A Song for the Asking
The Electronic Newsletter of
EarthSong Photography
May 31, 2009

Volume VII, Number 2

Hello to All
In this issue:

Tempus mutat…
Page 1
Moving with the Spring…
Page 9
Coaching the Artist Within… Page 13
As for Walking in Beauty… Page 18
And always there is change. Perhaps it is in our nature as human beings to
embrace it when it is perceived as good and to resist it when it is seen as anything
else. After all, are we not a species that seems to thrive on the illusion of
certainty? Still, the only sure certainty is that things will not remain as they have
been, and all of our desire and most of our effort to the contrary will not alter this
fundamental reality. However, I, personally, do not believe that this necessarily
means we should
make no effort
toward consistency
and regularity in
our lives and
actions, just as I do
believe that even in
the face of constant
change, nature
exhibits a tendency
toward sameness.
The tides may
always be changing,
but there are
always tides to
change, at least as
far as our limited understanding of time can perceive. Einstein’s great equation
assures that in our physical world nothing is created, nor destroyed; everything is
merely in an on-going alteration of form. Nothing lasts forever, and yet
everything is eternal, including our desires and illusions. It is simply the yin and
yang of existence, and we can flow between them, or not, as we will; and to say
that there is only change is as short-sighted as to say that there is only sameness.
One thing does seem fairly certain: neither sameness nor change can have any
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meaning outside of our understanding of some concept of time; and it has always
interested me that the Latin word from which we derive our own word “time” is
tempus, which for the ancient Romans was also the word for “season”, so that
time and season were seen as deriving from the same source: the seasons being
the cyclical macro-building blocks from which time was established. Or, as the
psalmist observed, unto everything there is a season and a time for every
purpose. From the cycle of the ever-changing seasons came the notion of the
linear constancy of counted time.
Edwin Way Teale knew something
about the cycles of the seasons, as well
as the constancy of time; and the
eloquence with which he described
them for us and the depth of his
knowledge of their scope and
operation and impact upon our
lives have become a constant
source of pleasure and inspiration for
me.
Many of us, and I would have, until
not that long ago, included myself on
that list, are, perhaps, not so familiar
with Edwin Way Teale. It was my
friend, Chuck Summers, whose own
love of the natural world and, also,
whose beautiful images have long
been a treasure trove of revelation and
enjoyment in my world, who gave me
m
my first Teale volume, nearly a decade
ago now. I thought I knew the “Who’s
Who” of natural history writers and
conservationists from our long and
honored list of those whose love of the land had compelled them to seek out
careers and vocations that would allow them to make a living speaking out on its
behalf. But I had not known Edwin Teale, an oversight I am grateful to have now
corrected.
That initial gift of Teale’s writing, a wonderful volume entitled North with the
Spring, in which he chronicles a 17,000 mile journey from southern Florida that
began on Valentine’s Day in 1947 northward in the company of both his wife
Nellie and the incipient, advancing American spring and ended on the Summer
Solstice north of Mount Washington in New Hampshire, led me to others. North
with the Spring was one of a four-volume series, written separately, that were
collectively published as The American Seasons in 1976. The last of the four,
Wandering Through Winter: A Naturalist’s Record of a 20,000 Mile
Journey Through the North American Winter, had earned Teale the
Pulitzer Prize in 1966. Two other works stand out in my mind as essential
reading: A Naturalist Buys an Old Farm and Dune Boy.
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A Naturalist Buys an Old Farm is a straightforward account of Edwin and
Nellie’s flight in 1959 from the encroaching sprawl on New York’s Long Island to
the relative seclusion of Hampton, Connecticut and a 120+ acre farm on which
they would
bestow much
love and
attention, as well
as live out the
remainder of
their lives. When
Nellie Teale died
in 1993, the
farm Trail Wood
came under the
management of
the Connecticut
Audubon Society
and is, today,
maintained as a
wildlife
sanctuary. Small purchases of additional parcels over the years had expanded its
size to the current 156 acres. In describing the attractions that had encouraged
them to buy Trail Wood in the first place, Teale noted that the population of
Hampton in 1959 was actually less than it had been in 1790 and that the area was
projected to remain substantially rural at least through 1980. It appears to have
retained this flavor
even up to the
present date.
