landscape? Well, plainly put, they are still in a primitive stage of evolution. Secondly, they were checked ephemerally by their lack of trophic dominance. They are just not keystone species within the greater landscape and so any adaptations are minor and contained to their ecosystems only.


Ultimately we should ask what defines a keystone species. They shipped out technologies to alien landscapes, and once they had suppressed any retaliation presumed to dominate the new landscape. The free resources generated in their previous landscape allowed them to extend those power structures. The military camps around Tarragona, established in the 2nd century BC, became the basis of a central administration centre only in the new millennium. At this time the local peoples were granted iuslattii or Latin rights of citizenship by Vespasian (73AD). Many indigenous villages became Roman municipalities on this basis. Such an increase of Roman municipalities necessitated the reform of administration. Tarragon or Tarraco became the capital of Hispania Citerior. In fact, the new provincial administration was based upon emperor worship as an element of social cohesion. What is indicative here is that cultural reform happens as an act of integration. The whole Roman empiric success is a testament to this. Rather than abolish local customs many people’s native’s rights were incorporated, as were their gods into the Roman pantheon. And these gods were shipped out, as were the new customs, if they were considered appropriate and conducive to emigration. Note that, the very effect of social cohesion is an environmental effect induced by cultural reform. More than that, I will argue that through cross-acculturation of humans, animals, plants and micro-organism, human ecosystems migrate with its keystone species. This is not biological warfare, it is biological assimilation.


I am interested by this concept of keystone species. Darwin inferred that there is a fine line between species, more a blurred edge. The current thinking on species is that particular groups will tend to be comprised of many individuals. So long as the group stays intact any internal variation will always remain as characteristic of this parent organisation. What conduces to speciation is the fact that certain individuals, with varying effects, will leave the group behind. So long as it continues to interbreed with the parent genes will continue to swap and no direct evolution of the species will occur. But if the breakaway group becomes partitioned from the parent and survives, a divergent line occurs and develops its own genetic traits. Much time can pass before the parent group and the divergent line come back together by which point modifications of sorts will have occurred. As the case may be, if the environment changes radically to suit the characteristics of the divergent group better, in terms of survival, so it will dominate and thus, in cases, replace the parent group. Here, evolution is shown to jump. An anthropological example is how the very successful Neanderthal, a divergent line from very far back, manipulating the glacial period between 120,000 years ago to 25,000 years ago, was unabatingly wiped out into extinction by modern man – Cro-Magnon. Now these two species were not directly descended. As I say, their common parentage goes back millions of years. Indubitably, Neanderthal had lived a tough life during the last glacial period. In fact this period had been one of the hardest on record for homo spp. Yet it was during this time that man made numerous evolutionary jumps, more so than at any other time previous in the 4 million years before.  These evolutionary jumps occurred at a time of receding forests and Homo’s migration into the adjoining savannahs. Not just one species of Homo, but it has been estimated, numerous amounts. These divergent lines of Homo were all out there, possibly making great use of the additional game that were being pushed further south by the encroaching glaciers. Incidentally, the earliest Neanderthal evidence we have is in northern Spain. Neanderthal was successful for 90,000 years at least. Even Emperor Augustus resided in Tarragona, the first time that the Roman Empire was ruled from outside Rome. Some of the earliest cave art of the period commencing Cro-Magnon is also here. And of course, cave art was the prerogative of Cro-Magnon. I ask myself the question: Does history repeat itself? I am not suggesting in the slightest that northern Spain is the centre of Western cultural evolution, but maybe certain environmental factors here determine much that goes on. Certainly during the end of the glacial period this land extended further in all directions when much of the earth’s water was locked up in the encroaching polar caps. The Mediterranean Sea was a desert. Ireland and Britain, although under ice, were hundreds of feet above sea level more than today, forming one continuous land mass. There would have been a period when melting ice waters would have allowed migration further north. Bear in mind that most of the southern hemisphere is ocean rather than land mass. 

There is something in common here, and it isn’t only my personal, present location. It is the availability of free resources. We have come to that point again of environmental determination.  The great rush of Homo was like a race against time. As land opened up in the north due to the melting ice caps so Homo pushed forward. Caesar and his ancestors subdued the Carthaginians and, in view of Tarragona being made into a colony of Rome, Emperor Augustus oversaw the defeat of the Cantabrians and the Asturians. Well, that is a long time. For as the flood waters rose so islands appeared, cutting off these divergent lines of Homo by the creation of seas and great lakes.

Free resources are like that. They induce adaptation coupled with a change of environment. Man has to use his wits in order to make that change. The Romans used the Francolí and Gaiá rivers further upland to feed the growing populations around Tarragona. In order for this change to be effected they built magnificent aqueducts across valleys that channelled the water to various retention ponds about the city. One of these monuments is still standing. Commonly known as the Pont de’l Diable, or the Devils Bridge, I walked across it. Not just once but several times for I wanted to overcome the fear of heights it induced. I was there with my bike, that anthropomorphised bike that I have cycled over from London, England. Not to be unsung I took that bike on another epic journey. I cycled across the Pont de’l Diable with it. Now, if you haven’t seen this bridge then I recommend you do so fast. If this were Britain they would have closed it off to the public, or at least fence it all in so that no one could fall off it 26 metres up. This structure was built with large ashlars stacked one upon each other without the use of mortar. The familiar use of archways employed by the Romans gave the structure maximum strength. The king stone, the point at the top of the arch, was the all too critical block against which all other stones descended. Take that away and the whole thing collapses. I know how much I weigh, exactly 12 stone. When I got on that bike and rode a water channel 1 metre wide with low retaining walls either side not much higher that 50cm, I must have weighed a lot more than 12 stone. The gravity that was pulling me down upon that track was as heavy as the bridge itself.  My grip upon the handlebars was tighter than those ashlar blocks. All I saw was the floor, my body taut as the springs in an over-wound clock. The track is good, but when one is this high up the mind plays some powerful tricks. This was a moment for me, the re-immersion into the dynamic flow of evolutionary time. My bike rolled on in the direction of Tarragona going where the river flows.  What man would brave his horse in this fashion, carrying his beast to the brink of consciousness. The question begs me. Was Hadrian inspired during his stay in 121-122AD to go on from here and march into Britain? In my time here am I to build myself an empire, a civilising one, and follow in the footsteps of Homo. A tower it should be then, fit for an ecologist; with water as its basement upon which I shall walk. It will carry me to the centre, the source of power. Sun, wind rain and earth, all will rise in unison. That Tarragona is built on an aquifer itself I will create its microcosm. The wilderness in the barranco below will be inspiration enough, for if those seas ever rise I want to be able to look out over the rest of the world.

Tarraco

If I would be a stone block beneath your city

Do you think to keep me here forever

Time will tell when your walls tumble down

I’d still be there reminding you of past glory

Better to build strong from the bottom upwards

Upon my shoulders will rise an empire

Anything less then count your days, one for each year

For you would disappear into the empty spaces

I can stand for millennia but you must understand my substance

Drawn from the earth I embody its whole strength

One after the other we join in greater unity

Than if we each stood alone clinging to each other’s distant looks

If the earth moves I move with it

Such is my permanence I merely extend from her womb

Like a baby crying out for her mother

I nestled among the forts of her bosom

Rivers carved courses through me

Earth mounted hills upon me

Wind left me exposed to drying

The sun bore me an internal radiance

I shined to the sound of soldiers clashing

Worn out to the tune of wailing women

Lined the burials of the fallen victorious

Drank their blood in votive remembrance

Though root and leaf will pass me by

There remains a figment of industrial life

Sweat and labour no sooner availed

I remain as the embodiment of prevailing time

The fading inscriptions all but hasten the end

They read something of a great man

Who came, who saw, who conquered

Who nevertheless resided in God’ s name

Chapter 2: Indi-gene

This is a rare sight indeed. It has been raining most days this week. Not torrential rain, but enough to penetrate the upper centimetres of the topsoil. The clouds have gathered their boldness, or bodily procurements, and ventured out towards the sea; those cooling dry winds from the northwest pass metamorphose in shape. Instead of being an appreciative welcoming breeze of the hotter months they now become a potentially destructive giant – a one-eyed Cyclops bent on flattening the landscape. Like the approach of stampeding elephants one crouches down in the vain hope that the turmoil and the haranguing din will pass one by. Not unlike getting under those bedtime sheets at night when just an infant. If you close your eyes and hide everything will be okay in the morning. Well, actually this is the morning. The sun just rising in the east is nature trying to blow all those blues away. The warming air allows turbulence to form as heat rises and creates a vacuum for incoming cooler air to fill. It is a phenomenon ones sees at dusk also; the wind stirs into life as soon as the disappearing sun over the western horizontal withdraws its influential radiance. The birds know it also. They seem to gather in the trees in hundreds and thousands, either to chatter about their forthcoming day, or gather for some final encore. More than likely they are doing a genetic species check, seeing what sort of numbers remain whilst staking renewed territorial claims. And of course, the trees offer protection in an otherwise man-acculturated landscape. I have no time for hiding myself under leafy blankets. Out here you have to become the wind. The rain, on the other hand, is the result of saturated air. The water evaporates and humidifies the air. What stops it raining in summer is the lack of cooler temperatures that condense the saturated air into droplets. The higher regions of the mountains can provide these cooling-down draughts, and even though we are some 100 feet above sea level, we nowhere near qualify for summer rain. But the colder clime of winter, mixed with the clear blue skies and a radiant sun is an invitation for havoc. The thermal mass of the earth is a battery, a heat exchanger, for white elephants on the horizontal to come marching in.


I checked the cisterna under the house collecting the water runoff from the roofs. Most rustic dwellings here have a cisterna, a fact one takes for granted. I found them a fascination at first, especially since the old derelict buildings have geckos crawling in and out of them. When one moves out of a big city like London the wind and the water are so nondescript; they have no character. There is no horizontal for them to evolve from. They are just there invisible, following the shape of building and road lines. And every so often a pipe bursts on your street and one is reminded of how precious a resource water is. The wind itself has no character either, unless freak weather patterns suddenly pull down great giants at the fascination of the local neighbourhood; kids gawking at a one hundred year-old plain tree straddled across the neighbours’ cars. Do you ever wonder why parks are built on hilltops? It is not just the visual consolidation but the olfactory, tactile and audible landscapes that beckon one ever higher. There might also be a case in point for the gustatory sense to be able to taste the sweet, condensing air upon the tongue. Soundscapes are another lost treasure of western landscapes. There is hardly a place in the world where one’s ears can be left to nature alone. Birds use soundscape as do whales, the first a reptile, the second a mammal. Well, at the top of our spine we do have a reptilian brain there somewhere. Other than some unfound pacific island it is highly unlikely that one is not going to tune in to a jet plane crossing the sky’s arching back. Again, it is a factor of urbanite living that patterns in sound are so scrambled that it makes more sense to ignore the intrusions of electronically-created resonations – the beeping of traffic signals, the humming of lights, booming car stereos or the sound of cash tills. This coupled with the sound of regulated trains, regular traffic, regular screaming kids or regular shop shutters. Combine that with the erratic smells of concentrated areas, the visual overload of signage, the physical intrusion of land works across access routes or pedestrian paths, the visual incarceration of vertical space by building. Not to put too cynical a point on it, human culture has become a transcended phenomenon. That we still have our senses about us is an awe. Our wits have been diluted not to read the larger picture, but the fragmented space instead. New developments are increasingly steeped in straight lines. Whatever happened to the path that defined the nature of the building next to it, and the elements its orientation? Personally, I never design paths; I look down one day and fin d the vegetation flattened a little or the earth exposed to the surface. It is in such a nature that our polytunnel, relatively located as it is, is a resource point that arrogates the need for new paths to facilitate the transportation of materials, as well as the transmission of knowledge. 

We may define human culture as a characteristic of perception and interaction, attributes shared by the rest of the animal kingdom also. But human culture must mean something more. Surely all living organisms have culture. I have already subscribed different qualities to perception via its sensual capacities, and these could easily be personified to non-living objects like rocks and water.  Is it man’s capability to interpret then that gives them this edge over other living organisms, or objects alike? Not if we use the generic sense of the word. For likewise, a rock interprets its environment but that its adaptation, say through acid rain, is out of one’s hands so to speak. It is an unconsciously motivated reaction. But then this ability to interpret the environment is an attribute of plants and animals also. They differ in this respect in that they store collected know-how viz. through their genetic make-up. This then can be transmitted between individuals of the same species as shared knowledge, or as more complex forms of interaction between different species. I increasingly see changes of moods between different pet dogs as they vie between themselves to gain the favouritism of their leader, us – humans. I don’t doubt for one moment that they think of us any different to themselves other than in this respect. We may be bipedal, have additional cognitive abilities developed ‘above’ theirs, generate the capacity to alter the environment with greater expediency, but ultimately the dogs and us are one big ‘happy’ family. Yet the dogs detect undercurrents within intra-human relations. This is surely instinctual. Is it not a true statement, that if humans could apply the same cognitive processes as the dogs one would cater for their needs much better. This act of interpretation is reciprocal, only that in humanity it takes a transcended form. I make this point because, as their provider, we feed the animals with shelter, food and water, and companionship; nothing less than any other leader-dog can do (either directly or indirectly). Humans effectively become a source of environment for them, or more to the point, a human-created environment. As those first Neanderthal scavenged the plains of the savannah for the leftovers abundantly strewn across the landscape, man realised a whole working relationship with animals, or nature as a whole; that nature can do the work for us. There is evidence to suggest that Neanderthals were vegetation-based dieticians; the high-protein marrow left in the bones of an after-kill provided the much needed energy to balance their lifestyles on the plains where forest foods were in retreat due to the changing climate. Thus communities had more time to gather around fire pits in the latter period of the Palaeolithic, as well as build shelter or spend more time in caves and gorges, as they did in northern Spain.  They effectively had more time for community in order to reconsolidate their security once bequeathed by the forests. That period spanned hundreds of thousands of years but had speeded up to an unprecedented level in the last 50,000 years with the productive use of fire – an essential element of living on the savannahs. The point I want to make here is that that same process is going on with domesticated livestock and pets. Those dogs don’t need to hunt any more, or scavenge. We effectively humanise them by providing free resources. Humanity has become the environment for their proliferation. In providing them all their essential needs humans fulfil the role of nature. That humanity has altered and adapted the landscape has no bearing on the fact that those dogs still have cognitive process. They still require leadership; they occasionally attack one another, as it has become plainly obvious that two clans  have manifested in our own pets. And I wouldn't doubt that if we suddenly left them to their game they would soon revert to what they always were - killers and scavengers.

So what makes humanity distinct is this stewardship, a sense of ownership of the environment, intuited through time and made religiously perceptual, but which in reality is an act of evolution descended from our forebears who learnt to adapt nature to their  new environment. Recounted so in Genesis, I believe that this is the bridge of human cognition, and subsequently human ecology – the domestication of nature and its religious correlation, the creation of Human God. Ultimately everything stems back to those cognitive processes that we have in common with all living organisms, for which our genes are a testament to.

