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The devil with a problem is 
that it comes at you whole and all 
at once. The answer to the prob-
lem, on the other hand, comes 
in small parts that arrive at odd 
times. When you least expect it, 
some small segment of the an-
swer is delivered. Perhaps it’s in 
the form of a paragraph read in a 
newspaper article. Maybe a friend 
gives a small piece of advice. 
Sometimes, while working on 
an unrelated project, the answer 
to a fragment of the problem is 
discovered. Then, one morning 
you wake up, and there it is! The 
whole answer.

Time and civilization work 
against my grouse hunting. Hard-
ly a year goes by that I don’t lose 
a cover to a land sale or aging 
forage or a deed that gives Suzie 
five acres so that she can put up a 
trailer. That is a devil of a problem.

So, in the middle of my life, I 
decided to put together a map of 
all the places I hunt grouse and 
study it a long time. I thought that 
if I could see the pattern it made, 
and then I would better know 
where to go next.

The problem I was searching 
to solve was for more places to kill 
more grouse. What I learned was 
that I could not confine the nature 
of the grouse and where it lives 

to those limits. The answer was 
available, but I had to stop think-
ing like the goal oriented, type A, 
anal-retentive human I am. I had 
to give up my world, where the 
rules are:

Believe nothing that cannot be 
proved.

Respect nothing that cannot be 
understood.

Value nothing that cannot be 
sold.

The lesser gods, the green 
leaves, the wind, the whole water 
brotherhood-all of them-were 
searching for me. After all, how 
can I prove that the black geese 
fly by the stars when the stars are 
behind the clouds? How can I un-
derstand that the bumblebee flies 
when science says that it cannot? 
For that matter, can I put a value 
upon the tight, exciting knot in 
my stomach when I see a dog on 
point? None of this advances any 
stock market nor earns interest. 
I live in a world where money is 
life’s report card.

The answer is the same as in 
shooting: trust your instinct; more 
by faith, less by sight.

Civilization has piled layers 
and layers of gray matter on top 
of it, but curled up in a quiet cor-
ner of my mind there is the voice 

of the morning wind, warning of 
sea storms. There was a time when 
my ear could divine the pads of 
a hunting beast. My hair, now 
so barber cut and dry, was once 
a messenger of direction when 
combed by the wind. Inside my 
chest, in a quiet corner of my heart, 
in the blood of my body, a part of 
the water brotherhood lives today. 
This human form is thousands of 
years old. Some small element of 
me has heard all the songs, sailed 
the cold seas, and survived the 
storms. I know this is true because 
I am here today.

If I want to hear the small 
voices, then I must listen in the 
quiet. It is a hard thing to do be-
cause in today’s world it is more 
important to know the levers and 
knobs of the big engines. The 
search is no longer for food and 
life; it is the quest for money with 
money, all the things made by the 
big engines can be bought. The 
machine sound is now the sound 
of survival. If the power fails, the 
machine noise is gone. Suddenly, 
everything else that was thought 
to be mute, docile, and tamed, has 
a sound. The old voices are always 
there; they’re just overwhelmed by 
the white noise of progress.

Consider this:
A coin tossed into the air, the 

petals plucked from a daisy, the 
open pages of a fallen book, are 
not read as statistical noise; but as 
signs, messages, a dialogue with 
eternity.

-Gabriel Zaid
More voices of lesser gods.
Sometimes these ancient voic-

es reach out to me, linking my 
childhood to who I am and con-
necting me to the people who 
went before me. Within them, if 
the night is quiet and the grass 