For me, it is Dune
Boy that holds the
key to the man. In
it Teale tells us of
the years of his
childhood from age
4-15 and the time
spent on the
Indiana farm of his
maternal grandparents Edwin
and Jemima
Way. There are
two salient facts of which you should be apprised from this period: At age 9,
Edwin announced that he was going to be a naturalist; and at age 12 he changed
his given name, Edwin Alfred Teale, to Edwin Way Teale; both, I think, clearly
indicative of his love of the natural world and of these two people who meant so
much to his growth and to the person he became. What a blessing to have had
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such a marvelous opportunity as a boy and at such a young age to be able to
perceive it in that way. Reading Dune Boy always encourages me to ponder the
wisdom of some sort of Adoptive Rural Grandparent Program that would afford
urban children the opportunity of experiencing the joys of the natural world
under the caring guidance of senior rural/agricultural mentors and exemplars.
The subtitle of the program might be “How to Foster the Budding Careers of
Young Naturalists in a World Turned on Its Head.” Teale was not an urban
child, but his home in Joliet,
Illinois was far more settled and
fixed in time than the relative wilds
of Furnessville, Indiana and Lone
Oak Farm where his grandfather’s
family had come in the decade before
the Civil War from Upstate New
York.
One of the most beautiful sentiments
I have ever read was expressed by Ed
Teale, who said of his grandfather,
“Until he was a soldier in the Civil
War, Gramp never wrote a letter in
his life. Then he had a comrade help
him with the spelling. Even after one
of his daughters was the wife of a
college president, he still blithely
ignored the dictates of Webster and
the grammarians. So far as I know,
he never knew how to make a capital
I. He always referred to himself in
the lower case. He never read a book
until after he was married. Yet
although his formal education in
frontier country schools ended almost before it began, he was a living refutation
of that specious fallacy of the literate – the belief that illiteracy and ignorance are
synonymous.”
Of his grandmother he was equally lauding, “Alongside of her resolution for fair
dealing, Gram had a deep love of beauty. When she was nearing seventy-five and
had gone to live with one of her daughters, she spent a whole delightful morning
washing chinaware after a social function simply because, as she said, the
beautiful patterns on the dishes gave her pleasure. The birds, the flowers, the
clouds – all that was beautiful around her – attracted her deeply. She was like the
father of the French painter, Millet, of whom it is related that he used to pluck
handfuls of grass and show them to his son, saying: ‘See how beautiful this is?’”
In such a world Ed Teale thrived. One hears on the pages of Dune Boy the sounds
of a boy becoming a young man, becoming increasingly aware of the natural
world around him and being happily inclined toward what he is seeing of and
learning from that world – the ways in which nature has cobbled herself together
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to form the strands of the great web that is her most apt self-description. Indeed,
it has been said of Teale, the man, that his genius lay in his ability, through his
writing, to take others along with him on his distant journeys of discovery even
when those worlds were as close as
their own backyards. For Teale, the
boy, there came to be no greater
excitement and pleasure than to
observe the world at his fingertips,
the world of the Indiana dunes,
most often invisible to those around
him, and to describe it as if seen
through the eyes of its constituents:
the snakes, the frogs, the dragonflies,
the grasses, and even the dunes
themselves.
So it was that somewhere in those
years of youthful exuberance and
discovery a bond was forged between
a love of the out-of-doors and a love
of books, and of that connection
Teale said, “So, for all of us, the books
that have affected us deeply and the
surroundings where they have been
read are linked in memory.” Perhaps
it was the now charged and dramatic,
and then soft and soothing, voice of
Gram, as she read aloud from the
beloved collections of her library, that molded his days afield to the stories of the
wider world until he would come to say, “…I even dreamed of some glorious, faroff future – shrouded in a sort of glowing mist – when I, too, would write a book.
I began to jot down expanded notes of the activity of the wild creatures around
me and all the moods of Nature. I plunged into writing with all the intensity of a
new enthusiasm. That enthusiasm has burned on after so much that then
surrounded it has passed away. A curious enchantment, with its lonely battles
and its peculiar satisfactions, it remained the constant star through the long, later
years, the years of tacking and zigzagging, of making the best of other work, of
indecision and despair.”
There is one other singular attraction from this period that cannot go
unmentioned: When he was around twelve, the idea crystallized within Edwin
that he would like to be able to make pictures of the many sights his eyes
recorded in the natural world and on the farm; and he began to evolve a plan as
to how he might achieve this. His grandfather paid him the handsome sum of one
and a half cents for every quart of strawberries he picked during season, and he
figured that it would take about 250 quarts – about 20,000 berries – to give him
the $3.75 purchase price of camera, film, developer, and printing paper, the kit he
had seen advertised in the Sears, Roebuck catalog.