I took to the barranco recently, the first time I had been down there for two years, religiously clearing the way of any human debris encountered along the route including empty cans of pop and deformed plastic bottles. As if to re-immerse myself into the bowels of nature I discovered a familiar path scattered about its terraces, here and there reinforced by the incursion of hunters and their dogs. I could see that the pines were beginning to dominate the vegetation, but that the carob was doing equally well.  In this model of succession I can see nature making its point. The ‘keystone’ vegetation species has a hold on the landscape, not that another could not replace it. Its shade will begin to eliminate certain other species. As the pines acidify the soil they open up new areas for their continued spread. Carob, on the other hand, planted up by humans, tend to sprawl, as does the fig which suckers extremely well. The olive is much more hardy and will seed itself anywhere. The scrub is occasionally broken by outbreaks of wild bamboo grasses, especially where any little water can gather. The dry-river bed, a beautiful gradation of shingle, pebble, cobble and conglomerate rock punches out deep red streams of soil in contrast to the mock silver-light of the stony ground. I long to see running water here, but hardly a drop even in winter and the recent downpour. Along here the rosemary and lavender, thyme and cistus thrive in the compacted ground. And even here the pine is getting a hold. Two scenarios come to mind and a third looms on the distant horizon. That is, a huge forest fire could reduce this edge to a much more productive level of human interaction. Secondly, God gives us back our rivers and subsequently draws humanity back to work along the water’s edge.  Lastly, a bigger digger comes along and extracts all its raw materials for building. Well, I saw signs of this latter case recently by the definite remains of a half-dug excavation test site. We’ll see, but I am more inclined to believe that it was for local extraction only. 

As I journeyed through this veritable natural reclamation of land, manoeuvring first right, then left along the still-intact dry-stone terracing I discovered a tree in the distance with a single fruit hanging off one of its branches. It looked entirely edible. My first impression is that it remains one of the planted trees of the former inhabitants of this place. Indeed, as I look up I see a derelict shelter, and scattered nearby some old floor tiles. The fruit, unique even amid the stalls of cosmopolitan cites like London, was a pomegranate. Perfectly ripe, and with the shrivelled carcasses of rotten neighbours still lingering on the branches, I picked it. That was a find, for this is an absolutely gorgeous food, different, but traditional of Greek culture too.  Collecting the seed carcass of another I continued on my adventure. This does tell me one thing, that this derelict plot is not being cultivated anymore. And secondly, that the hunters have particularly avoided this spot. This is supported by the glaring omission of empty shotgun cartridges found further along.

I had one more mission on this particular escapade. To obtain some bamboo and maybe the odd cutting of fig and grape that migrate in from the adjoining fincas.  The verticality of the slope on both sides and the narrowed horizontal of the river bed speaks volumes. It brings to a point the human or anthropological concept of space and time. There is this concept of landscape, an idealist imagery that lies in the beyond. For the European nations it was a necessary cultural invention. Out there was a potential, something untouchable, that defied constraint, a vista of the mind. For one thing it reconsolidated the mindset in which the countryside had become an area of mythic reality, part of the past that belonged to the fathers – the ancestors. It was the effective result of the feeling of loss that coincided with the concretising of mass exodus from the countryside and the rapid growth of urbanisation. As the concept evolved in the 16th century so it coincided with the art of gardening and landscape painting. The freedom of a once-tenanted earth had now become, through land tenure and the Enclosures, private property, portioned out and beyond acquisition of the masses, or more pertinently, those who had emigrated out of it. It is a contradiction that as the land became fragmented, bounded and jural, so the reality of subjective existence, which was itself heterogeneous and apt to multiple viewpoints, had transformed into an homogenous lump divided into legal holdings and national laws for their management. The Renaissance, the Age of Enlightenment, had effectively established a dichotomy in the Western mind. Society had gone through a transformation coupled with the new ideas and images that were being imported by the mariners and conquerors of new lands. The Western mind had demanded an interpretation of what was going on out there in the rest of the world. Localisation had substituted for proto-globalisation and a curiosity for other cultures had become rampant. It was the likes of Cook who were bequeathed to return a landscape image of the neo-Europes in order to westernize the lands for its colonisation. By the time Cook had discovered New Zealand it had already become convention to regard the ‘savages’ with a sense of nobility and their lands idyllic. Anthropology as such was born out of the same era, and the early representation of man outside the west was objectified and subject to scientific viewpoints. By the 1950’s anthropology was dominated by the view that people construct reality through social interaction.


Now this is the academic picture I have pointed out to you and as far as the academic picture goes it is near up to date save for the omission of developments in ethnogeography and cognitive anthropology, the latter of which became a fundamental part of the former. In the modern era the concept of landscape was quickly dismissed from geography, simply because of the problems of dualistic interpretations, such as towards the native (ethnic and local) as well as the rational analyst (universal and scientific). It had evolved a whole baggage of understanding from the likes of Francis Bacon and Descartes, where new sciences are quickly required to rigorously compartmentalise nature into appropriate logical forms. Plants, animals and landforms had been categorically administered into strict definitions, whilst the Western mind reduced to process and fear or taboo unconventional modes of behaviour.


In the recent decades we have seen a shift from the constructivist view of social ecology to an integrated approach of ethnoecology, itself derived from ethnogeography of environmental and social determinants, this on the back of the new ecosystems thinking of the 20th century. This latter approach to ecology had the effect of marginalising the social aspect into feelings and thoughts alone, as well as knowledge, and thus the environmental was left to interpret the rest of cultural theory. Through a process of direct perception what was observed was left to a materialistic viewpoint. But in reiteration of what I have said, others argued for the necessity of information/knowledge within living systems. In order that organisms can survive so the transmission of information is all the more crucial in the hereditary nature of descendancy.  Energy and matter are necessarily interpreted with a view to its social organisation within communities. That said, it brings to a head the basis of how living organisms operate viz., the sharing of consciousness.


It is at this point that I want to reintroduce the role of the indigene, and the paradigm shift it accrues. For the native also develops a mythological landscape, an ancestral landscape of kinship, or what otherwise might be known as locale. Locales exist in space but they are given meaning in the process, they move beyond its materialist and spatial attributes and regard it as a zone of interaction, an otherness in which life is imbued with much greater pertinence or interpretation. It is not for me to argue the difference between interpretation and perception, for I think one is implicit in the other, but this qualified space now becomes place. Place as identity-giving, of cultural significance. For a true indigene the horizontal and the vertical are rooted in interaction; time is defined by its parameters or areas of ‘reach’. In the mythological landscape that reach extends to the ancestors. In the real landscape one might be looking at their immediate locale of their habitation. The comparative analogy with the western world is apparent. An inside-outside view to nature has always been prevalent. In order for the western mind to get inside the natives mode of interpretation its adherent must become naturalised, or simply put, participate in the local way of life. As someone who considers himself indigenous to the world, i.e. ahead of his time and a prophet of a new globalized humanity, I would like to tell you a story. It is in fact an educational tool to allow the reader to see the layers of reality that constitute his or her mind’s make-up. I will give an interpretation of the story afterward but there is an important issue I will raise just now. That is, the whole act of being an indigene requires a deep uprooting process of clearing the mind of one-sided intellectual baggage. One effectively allows him or herself to become a sponge without predisposed judgements or interpretation, though the philosophical issue here is that they can both be coloured by one’s upbringing. The ‘achievement’ of the indigene is not to rehabilitate him or herself into a new environment but to always have been a part of it. How then does a modern westerner expect to achieve this? I must confess, it is not possible. The development of ecotourism is the new face of globalisation; transformed itself from the interactions and mutual influences with local peoples over the course of centuries. I will also add here the view that cosmopolitan cites are in a stage of transformation; they are in flux. To take an analogy, when India was colonised by the British they found its dynamic society hard to categorise, its religion(s) an amorphous whole. Such were the diversity of beliefs it showed that the Hindi could still live within a set of normative behaviours. Likewise, to be a Londoner still requires a multitude of various meaningful lifestyles to bed itself on a common reality, governed by economic and material needs, as well as political. The movement of materials from one location to another has always been fundamentally the bedrock of social cohesion, but how one moves those materials e.g. via air travel or road, and when e.g. inside or outside of religious festival times or cultural taboos, constitutes the meaning imported in that lifestyle. So, we can see how interpretation is still very much a factor of cultural identity. A homogenous objective viewpoint is a value judgement against the spirit of things, so to say.

If one recalls, I left you with my account in the barranco where I had found the pomegranate. In retrospect I saw this as a sign of fertility, like the rains I brought from abroad, like also the glass of homebrew cider I drank that day made from my community activities in London. Ultimately I had been heading towards a locale, a spot in the barranco that I knew could provide me with the bamboo canes required for our polytunnel. I had also planted up the first seeds of the year the day before and subsequently it rained all that afternoon.  The morning following the venture into the “womb of the earth”, during the night before, I had experienced natural ejaculation. Without meaning all these events would be fruitless, unconnected in time and space. The constructivist social view would say that life in itself is meaningless, and only from an outside perspective do we ascribe a theoretical basis of its understanding. That may be the case for theorists. But theory is not the prerogative of the believer. Belief, and the theorist must agree with this point, can be tied in with different ways of perceiving reality. We have somatic, or bodily ways of interpreting our societies, for instance, dance styles. We can also observe aural tendencies to particular styles of music, How one observes signs in the environment, even modern ones, is subject to natural selection tendencies also. An Apache Indian is hardly going to wait for the green man unless the Green Man has had some relevant social place in his make-up; an ancestral linkage. So it becomes obvious that the social model needs be tempered with the environmental, to produce a human ecology grounded in mythological and materialist landscapes. Without further ado then here is Forest in the Fire.

Forest in the Fire

It was an eerie night. A glow hung over the horizon as the sun said its final farewell. All was not well. The paths were quiet, except that is, for the sound of crackling in the distance. And to make matters ominous the air had become dry. The odd flash of night eyes stalked the evening but even it would feel lonely in this environment.


Out of the distance came a humming sound. It was a permeable sound in response to the deadness of the night. There beneath a birthing tree sat a half-naked man; the long branch in his hands steadied by his feet. As he blew the instrument little eddies of wind-blown sand danced in whirlish patterns. The man, ancient, seemed not to mind what was going on around him. A gust of wind took his hair into a frenzied state for a moment, but still he played. The night air got even heavier and drier and the image of the star-stricken sky began to alter. It wavered under intense heat. Phoenix, a band of fiery stars joggled in the distance. It seemed to flare and rise up before him, before being finally consumed by the now leaping flames that encircled the man and his didgeridoo. When the heat could be no more he sat down and was succumbed by a great washing of smoke.


A moment passed, he opened his eyes. The landscape had changed. Phoenix no longer absorbed his night vision but rather Pegasus lay proud. The stream of blood that was the Milky Way, a flowing river, had returned the Phoenix to its own ashes, From these ashes had crawled a worm. The aborigine was used to seeing in this a form of sustenance. The fertile ash of the fire would blow down the slope, downwind and collect at various banks or islands of vegetation. Along stream edges and ponds this fertility was reflected in the lush green growth of the moist vegetation. In these areas of woodland edge and gully marsupials have foraged, themselves food for the aborigine. And the worm, a nutritious grub, disappeared beneath the soil surface.


But as well as the night sky so had changed the surrounding vegetation. It was much cooler here and the trees much closer on the plain. They hung with all kinds of fruit from pear to peach, apple to apricot. He rose as if reborn, and picked of the nearest tree. The ground beneath his feet had changed from red to green. Here, everything was in straight rows. It seemed that man had altered the landscape so that he could walk in one direction. A spring of sorts trickled along one edge of his view; it carried water along irrigation channels. There was no marsupial here for food, and the grass did not bear that many grubs. Instead a horse cantered in the distance, taking on its back the white of the snow to the very distant hills.


From the stream he cupped his hands drinking of its water. The water here was much harder. Walking a little more he perched upon a tree stump looking inside its rotted bowl. A few insects lay busy at work. Queasiness overcame him; somehow the balance of his body had been shifted as the water lay heavy inside. The stick in his hand now supported his stricken torso. Bearing it no more he drooped in despair and the night breeze took him along a great journey to mountains in the distance. In this dream he had been dragged by a great white horse across earth, sand and gravel. He passed through other rivers and trees, through hills and hollows, until eventually he let go of the horse’s reins. Seeing his suffering in the tools of humanity, in the chastisement of nature, he crawled to what he knew would bring him back to full life. His skin, sore from the journey, chapped and tender, bore him a little longer as his limbs carried him one further length. There, as he approached the plateau of the mountaintop, the bright ball of the sun rose like a wingless seed out of the ground. He reached out one final hand as if to grab it and smiled as he slumbered to sleep again. 


On awakening he looked at the burnt landscape around him. Already the heath plants were flowering and the shrubs hung with the familiar berries of his homeland. Orchids, yams and beans sprung from the earth and tubers as thick as his arm. How long he’d been here he could only guess. In fact, he knew how long. It was one lifetime, one day.

[Lots of relationality here. Dream time, paradigm shifts, nature vs. convention, linear vs. cyclical, southern hemisphere contra northern hemisphere. The role of the Phoenix is self-explicatory. Its position in the southern sky is about the same position as Pegasus in the northern, hence the paradigm shift. The indigene falls ill due to unnatural water. The worm disappears underground indicating loss of habitat. Perseus killed Medusa, decapitating her, and Pegasus sprang from her blood. In the myth Pegasus’ hoof strikes the ground and a stream emerges from Mount Helicon. But Pegasus in this example also represents idyllic Europe and the indigene suffers for his attempt to rein in nature.


Forest fires in Australia are common. The aborigines have been working with them for millennia. Since areas of natural dryness burn well, and the fertility and ash drift off to other fertile sites like gulleys, south-facing slopes, and water bodies, the land naturally divides up into a patchwork of moist and dry ecotones which the aborigines work with through deliberate burning. This process is very important for the stimulation of new growth, and the providence of food, for instance, nectar, thick tubers, and orchids. The fires allow the opportunity for the land to regenerate after the end of the dry season.]

Now, the first tool for visualisation is in the title itself. I want you to imagine a fire burning perpetually. I have not ascribed any material source to it yet, but just created the vision of a fire. This is in fact our mythological landscape, an eternal flame, a source of energy, whatever fire may mean to you. Now if I had described the fire burning at a hillside or reducing someone’s house to ashes I would have already over-qualified it. A fire burning on its own without any fuel is in fact a symbol. We know that, as educated Westerners, it makes little sense. In other words, we defer it to the realm of  ‘otherness’ – a spirit realm imbued with meaning, in need of interpretation. This should give you some understanding of the mentality of our modern ancestors. Let’s take Neanderthal for instance, our closest relative.  Hearths discovered at archaeological sites indicate the widespread practice of fire building. It is thought that its use in this capacity was for protection, protection in numbers, a shared activity. How much more would it have meant that fire burning in the sky – the sun. Neanderthal, as previously stated, survived up to 27,000 years ago, as the discovered remains indicate. They had been through one of the most turbulent times in humanity’s history. The climate at this time was significantly cool, and getting colder. The sun, in the mythological landscape, a burning ball of heat that came day after day without fail (disregarding eclipses) was the protection required to sustain life. It was a process out of their control. To replicate that on the ground was a microcosmic act. The fact that a passing cloud would rebuff the radiant heat, for which our bodies are more sensitive to over ambient heat, and that lengthening distance from the camp fire establishes the hearth as a source of increasing protection, is granted through the cosmological inference of the spirit realm, i.e. the intangible world. The campfire was related to the fire in the sky. Other inferences, for instance sky as a macrocosm of the earth, showed again a lack of control, in this case over the climate or the daily suffusion of light. We see mythological derivations of ancient Egypt concerning Nut (Nuit) the sky goddess who married her brother Geb the earth, and who was the granddaughter of the sun god Ra. In terms of human evolution not that much time separates these two eras, ancient Egypt and aboriginal Australia. But on this note fire – a symbol of the spirit world, imbued its special qualities into places or locales of interpretation. The hearth became subject to somatic or bodily understanding, a physical representation. The fire kept the body warm, as did running around. It would not be far-fetched to say that on a cloudy day, as at night, everyone gathered around a campfire.

