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The old cow was taken completely by surprise.  One moment she was lying with the 
others (some her daughters) in the thick enveloping darkness on the old familiar 
spot beneath the burr oak tree, just a stone’s throw away across the level ground 
from the creek.  A mid-June’s warm rain pattered in the night-dark while a light 
wind rustled the oak leaves above their heads, the darkness laden with the old 
familiar sounds, comforting, reassuring.  In the next instant she found herself 
desperately struggling to gain her feet, her old slow stiff joints matched against the 
swiftly rising waters around her.  Her younger cow-mates were already scrambling 
to gain the steep rise just beyond the oak tree, with their hooves flailing frantically 
to gain purchase on the yielding earth and sod of the steep bank.  The old cow fought 
hard to escape the muddy, debris-laden waters but away they swept her , she not so 
much immersed in them, but subsumed, immolated; the cow struggled to keep her 
head above the water, struggled to breathe… . 

___________________________________________ 
 
 
 
 
 The next morning the old farmer glanced out of his farmhouse window, expecting to 
see little change after the previous night’s light rain.  Stunned, he saw the entire 
bottom under water, with the road completely submerged and the old creek bridge 
marshaling a grim lone defense against the torrent of flood waters sweeping around 
it.   The old man thought, “There must have been more rain—a lot more rain---
farther upstream.”  But he did not panic.  When the creek flooded, which it often did, 
his small cow herd made its way toward the high ground along the corn field fence 
where he fully expected to see them placidly grazing later in the morning. 
 
 About 10 o’clock the man retrieved his spade from the tool shed and went out to cut 
thistles.  He worked his way through the wet grass to the far corner of the upper 
pasture where he could view much of the bottom along the creek.  Sure enough, the 
cows were where he expected them to be, standing in a tight knot in the far corner 
of the high ground along the fence.  They were safe, but trapped—unable to gain the 
gate to the upper pasture, a gate he should have left open the preceding night before 
the rain.  From this distance he could not count them but for now he felt reassured, 
his previous worries temporarily quelled.  In the afternoon he hauled the big bales 
to the edge of the hay field in the bright light of a perfect mid-June day.  At 7pm or 
so, he drove the tractor in and walked down to check the cows, the water now just 
bank full.  He had opened the gate dividing the pastures in the morning and now he 
was not surprised to see the cows enter through the gate and approach him.  They 
came on swiftly, resolutely, with no stragglers, as if escaping a menace.  The cows, 
descendants of an old dairy herd from the days of the old man’s youth, did not have 
spring calves.  The old man had intended to sell his small herd late the previous 
winter but could not bear a final parting from them.  He saw now that one was 
missing—the mild-natured old cow that should have been in the rear. 
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 In a panic he searched in the remaining daylight for the old cow.  He saw at once the 
torn ground above the oak tree with its cluster of cow tracks crowded along the 
fence with the limbs of  its entwined shrubs broken and torn.  In the thickening dusk 
he walked as briskly as he could—through the muddy bottom along the creek, along 
the road fence to the bridge.  There was nothing—no fence wires down, no cow 
tracks along the road.  And most of all, with a cold, heart-sick feeling, he noted the 
silence.  Nowhere did he hear a cow, separated from the others, bawling in distress.  
It was as if she had suddenly disappeared deep into the bowels of the earth. 
 
The next morning, as early as he could, he walked across the old creek bridge to the 
far side of the creek and followed the creek bank down, across his fence line, across 
the neighbor’s bottom bean field, until he confronted a sea of water with no visible 
lines of demarcation, stretching unbroken to the four-lane highway bridge off in the 
distance with its traffic speeding, seemingly oblivious to the watery transformation 
of the landscape below them. He hesitated, considering what to do. 
 
He retraced his steps to the creek bridge.  He paused again to observe the still 
almost bank-full water level in the creek.  He had still seen no sign of the cow—no 
tracks, no fence wires down.  He decided to walk the creek bank down, as far as he 
could, on the side he had frantically searched the night before. 
 