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With his usual determined persistence, he set himself to the task, and by the end
of strawberry season had attained his goal. Operating the new technology proved
more tedious than he had anticipated, but, again, his persistence led him to
getting the film loaded and learning the basics of the controls. Before the first day
was half over, he
had completed
his first roll and
had quickly
realized that it
was going to
require the
picking of many
more quarts of
strawberries to
keep him in the
film he would
need to capture
all of the images
he had in mind.
Photography thus
proved to be the other curious enchantment in Edwin’s life, and by his own
recounting, he learned from his mistakes; he learned the limits of what that small
black box could do, the limits of aperture and shutter speed in capturing
sharpness in depth and stopping motion, the nature of perspective relative to
how the lens sees the same, or differently than the human eye, the great essential
that is the understanding of the
nature and
quality of the
ambient light.
And his takeaway
from this
endeavoring was
that “…the thrill
of stalking wild
creatures –
camera in hand –
and of seeing a
long-desired
picture take form
before my eyes in
the darkroom left a lasting impression.” So much so that in later years he would
say of a succession of camera and lenses, “Each opened up new opportunities….
Each accompanied me on memorable trips afield, on expeditions that carried me
tens of thousands of miles, and resulted in a harvest of enjoyment as well as
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pictures.”
Photographs of American Nature, which was published in 1976, showcases
Teale’s considerable talents with a camera. Even inasmuch as he always saw
himself more as a documentarian than as an artist, his images display a genuine
sensitivity for his subjects, as well as an artistry in presenting them to the viewer.
As Leonard Lipton and Peter
Yarrow once observed, “Dragons
live forever, but not so little boys…”;
and days at Lone Oak farm were,
necessarily put aside for the business
of adulthood.
Teale would go on to receive a B.A. in
English literature from Earlham
College in 1922, after which he would
teach briefly at Friends University in
Wichita, Kansas. While at Friends he
would marry Nellie (Imogene
Donovan), whom he had met at
Earlham and who was also teaching
at Friends. In 1924, Edwin and Nellie
moved to what must have seemed
like the other end of the earth, so
that Edwin could pursue graduate
studies at Columbia University in
New York City. His rationale for
doing so was straightforward: “…it
was in New York and it wouldn’t take
two months to get a manuscript back
from a magazine.”
In 1926 he received his M.A. from
Columbia and the dulcet dreams woven on those Indiana dunes evenings to the
sounds of his grandmother’s charmed voice began to come to life. He went to
work as a staff writer for Popular Science magazine, where he would remain
for 13 years.
It has long been upheld that you can take the boy out of the country, and equally
as long maintained that the reverse is impossible. Edwin Way Teale was a country
boy, and all the years in New York could do naught to erase that fact. Almost from
the time he arrived, he and Nellie began to consider their ultimate escape. In 1941
he left Popular Science to pursue their dream of launching into a career as a freelance travel and nature writer and photographer. All seemed well; his 1942
volume, Near Horizons, won the John Burroughs Medal for distinguished
natural history writing. Then in 1945, tragedy launched a sideways thunderbolt at
them; their son David was killed in battle while serving in the army in Germany.
It was partly in attempt to lessen their grief that they began a series of travels
across the country. Lost Woods was published to favorable reviews, and in
February 1947 they began the journey of which I spoke in the beginning of this
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account.
In reading North with the Spring I am drawn to the realization of how much our
world changed in the 81 years of Edwin Way Teale’s life. His description of a just
Post-World War II America still shows a realm of nature in which our fellow
creatures, for the most part,
flourished. True, we were steadily
engaged in chasing the big
carnivores – the wolves, the
mountain lions, and the grizzlies –
to the brink of extinction, and in
many places, most of the larger game
animals – the deer, elk, moose, and
big sheep – had been hunted into
dwindling numbers; but the
pictures he crafts of enormous
swirling flocks of migrating birds, I
can recall from my own childhood
and can know that I no longer see
them in such vast numbers in the
spring.