Now this brings in the idea of representation, a factor that could not have existed without their being a sun in the first place. Note the correlation here with landscape painting – representations of the distant realm. These representations bring to immediacy the longing for the intangible world, a spiritual discursive. A proto-human consciousness rooted in the need for conciliation, but only via the physical attachment to the environment. Place, conducted through existential space, gave rise to a cognitive acknowledgement of the use of fire. Under these circumstances it is difficult to argue for a meaningless world since before representation (however far back in time that is) the sun had a biological effect. A pre-developed intentional consciousness must have already been there in the form of sensual patterns of behaviour.

Our next trick then is to add the forest to the fire. For one thing it highlights the impermanence of the forest. The trees come and go, and so do our immediate environments. Thus, if Neanderthal could change the landscape by removing the wood, then it sets in wood a benchmark of cultural change. Once the sustainer of life and provider of food the immediacy of the landscape would have been formulated in the vertical space of the nearness of trees. That ancestry of physical reality imbedded in somatics and a proto-consciousness would never leave man, never mind Neanderthal, since the brain boom didn’t happen until relatively recently and that with the co-development of time keeping. What a cultural shift it must have been to burn wood that once provided all the sustenance they needed. It may also indicate something about their genetic tendencies that could never be reconciled and thus has proved the Neanderthal’s demise. Saying that, the mantle of environmental exploitation was taken up by a new species, the Cro-Magnon, and there we see representation absolutely rife in the form of cave art.

To conclude on this point then, bringing the forest to the fire is bringing reality to non-reality through the spatial construction of time. The transition between trees and open savannah was set into symbolic significance by the making of a campfire. If I said to you then, that the collective consciousness is exactly this, imbued in cultural practices that act as mnemonic devices, representation then is a behavioural pattern that merely consolidates how genetically man has had to change to a changing environment, and in the process changing the environment himself. At some stage an awareness created through collective efforts will elucidate an environment changing faster than if it were left alone. Cultural shifts like this can still be seen in modern practice, for instance how the West Indians would bring a sample of their house soil abroad during their emigration to Britain (like wood to fire). Soil was base point; it constitutes one’s belonging, an attachment to social identity. To render this view from the outside may attribute it as an act of superstition, or folly. I myself have been subject to such practice. It was not appropriate for me to never traverse the landscape between Britain and Spain. I had to cycle the journey, to create the map of my experience. Likewise I transported back about a half a tonne of stone in order to construct a dry-stone wall in my back garden, the existential space or foci for the continued production of meaning. In fact, this is inherently related to the need to stipulate boundaries, geographical and mythological. My other act includes taking cuttings from particular locales or places of significance, and I am sure many other gardeners follow this pursuit also. Interestingly then, geographical boundaries are overlaid with greater levels of meaning. What particular boundaries would a plant species indicate when one considers that it has moved beyond its ethnoecological understanding? For instance, the fleur-de-lis has become a universal symbol. In actuality, what boundaries confer is protection, granted by an ancestral or mythological descendancy encapsulated through ritual or other behavioural patterns, be they lost or not in understanding.

In the story I capture those landscapes, yet I make it totally relevant to the group I teach to. In view of the project we had engaged in, which was the creation of an orchard, I wanted to break the student’s linear ways of thinking. Of course, I didn’t expect to achieve this as one narration but as a series of sessions spread out over numerous weekends. In the West it is not a crime to behave thus, for we can hardly influence how we are being taught when so young an impressionable. So the student was required to remove that intellectual baggage and become, as it were, the indigene of the landscape they were hopefully going to create. 

The protagonist in the story is an aborigine. Sitting next to a birthing tree his personal reality is the hot arid landscape of Australia, commonly associated with the other side of the earth. The land is representative of the Southern Hemisphere as opposed to the northern hemispheric location of the orchard project. These ancient birthing trees are in fact locales in which the indigene makes contact with his or her ancestors. Evidence suggests that they go back a very long time.  The student is subsequently prompted to take an indigenous view, albeit the landscape here is verdant and moist. The fruit trees that are significant to the design correlate to the biblical significance of the Garden of Eden, a land abundant and plentiful. This is the goal of the design, something not yet achieved but as such take its motive from the mythological mind view. In the secular society that the westerner lives in it does not harm one to associate a personal understanding with the Judaeo-Christian tradition, since even non-religious types have been familiarised with certain parts of our religious heritage. Thus, what succumbs in the story is a paradigm shift in consciousness between two worlds – the mythological, seen as Dreamland of the aborigine, and the actual world. I am not asking the student to create a dry arid landscape planted with appropriate species to suit it, but to call, as the ancestors did, the spiritual. As a mnemonic device for that purpose we planted a pyracantha, or firethorn shrub, in order to indicate our native hedging material, to provide wildlife food as well as colour. This is to be a permaculture design, the utilisation of materials for a host of optimal design functions. The aborigine on the other hand has a didgeridoo and creates the soundscape required for the invocation of the spirits. Almost as if to indicate this a fire sweeps through the dry arid landscape burning away tree and shrub alike, a fire more than likely started by aborigines. In this form of land management what would happen naturally as a form of wild energy is now coordinated by the aborigine. In permaculture we call this sector management. Over time it is shown that the driest regions, exposed hills and north-facing slopes, systematically catch alight. The lush greener areas, south-facing slopes, pond and stream edges, will remain moist and protected. As such the high potassium fertiliser gets blown down slope and collects at the base of vegetation structures. The self-maintaining system of self–fertility keeps the growth optimal allowing for a patchwork of dry and moist zones around the manageable landscape. Here we see locale as pertinent towards a grounding of behaviour, the role of the ancestors and the fertility they bring.  One draws reference to the abundant wild energies beyond the control of men, intangible they are. These energies don’t need to be regulated, only interpreted through patterned behaviour.

As such I now introduce a definition of time in relation to space. From the western perspective the conception of place has precedence over time amongst the Yolngu peoples. It is through personal experience and the movement between places that the ancestral past is recreated. Songs, marriage practice, ritual and narrative, and hunting are all actions drawn from the mythological map. Kinship and land then are involved in a process of mutual implication. Their landscape, Arnhein Land, moves into a temporary state of imagery, before returning back to invisibility as the ancestral map. One may ask, ‘How wide is a dreaming track?’ The map of the aborigines of the Western Desert is rather based upon the accumulation of relationships and not the replication of a pre-existing pattern. But what is synonymous here is that kinship is temporarily enacted through the locales of moments of encounter. And this may be prominently due to the change of visual landscape where the horizontal has less to offer than say the immediate verticality of interactive space. It implicates a different means of interpretation, i.e. a change of sensual perceptual forms. To give backing to this, the Umeda habitat of Papua New Guinea, where forest is the dominant visual backdrop, hiddenness or invisibility take the form of inaudibility since the map is more engendered in oratory language. Linguistic features are understood to arise from transient sounds.

Now at this point I would like to make reference to what I believe to be a revelation. I want to take you back to our Neanderthal cousins. It is almost certain that they did not have articulate speech. This has been shown through the shape of a fossilised skull, the base of which forms the roof of the mouth. Rather than showing a degree of flexion downwards to accommodate the tall looping pharynx, as are our own of the throats of modern man, it was instead moderately flat. In modern man this is indicative of a lower larynx that enables these vocal sounds to generate, but the flat conical bases of Neanderthal are in fact childlike or undeveloped, indicating a higher larynx. The pharynx, the column of air directly above the larynx, is consequently longer in modern man and shorter in Neanderthal, the latter impeding the complex musculatory action necessitated in articulate speech. Thus Neanderthal seemed no more capable of making the sounds other thaof our earliest ancestors the apes, such are mammalian developments. But such evidence for articulate speech is not solely confined to these anatomical features. It has also been shown that expulsion of air from the lungs required precise control of the rib cage through the tharacic canal that houses the nerve centres of the spinal cord necessary for this action. Suffice to say that both anatomical features need to be developed in order to create articulate speech, and the likes of the earlier Homo Ergaster show laryngeal descent but not full thoracic canal development. This brings us to a point, that laryngeal descent was probably an adaptation afterward conscripted to the later development of speech. Its primary purpose, in my personal opinion, was to regulate breath control, and not linguistic. How can I make such a claim? I correlate to the evidence of different hunting regimes that Neanderthal and modern Cro-Magnon had. The former were thought to be scavengers that travelled around in groups, even building, during the upper Palaeolithic period, ephemeral shelters that could be returned to. On the other hand Cro-Magnon were great hunters and developing toolmakers. What I propose, and this is hypothetical, is that the two techniques required different breathing patterns. Neanderthal activities were probably more akin to loitering whilst Cro-Magnon would rather use stalk and ambush methods. In other words, they would generate rapid breathing patterns to suit sprinting and vigorous striking motions. This is not to say that there weren’t some crossover between the two, but in reality look at the evidence. Cro-Magnon had regular use of fire, necessary for the cleansing of parasites. There are discovered remains for the construction of a base camp rather not typical of the roaming techniques of Neanderthal; this supported by the evidence that the Neanderthal were predominantly vegetarian. At a time when territory was getting smaller and smaller competition was getting harder. Meat would have been higher on the agenda since a diverse edible vegetation was becoming hard to come by. Such said, Neanderthal would have become food themselves.

Now, I may not be entirely right but I will correlate this with personal evidence. When I make an exhilarating run, a sprint, it can energise my whole being. If I sing during this period my vocal chords, located in the larynx, veritably create a sweet tune, perfectly in key or tune. This suggests to me that articulate speech can develop, especially as hunting techniques became more and more important, necessitating for them good communication.

So it is important, this existential space that provides a foci for personal engagement and understanding. Since I am now designing the last weekend of a permaculture design course I find that my studies for it have been pre-empted, by the investigations necessitated in my MA degree program; the current module is on environmental anthropology. It is not something I plan. Likewise my story of the aborigine pre-empted my studies in anthropology. And even now as I sit in the Placa De’l Poeta Antoní Salvadó í Salvadó in the small village of Arbolí, Montsant, biding a visit to a local permaculture project and international teacher, writing the last 10 pages of this chapter I put it to one, that a true indigene’s mindset is continually pre-empting itself. As a visual graph I present is so:







From this indigenous thinking the first historical civilisations emerged that recorded their landscapes, both mythological and real, as explicit in each other.

Let me relate this back to my aboriginal landscape. I am asking my students to break linear modes of thought enough to inspire design intrinsic to traditional values. The movement of individuals within landscapes is an interactive portal for belief and understanding. It is my opinion that the Neanderthal knew themselves to be a dying race. Their burials are indicative to a sentience they showed towards the dead, sometimes representing foetal positions with various buried artefacts. Once buried the person moves back into the realm of the invisibles – the ancestors, where life continues, as it does when the sun drops beneath the horizon. To conclude this chapter then I will summarise my last point of the story of the aborigine.

The aborigine next to his birthing tree is succumbed by smoke and fire overtakes him. His ancestral world is ‘Europe’ (a contradiction in terms), the neo-Europes of which lies in the perimeter of Arnheim land, out of sight. He has been dragged to the mountains by Pegasus of the Northern Hemisphere, because in the western mindset man does not work with nature, rather he tries to harness it. He sees the orchard of western design, irrigated by straight lines, the water of which makes him feel drowsy and ill. The lush green grass was nothing but a façade, an idealist landscape recreated to the death of natural soil fertility. It was an illusion, and to this illusion he must die again. His last vision is the sun rising above the mountain peak, a resurrection and return to the birthing tree where Dracaena re-assumes its position in the great sky - the dragon, of which chaos and order are elements of one harmony. The great unearthed worm in the sky that signifies fertility and the natural cycling of earth’s energy. Earth – the counterpart of the Egyptian sky goddess, Nut.

Chapter 3: Signs

I tramped through the mountains of Montsant. Its highest point is La Roca Corbatera at 1,163m. The whole region has been classified as a national park of 10,000ha, and is strewn with areas designated for climbing and hiking. Here, settlements are minimal and many lay abandoned. It seems the toil of time had not availed the residents a sense of dependency. The wild rugged terrain was the former home of hermits for centuries. Still, the ruins of former establishments remain impressive to the reminiscing tourist alike. This hinterland of the Costa Daurada is home to some of the most spectacular scenery in the whole of Spain, if only for the red, rocky escarpments that send one crouching at its perimeter edge. Even I cannot look over these precipices; the fear of gusty winds is every rambler’s nightmare. With names like the Three Jurors, and the Bishop and the Skull, it certainly does sound like an ascetic paradise. Occasionally, one spots a memorial to a lost friend or family member, cemented in stone at a point where maybe that person died. If people could chose where they would like to die then maybe these magnificent heights where birds of prey climb could seem appropriate. Birds - masters of the air, throwing up anthropomorphic images of freedom and independency, sore through the skyscape. On the odd occasion I meditate upon that position, to put myself in a bird’s body and leap of the edge. The landscape below is now a map engrossed into my whole vision. What a unique human experience it must be for skydivers to plummet the verticality of space. Is there a sense of timelessness during those moments when the whole landscape devoid of locale, of place, becomes an eternal image engraved in the mind? Falling a great distance could only make oneself aware of who they are, the personal; the relation of the infinite to the finite. Thus, one can understand the hermit, the seclusion of space, the creation of place, in which devoid of cultural baggage allows a deep centredness. The attachment of nature is itself the detachment of self. For here one only cultivates the wild, the land too rugged for the inventions of humanity. Even the architectural space of ruined churches and homesteads could not prevail. Rather the craggy cave or the overhanging boulder, both shaped by timeless actions, form the eyries of Bonelli’s eagle, the golden eagle, the short-toed eagle, the sparrow hawk, the peregrine falcon, the eagle owl, the kestrel, swallow or dipper. The sky is their backdrop, the prey their azimuth. In one fatalistic swoop the macrocosm becomes the microcosm as the great earthscape condenses into a single species; maybe a southern smooth snake, a weasel, badger or fox. Even a barbel, a Southwest-European nase or a chub. How the hermit replicates this action, a returning to the source; perceiving the macrocosm and microcosm as a oneness is a journey I explore numerous times. 

On this particular day I was fasting, not unlike an eagle bereft of a particular meal. My senses were keen, my mind clear as a bell. I traversed the rocky hills, along an old streambed that meandered down from the refugí I was staying at the night before. I had been here before, La Masara, and watched the sun rise above the sea in the distance beyond Tarragona in the east. Up here the holm oak, a Mediterranean species that does extremely well even on shallow rocky soils, guided my path down. But this area is home to rarities also like yew and myrtle. The dominant species though include pines and laurustinus, with a scrub of lentiscus. This latter, related to the pistachio, has tough course vegetation. Their small twiggy branches encroach upon all the paths as do the holly oaks. Other species like the Portuguese oaks one may find dwelling in moister hollows.

I picked my way down, heading towards the Alta Plain, and gave host to a melancholy thought over the lack of water, for winters here have become, it seems, a part of spring. As I rambled I straddled across cobbles and large boulders. Occasionally a huge rock of the adjoining cliff may lie in my path. Looking up, the precipice seems to beckon more fatalistic imaginings, the fractures irrigating a puzzle of debris to settle lower down. This is nature reclaiming the landscape. If water would flow here again it would have to take a different route. I examined the streambed and found it surprisingly devoid of vegetation. Any recent soil had been washed away, but how long ago? Investigating clues of nature, reading the landscape, can be quite addictive, whilst it tests for one’s re-integration with all that is instinctive. The clues are there. In this case, in quite a lot of adjacent shade no fallen debris this high up had gathered among the rocks, nor washed into them. That does tell me one thing, that this area is prone to short, sharply confined water falls, and coming off the back of winter I may have just missed one. That is not to say that the spring-line has not seriously dropped in recent years. But even the lack of moss on the rocks negates the prospect of untouchability. So it does appear that water does flow occasionally, yet only in rare moments of the year. There are, of course, the high wet winds up here that at times can be frighteningly turbulent, hence all the coarse surrounding vegetation.

