
From the Desire Field 
I don’t call it sleep anymore. 

I’ll risk losing something new instead— 
like you lost your rosen moon, shook it loose. 
But sometimes when I get my horns in a thing— 
a wonder, a grief or a line of her—it is a sticky and ruined 

fruit to unfasten from, 
despite my trembling. 
Let me call my anxiety, desire, then. 
Let me call it, a garden. 
Maybe this is what Lorca meant 

when he said, verde que te quiero verde— 
because when the shade of night comes, 
I am a field of it, of any worry ready to flower in my chest. 
My mind in the dark is una bestia, unfocused, 

hot. And if not yoked to exhaustion 
beneath the hip and plow of my lover, 
then I am another night wandering the desire field— 
bewildered in its low green glow, 
belling the meadow between midnight and morning. 
Insomnia is like Spring that way—surprising 

and many petaled, 
the kick and leap of gold grasshoppers at my brow. 
I am struck in the witched hours of want— 
I want her green life. Her inside me 
in a green hour I can’t stop. 

Green vein in her throat green wing in my mouth 
green thorn in my eye. I want her like a river goes, bending. 
Green moving green, moving. 
Fast as that, this is how it happens— 

soy una sonámbula. 
And even though you said today you felt better, 
and it is so late in this poem, is it okay to be clear, 

to say, I don’t feel good, 
to ask you to tell me a story 
about the sweet grass you planted—and tell it again 

or again— 
until I can smell its sweet smoke, 

leave this thrashed field, and be smooth. 
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by Natalie Diaz

“We have to be militants for kindness,  
subversive for sweetness & 
radicals for tenderness.” 

~ Cornel West
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Crows are even more surprisingly smart than we 
thought. 


Research shows that crows and other corvids

 “know what they know and can ponder the 

content of their own minds.”  
This is considered a cornerstone of self-awareness and 
shared by just a handful of animal species besides hu-
mans. 

In new research published in Science, German scien-
tists put crows through a series of puzzling tasks. During 
those tasks, the scientists measured neural activity in 
different kinds of neurons with the goal of tracking how 
crows were sensing and reasoning through their work. 
They sought to study a specific kind of thinking called 
sensory consciousness, and they chose birds in“Senso-
ry consciousness, the ability to have subjective experi-
ence that can be explicitly accessed and thus reported, 
arises from brain processes that emerged through evo-
lutionary history,” the researchers write. 


“Today, the neural correlates of consciousness are 
primarily associated with the workings of the pri-
mate cerebral cortex, a part of the telencephalic pal-
lium that is laminar in organization. Birds, by con-
trast, have evolved a different pallium since they 
diverged from the mammalian lineage 320 million 
years ago.”  
The birds performed in a way that affirms their sensory 
consciousness, which scientists say could mean the 
“neural correlates of consciousness” date back to at 
least the last time birds and mammals shared that brain 
section: 

“To reconcile sensory consciousness in birds and 
mammals, one scenario would postulate that birds 
and mammals inherited the trait of consciousness 
from their last-common ancestor. If true, this would 
date the evolution of consciousness back to at least 
320 million years when reptiles and birds on the one 
hand, and mammals on the other hand, evolved from 
the last common stem-amniotic ancestor.” 

Crows Are Self-Aware & ’Know What They Know'

“…as we know, there are known knowns; there are things we know we know.  
We also know there are known unknowns;  
that is to say we know there are some things we do not know.  
But there are also unknown unknowns -  
the ones we don't know we don't know…” 

US Secretary of Defense Donald Rumsfeld 
(b. July 9, 1932 – d. June 29, 2021)  

In response, February 12, 2002,  
to a question on the lack of evidence linking Iraq  

to weapons of mass destruction and terrorist.

THERE ARE TOO MANY  
PEOPLE ON THE PLANET  

There, I said it. I’ll say it again:  
there are way too many damn humans on Earth. 

Some will categorically deny this, even those concerned 
with the many problems that haunt and daunt us. Prob-
lems caused and aggravated by the mass of humanity 
with our bottomless pit of need and greed. Too much will 
never be enough.

If we’re going to overrun the planet, we could at least 
have the decency to be kinder, gentler, more elegant, 
more eloquent. But, having proclaimed ourselves the 
most intelligent and most important species in the Cre-
ation, doesn’t lend itself to such generosity of spirit.


On the subject of spirit, some still question whether animals have souls. I wonder if humans have 
souls anymore. “Soul” may have taken flight and abandoned us and our ruinous tendencies. 

Soul or no, our failure to acknowledge the rights of all living beings to survive and thrive accord-
ing to their needs, is reprehensible. Most of our activities and endeavors not only do not benefit 
other creatures, but are detrimental to  their very existence.

Even if we are the most intellectually/mentally advanced beings - which is arguable -  this isn’t 
the only, or most significant measure of quality. Very intelligent people have done terrible things, 
things which no other being would do or think of doing. A high I.Q. does not entitle anyone to do 
as they damn well please.

Water and air pollution, garbage in the oceans, extinction of other species, climate catastrophe, 
civil unrest, war, poverty, pestilence, and more…Animals didn’t bring any of these on. 


People did.  


Where is our shame? How do we live with ourselves, and each other? And where do we think this 
is going? Hold onto your hats for the juggernaut ride!

The word “sustainable” has found its way into common usage. I wonder what it means to those 
who apply it to the management of human affairs? If “conserving an ecological balance by avoid-
ing depletion of natural resources” is an acceptable definition of sustainability, our current rate of 
consumption leaves scant hope of achieving it. And even if we could manage to shift to alterna-
tives for resources and energy, it seems unlikely that we will reach this goal. And considering ex-
ponential growth, at an estimated current population of 7.58 billion, the notion of sustainability is 
absurd. 

Ever the masters of denial, we refuse to see what is right in front of us. Continued population 
growth implies a faith in, and an expectation of, inexhaustible resources, and that the world is our 
oyster exclusively. The oyster is an apt metaphor, the implication is that the pearl is purloined, at 
the expense of its creator 

What’s so disheartening about this cavalier attitude is, our survival depends on animals for food & 
fertilizer and other desirable items - leather, fur, pets & companions (exotic and mundane), enter-
tainment, works, sport (blood & other), ornament, (feathers & trophies); on clean air and water; on 
all manner of irreplaceable materials. Without them, we will first suffer and then we will die. If hu-
manity was to disappear from the planet tomorrow, they would all be the better for it. And, they 
wouldn’t miss us. Not one bit.

The question is: what are we willing to give up to maintain the well-being and quality of life that 
the rest of Creation deserves to enjoy, which in turn influences ours? If we cannot admit the ex-
travagant and excessive extent of our needs and desires, there is no satisfactory solution. 


                       We are the Titanic, the ship has sunk. 
Tanya Gaines  

AKA ThunderMouse