It was not what we were losing that
was on Edwin Teale’s mind as he and
Nellie surfed their way northward on
the crest of an advancing spring wave
in 1947, but rather a delight in
noting what we had. His
comparisons to anecdotal stories of
what might have once been in the
places he passed indicate his own
awareness of what had changed in his own time, but he does not seem to offer
them up as a condemnation of the his present. He is simply telling us what he is
seeing now with the careful eye of a good storyteller, eager for us to just
appreciate what is. Perhaps, that is the great beauty of what Teale has to offer us,
for his detailed descriptions of a nature we once had, but which has disappeared,
can serve us as a baseline we can now use to help us make better decisions
about how to preserve what we have left. Whether we can adopt his brand
of conservationism will say a lot about who we are as a society, for though he
adamantly believed that “It is the conservationist who is concerned with the
welfare of the land and the life of the country, who, in the end, will do the most to
maintain the world as a fit place for human existence” his words were always of a
gentler politics that eschewed polemics and argumentativeness. He sought to
persuade by careful observation, by thorough description, and by example, rather
than by rancor or recrimination. In fact, so gentle are his words that it is difficult
to see in them any attempt at persuasion at all, but rather more the excited
urgings of the child, “Look, let me show you what I have seen. I want to tell you
all about it. Isn’t it beautiful?”
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What’s Now?
At the end of its invisible tether, ninety-odd million miles long, the earth (is) curving
through space on its yearly journey around the sun, spinning endlessly on its tilted
axis. This axis holds the secret of our changing seasons. If, instead of leaning 23 1/2
degrees to one side, the axis of the earth were straight up and down, the globe would
always present the same aspect to the sun throughout the year. There would be no
spring and summer, autumn and winter. Without change, the sun’s rays would fall
directly upon the equator. The earth would have varied climates, but no varied
seasons. At any given point on the globe, during all twelve months of the year, the
season would remain the same.
Edwin Way Teale
North with the Spring

So it is the magic of axial tilt that insures that the Mountains of the Blue Mist will
always enjoy seasonal change; and it is in spring, to be sure, when the rate and
magnitude of change is at its maximum, that the energy of the warming sun’s
rays pours down most directly and,
therefore, most intensely to spur life
to its creative and procreative height.
Edwin Teale visited these mountains
on his journey north in 1947. In fact
he was here sixty-two years ago today
as I write these words. He and Nellie
spent several days in Gatlinburg –
quite different from today’s tee shirteconomied blight – and explored the
Smokies in the company of a
colleague of Teale’s from his
magazine days in New York, who
happened to have been from East
Tennessee. His experiences are
described in two chapters in
North with the Spring, and after
setting out some of the more
pertinent aspects of these old hills
he says this, “Our long trip with the
spring continually underscored the
prodigal variety of American nature.
Where else in the world does nature
offer such striking contrasts in the
spring? Or such bountiful profusion? And nowhere along the length and breadth
of our zigzag course was spring more dramatically beautiful than in these ancient
mountains of the South – home of the richest flora and the most luxuriant
deciduous forests on the North American continent.”
And spring is moving along with the pacing of a Steve Prefontaine two-mile,
thanks, I believe, to mild days and an abundance of precipitation. Rainfall has
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been aplenty, and it certainly shows in the water levels in the streams. Yet, it is
interesting that even though water levels seem normal for this time of year, there
is a perception that in order for this to continue, rainfall must also continue
apace, and that if there were to be any protracted dry spell, what is there now
would run off fairly quickly. Fortunately, a regularity seems to have set it that is
reminiscent to
me of patterns I
recall from childhood.
One favorable
aspect of this is
the attractiveness
this creates of
Smokies waterfalls; and even
though some
moderate
amount of hiking
is required to get
to nearly all of
them, the walk
and the time spent will surely be worth the effort. Falls such as Baskins Creek,
Grotto, Rainbow, Hen Wallow, Spruce Flats, Flat Branch, Toms Branch, Indian
Creek, Laurel, and Fern Branch are all reachable with modest exertion. Each is
unique in its own
way and each
offers a different
way of thinking
about the
Smokies and the
water that been
such a significant
part of their
creation.
Another gift of
the abundant
water has been an
acceleration of
the growth of the
flora in general.
It had briefly seemed in April that the cool snaps in the weather might serve to
slow down the early burst in growth that seems to have become the recent trend
in seasonal change, but the recent tempering of that coolness combined with the
rainfall appears to have sped up the process once again, even with the late season
frosts that came within the past week and a half. I had stopped by the
Oconaluftee Visitor Center the other day and had the chance to visit with my
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longtime friend, Ila Hatter, who besides being an expert in edible and medicinal
plants in the Smokies is generally very knowledgeable in most aspects of Smokies
lore. Ila reminded me that it is traditional wisdom that if it thunders in February,
there will be a frost ninety days thence. Mountain folk use this kind of knowledge
to help guide their planting decisions. It had thundered in February around the
13th of the month, and sure enough on May 13-14 there was frost in the
mountains. I had already planted tomatoes so I had scurried around covering
them for protection. Next February I’ll try to pay closer attention to the sound of
the Thunder Beings, even if I don’t
alter my planting schedule.