As I continued down, the odd area had collected debris, suggestive of redundancy. I noticed also that the high twigs of some plants of the laurustinus had been snapped. Too high to be anything else other than ramblers slashing their way through, I checked the direction the snapped twigs indicated; they had obviously come in my direction. I smelt the wound of the plant; it was smell-less. Snapping a section of the same plant I could whiff a strong aroma. That very twig took another two days to lose its scent giving me, in retrospect, at least some indication of how long they hadn’t been here. Looking for signs like these in the environment is an act of the indigene. One gets better at it the more they do it. But it requires an active perception not, as you might expect, staring at one’s feet all the time and going on a long hike whilst just occasionally stopping and staring at the landscape – the eco-tourist solution. Rather, I tried opening up all my senses.

There are times when the sheer din of in-shore winds describe this landscapes as do its dwarf species. At one particular pass I could see the pattern of velocity within a distant 500m stretch. The still serene qualities of the lower trees were contrasted against manic agitations of the higher ones; the incoming misty rain saturating all the vegetation. I continued my trek, as I say, on an empty stomach. It is at this point that I like to introduce to you what I believe to be a cultural innovation, something that has taken me 20 years to actually realise. The importance of it, I believe, is global. Twenty years is about the time it takes for one generation to be born and reared. For me that is two decades of bodily suffering, hence I do not want to undervalue the massive potential of this discovery. On Christmas Day last year I waited to see if anybody would invite me to their house. Despite doing lots of community work during that year, and my family dispersed to various places around the world, no calls were forthcoming. I decided not to eat anything that day. Instead I wrote an essay about Jesus Christ the iconographic figure. I ate well the following day. The next day I decided to abstain again from food. Why? Because it made my toilet habits perfect. Irritable Bowel Syndrome (IBS), or something related to it, is the bane of Western culture. Yet my body had had to put up with it for twenty years or thereabouts. Certain symptoms developed from that, the prominent being itchy sensations in the toes and soles of the feet, and in the groins. I got even more concerned recently because it was progressing further up my body. Physically from the outside one would not notice anything. Twenty Years of subsequent exercise rather makes me look young; good food and an outdoor lifestyle; organic living in the true meaning of the words.  Yet internally it had made no difference. Neither holistic studies nor behaviour up to that point have made the slightest bit of difference. The agitation of my skin was increasing. As you can imagine over the course of years one develops a mindset towards it. I taught myself to ignore it without forgetting about it completely. It appears that making the affected parts of my anatomy inaccessible I just got use to putting up with it. [Unreadable handwriting]

The good results I was achieving allowed me to continue with this experiment. I could feel the hunger pangs come on but these subsided after my stomach shrunk in response. The skin dries out also on each day of fasting. I could feel my body change its energy as now it is resolves to stored carbohydrates. This perceptive change of energy develops to a crescendo, the mind akin in response to developing a clarity that any academic would propagate. On the following morning after breakfast the juices begin to flow again. Like a dry spring welling up one can feel the immediate effect of concentrated fruit juice or milk lining the inside of the stomach. It is an interesting point that one can mix up their concoctions in order to improve the flora in one’s stomach. The micro-bacteria that is essential for the efficient conversion of nutrients into energy. Unhealthy people may generate impedances to this process from the accumulation of fats lining the insides of their stomach. This inhibits the blood from absorbing the essential amino acids. So it should come as no surprise that fasting for one third of the year induces the body to delve into these stored carbohydrates thus increasing the long-term energy and reducing the reliance upon short-term energy from sugars. 

In the latter case one can relate it to the explosive energy that catastrophic events bring. The pulsing model of evolution is indicative of this, where in fact most of the change that happens pertains to short periods of time, before a relative degree of stability ensues with a new pattern of homeostatic behaviour. Consider a meteorite striking the earth’s surface, a river flooding and breaking its banks, a nuclear power station going into meltdown, or a falling tree. What is obvious is that lots of energy is suddenly dispersed. The apparent order of things is thrown into chaos before pattern reassumes its apparent development, illumined by linear or circular perceptive characteristics. A time of moderate stability will then again ensue before being agitated from another external interjection, and thus the pulsing model assumes form. It can be seen that each stage of modification requires an uncalculated external interference to upset the flow of things. This new form of energy is destabilising because the system isn’t geared for it; it has energy constraints. But the system as a whole has developed over the course of evolution a resilience that allows homeostasis to resume. This could be termed as the nature of nature. Nature could only have evolved along these lines since otherwise it would have no form. Energy would disperse any which way thus effectively negating any predictable formulation of pattern. Bearing this in mind it should be obvious to the keen observer alike that pattern is inherent to nature at every level, every degree, through space and time, and it is not wholly allocated to living things, or what one may term as living. It is very much attributable to all filled space, and that, I must say, is a matter of energy, or potential energy.

It becomes obvious then that the nature of things show pattern or form when a thing’s inherent energy is regulated from within. That thing may be a whole system. Bringing additional energy in from the outside will upset that regulation, causing a process of modification. It is this resilience of the thing that allows for the dynamic interchange of energy i.e. its constituted infrastructure is always being tested and negotiated. Relationships form thus, of different capacities. It is only through perception from the outside that this change or interaction is observed; the difference between a primitive consciousness and a higher-order consciousness. This is not just a philosophical point of random speculation. What I am saying is that change cannot be observed from within a system. One actually is the change. It is an infinite quality of indivisibility. One forever defines smaller and smaller influences from molecules to atoms to electrons to superstrings etc. But by observing a system from the outside one introduces energy. Thus I would say to you: consciousness is energy else one is unconscious. So philosophical as it might sound, to be in a system is to be unconscious, to be out of a system is to become conscious. 

 Let’s take an example. The yellow spot developing outside my caravan door is the grass undergoing change, a modification. My urine, over the course of time, is an external energy being introduced, the stability of the system having been upset. Thus, the urea acid is effectively killing the grass causing a spatial environment of unaccustomed energy in the form of concentrated nutrients. All the time I live in this caravan I will be affecting that patch of grass unless I stop pissing there. Even then, the compaction imposed by me through regulatory treading on the area directly before it will itself be bringing in energy of sorts; in this case the weight of my body consistently landing on that spot. When I leave, the in-built resilience of the system will allow any death to be quickly restored by the in-migration of correlative forms. But this is only on the basis that either the concentrated nutrients or the continuing compaction are abated. The grass then can resume to colonise the area that died back. In fact, in order for this succession to happen the grass itself has to modify the environment, i.e. its roots need to re-penetrate the spot and thus aerate it, or it requires extracting to a certain degree the concentrated nutrients of the area. If it cannot do either another form will utilise the space in such a way as I did. It could be another species of plant, the manure of a passing animal, a rock falling onto it, or a puddle of water developing there. Where does that leave us in terms of consciousness then? It becomes obvious that forms join together to make other systems. The interaction of these forms create pattern. To be a tuft of grass is not enough, for its whole existence is dependant upon the earth as its environment. Thus to perceive the environment allows for its own manifestation, its consciousness. Being external to the system of earth in which it is continually modifying allows for the emergence of energy from its potential form. If that blade of grass could not perceive its environment then it would be Unconscious; it could not exist. Thus only through consciousness does energy manifest. In other words, without consciousness/energy there will be nothing other than Unconsciousness/form. Where is your God now?

So change cannot be observed from within a system until the act of observation allows one to be removed from that system. This effectively creates space, space that is itself consciousness before which only form existed. And it is through observation that energy manifests, thus creating the conditions for change to be manifest. God then, is much more than the system, more than consciousness. God is perception. As such God has been granted the attributes of all this and more. God is everywhere, omnipresent, omniscient and catalytic. And when each one of us perceives so we perceive as God. I hope that makes is clear to you all.

As an act of God I perceived that my body flora could not deal with the amount of food being exposed to it. Rather than homeostasis I was continually demanding it to adapt under excessive conditions. To take an allegory, I was flooding the river walls and eroding away its integrity, its system’s stability. My resilience over twenty years has adapted my body to a certain degree, altering the environment around me in the process. On a biochemical level this caused the malfunction of particular organs inducing itchiness and excessive waste disposal. On a psychological level I affected the people within my sphere of influence. But I am not the judge of that. I merely perceive and act. Now I fast every third day, abstaining from solids. Having realised that my body requires a balance I moved from my initial attempt at every other day after about a month, because the process was too weakening. But as I say, every third day is perfect. This may be different for everybody else. If one is going to try this out then I recommend a particular course of action. Rather than start at the low end of an estimation e.g. fasting say, every 7th day and reducing as one sees capable, rather it arrogates a more instinctive approach to do what I did, i.e., every other day and then moving down until a happy medium is reached. I know friends who eat huge amounts, maybe five meals a day. I personally have never eaten more than two, rather one and a half meals a day. You may find that fasting every other day for a month is the best way forward at first, knowing psychologically that things can only get easier. I also condemn being too hard on one’s body, so if this is extreme go down a rung and begin fasting every third day. Some of you may find a happy medium fasting every tenth day. Personal circumstances are going to affect one’s tolerance or resilience. Your resilience, remember, is based upon the integrity of the system and each of us have genetic variances. Such behaviour necessitates that when we do eat we eat good food with an abundance or variety of constituents. It obviously isn’t going to work if you stuff yourself with chocolate all day. Another rule I adopted is to eat late at night, as the Spanish do anyhow, on the day before fasting. Effectively then one’s body is fasting for one day time and two night times. Don’t be tempted to sneak into the larder or the fridge for a nighttime ramble before breakfast. And remember, your greatest and only indicators are the stools that you excrete. Mine are absolutely perfect.

I would add a few extra words here. This method is a means to self-purification. The object is to flush your body of unnatural influences, both physical and psychological. This includes excessive eating and its subsequent pollution of waste product. As the body cleanses itself it gets more efficient and begins to adapt a more frugal lifestyle. With time it will purge one of unnecessary habits and convert energy much more efficiently, thus negating the need to eat lots of bulk. And no doubt the older people, like trees, spend most of their energy on repairing damaged tissue and maintaining their storage organs, rather than in rapid growth as in young people. So the circumstances are different for each person and must be subjectively judged so. 

I have come to the conclusion that behaviour patterns are developed from genetic banks that give rise to collective personalities, and ultimately individual ones. Hence the production of natural characteristics of species. But since the variable combination of genes and its subsequent cell structures give rise to individual personalities so, in applying the laws of natural selection, brain anatomy and its correlative mind processes are defined by mind maps that operate differently in each person. The latest research outlines the complexity of the mind to not, as some propose, instruct the body to operate on a sensory- and motor-neural manner, but rather select for acting and behaviour on the basis of outside stimuli fed into the system. What I have always considered passive on the unconscious level has now been verified as the means by which the body will behave under given circumstances, fed from a sensory map. The neural network of the brain is immense so that when information is inwardly transmitted it selects for neurons from different multiple levels, all of which connect through their synapses. These collectivities of neurons are found in different parts of the body, and are triggered as and when the right stimulus is enacted. But also quite specifically some neuronal groups, which vary in number from 50 to 10,000, are not selected for. Thus body maps form allowing the transmittance of information, via nerve fibres, back and forward between the motor and sensory mechanisms. This synaptic exchange between cell surfaces is incredibly efficient, but ultimately the point to get across here is that depending on the stimuli so are the neuronal groups selected for, a process inherent also within immunology. 

Natural selection in evolution has produced correlative process both in brain anatomy and immunology. Within immunology, an alien molecule is identified by proteins called antibodies (molecules) on the surface of cells that will match for its particular shape.  This is done simply by virtue of its different shape. Given that molecular shapes are legion in number clonal selection occurs through antibodies that, once bound to the antigen, divide, and so replicate its particular shape. In a given time these dividing cells will have multiplied to the extent that they will continue to bind with the alien molecules, and subsequently destroying them. Effectively what we have here is a form of population thinking in which the database of genetic forms, in this case the lymphocyte repertoire that produces antibodies, is a tract of possible useful shapes. The incredibility of this system is that it can even identify for synthetic new molecules created by chemists, molecules that are not known to ever have existed before. This depicts an infinite array of forms, dormant as and when required through natural selection.

So, back to my disorder and the need to cultivate an essential body and an essential mind. If it can be shown then, that behaviour patterns, not just evolved mechanisms like breathing, bleeding, feeding and sexual responses, but motor sensory behaviour is passively governed by unconscious processes, then the purging of cultural behaviour patterns can be affected through fasting. Why? Because I believe that the brain will select for different neuronal groups the closer one gets to the instinctive behaviour of nomadic man where fasting would have been an unintentional habit during hard times. It taught man to be frugal and allowed man to develop natural rhythms with nature, storing food as and when it was necessary, since adaptation out of the trees of tropical climates into temperate ones must have demanded it so. Through farming practice and the proliferation of food plants and food animals, despite its unequal global distribution, so man later evolved to select for further behavioural patterns. The neuronal responses that govern these patterns can be unselected for only if we break our current eating regimes. A closer relationship with the land is a natural outcome of this change. But I suppose what must always be noted is that the genetic banks of our species personalities are capable, through natural selection, of always rediscovering new ways to make old connections, including a resistance to new and old biological illnesses.

It is an interesting point that to work from an instinctive level, i.e. eating out of constitution rather than through rationalisation for instance reducing out of hedonistic desire, is a two way process to gauging when is the best day to fast. “Do I start fasting every 2nd or every 10th day?”  And maybe this is an approach worth flagging when it comes to the need to be frugal in the environmental crisis humanity observes itself in today. Rather than reducing out of desire say, one’s use of electricity, the consumption of petrol or diesel from car use, ones dependency upon frozen foods and the embodied energy it entails, a more accurate assessment of one’s personal needs will manifest much more quickly if action is delivered through necessity. In other words, don’t try to rationalise in your approach to environmental amelioration, just reduce everything that you do – a totally irrational approach. And then one may come close to understanding what it means to be an indigene since it is the understanding that indigenous people are generally quite frugal. Their seasonal habits are reflected in the amount of energy they mediate. If there could be one definition of an indigene that we all should hold in esteem it is this:

“An indigene is a native who operates out of the general stipulations of his or her habitat accorded to the level of consciousness that individual harbours, a factor of that individual’s level of perception.”

I am not talking about puritanism here. There are ranges within which the resilience of the individual can withstand without undue adaptation. There are times of apparent abundance, times of apparent scarcity. All in all, the level of the individual’s perception, i.e. how (not) different in behaviour is he or she to the stipulations of the environment they reside in, will undoubtedly manifest correct action. A person’s perception governs their ability to manage the level of energy manifested. If that perception of distinctness isn’t there, and its correlative exchange of energy neither, the understanding of which is inherent in the perception, then one exists blindly in the world as nothing more than unconscious forms. This may be fine if you have nothing better to do in your life, that you don’t expect to have any influential consciousness in the world, that your life will pass quite periodically as a ‘low-energy’ event founded upon a lack of system integrity. One consumes out of ignorance; don’t expect a voice, less so the prerogative to hunt like the skilful communities of Cro-Magnon. If there is one thing I cold say about the amount of people in this world it is that it has created form; numbers. It can be no accident that numbers and numb share the same root word. But to be an environmentalist is to cultivate that distinction between oneself and the environment, being aware of one’s unique qualities. To understand this, in other words, to be anthropologically conscious of this, is to manifest energy. Culture would change in no time at all. So, respect one’s elders.

