


The chapter titled “Campsites” was still a bit choppy, but some of the poetry
was there. “I recall 2 morning at Low Lake when it was calm and the color lay
like a benediction over the land, a breathless scene when sounds seemed
magnified and the silence overwhelming.” Vintage Sig. In “Waiting” and in
“The Shining Big Sea Water,” the choppiness gave way to cohesion. Other
definite high points include the 10 ink drawings by Leslie Kouba, a poem
otiginally publsihed in 1908 by Geotge Marsh that was included in the first
chapter, and the rasteful hardcover binding that features a recessed imprint of
a coniferous forest scene.

After reading Reflections From the North Country which appeared in print
in 1976, I was sure that it was to be Sig’s farewell to his readers. It was master-
fully written and had a definite sense of summary to it. So why did Sig write
one too many books? I think it deals with a debt he owed. Not a monetary debe,
but a debt to the wilderness, for it was the wild lands of this earth that had
provided him with sustenance throughout his life. And not merely sustenance
in the pragmatic sense, but a sustenance of the spirit. The retribution for the
debt was simply to continue fostering a sense of stewardship for our lands through
his continued wtiting. In “An Ethic For the Land” Sig concudes: “Our most
impottant goal is preservation of the land which is our home. We must be eter-
nally vigilant and embrace the broad concept of an environmental ethic to sur-
vive.” Is his debt paid? I think so.

In his book Opern Horizons published in 1969, Olson reintroduced us ro
the mythological Pipes of Pan. For Sig, the Pipes embodied an indescribable
sense of awareness, serenity, innocence. The Pipes were more than just an in-
tegral part of the wild lands, they were the lure that beckoned him to follow:

‘.. .the Pipes were playing softly as they always do when a man has listened
to the music and followed it to its source.” The Pipes of Pan were surely calling
Sig on that snow-laden day last January when his presence graced the north woods
for the last time. Sigurd Olson will be sorely missed, but his writings will con-
tinue to touch all of those who have also heard the Pipes of Pan.
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