We are in that part of the season
when most of the early, closer to
ground blooming species have
blossomed and faded. Some of the
species that can inhabit both the
lower and the higher elevations are
still found in the upper reaches of
their range. Indeed these pink lady’s
slippers (Cypripedium acaule) were
growing on the upper reaches of
Thomas Divide this week at an
elevation of nearly 5000’.
Interestingly, there were a few that
had not completely faded yet at 2500’
as well. There were a number of small
yellow lady’s slippers (Cypripedium
parviflorum) also along Thomas
Divide that looked quite healthy.
There are still plenty of wild
geranium (Geranium maculatum) in
the upper reaches of its range, as well
umbrella leaf (Diphylleia cymosa).
These should be photographed within the next week, or they will have faded.
Two of my favorite lilies, Clinton’s (Clintonia umbellulata) and yellow bead
(Clintonia borealis) are about to bloom along Clingman’s Dome Road, and by the
end of June there will be purple fringed orchids (Platanthera psycodes) blooming
there, as well, from Mount Collins to the Dome. In that same area there will be
lots of Michaux’s saxifrage (Saxifraga michauxii), while down lower between
3500’ – 5000’ there are beautiful clusters of prostrate bluets (Houstonia
serpyllifolia) to be found in moist areas. Along the stretch of the Blue Ridge
Parkway between Mile Marker 460 – 461 the Indian paint brush (Castilleja
coccinea) is beginning to bloom; and on the other side of Wolf Laurel Gap along
that road painted trillium (Trillium undulatum) can be found . In the middle
section of Little River Gorge there is still a good bit of fire pink (Silene virginica)
blooming, and along Newfound Gap and Fighting Creek Gap roads there can yet
be found Dutchman’s pipe (Aristolochia macrophylla).
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This is the beginning of the blooming season for several of the beautiful flowering
shrubs: witch hobble (Viburnum lantanoides) is profuse along Clingman’s Dome
Road and wild hydrangea (Hydrangea arborescens) is getting ready to bloom
everywhere in the lower part of its extensive habitat. Mountain laurel (Kalmia
latifolia) is already in flower along the streams in its lower reaches and is
beginning to open as it moves up in elevation. Flame azalea (Rhododendron
calendulaceum) is abloom in its middle range and by the end of June will explode
in its sanctuary on Gregory Bald. By that time the Catawba rhododendron
(Rhododendron catawbiense) will also be gracing the higher elevations, and in
those same
elevations at the
present time the
last of the
Carolina silverbells (Halesia
tetrapthera) are
displaying their
beautiful white
flowers.
In addition to all
of the flowers
and
inflorescences to
be found now or
soon, there are
also beautiful species of ferns to be seen and photographed. Little River Gorge is
an excellent location for this. And not to be overlooked, the final stages of the
“greening up of the mountains” has reached the highest elevations of the Park.
The change from
spring to summer
is coming closer
with every day,
but there are still
a few days left to
capture the
resplendent lime
hues that are the
season’s first
show. Thomas
Divide and
Clingman’s Dome
Road are the best
places to be, along
with the Bunches
Bald and Mile High sections of the Blue Ridge Parkway and Heintooga Road.
As for images of sunrise and sunset, the Clingman’s Dome parking lot is the best
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sunrise location, even though Luftee Overlook is always a beautiful place for early
color as well as early light. Mile High
Overlook on Heintooga Road is a
good alternative location for sunset
during the month of June, as is
Bunches Bald Overlook on the Blue
Ridge Parkway; but the clear choice
this time of year is always Morton
Overlook. The sun is setting nearly
straight down the valley from the
overlook, and to catch it at its best is
to catch the best sunset that the
Smokies has to offer. It is arguably
one of the most recognizably iconic
images anywhere in this country.
Sometime on June 21 a change will
occur. The day by day decrease in the
length of the northern hemisphere’s
nights that has been taking place
since the vernal equinox will abruptly
cease, heralding the very longest day
of the year. On that day the sun will
pour down one-fifth more heat on
the North Pole than it does on the
equator. From that moment on, it
will be the nights that lengthen and the rapid pace of life’s twittering pulse will
begin to slow; growth will become more measured and much less rapid. The
Smokies, too will honor this change. The lime green foliage of spring will give way
to the deep hunter green leaves of summer; the sun will reverse its journey
toward the Mount LeConte side of West Prong’s watershed and will swing back
toward the Chimneys and Sugarland Mountain once again. Yet the essence of
what makes these mountains one of the most special places on earth will remain.