“It is at the negation of difference when one truly knows that they have come round full circle.”
And culture is changing fast. Environmental awareness develops hand in hand with population growth, which necessitates land developments required for energy production. After exhausting our local habitats, our local habitats become global. Globalisation permitted the increased exploitation of energy sources to coincide with increased expansion of global consciousness. I have to be honest. For me, it is not about saving the planet, less so saving humanity. It is about cultivating consciousness because from here energy is made manifest. It is no accident that we as a race have the technology to install in place enough renewables to ameliorate the lack of fossil fuel reserves. At the very base of what makes humanity different is its capability to share consciousness, and has been the fundamental lynchpin to every evolutionary development. The extraction of fossil fuels from different geological regions merely arrogated the need to understand those different regions. Remembering that renewable energy evolved itself not directly from fossil fuel technology but anthropocentric concerns raised within societal structures that developed out of global consciousness, however thinly spread. There were cross-cultural influences going back as early as stick fire making that could only spread when groups and communities shared consciousness. This is the only way one can learn new technologies, not by mimicking but by interaction, and I guarantee you, that experiments done with primates only record real success when those societies interact with our own. Hence the development of domesticated animals like dogs and cattle that predate animal experiments. Hence the need for mentors and tutors who understand that knowledge only happens through interaction. Bearing in mind that Neanderthal co-existed with Cro-Magnon for 12,000 years at the least, the consciousness of the individual becomes the consciousness of the group when that individual personalises, i.e. identifies with, each member of the group. Group dynamics can be small, so one need not identify with every living being on the planet before finding a way forward. Likewise different cultures integrating together induce huge amounts of energy to be released, a discovery of one form or another, a new science or technology, a new strain of coal, a new underground aquifer, but ultimately and simply, just consciousness. In the case of our neuronal mind maps, we can begin to see how group dynamics trigger new behaviour patterns because our sensory stimuli happen on a group level. Consider, that if you came across a group of people making fire, as a dog would have done on a cold night, the most successful thing you could do is apply population thinking. The more numbers the greater the warmth of the hearth. Your neuronal network will select for visual, as well as oral and aural, olfactory and tactile stimuli purely out of natural selection. The warmth or touch of another body for possibilities of child rearing, the transference of information for increased safety and awareness of the environment, and the smell of prepared food for greater health and general well-being – a meal to enjoy without fear of being assaulted. This sensory map will feed into one’s neuronal network and select for behaviour that will repeat these actions as well as look out for their cultivation, or as the case may be, their acculturation. Thus bodily somatics is the foundation stone for increased environmental awareness through the patterning of neuronal cell maps. It is no wonder that within different cultures persons share the same outward features and characteristics.

“The gods and heroes of our ages dwell across frontiers. They traversed cultural boundaries and became immortalised first in stone, then in bronze. But they always went into the beyond.”

As I go to bed in my caravan my perspective allows a window to the north. There I see Arturus (Bootes) in the constellation of the Great Bear, otherwise known as the plough. This latter symbolism is much more understandable to the modern person because the plough is such a recognizable icon. So is the bear I might like to add. But what gains us familiarity the most is the way we associate with such symbols. We in the west are likely to identify with bears as creatures of national parks, zoos or extreme wilderness of the earth. The once close proximity humanity had with the wild is all but lost, and not even the superficial wanderings of an eco-tourist in a national park will make up for the space that now distinguishes man from the rest of the world. The once close association of man and beast is attested to on the walls of Cro-Magnon art, beasts that show such characteristics as seasonal coat changes or anatomical differences in age. These intimacies are being lost in general. One could identify this space in terms of flight distance. As man evolved a hunting regime from his move into the savannahs so one can assume as yet an undeveloped fear of humanity by animals not accustomed to their habits. For certain, a strong established symbiosis had already occurred between species including plants, animals and micro-organisms. Over hundreds of millennia something of a respect developed between beasts, which in fair circumstances accorded to man’s apparent success, can be defined as flight distance. There comes a point at which an animal will make a run for it if it feels that one is being threatened. This is a natural phenomenon that is recognisable in their everyday existence. I see it a lot amongst the dogs when a stranger approaches. Usually it starts at about the distance that one can bend over it and give a good hiding to. Not that I resort to this method but I remember once, and quite shamefully, that after putting up with continuous barking every time I got up from a chair every day for one month, I resorted to throwing stones at this particular dog. It took just this once for the dog to learn to respect distance between us and to increase it from thence onwards. I may like to add that two years later it rests its head quite gladly on my lap.

This development of flight distance then, is represented in the fossil record, and over the course of 2 million years man, with Cro-Magnon, suddenly made the jump with hafted throwing spears. Omitted from the development within Neanderthal whom they succeeded, man the hunter had become a force to be reckoned with. Man had become unique in this sense, with the ability to manipulate wood and stone; their identification of properties was already an established cognitive leap of the Mousterian age preceding it. He had learnt to work with flight distance and proceeded to institute a whole new hunting regime using throwing missiles. This further cognitive leap should be fully comprehended. Consider, putting wood to stone, the both shaped to a certain degree with evidence suggesting a high degree of mastery. Their identification of sources in the environment led them to adapt particular lifestyles so that once these materials were discovered they could be furnished on the spot. In support of this case flint quarries are known about. This may be the earlier scenario that preceded the formation of base camps and the working of materials in locale, giving rise to our first hints of civilisation. Neanderthal, at the most, could be accused of throwing stones because most of the evidence of scar tissue on their fossilised remains shows hand-to-hand combat. Their mastery of stone working was just the precursor for modern man to adapt for throwing. 

So with this skill we see a coherent development i.e., bringing selective materials together for the use of killing is the semantic equivalent of bringing different symbols together. Wood plus stone times distance equals food animal (A + B x C = D). To be able to carry out this behaviour requires the individual to be able to conceptualise, to imagine an end result, and through a large degree through trial and error, gauge the effectiveness of this technique.  Conceptualisation is a factor of primitive consciousness and some animals are known to have it, albeit they are unconscious of its operation. Only a higher-order consciousness can categorise the internal operations of the mind. Man had learnt to manipulate the environment by effectively reshuffling his symbiosis with it. He had become an active agent of its change, in other words, developed an outside landscape as opposed to the inside landscape of purely sentient existence and primitive consciousness.

Now, what does this smell of? Indubitably, language and semantics, the basis of higher-order consciousness. Language is no other than the fashioning of symbols into coherent, intelligible forms and an end product or vision. How one attains ‘D’ – the hunted food animal - requires the individuation of A, B and C before they are formulated into an overriding concept of unity. From the pictorial artwork of Cro-Magnon came language. How old may we ask, are the constellational depictions of Artur, the hunter, Orion, the boar, the archer and so on? And thus how old may one ask came the later development of agriculture and its baggage of iconography at a time when man pushed north again with the receding glaciers? No one can deny the exponential development of technology, the manipulative forms of modern consciousness. And with it came the change in behavioural attributes; the nocturnal activities of the hunter, again another adaptation in order to outwit the changing habits of animals’ own cognitive adaptations; the moon its cosmic guardianship so critical for its success. How habits adjusted towards the most optimal moments, at full moon when man could use his mastery best, at new moon a time of foretelling and prediction – the consolidation of energies for the lunacy of the hunt to come. A sudden rush of energy bestowed by the Moon goddess Herself, her efficacy the bestowing of light. The lunar cycle developing alongside human consciousness, reflecting patterns of mensural diets and changing levels of energy availability, threw into view a legitimate basis of a developed menstrual cycle. The question I want to return to later is how different food availabilities affect the changing sexual habits of their hosts. For instance, if more food was made available during the kill at full moon does this bring a stronger desire to procreate? Likewise, at a dark moon, is not the womb now an object of taboo, when Her dark powers now forbid its transgression and rather sexual energy is conserved? Does this equate to heightened spiritual energy, a substitution for a lack of food? I shall return to these issues, suffice to say, as in my personal experience these phenomena is shared both by male and female alike. What I, personally, may become is something of a cultural icon. As my consciousness evolves so I pre-empt the root of cultural development. Throwing stones at a dog is itself a significant act, because it was a behaviour that outlined a fundamental characteristic of our evolving culture. Such signs can be read in the environmental.

But let’s keep to the theme of symbols, in particular the plough. With agriculture came sedentary life, time to set up home, shelter, defence mechanisms, increased social order, role playing, ethics and duty. The high-protein food of animals now had to be substituted for the hard work of tilling the land. Night becomes day and the Moon goddess is now usurped by the worship of the sun. For an example of this one need only look at the great agricultural civilisations of the past. Man was about to embark on a quest to radically change the environment in the name of the sun and its generative powers. Going is the wild energies of the hunter-gatherer and nomadic peoples, conditioned as they were to the expediencies of nature. What was to ensure was the controlling of nature, a re-altering of her eco-systems. The mythical tale of the oracle of Delphi and the slaying of the guardian serpent Python, was post-indicative and subsidiary to the new male power of control and direct manipulation. The champion Apollo here represents the human mind, a direct rational delineation of nature representation through its conquering and absorption. Nature as a whole was to be fashioned in this linear approach, its fields arranged in straight edges, like the shaft of an arrow. This change in consciousness was another great cognitive leap and indication above all else that the scattered communities of hunter-gatherer phenotypes had coalesced enough to redesign their own livelihood into efficient modes of dealing with the less availability of exigent foods. Such was the necessary behaviour change due to their  increased success, and one would assume, increased populations, that rather than kill each other to any large degree, although this may have happened, societies could be established. With this came a whole development of cognitive cultural parallels requiring the individuals to identify their roles in nature as well as to each other. Food had to be grown now, efficiently enough to compensate for the lack of proportionate game. Man’s successful dominance and skill in hunting effectively induced the conditions that required consolidation and the broadscale reconditioning of nature. Language then, became rife with new meaning, its symbols growing by the day through new cultural practices. So as technology expands so does man’s elaborate consciousness.

Language then, is not the written word, for the written word did not develop until something like 50,000 years afterward. But language is representation. And where representation, either in pictorial or written forms, in local customs or traditional belief, is not recorded then it goes to say that history is clouded in speculation. How little one knows of the true identities of peoples and their cultures of the antiquated past. One must conjecture from remains of practices. But even where history is recorded we ask how prejudiced, politically-biased, or plainly subjective is that written word. We can look to the druids for a good example. One is not even sure of the true origin of the word although we can speculate that it has connotations with the oak tree and the carrying of knowledge. Our accounts of the druids are all Greek and Roman. When Caesar was laying claim to Gaul we read of these mysterious peoples who practised the spoken word conducive to the oral tradition. They recorded nothing on paper; there is no real evidence for their social practices or centres of establishment. Everything we hear is of a second-hand nature, and its multiples. Consequently, historians and ethnogeographists of the Roman-Gallo period wrote about a set of circumstances that took its contextual background from a different period. The irony of talking about this great intellectual class of the Gauls, the latter of whom were denoted as savage barbarians of an immoral order, in the light of their unwanted influence upon the Gaulish nobility, their hidden powers and unwitnessed practices, all speculation derived from historians of a completely different century. The more likely scenario is that at the height of their powers, when Gaul was united and before the Roman invasion, they were already a highly-respected peoples as were the classes of priests, bards and seers. Their origins thus predate Roman occupation by hundreds of years and were recorded by Greek classicists whose records are now lost but have been referred to. The Alexandrians of the post-Christ period, as I say, had to rely upon unwitnessed incidents and second-hand information, the contents of which were heavily coloured by the politics of the day. It is thought that there was generally one group of historians writing for the justification of Roman imperialism, and another writing for a more sensible reality based upon the intellectual capacities of a noble people. The former thus emphasised the savages of the Gaulish tribes of whom they associated. What one finds through vigorous sifting of historical data is that having established that they left no written record themselves, they were said to make use of Greek letters in almost all their public and private correspondences.  And of the use of Greek in personal family names suggestions have expressed their origins to the great speculative Ionians of the 6th century BCE. Indeed there is evidence of Greek transmission into Gaul around this time at the colony of Marseilles, and the druids could have been a peripheral surviving people. If indeed they were philosophers then one must not confuse them with the roles of priests or seers. Further lack of evidence suggests that they were not magic-users but rather great carriers of natural philosophy. Some indication cites their power of augury through the use of mathematici, but again it has been established that there were a number of different intellectual classes of the Gauls.

Their natural mystique and the dark, magical associations to woods and groves by later historians, is in fact an out of date perspective likened to a period when, after their gradual demise and loss of intellectual influence through their disciplina, they had become a distant people rarely experienced if at all by historians. The opening of Roman schools for Roman citizens by Augustus, i.e., the benefit of iuslatti or Latin rights, had reduced the druids to an even greater secrecy and retraction from common Gaulish society. But this is not to say that they didn’t continue to have great influence in the preceding centuries before Caesar whilst out of the limelight. The account of Dumnorix and his noble brother Diviatiacus of the Aedui, the latter whom is credited as a druid and personal friend of Caesar, vouch for this final resistance of the Gauls before the druids finally disappear from existence. As both were noble princes Caesar had to juggle his edicts so as to retain diplomatic relations with the tribe before he could push north and conquer Britain using their cavalry. The two brothers were torn in loyalty, Dumnorix eventually being executed for refuting a command to accompany Caesar. Or so it seems. Between them the two brothers harangued Caesar and the senate, and to an extent, manipulated them to the benefit of the Aeduan and other Gaulish tribes. It rather appears that Dumnorix was the nationalist and popular leader who’s religious convictions deferred his indictment to cross the channel. So we ask whether Dumnorix was in fact the true druid who held great sway of the Gaulish nationalist and his brother Diviatiacus rather more a seer who practised augury. Their diplomatic juggling came at a time when Gaul as a national state was fragmented and factitious, already in decline, but under the circumstances, ripe for a new solidarity.

As I say, the druidic record disappears after that. Gaul was effectively Romanized and Britain invaded. But history is one of those interesting phenomenons that is wholly the product of consciousness. A lack of immediate knowledge rather augments the reliance upon personally un-experienced information when writing between centuries. The credibility of this data is not certain either and may simply be rhetorical. How we view the circumstances are themselves effected by personal or social bias. It must be very hard to depict a true historical exegesis based upon the one-sided gathering of information, although scientific, objective rationale is the solution towards it amelioration. We could argue that with time as sources make themselves more available so a truer picture will form, for example, as happened with the discovery of radio-carbon dating. In fact, when we look at the oral tradition over its vast development of thousands of years it seems wanton to anticipate this scenario, for truly, if ever a genuine picture is to be ascertained then it must be guided through the ability for the human mind to rationalise and absorb the relationality of experience there and then. For instance, it is known that rationalisation is itself dependent upon emotional input. Our need to intuit is the brain’s response to weigh up all the facts. Intuition, as a non-linguistical form of communication, forms the basis of all language. Symbolism could not have evolved without first that natural comprehension of the environment and the ability to subsume ourselves into it. Memory then develops through essential communication of experience. It is innately impossible for memory to lie, but how we rationalise must itself be the context of our understanding. The oral tradition sought to convey, in allegorical, symbolic, pictorial, mythological forms, the basic apprehension of experience. Its moral definitions and ethical codes are themselves derivative of these forms, and requires the individual rationalisation of them. Since individuals themselves are bounded by social and political codes, the individual is left to manipulate this emotionally-stored data in the context of his or her upbringing. Written history is a bone for this dog. On the other hand oral tradition firmly roots the individual into their society because societal conventions are implicit to those dynamically communicated forms. Written records rather make negligible and static true first-hand experience. No wonder Caesar feared those druids, even at a time when their demise was apparent. What he truly feared, though he may not have been conscious of this fact, was the influence of oral tradition. It is no wonder that he initiated those schools for the masses.

