


Maybe Dad’s folly didn’t turn out to be so foolish after all. True, Dad
deserves little, if any credit—he blundered into it. But it happens, perhaps
more often than we realize, that some subtle, inner intuition becomes as good
a guide to action as coldly calculated plans. We don’t eat because we have de-
cided deliberately to sustain life; we eat because we’re hungry.

We are probably not as much guided by rationality as we think, but being
knowledgable about the things of nature is still important for the enjoyment
of nature. But knowledge itself can be dead and meaningless unless it is sparked
and made vibrant by some inner emotion. But here we run into trouble since
feelings are essentially private. We can no more experience some other person’s
sense of majesty in the presence of a forest giant than we can suffer his head-
aches. We cannot teach other people joy, sadness or wonderment; we can’t
even describe feelings to others so that they can make any sense out of them.
About all we can do is to encourage what we consider to be appropriate states
of feelings, such as reverence in church and gayety at a party. Nature is fabu-
lously rich in its variety of things and situations, and we take possession of
them and make them a part of ourselves through our feelings about them.
Essentially, this is what we mean by life enrichment through communing with
nature. Maybe I can best express what I mean by quoting something captioned as:

A NATURE LOVER'S PRAYER

I pray not for a better world,

For bluer skies, for fields more green;
More glory in the dawn unfurled,

Far brighter stars, nights more serene.

I only pray that I may see

The beauty wrought in flower and tree,
In forest, hill, in lake and stream,

In songs of birds, the loon’s wild scream.
1 pray thee too, that 1 may feel

The thrill of spring with rod and reel;
The joy of hunting in the fall;

Mid quack of ducks and wild goose call;
The pheasant hiding in the weeds;

The partridge’s whir, the flash, the speed;
The tang of fall, the frosty air,

The crunch of leaves, the branches bare;
The marsh, the rushes harsh and dry
The blackbird’s choir, the shorebird’s cry,
They're all Thy gifts, Thy glory unfurled—
1 pray not for a finer world! —S.0XK.

And, now, what about the egg collection—the thing that this story is all
about? According to a plan formulated many years ago, it is now on permanent
exhibit in the office of the Game and Fish Commission in Bismarck. It is
hoped that through the years it will continue to trigger interests and apprecia-
tions for what nature has to offer for our use and enjoyment. It is not likely
to affecc all who see it the same way, nor to the same degree, but for those
with susceptible minds, it may well come to be the spark that fires a lifelong
interest in the profuse things of nature.

Worth the effort? I think so.
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