There is no change to alter that.

A Tip is Worth..?
I think the real artists are too busy with just being and growing and
acting (on canvas or however) like themselves to worry about the end.
The end will be what it will be. The object is intense living, fulfillment,
the great happiness in creation.
Robert Henri
from The Art Spirit
In the last issue of A Song… I began an exploration of some of the ideas of one
of my very favorite coaching mentors, Eric Maisel, as set out in his absolutely
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amazing volume, Coaching the Artist Within. This is one of those books that
is an essential of my mobile library because of the genuine clarity of his
presentation and the straightforward value in what he has to say to remind us of
how we can serve to teach and to nurture our own artist. A number of years ago
Galen Rowell wrote a noteworthy work which he titled Galen Rowell’s Inner
Game of Outdoor Photography, which expounded on the notion, as the title
implied, that outdoor/nature photography is as much a matter of what goes on in
the mind and heart of the photographer as it is a matter of the intellectual
understanding of apertures, shutter speeds, light meter scales, power points and
rules of thirds.
In Coaching the Artist Within, Eric
Maisel lays out for the person who
would seek to reach his/her fullest
creative potential exactly how to go
about becoming their own best
mentor by understanding how our
minds are involved in the process and
how we can lead them to serve our
creative purposes rather than we
being led to concede to their typically
self-serving ends.
In the last issue I spoke about three
of his tenets: Doing the things
necessary to becoming your own
coach; deciding to passionately make
meaning; and learning to get a grip
on your mind.
To these I now want to add a fourth
skill: eliminating dualistic
thinking. While this might sound
merely like a sub-aspect of getting a
grip on your mind – and in purely
categorical terms might be – it is
such an all-pervasive form of stifling full creative potential that it well-deserves a
category unto itself.
As Maisel points out, we, all of us, possess powerful reasons for creating in the
first place – dream fulfillment, intellectual enrichment, satisfaction of
accomplishment, to name a few; and at the same time we possess equally as
powerful reasons for not creating – it takes a lot of work, provokes anxiety,
subjects us to making mistakes, among others. What is sadly true is that most of
us allow the negatives to outweigh the positives, and thus avoid creating. A lot of
people choose second-, or even third-best by choosing to create in ways that do
not do their talent or spirit justice, but which offer the reality of being easily
manageable. Only a few choose to sign on for the full creative experience with all
of its positives and negatives and the consequences that flow from each.
The realist in Eric Maisel wants us to understand a fundamental fact that when
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we opt for full creativity we do so in the face of an array of “anticreating” dark
forces that will oppose us; forces both within each of us, in the outside world, and
simply from being alive, as well. One, if not the first, of these to appear is the
voice of the duality. This is the voice that tells us we must favor between one or
the other of seemingly opposed possibilities: process or product, simplicity or
complexity, discipline or flexibility, are some of an almost endless list.
In truth, these dualities are integral
parts of the creative process, and
rather than choosing between them
entering into full creativity demands
that we accept both possibilities and
come to an understanding of the
value of each, the role of each in the
process. To arrive at this position is
to allow oneself to become, in
Maisel’s words, a holistic creator,
someone who has learned to “not
arbitrarily and defensively exclude
options” (56).
It has been Maisel’s observation,
from years as a creativity coach, that
when someone is given over to
feeling the need for and the propriety
of choosing between the opposing
faces of a duality, that person is
almost invariably a person who
habitually makes excuses, who
does not have a full grasp of the
creative process, and who is likely to
be frequently creatively blocked. He
has noted that people often use these distinctions to excuse themselves from what
they need to do to make their creativity happen. As he sees it, what has taken
place is that someone has “turned two aspects of existence into a duality” and
then declared “one nobler than the other to justify and excuse behavior”.
Maisel offers a two-part solution whose aspects are ultimately intertwined: First,
embrace the dualities. To aid in this, make a list of all the dualities you can
think of that could be involved in the creative process. Then take each pair of a
duality and say of each member of the pair, “_________ is available to me.
________ is available to me. Both principles are available to me, and I honor
both equally.” At the end of your list of dualities simply conclude with “everything
is available to me.”