Chapter 4: Bioregionalism
…at the bottom of the barrel.
Today I had been planting some fruit trees. Barely did I get down one foot did I find the bedrock looming up at me. In order to plant one tree I usually have to dig two or three holes before I get soil deep enough that I think these particular trees can survive in. The conglomerate rock in Catalonia is a limestone. One generally finds the sot rock on the top which is generally affected by the perched water table but only when it rains (and the hard rock beneath it that your pickaxe bounces off. To plant a tree that doesn’t have good drought resistance one has to raise the soil levels, which I am doing also in this area of raised bed filled by the excavations of my new house, or find a fissure where it is likely that the bedrock dips and a plant root could penetrate. That is what it means to be a gardener, creating a humanly-intervened landscape for my unadapted species to thrive in; not very indigenous. Every time I dig a hole I find these red beetles, not unlike large scarab beetles. Their colour reflects the red soil they hibernate in. They are very slow moving but that is beside the point, even if they were dormant. They survive chiefly because they are not seen. This is commonly termed as natural selection. Though beetles contribute to about two thirds of the worlds species diversity, hardly matched by any other genus, I don’t doubt that their extinct ancestors number in the range of hundreds of millions. The amount of millions of species in the world is really quite unknown. But I don’t doubt that new species of beetle occur quite frequently, as a guestimate. What happened to their ancestors is a common story – they all got eaten. Success then is based upon that single fact: How do I prevent myself from being eaten? That is not to say that some species evolve that trait of being eaten only after they have mated, for instance the preying mantis. The males are usually food for the females and rings of vampiric tones.
So this leads us back to Homo Sapiens. Homo Sapiens, under extraordinary conditions, managed to breed faster than they could be eaten. Consider how long a child takes to rear before it reaches manhood? This is quite a burden and would take quite a sophisticated social milieu for the successful continuation of that species. Quite a high degree of organisation would need to be in place in order for the child to be nurtured before it could learn to fight or breed. The average lifespan was around thirty years old. I would doubt that the child would need to reach 14, as modern societies elicit, before becoming an adult. Adulthood within a thirty year lifespan may be as ‘young’ as 10 years old, I am guessing. But it serves my point. Cro-Magnon could only survive if it moved beyond its natural instinct to wander and hunt, in search for fresh pastures, if only by developing an inalienable technology, the likes of which hadn’t been seen before by any predator. This creative attitude to life always guaranteed Homo Sapiens being one step ahead of their predators, and if anything, turned the tables. Evidence suggest that all this started in Africa but that Europe exploded onto the scene at a much later date, maybe 40,000 years later. Technology such as shelter, weapons development, language and social convention was the basis of this success. Rather than not being seen, carry forward our extinct cousins Homo Neanderthalensis, modern man could be seen as rather threatening. We tend to attribute war to the period when metal was discovered, but that is just giving hunting a different terminological reference. The instinctual basis was the same – to stay alive, or remain uneaten, for as long as possible in order to foster a progeny.
Ultimately political relations develop. The aborigines of Cape York and the white cattle farmers see tourism as a positive affirmation of their cultures. The former have even joined in partnership with tour operators. The Zuni of New Mexico numbering 10,000 have an accommodating government. In return they cede control of local resources but maintain a strong community ethos upheld by their religious leaders. It is a trade=off in which the natives benefit from tourism. But this is obviously not the case with all locals. Closer to home, in the Llandhony Valley of the Brecon Beacons, 90 objectionable residents induces the National Parks Authority to remove all signs from the roads, effectively taking the area off the map. It is assumed that car tourists confer no economic advantage and were thus considered a nuisance. We can gather from this that tourism is as much an anthropological exercise as is hunting, on the basis that were are all the same species. Social conventions are sustained as a basic right because they are respected by a critical number of people, where internal, external or conjointly to the community. But this is only going to happen when people start talking. Something is shared, something is mixed.
This leads to the opportunity to elicit a hypothesis of mine. It concerns the evolution of humanity, carried along, I emphasise, by the tiniest of beasts. Not the great beasts of the savannah from whence modern man migrated into. The giraffe is an illustration here, its neck evolving to such great lengths that only it could chew on the nutritious leaves of the acacia common to Mediterranean climates. Not either the ants that formed a symbiosis with the acacia tree, an ingenious adaptation in which the prickly spines on the branches, themselves a deterrent to foragers, swelled up to allow colonies of ants to survive inside them. In return to attacking browsers, the tree was s source of sweet sap which the ants fed on. No, my hypothesis concerns microorganisms, the carriers of disease. Let us take the Americas for example, and see the impact of the white man in the early era of voyage and discovery, when seafaring had opened up whole new vistas for the symbolically-induced imagination of humanity; in this the case the Europeans from the 15th century onwards. It is not known how many Indians died from the diseases that the white man brought over. It could be anything from5 to 100 million since statistics were not kept until maybe the third generation of colonists that succeeded there. But it is estimated that in one generation most of them had died. The cause, which is hardly detested, was disease. The Europeans had brought over small pox, chicken pox, bubonic plague and measles amongst a dozen other new diseases at least, for which the Amerindian lacked immunity to. Now this is an important point. These diseases, which originate in dense populations as Europe had become due to advances in agricultural techniques that could feed a lot more people, are in fact carried by microorganisms. The Europeans in general had become immune to them. They could still carry a disease but not be affected by it in the main because, through what one refers to as natural selection, the weak had been sifted out over the course of centuries. The survivors were those whose genome sequence was conducive to immunity, and this genetic combination is what gets passed down to one’s progeny. Now, the Lamarckian theory augmented the Darwinian notion, that the individual is continually evolving his genes through time, by advancing that individuals are more likely to select for genes that are successful. What this states is that genes, through an infinite possibility of combinations, hold the key to immunity to diseases. America, unlike Africa and Asia, had been separated in space and time for thousands of years. In fact, what we know now is that the people who travel there now from Siberia and the Northern Steppes probably did so in 3 waves. At some point recently during the Mesolithic era the sea levels rose and isolated the Indians when the Siberian straits formed and disconnected the two land masses. The Indians could only push south and thus colonise the extent of the new world. Unconnected as they were to their parent communities they evolved among unique lines. They had diseases of their own but under relatively spatial existence certain conditions disaffected the formation of new diseases. This is to say that for thousands of years they had made no contact with Indo-European peoples – the process of speciation. After Columbus and the first colonists so contact was made. Since many diseases were spread by air alone in no time at all were the Indians falling sick. Their traditional practice of gathering together and sharing a sweat lodge when somebody was ill, with the view that through contagion so the diseases will quickly dissipate, it only encouraged and fermented these new conditions. Epidemic after epidemic swept the country over the course of 200 years. No sooner did one disease past was the individual trying to get over another. The speed of the symptoms were considered phenomenal, lacking as they were, any locally-adapted immunity. The phenomena can also be attributed to the Maori of Hawaii after Cook. Again syphilis proved absolutely fatal, hideously deforming individuals into grotesque shapes.
Historians have failed to illustrate the real drama, that preceded the land take-overs and merciless killings. Because the fabled cowboys and Indians scenario was no more than a legacy of already established demise and disconnectedness of a once great notion. When new diseases hit with such ferocity everyone is affected. The whole social milieu is affected. Who would leave the warmth of the hides to till the fields, sow the seed, even reap the harvest, when so many were ill and weak. The whole culture imploded, destroying them at their root, the destruction of community life.
We have written accounts but they depict a story of farmers 