Here is Eric Maisel’s take on the significance of this: “A creative person who is in
charge of his/her creative life acquires the habit of stepping back from these
dualities so that he can ask himself, ‘To get on with my meaningful work, should I
manifest (discipline) or (flexibility) at this moment?’ This is very different from
habitually saying, ‘I must be disciplined!’ or, ‘I must be flexible!’ To turn each
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member of a dualistic pair into an iron-clad principle is to make excuses and to
avoid creating. Holistic creating is rooted in the … principle ‘I have no
preferences. I do whatever is necessary and best.’ ”
The second part of the solution is to eliminate the dualistic way of thinking
altogether. To do so produces a profound shift in your entire mental process.
Your decisions become grounded in an integrative way, rather than in a way that
continues to promote dualism. So, for example, rather than asking whether you
should be disciplined today, or whether you should be flexible; you simply ask
what the process requires of you at this moment. What you gain is freedom and
clarity; each moment is like a blank slate, a new and fresh opportunity to do
whatever you need to do that best promotes your entering into creativity.
The fifth skill
that Maisel puts
forward is to
learn to generate
mental energy.
In case you’ve
never thought of
it, there is, indeed,
a relationship
between mental
energy and
creativity, just as
there is a relationship between food
and rest and the
physical energy
that allows for our physical activity. We think of being depressed mentally as a
low energy state, while being excited or impassioned as high energy conditions.
When we consider something as being meaningless, we usually associate it with
an energy negative; while, on the other hand, something meaningful to us is seen
as an energy positive: thus creating a relationship between meaning and energy,
which obviously has nothing to do with food or rest.
As Maisel explains, there is no simple model that explains the energy of our
emotional, psychological, existential, or creative life; and yet everywhere we look
we can see causal relationships between mental energy and our drive to create –
and those relationships can be beneficial, or otherwise.
Let’s start with this premise, and I’m going to roughly plagiarize what Maisel has
written: Mental energy has to do with the way the mind views the world and with
our human need for meaning (77). Mental activity requires – and then uses up –
mental energy. It takes mental energy to think, to imagine, to calculate, to
fantasize (76). It takes just as much mental energy to hold on to half-hearted
beliefs, to ignore important truths, to procrastinate, or to not pursue your
dreams. You generate mental energy in accordance with the interest you take in
some aspect of life. Your concerns produce mental energy and the intensity of
your concerns determine how much energy will be produced. Therefore, if you
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will take the time and put forth the effort to generate intense concerns about
things in your life in which you have a positive interest, then you will produce a
supply of mental energy that will well-serve your creative interests (conclusion
mine).
Maisel explains how this can be done. First, contemplate mental energy. Do
this with three questions in mind: “What generates mental energy? What saps
mental energy? What replenishes mental energy?” He suggests that one way to
increase mental energy is by cultivating positive obsessions; and he posits that
a positive obsession is a passionately held idea that serves one’s meaning-making
needs, in contrast to a negative obsession – a passionately held idea that serves
no good purpose. Both kinds generate a lot of mental energy because passion
generates mental energy; both, conversely, expend a lot of mental energy. This
works fine with positive obsessions, but not so well with negative ones. A simple
way of distinguishing them might be that positive obsessions appear to be
forward looking, they seem to inspire; while negative ones seem to be backward
looking, to produce a sense of guilt, inadequacy, or failure. Of course, as Maisel
points out, the mental
health profession, as a
whole, has long held
that there is no such
thing as a good
obsession; but I
happen to agree with
him otherwise, having
long ago subscribed to
an analogous line of
reasoning when it
came to justice and
accepting Justice
Oliver Wendell
Holmes axiom that
extremism in the
defense of liberty is
not a vice. Second, having determined those ideas about which you are
passionate and which seem to offer positive feedback, initiate one of them into
some concrete activity that has a sensory result – something seen, touched, or felt
as an emotion. Make note of your mental energy state, and if the results are as
you have anticipated, repeat often.
All of this may seem to your “rational” mind as just so much of a game, but that
implies that a “mind game” should have a negative connotation, as if it were
something that were not real and offered no real results in the real world; but we
know, in fact, that just the opposite is true. For engaging in mental processes just
like this can and does lead to change in our perceptions of what is real and as our
perceptions change, so do our behaviors; or to recall the words of the English
writer, James Allen, quoting the Book of Proverbs, “As a man thinketh in his
heart, so he is.” And once our behavior has begun to change, then habits cannot
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be far behind. Habits of the creative process are no different from any others;
they are self-taught and honed from experience, and available to us to use, or not,
as we choose.