And builders, writing from personal letters of their triumphs and vanquishing of Indians. Writing subjectively and personally, of course they could not be aware to any large degree of the death that had already passed. As I say, this phenomenon had happened in Hawaii also, but there we have tantalising evidence that syphilis was indubitably spread through promiscuity. Rather than to be considered as prostitution, it was custom to welcome strangers aboard their island with the hospitable offer of sex. How promiscuous were the Indians? The large variety of them from north to south would have contributed to a great number of customs. But again we have this scenario of an oral tradition. It naturally shrouds these communities into an ahistorical context. Just like the druids ca. 2000 years earlier these natives seem to occasionally emerge from the backdrop of their mythological landscape. Thee subsequent historians of the west, the missionaries and the ethnogeographists, literally repeat this pattern of scribing onto peoples their own linear-orientated thinking couched in personal and subjective terms, itself couched in the western milieu of their time. We see this phenomenon the world over because the west conquered the world. The ripping out of their enemy’s’ hearts of the Aztecs in order to appease their gods, may as well be a blueprint of the Gaulish custom of cutting off the heads of the enemies whilst a seer or augur catches and divines the future through the semantic reaction of the individual. Both practices were considered barbaric, yet both nations, the Hispanics and the Romans, were both undoubtedly used to bloodshed of their own.
But without veering too much from my motive here concerning the evolution of humanity, in my personal experience I consider myself evolving tin the true sense of the word, or growing in both mind and body. This is what allows me insight or coming-to-knowledge. It is my opinion that lack of immunity is a factor of sexual depreciating i.e. the degradation of one’s sexual cycles incurred though promiscuity and/or indulgent sex for reasons other than procreation decouples the inherent spirituality of natural cyclical living from everyday existence. I believe strength of race, strength of character happens as a biochemical relationality with the mind, such as those who are governed by ritualistic observation of cycles including synchronised natural emissions points. It is these individuals who have selected for genes that allow the straight transference of embodied knowledge to their progeny, and this as an act of genitalia. This spiritual awareness is in fact knowledge understood as a coming-to knowing. The passivity incurred of sexually-cyclic ritual allows for the maximum transference of genetic information to progeny. This is what carries into succeeding generations based upon the natural influence of the cosmic upon the sexual body of the individual. I could make the connection here between knowledge and sexual abstinence, a practice performed by a myriad of religious sects and denominations. Because when one really considers it, knowledge is not a linear set of facts; that is information, no matter how multi-linear an operation may be. Rather knowledge is the relevant linking of all stimuli in the environment into a coherent whole. In other words, the sentient body registers information all the time, but it is how this is interpreted into the context of one’s landscape both mythological and immediate, including the social group, and how ultimately it conduces to defining one’s role and capacity. Thus, a tree is a tree, but it may also be the location of where I will meet my future wife because its locale has been infused with personal meaning. When I beeline towards my tree, the symbol conjures up appropriate behavioural changes. This can not be any tree since I may find myself amongst many trees at once, or quite incidentally, next to one. Rather certain centres would have to be activated in my mind that stimulate me to religiously or ritualistically select for my tree. The symbol of the tree thus imparts a change of consciousness and is imbedded with meaning. With that in mind let me take you on a journey to the house of a permaculturist, a vecino or neighbour of mine distanced some 50-60 kilometres away in Montsant. The name of this town is called Arboli`, and we have already been there.
On this particular occasion I took my father. He doesn’t often get out to the mountains. Located where he is on a gorge between the Serra de la Gritella and the Serra del Mollo` we took a meandering route up in search for yew wood.  The tourist information indicates thus. Unfortunately we did not come across anything of the sorts but the changing landscape instead brought us in contact with a variety of landscapes, including groves of almond n flower, pink and white, coniferous woodland in areas of ecological beauty. Colloquially known as the Buga Valley our first impressive vista was a multitude of wind turbines making good use of the north-westerlies. In winter these cool unpredictable winds are known as the mistral or sere`. In summer the welcome south-westerlies are called the garbi`. The consequence of this are the humid winters which derive from the low barometric pressure belts passing over the region, whilst in summer humidity is low due to the persistent drying influence of the high pressure over the Azores on the coast of Africa. These give rise to old winters with habitual frosts and summer storms that abrogates flash flooding. At times gusts can reach up to 140km per hour. The wind turbines are inclined to be turned off during this period but one observation I always make is that despite the wind’s unpredictability here in the Buga Valley the wind blades always seem to be going around at the same speed. Every year their number seems to increase, producing about 30,000 watts each. With all that energy my dad believes that they are breeding. Of course, the beauty of them is the fact that as electricity is needed so they are turned on, when wind is available that is. Until more advanced technology like hydrogen cells allow for their storage of energy it is inconceivable and unrealistic to think that one would use chemical battery storage instead. Catalonia is going through a big energy review, already the home of two nuclear power plants. There is now talk of a desalination plant in order to remedy that other form of energy – fresh water.
We didn’t quite cross El Rio de’l Ebre but we followed its route for a short while before leaving it to head into the region of Priorat. On this particular day, what I referred to as these distant cuddly clouds above the mountains had suddenly become reality. This area is famous for wine groves, a local speciality that looked diminutive in stark contrast to the maelstrom of black clouds hanging over our heads. The higher we went the more driving the wind and rain. Well, our host who was expecting us by the afternoon, asked me to bring the rain from England. I thought I had achieved my objective, but here in this altitude, within 15km, everything can change. Arboli` barely received a drop of that rain, though back home on the coast I heard it had bucketed for half an hour. Nearing our destination I was impressed by the beech showing amorphous adaptation to the surrounding rock. The rock here was more like a shale, perfect habitat for these calcifuges. The grew to the sort of effect one would like to achieve in bonsai, individual specimens contorting to crevice and crust alike. Along with oak and carob we find here a triple forage crop for browsers and grazers to take advantage off; notes for my permaculture ambitions. What information could I glean today that will hold in perpetuity for my eventual longer-term habitation in Catalonia. This was my objective but at the same time I would need to plant the seeds of ongoing communication to establish an on-going discourse between my host and myself. Networking, such an essential element to successful societies, is a reciprocal process that benefits all parties. Like the great infrastructure of wind turbines that can be turned on as and when they are needed. The greater the number the more resourceful and controllable is that energy. My host knew something of my motives. Building a house on top of a cisterna that would hold near 100,000 litres was top of the agenda, and I wanted to see his working example. Of course, our interview took on an informal development but the interesting stories we were entertained by from a man who took 16 years to build his house, was all mythicpoetic. The mythological landscape, a panoramic view of the mountains, he was already living in. He tells me that his property was the only south-facing aspect in the whole village, but his soil was also the poorest example. Perfect then for a permaculture to utilise solar gain and build upon low-quality earth. Likewise my own plans have taken on boards this edict. The foundations of my house which I have begun to dig have hit bedrock at very inconsistent levels, such is the nature of conglomerate stone. Secondly, I am sifting the soil and creating planting areas, in accord with Mollison’s dictate that when it comes to implementing a permaculture design “the first structures and designs should be those that generate energy, the second those which save energy, and only finally those which consume energy.” Thus, creation of the polytunnel beds and a raised area for fruit trees next tot e main house has been my natural priority. Despite consuming lots of personal labour, which I have lots of, the best area to put it into is food production, with the hope of reducing diesel kilometres of unnecessary local trips to the supermarket. If there is one way I can influence my dad to participate in our way of thinking is to show him a working example. And Arboli` is a very small village that sells very little. So to drive home the point, saving a 15km round trip to pick up expensive vegetables embellishes our second dictate. Though we eat lots of bread and require much else, just creating that sense of self-empowerment is a factor in initiating local trade. For instance, a surplus of vegetables may bring the consumer to our house with a trailer load of manure, a few barras de pan, a bag full of oranges, some desperately required tools etc. etc. Permaculture design is about drawing a common ground and getting out of the rat race.
Now my second motive was to get my father thinking more n these lines. Introducing him to an American could introduce this far more than a lingual Spaniard might. The house located directly below the water supply, its garden even further down will both benefit from the fall of gravity. I have already pointed out that I can’t achieve the same effect unless I build on the barranco’s edge but relative location is a principle that is applied widely. In my case the house will collect rainwater via the roof. In Richard’s case the cisterna are located directly beneath the level of the road so that, concreted as they are, flash floods are directed straight into the basins. From there they are siphoned into other storage tanks. Like our wind turbines the more tanks the more control of the harvesting and channelling of the supply. So in thinking about the design of my own house my priority is first to generate energy i.e. water pressure. Likewise I have plans to utilise its thermal mass to regulate the temperature in my house by running convection flues from it to the ceiling. This is passive ventilation. Secondly I would store its potential energy and save it in plant tissue that will benefit from it is in their hydraulic mass and in the leaf litter that they will generate. Lastly, through drinking and eating of my landscape so I bring in my direct human intervention. At this point it is important to keep the system as closed as possible so that waste product is always reused. Shitting and pissing, black and grey water must be returned to the garden in order to fertilise the crops with essential nutrients whilst assisting in the building of soil levels through biomass production. This tripartite relationship of generation, saving and consumption, identical to the creation, preservation and destruction of Hindu mythology, can be applied to all levels of nature. Plants do the same, generating energy through photosynthesis,’ they store water and have developed a myriad of techniques to prevent its loss. In the Mediterranean, in a phenomenon called morphological convergence, we see different species of plants in different regions of the Mediterranean world i.e. Chile, California, South Africa, Australia and the Near East, behaving identically. Two such adaptations include reducing the area of leaf space exposed to the sun, and another in which the plant’s stem becomes the main body of water storage as well as the main agent of photosynthesis and energy generation. But in these different regions of the world water conservation techniques are abounding. I need only look at my local vegetation of Aleppo pine, Blessed thistle, Cornish heath or gorse, Pistachio Lentiscus, rosemary, thyme and cytisus. All of them have small leaves, sometimes hairy and silvery to reflect the radiation and trap moisture on their surface. The white coniferous pine has adapted to regular predictable extremities of climate. As with acacia the cacti have developed spines also in order to detract from browsers their appetising prospect. Being generally slow growing their metabolism is rather subdued. Consequently they live for long periods of time. The cortina-type stems in some induce shadow upon the surface of itself, thus affecting cooling and minimal transevaporation. Nevertheless, it is the skill of the indigene to utilise these faculties for consumption without starving the landscape of it ecological balance and diversity in which cacti play an important role. There is another phenomenon attributable to energy consumption found in plants, and that is flowering. Flowering takes up the most energy and thus is reduced to a one-off behaviour in many Mediterranean climes of greatest extremity. This class of plants is called monocarpic and good examples are yuccas. Now, there are cacti that are also not monocarpic., the prickly pear for example that produces fruit quite readily. They are in fact a favourite of tourist during the ripening period, despite the irritable spines. When I was a kid the plant always used to remind me of Desperate Dan in the Beano. His unshaven face gave the impression of someone looking for another meal. Well, the fruit is very palatable, very seedy, and ideal for jams and spreads. Their fine spines can linger in one’s skin even after washing. But in keeping to the theme of flowering yuccas show this tendency to being monocarpic. After putting all their energy into flowering, maybe after decades of growth, they die in an attempt to spread their seed. This interestingly introduces us to a mechanism of Mediterranean plants. How do they survive death over and above the generic method of annual seed dispersal?
Remember I mentioned my philosophical idea of seeing plants act on the level of their species as a whole and thus onto their role within ecosystems. Well, plants threatened of being consumed in the common forest fires that prevail in arid environments have developed age-old techniques of regeneration. The eucalypts, for example, known for the rebirthing personification of aboriginal folklore, burn down their vegetation. The bark, like the cork of oaks, will insulate the interior of the trunk. After the fire has passed they will re-sprout from the bottom, hence their rebirthing qualities. Likewise some trees, on detecting the heat of the fire will quickly set seed and drop it to the ground before they are subsumed in ash. Fire is a factor that must be planned for in hot arid regions. For a permaculture in the Med this requires careful thoughtful planning and the implementation of mitigation methods. Locating my cisterna beneath the house will hopefully supply the emergency load required in such dry microclimates as pine cover and brush wood. Some of my earliest experiences with fire was going to my aunt’s to the woods in the country and cooking paella over pine cones.  So in full circle we return to the need to use the biggest contribution to water conservation, that is soil water and as previously referred to, through the encouragement of leaf litter we should return to Richard’s house in Arboli` for a working example of resourcefulness.
Richard uses strawbale building techniques and the litter of a widely produced crop – wine grape husk. Of course there are always surprises, serendipitous ones, to be discovered. He found that the fermentation process used on grapes differs between red and white. In the former the build-up of alcohol as the yeast converts the sugar will ultimately affect the viability of the seed in the crushed grape. But in the white the length of fermentation time is much shorter. Thus, in the same way that seed coats can be broken manually down in order to quicken germination, so had these white seed grapes remained viable for sprouting. One sees the processes of exposing hard seed coats to vinegar, where the acids soften the tissue and allow water to penetrate through the pericarp. Vinegar itself, a product of fermentation and an acid, can be used to sterilise seeds or bulbs, as in the case of exposing garlic temporarily to it that will kill most habitual fungi. Such methods have proved successful in increasing product yield. We also see a very natural process occurring in nature. For instance some seeds need to actively pass through the guts of an animal, like a bird, in order to be exposed to its stomach acids. This has the same effect only that when the bird shits it provides its own fertiliser package. And this brings us nicely to Richard’s system, albeit when his son used to run a chicken business. When creating mulch beds he uses a thin layer of these white grape husks. On top of this he places books of strawbale, quite easily done by splitting the bail into sections. The straw remains intact and thus weighs heavier. When tornados or 140km winds are common, fluffing up the straw is simply a license to bid it farewell, as Richard detests. So as the humidity builds up and the moisture remained intact on the soil level, with the exclusion of light and an oxygenated environment, these provide the perfect conditions for the germination of the still viable white grape seed. Letting the chickens out at night gave them a feast of small grape sprouts, and as anyone who sprouts their own seeds for consumption will know, the concentration of nutrients within those primary stages of leaf and stem growth are immense. This is due to the enzymic process within germination that allows for rapid transformation. The seed effectively carries all its energy requirements for those first few days, hence their ability to germinate in a broad number of different conditions. This is the basis of speciation. If one can get off to a good start in which they can begin to either photosynthesise or obtain their energy needs externally it will allow for local variation.
It should be noted that working within animals within a permaculture system requires good observation. Letting the chickens out at night meant that one didn’t spend all day waiting for them to get back into their coots. But chickens scratch using their beaks and claws and will quickly denude an area of other vegetation. Likewise having goats, Richard tells me, is not the land stripping exercise it is made out to be. The pungency of some Mediterranean plants will deter the hardiest of species, despite their attractive scent to humanity. The goat, when given a choice, will nibble at everything palatable and will not exhaust any particular specimen in one go. The chickens will need to be moved around also, and both these animals will do the most important things, fertilising the soil with their manure droppings. I will eventually use both species in my own permaculture, but in the meantime it serves me well to study other’s attempts at human-animal relations. What Richard discovered is that after a period of mulch composting and the essential work of soil fauna in assisting that process, the rougher material is left exposed at the top of this new developing soil, whilst the finer material drops to the bottom. Mulching is one way that humanity can mimic nature, for nature does not plough, rather it builds up soil levels through the decomposition of leaf litter. So we use this technique as much as possible in permaculture. And of course in these regions grape husks and straw may not be necessarily available. When obtained locally we are closing the system and using a resource that might otherwise be lost. Effectively, one is keeping the energy circulating for as long as possible, as nature does so successfully, and delaying the process of entropy where ultimately all energy is lost to heat. If one can use this heat, for example all composting systems including mulching, require heat to a certain degree that allow certain microorganisms and fungi to break down the material, then we can maximise our potential yield from the permaculture. An example here is siting a chicken coot nest to a greenhouse or polytunnel. The heat will bring on quicker growth but there is also the exchange of weed and pest control, and fertiliser. All elements within a system are supported and this allows for a diversity of interaction. The more diverse a system the greater the homeostasis and inherent stability. In such a system the loss of one element does not threaten the integrity of other elements from continuing to operate.
Ruminants are a good example of this. Within biodynamic farms all cattle are bred internally, or stock is taken from another biodynamic farm. The purpose of this, Richard tells me, is to maintain known beneficial lineages and local genetic varieties. On this basis local and regional variants are all the more important because of the added knowledge of the increased suitability. This suitability, analysed over generations and centuries, forms the bedrock of stable economies. As for plants, species are selected for conditions that optimise local and regional adaptation. It could be disease resistance, suitability for particular climates, extended cropping potential or as previously referred to, viable germination capabilities. The need to maintain a heterogeneous landscape cannot be emphasized enough’ the monoculture of modern farming techniques itself conducive to a monocultural mentality and a lack of imagination. And the two without doubt go hand in hand. The extrapolation of creativity from food production and water collection must affect the human psyche at its most fundamental level. To illustrate an example to make a departing note on Richard’s place, he used converted oil drums, cut down the middle and suspended as sails on an axis in order to harvest the wind to pump the water from down below to the house. Admittedly, it eventually suffered from some real wind damage to the extent that it was not robust enough to withstand gales, and it broke down. But the idea behind it was to make use of a winter condition of prevailing wind direction, whilst PV cells created the energy requirements during the longer days of summer. Each permaculture is distinct, its efficacy a product of how imaginative and in-tune the system has been designed, each with their local and regional variations; a microcosm for the macrocosm. In the same way that Richard’s son Kevin, and his friend, served us a meal made from vegetables selected from their garden, our arrival and received hospitality seem to be a catalyst for change and adaptation. One teacher to another, one father to another, one son to another, there was a dynamic element about the whole encounter. Richard informed me that that was the first time his son asked to cook for his visitors, a vegetable rice with battered asparagus tips grown wild, and oranges, all ingredients found within the Catalonian landscape.
So to end this chapter it may be worth elucidating on the nature of dynamic interaction. The simple question is: Why has it taking me so long to inform my readers about the concept of permaculture? Quite simply it had taken me this long to meet the centre of permaculture in Catalonia, and Richard is less then 100km away from us. This is a far cry from London where my networking is always a stone’s throw away from my previous point. That is not to say that I encompass the whole of London. Rather, there is a form of indigenous living in London also and it requires mapping out the landscape. In this case the space that is endowed with meaning is not necessarily architectural. That is the domain of tourists and enthusiasts. It is neither the space of commerce nor trade, although there is an element of that also. It cannot be put down to anything tangible on the whole because big cities require a special adaptation for the indigene who wants to remain true to his landscape. Because London is so multicultural with an immense history and iconography that all major capitals embody, passing from one street to another requires the observer to be eruditely subsumed into its past, otherwise one is quite simply lost. A pattern does emerge but you have to look for it. Its starts with rivers, the majority of which are lost or buried to construction, but on their recognition it explains the build-up around specific nodal points called dock and ports or waterholes, as the length of the rivers themselves become internodes. This dendritic landscape allows for the designation of areas into activities and , through its wetlands and large expanses, the demarcation of boundaries. Now, one may think I am referring to centres of commerce but it is much more basic than that. It is purely for the need for interaction as a social group and the sharing of consciousness. This is the most spiritually enhancing and strengthening factor of human living and its success is always dependant on the rehabilitation of the genetic variant who seeks to break off from the parent group. These people are the”evolvers” of humanity, often lying in the periphery of their locale or community and breaking new boundaries. These experimenters and pioneers affect the gene pool by their re-introduction into society. This cannot be simply achieved through trade of sorts. Because the green woodworker produces lovely birch spoons from his authentic pole lathe in the distant woods, making only brief contact with inner cities, is not justification enough for the transmission of a collective consciousness, and its fundamental constituent, the collective unconsciousness rooted in genetic pre-adaptation. Neither is it of a sexual nature in accordance with coitus. I have asked myself this question on a number of occasions and assert why I can have such an influence as to create change in parent communities, since I consider myself to be peripheral to parent communities and urbanisation. At times I appear to be selective in my interactions, albeit not with any conscious motive. The brooks, streams and rivulets that run into great rivers all bring to this parent body, and the analogy here is interesting because it is our children who are giving birth to their parents, their own influences. These may be likened to acidity or alkalinity of its embedded soil water, fallen debris from=vegetation cover and the conveyance of seeds that are themselves locally adapted, particular species of animals that require the water’s edge or the water itself for habitation, or the distribution of fertility related to the interaction of ecosystems and the transmission of nutrients. But substantially water bodies mitigate temperature differences.
So our parent body is now a collection of influences, drawn from different sources but ultimately one bio-region. When the children dry up so do our parents. In allegorical terms I cannot be talking about something physical, although children tend to look after the old when they are old enough themselves and behave like parents. In a historical context children carry the past impression of their ancestors; they are an embodiment of the success of human civilisation. They influence their elders by their needs, arrogating them to change their behaviour in order to keep up with the times or suffer, weaken and killing their own children. If the children fail so do their ontogenous parents, lost they would be without someone to carry the innate vision of ancestral continuity. The streams and brooks, in general older geographically than the parent bodies that unite them, carry the seed of ancestral know-how or wisdom. The charcoal producer, the ascetic in the mountain, the discoverer of new lands, all have to come back to their parent if they are to maintain influence and increase the gene pool. Absorbing their habitats they prepare the path for the further exploration of humanity before it can itself extend communitarily into those areas. And with these pioneers come back their fertility levels, their ecosystems, and their microbacteria.
Moulding a path through London is like being a child that, emboldened with all the qualities of fast-moving, change-arrogating ancestral lineage, is required to slow down and dilute into the pool of reconciliation. Albeit, some people will call it their quagmire, and that is understandable, since the process of individuation and ego-development encourages one to pine for their distinctness. Like the salmon returning to its spawning ground it is the peripheralists who anchor men to their past. They are frequently gods and heroes in their own right. Trekking through big cities for the indigene is a voyage to recreate the source. The more individuals, the more streams of influence, the closer we get to that source where big cities were just embryonic in size then. One effectively discovers the true landscape, and that can only be discovered through identification with like-motivated individuals. The parent body remains a watershed, a cradle of rest and slowing down, a collective consciousness, a vessel of folkloric panegyricy.
Always then, the mythological looms as our distant, intangible backdrop. Our bioregion is our watershed where its feeders bring in their influences. How we treat our rivers and streams will obviously effect change further down the line. Catalonia with its L’Ebre flowing from as far north as Reinosa in the Basque region near to the Gulf of Vizcaya crosses many provinces of Spain. Its peripheral mountainous source should be seen as the influence that gave birth to the delta on the Mediterranean coast. I recently took a part of that journey from La Rasqueraz around the Serra del Buix and back down into Tortosa. The greatly descending journey took me past fields of oranges. Combined with the mistral winds I was suddenly linked in consciousness to a distant past, something I recognized as a child. The familiarity of that smell for the first time reminded me of Spain, a long way from the mountain air; smell, its capacity to render the antiguous. When I got to Tortosa I should have expected what I saw. A city filled with Africans drawn to this parent capital of multiculturalism and sedimented human interaction. I wonder, if I am allowed to speculate, how many immigrants used the natural breakwaters of the delta to waddle their way in, pioneers who one day would set a new trend for this city? With the Moroccans came hashish, with the Algerians and Tunisians illegal DVD’s, with the ‘Romans’ golf courses.

There is now talk of irrigating those green deserts from the L’Ebre.

Chapter 5: Land
As I begin to write this chapter I have already crossed the frontier on my journey back to England. My 1980 Austin Allegro looks to be heading for 300 miles on a tank. With a bit of care I should make England on 3 tanks costing me about one and fifty pounds. Of course, the freedom to be able to dictate one’s own path is emblematic of modern societies. Increasingly, more and more people are moving towards this liberating lifestyle, a result more often than not, of accumulating wealth through property acquirement. The gentrification of Europe is happening large scale and new urbanizations are spring up everywhere. As the coast gets sold off the new tenants are building luxury apartments and bungalow-type holiday homes. Hotels and cafeterias are erupting everywhere. It just seems that in every city and village I go to there is a mass of building works going on. The influx of European money is Europeanising our landscape. The argument for it is that the standards of living are increasing.
We, the Richardsons, cannot be accused of gentrification ourselves. It is my parent’s only house and they live there all year round. In fact, they have made themselves prisoners there. Some of our neighbours only reside in their own homes a few weeks in the year, generally the summer period. Their friends may stay over during other periods. It wouldn’t make sense to leave a house unoccupied for so long, otherwise, especially when one is so distant from the local services and shops. On the other hand urbanisations are frequently empty of life during the off season.  Houses ‘shut up shop’ during the winter period, creating ghost towns. Meanwhile, since the standards of living are going up the poorer contingencies indirectly feed off the wealth brought in by the Middle Class. Cafeterias and bars emerge by the thousands, but to soften the sarcastic tone a little, one can also find the ferreterias, panederias, chucaterias and supermarkets. Everyone seems to be enjoying the new village life. Swimming pools, play areas, boulevards, night clubs, industry mainly linked to construction services, gasoline stations, tarmac roads, lorry parks and of course, in this drought-riddled country, golf courses. There are plans for hundreds of golf courses, huge expanses of green that need to be watered. Now, no one is complaining yet about the lack of water, but everyone knows that it hardly rains, especially during the popular season in summer. So who are these golf courses for?  Apparently, if one goes there during the mild winter when it may be raining there is barely a sole about. That is because golf courses have always been an invention of a bourgeoisie mentality, alien to the local Spaniard or Catalan who grew up in the country made for olives, carob, , almond, grapes and oranges. That is why the locals don’t use it. It is a completely radical change of lifestyle. More likely it is built by the landed gentry for the relatively well-off who come in the popular season to pay homage. There can be nothing better than a cool refreshing green vista to absorb all that ambient heat from burning their skin. I recall the story of the Ark of the Covenant in which it was forbidden to look upon it directly, such that it would cause the experimenter to recoil in pain. This right was the privilege of the priests, whose purity of being prevent such burning afflictions, or at least confer a remedial ability. This was the nature of God. To penetrate into God too deeply will cause the unrighteous individual to die, for in that vessel was contained all the vices in the world, safely restrained. For me, pure and simple living is the prerogative of everyone, and living in nature is an embodiment of that testimony. Nature also includes dry arid landscapes, and certainly not my English invention transported in vanity from one latitude to another. The irrigation regime must be tremendous. Has humanity violated his covenant with God-nature? Has he opened Pandora’s Box to the releasing of all the wiles in the world? Surely the deeper message is that one can’t look the sun in the face but can revel in its creation-nature instead. Getting to close to the sun will burn you but if you keep your distance one can relish in its life-giving forces, not its other side, the reduction of matter through fire. 

Somehow these locals know that something isn’t right. These golf courses have been perpetrated by the murderers of priests and other holy men. Pandora’s Box has been broached and God’s energy is going rampant. Taking a piece of one country and sticking it in another was not God’s plan. But I have an idea. Why not create desert golf courses instead where the goafer is drawn to small green islands interspersed at various locales, at which point he can stop and have a drink? In other words let’s reverse the landscape. The drive is a sand dune and a compacted sand pit becomes the putting ‘green’, or gold as the case would be. That way they are more likely to collect and store water, through plug hole so to speak. The goafer may need a camel or two, even a llama, and the property developer is more likely to get increased business from all those beach bums who love the sand; not that they would have to get any good at the game. So long as there is a drink at the end of it that is just fine.
No in fact it is an illusion, a mirage. The reason why the local town hall, the ayuntamiento, allows all these developments is because the rule is, one is allowed to build an urbanisation next to a golf course. There may well be some internal devious thinking going on here. They may even think that the property developers will end up paying for the desalination plant, in the same way that the landed gentry are being asked to fork out for the installation of telephone and electricity lines. That is the nature of capitalism. It is a dog eat dog scenario. As more land is sold off to the international markets so does the local life slowly but surely diminish. The peasantry could never afford the prices of these new houses because they are rocketing in value, sold to 2nd and 3rd home owners. These foreigners, though I exclude those who are trying to make a living from the land, are denationalising the territory. That could be one good thing. But the indigene culture is also being diffused; like a process of osmosis sparsely located plots are being left behind as the rest gets swallowed up through lucrative development. These include swimming pools, health spas, camp sites, horse riding and other amenities. Again, these can be a good thing in the right context, although I could argue against swimming pools. I find it incalculable why the Spanish do not swim in the Winter, even wash in the sea once in a while. I know most people aren’t like me – physically active, hardworking entrepreneurialism, reared from a different climate, and no less superhuman. But come on, even the Romans had a good dip. In two months I have had one shower, and it sticks in my mind as a memory. It is too much aggravation to turn the water pump on, turn the gas on, wait for it to run down the length of the pipe, ignite the boiler, get into a temperamental shower in which one had to get the mix of hot and cold exactly right, since the water pressure fluctuates with the pump so does the temperature. No, I would rather work 4 hours, cycle to the beech and swim for 25 minutes. It is better than any caffeine fix you can imagine, even better than any siesta. Things obviously change during the hot Summers.
At this moment I find myself at a small dam at Escouloubre-les-Bains, on the River Ande. I am on the north French side of the Pyrenees, coming through a forest of birch, hazel and oak. Nothing is in leaf yet, at the beginning of March, but from a distance the immensely steep hillside looks like a thicket, its floor ankle-deep in leaf litter. This is a testament to working nature, the soft rocky substrate barely noticeable in a few places. There is no erosion of culture here. A small retail outlet stocked high in firewood sells some other essential products like bread, honey, meat, cheese and wine. Below me the river has stopped moving. In contrast, the village that I have just rolled my car down from, Font-Romen, is a ski resort. With global warming the ski industry has become an insecure long-term investment. Snow caps are taking longer to set and are quicker to thaw. If one took away the ski slopes there would be nothing left of the village. I see no farming whatsoever in process although I spied a huge pile of straw horse manure next to which I parked my car overnight. I am pretty sure it prevented y windows from misting up due to condensation. I didn’t stay long, although I was in no hurry, which is why I always get a convoy of cars behind me. Earlier that day I checked out Puigcerda on the border. I saw that these new urbanisations had recently brought wealth into the town. Facing the Pyrenees landscape it was obvious how the developers were capitalising on the vista. Their stereotype thinking was reflected in the monogynous architecture. I drove around in one – another ghost town waiting for its panaderia.
One cannot doubt the attraction and economical benefit of the conventional building program. The architecture is very idyllic reflecting in an ironic way the vernacular style of the locality. But whether that stone was actually mined nearby and the wood obtained from regional forests is highly unlikely. Too much of the landscape has gone over to intensive farming to warrant local production of materials. With transport miles stretching into thousands of kilometres and EU subsidies encouraging block production, local economies have disappeared into thin air. When economies were small and manageable they were coordinated from within. This provided local employment and expertise. On the broader scale a large reliance upon a national skills base meant that the country could develop its own patchwork of characteristic village life. Village life is fundamental to regional stability, a decentralisation of power and thus a buffered network of commerce and social relations. But this is an interesting phenomenon happening. The decentralising of power is already happening on a European-wide scale. Because communication and the transference of information have increased in speed this has allowed a national strategy of resource allocation. Acting within a greater sphere of operations has meant that the buffering limit has been extended i.e. one can easily import product or raw materials for processing, or export as the case may be. And of course, the price of transportation, packaging and redistribution increases the costs, but this has been mitigated by increased production rates and greater availability. Serious estimates reckon that the population could double before we start to feel the pinch of over extraction. This will require even more intensive measures and a great deal more efficiency.
The pioneers in this world are those who will show you how to make greater use of mountains, deserts, dry arid lands, polar regions, and water-based economies. Unfortunately, all of these are classified fragile environments, delineated so during the Earth Summit held by UNCED. Whilst small grass-roots activities living at the peripheral edge are doing what they think is best practice, the centralisation of power is doing its best at keeping their influence to the periphery. The world-wide importation of skills and expertise has been beneficial in demanding corporate control; corporations owned by multinationals. Such is its nature the greater infrastructure has been relied upon to provide the solution. This has happened the world over in commercial farming, hence its greater production rates. But with the effect of blinding the user with the existential relationship to space as a fundamental factor towards its social integration. As I have previously referred to meaningful space loses it personal relationship, its personality, when the user does not dwell within it. Richard tells me that every stone in his house was mined from the land. He sourced someone local, a piederara, who knew the landscape and could apply superb cutting ability with minimal waste. Doing it all his life the rock cutter could read the streams in his rocks and knew where the chisel could be struck. Rock of square meterage could be cut thus. It recalls my attempts at flint knapping when I reduced something a foot square into an arrow head. Importantly the rock cutter only agreed to the work if Richard helped at with the menial duties because it was important for the piederera to talk his life story through. Now, that drives home the point although it is not necessarily my personal circumstance. To have said to cut one’s own rock gives every square centimetre of space in your house meaning is to import space with meaning and experience, to give it place; when a dwelling becomes a home.
So I ask the question: When does tourism become a native right? And in answer to that I must again refer to the Europeanization of the Costa Daurada where thousands are building their own houses. Here, we can ague that these emigrating Europeans don’t have to be indigenous in the true sense of the word, but through a process of nationalization become natives. In the same way that introduced foreign pine trees come to dominate the very steep hillsides, areas that had been left to grow wild and spontaneously, so the European migrant has brought with him, or her, a transported economy. There are estimated to be 30,000 in this region of Spain, and the effect upon the local economy and habitat is plane to see.. But more importantly there has been a reciprocal exchange of ideas and ‘wealth’ to the effect that it sis possible to become rich overnight since the niche market has been opened to all who have property or skill. There seems to be a lot of East Europeans who do a lot of work because they are cheaper. For the traditional Spaniard or Catalonian, he still maintains the “manana” attitude. Weighed up against them also is there siesta time. The north European mentality is industrious and demanding, which is a heritage stretching back to the last millennium when north Europe superseded the Mediterranean with the invention of the much more efficient cross-plough, and subsequently became the food cradle of the world. Things are want to be done as soon as possible here showing that their speed of behavioural response is much quicker. Since most Europeans here are entrepreneurs to a degree, siesta time for them comes whenever. But I have noticed that business shuts up promptly for the original locals, and just about everything closes. It is not like Britain where you could possibly find a greengrocer or newsagent open on Christmas Day. Even pubs will open for a while. The motive is two-fold; people spend more money around this time of their holidays, and festivals are times of revelry more often than not. That is not discounting the fact that a lot of businesses are run by non-Christians, especially Asians, not that I am suggesting that places like Britain are religious. Because for them Christmas is business as usual, as are most Christian festivals. But I like this siesta. I also conform well on a biological level with their eating times – an early afternoon lunch, a simple pastry later on, with a late supper. I question a lot of stuff I read now, but eating so late necessitates getting some fresh air and going for a walk at least. For the Iberians an afternoon siesta replenishes one’s energy levels and slows down one’s digestive rates; hence a late supper.
Of course, the late afternoon sun has dictated this pattern and for developing countries like Spain, relative to the huge industrial economies like Britain and Germany, a quick analysis will show that a greater percentage of the economy in Spain is rustic-based. One need only compare the reduced amount of built-up cities in Spain. As things change, and with the increase of immigrants, a situation that 10 years ago was barely perceptible, I don’t doubt that “Little Poland” or ”The Slovakian Country”, even “Minor Britain” or “New Germany” could be living realities. It is these people who are effectively manipulating the economy. The role of the cooperative needs to play a big part in the future of the Catalonian identity. But as the exchange of trade and ideas develop we hope that it remains reciprocal. Since Britain and other developed countries are predominantly Middle Class, ideas like cooperatives could infuse a new work ethic, for the transformation of its culture. As such the drive is there for altruistic or human cooperation; one need only look at the growing volunteer sector and the rise of charitable organisations. But of fact, these institutes are laced in bureaucracy, the fundamental difference between developed and developing economies. In Britain, most costs get swallowed up in instituting bureaucratic controls. The one billion or so Middle Class sector is a result is an evolution of resource management, and the increased need to control population pressure. The relationship can now be seen in small populations and larger land areas in countries like Spain that have not developed yet a complete technological dependency. There are big lessons to be learnt from the industrialised West and movements like organic farming a facing an uphill struggle in trying to persuade governments to drop restrictions. How else is one to mitigate an on-coming disaster of fossil-fuel depletion and rising demand in view of the fact that the rest of the developing world is becoming industrialised? Base that also on the rise of the service industry, there would have to be dramatic social changes in order to counteract the unwarranted exponential growth. The fact is, Northern Europe produces surplus food. The increase of production, fuelled by the need of farmers to make a modest living, itself a reaction for low prices paid for produce, has pushed farmers and society alike to get more for less work input. Farmers produce cheap food in the West because firstly, they are subsidised by the government and so the prices don’t reflect the true costs. Secondly, labour would be too expensive so the drive is towards using machines. Machines only become efficient if one produces huge amounts only, causing the production of surplus goods, a phenomenon commonly referred to as milk lakes or grain mountains. No-one wants to pay for shipping costs to get this surplus out to nations that desperately need it. The West just needs to reduce but it is caught within its own self-perpetuating power structures. And since government subsidies are based upon taxation and public revenue, it is Joe Bloggs who ends up paying for the increasing pressures of infertile economic structures. The barrel is soon to run dry and the land made barren.
But the spirals of destruction don’t stop there. Increased mechanisation and loss of land labour had meant a discontinuity of intimacy and its natural hand in traditional practice. Thus, limits that were initially indicated by manual comprehension of the landscape have been replaced by ideological parameters. Soil degradation, loss of natural diversity and habitats, natural buffering effects of species, fertility levels, have all fallen prey to exploitive mechanisation and its correlate practices. These include artificial fertilisers, the use of chemical herbicides and pesticides, the cost of clearing up the waste and associated pollution, and the dependency of conventional farmers to genetically-engineered seeds that produce more ‘yield’, require less harvesting time and favour the use of machines. These seeds will not breed true since they are hybridisations. Thus the farmer is dependant upon the big agricultural companies to supply the uniform seeds and the chemical products required to grow them. And this is the world over since seed had been engineered to grow in as many different environments as is possible, thus reducing the development of local varieties. Without putting too much a blunt point on it, these farmers who were the bedrock of out societies are nothing more than tourists. Manipulated by invisible structures they have no control over, they are forced to believe and act in accordance with distant hierarchical controls from people who have no intimacy with the land. They are effectively being created in their image, like puppets, or domesticated pets who can’t get out of the vicious cycle of “Here’s your food, what are you complaining about?”
When I think here I also think at every other mark too – thus time outlines space and space defines time as movement or interaction.
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