As for Walking in Beauty…
As I walk with Beauty,
As I walk, as I walk
The universe is walking with me
In beauty it walks before me
In beauty it walks behind me
In beauty it walks below me
In beauty it walks above me
Beauty is on every side
As I walk, I walk with beauty
Traditional Diné Prayer
By cosmic rule, as day yields night,
So winter summer, war peace, plenty famine,
All things change.
Fire penetrates the lump of myrrh,
Until the joining bodies die and rise again
In smoke called incense.
Heraclitus of Ephesus

from Fragments:
the Collected Wisdom of Heraclitus

And always there is change. For the past three years it has been my privilege to
work with two amazing photographers and gifted teachers, Nancy Rotenberg
and Les Saucier. We have shared some incredible journeys as well as some
unforgettable experiences. In many ways they have been like family, during most
times in the best, and even occasionally in the worst, sense of the word; but, after
all, isn’t that what families are about. What comes through in the end is the
tremendous love I feel for both of them and have no doubt that it is reciprocated.
As some of you know, a decision has been made that 2009 will be the final year
that Photography with Heart will function as a workshop company. In 2010 Les
and Nancy will continue some of their work together under Natural Tapestries
and I will be doing workshops under EarthSong Photography, as well as with
new company I will talk about in much greater detail in an upcoming issue of A
Song….
It has been my tremendous pleasure and privilege to get to know all of you who
have been with us on our journeys, and I certainly hope that all of you will
continue to support the work that all of us do, both now, for the remainder of this
year and in the future. There remain on the 2009 Photography with Heart
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schedule three workshops: Spring in Acadia, which is really too close at hand
unless you’re already registered; Provincetown: A Cape Cod Adventure, which is
full and has a waiting list; and The Awesome Upper Peninsula, which is
September 26-October 2, in Silver City and Munising, Michigan. For a grand
PwH finale, I can’t think of a place I’d rather be. There are spaces available in this
workshop, and if you’re looking for an incredible photographic adventure, I
welcome you to join us there, www.PhotographywithHeartWorkshops.com.
I have said since
the very first
time I visited the
Upper Peninsula
of Michigan in
2002 that there
is found the
most beautiful
and photogenic
fall color anywhere in the
country. It is an
assertion I do
not make lightly,
having seen fall
color nearly
everywhere in the lower forty-eight. If the fact that I have been back to the UP to
photograph fall color every year since 2002 says anything, then it is an assertion
that I readily defend. Come join us for a photographic experience of a lifetime.
When I leave the UP, I’ll be heading for Acadia National Park to join my good
friend, Kendall
Chiles for a
Fall in Acadia
workshop,
October 11-16.
There are two
(2) spaces left in
this workshop
and if you’ve
never
experienced
Acadia National
Park in the fall,
then this is a
workshop you
will not want to
miss. The fall foliage is some of the best there is anywhere and the rugged Maine
coast beckons. There are quaint fishing harbors with lots of opportunity and
19

charm; and the depth of color in a fall blueberry field is something hard to
imagine. We’ll be working out of Bar Harbor and staying at the Villager
Motel there. If you would like to know more contact me at
don@earthsongphotography.com, or (828) 788-0687, and I’ll be glad to send you
all the details.
Following this page there are two (2) attachments. One contains
information on a series of one-day workshops I’ll be doing in June, August,
and October. The information on the flyer should give you a good idea of what
to expect, and if you would like additional information, just contact me and I’ll be
glad to provide it.
The other attachment is my workshop schedule for 2010. It’s still in
somewhat raw form, but the details will soon be going up on the EarthSong
website, www.EarthSongPhotography.com.
Until next time, may the Spirit of Light guide your shutter release.
This newsletter is sent only to those people who have expressed an interest in
receiving it. If you no longer want it, you can get off the mailing list by sending a
note requesting removal to don@earthsongphotography.com.

Sunrise, Purchase Knob
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EarthSong Photography
2010 Workshop Schedule

March 13-19: Savannah, GA; Tuition $1050; Participants-10
March 21-27: Charleston, SC; Tuition $1050; Participants-10
April 10-16: Smokies/Maggie Valley, NC; Tuition $1050; Participants-10
May 29-June 4: Acadia Spring/Bar Harbor, ME; Tuition $1050;
Participants-10
September 26-October 2: Upper Peninsula, MI; Tuition $1050;
Participants-10
October 9-15: Acadia Fall/Bar Harbor, ME; Tuition $1050;
Participants-10
**In addition to these week-long events, I’ll be doing a series of one-day
workshops in June, July, and August.
***Details on all of these events will be posted soon at
www.EarthSongPhotography.com.