He found it tough going.  The long flattened grass hung up on his water-sodden work 
shoes as he slogged through standing water in the low places, but he trod on in a 
desperate, oblivious mental fog.  He crossed his fence into the corn field, now having 
to beat his way through nettles and musk thistles until finally he faced another fence 
line, another barrier.  But this barrier was not the fence but a tangled luxuriant 
exuberance of weeds, brush and grape vines—a nature run riot, taunting him and 
his rapidly failing strength.  He spied a large mulberry tree newly fallen into the 
swirling muddy creek water, the doomed tree slowly bobbing up and down like a 
cork, trapping debris for an instant, then losing it from a failing grasp. 
 
He took a deep breath and crossed the fence.  He fought his way through the stinging 
nettles and cloying entangling brush, crossing over and around flattened saplings 
and rotting tree trunks.  Overhead, hordes of disturbed mosquitoes hovered, then 
descended over him like a pall.  He tugged his hat farther down on his brow but he 
could not dampen his increasing misery.  Disheartened with his slow progress, he 
paused on the high creek bank to observe another drowning tree.  This one totally 
blocked the waterway, like a weir, with entangling branches, seemingly determined 
on a final fatal battle with its overpowering adversary.  He could not see how a live 
cow –or a dead carcass—could pass cleanly through that web although the 
triumphant water, shape-shifting into a braided flow, a quantum maze, of individual 
channels, seemed to mock the challenge in noisy light-hearted derision. 
 
Again he was forced to beat a leaden-hearted retreat to the creek bridge.  Now he 
numbly, dutifully engaged all the automatic things one does when an animal is lost.  
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He drove his old pick-up along the section-line roads, checking the bridges, scanning 
the sodden field bottoms, spying out all the hells-half-acre bits of brushy, 
uncultivated waste.  At noon, he called neighbors.  One of them, with cows of his 
own, sympathized with his plight.  He suggested that the cow—poor thing!--,injured, 
may simply have been overwhelmed by the surge of water from the heavy rain to 
the south. 
 
That afternoon the man returned to the bottom on the far side of the creek.  He 
carefully and methodically worked across the pasture, from fence to creek bank, 
back and forth at a thirty degree angle, searching for the cow perhaps lying flat 
under the mud-laden tall grass, still unable to right itself from the flood water’s 
sudden, deadly force.  His shoes, increasingly clogged with mud, rendered each 
deliberating step more and more difficult.  When he reached the line fence, he 
worked his way back, in an exhausted daze, the same way with the same result—
nothing!  With a last final ebb of energy he managed to drive the roads to the west, 
to no avail.  He had run out of places to look. 
 
The third morning after the cow’s disappearance finally dawned.  A long, sleepless 
night had dashed his hope of finally rescuing a beleaguered living breathing cow and 
instead replaced it with the grim prospect of having to retrieve a bloated cow 
carcass hung up on a water snag perhaps miles downstream.  He again set out early, 
determined to walk the far, crop-side of the creek as far as he could, certainly down 
to the four-lane highway bridge just south of the city limits; in the cold light of day, 
though, he was certain now the cow had to be hung up somewhere fairly close by.  
Just past the bridge a neighbor stopped in his pickup, to sympathize a bit, and to 
offer use of a kayak.  The old man declined, still trusting in his wiry old legs above all 
else. 
 
The water was down now, and, after crossing the line fence, he could follow the 
creek along the edge of the crop ground, and, every hundred feet or so, beat a path 
through the thistles and nettles to the creek bank to check the water.  Finally he 
again faced the pond that had defeated his advance that very first morning, but it 
was down now, the flattened, mud-bedraggled lines of soybeans at last sprawling 
again in the summer’s sunlight.  He almost tripped over a large rounded stone lying 
in the ooze-water between the rows.  He paused long enough to allow the mud-
covered, emergent flatness to resolve itself into a middling-sized snapping turtle 
stranded in the dregs of pond water.  For a moment he imagined its fierce yellow 
reptilian eyes and carrion-crow beaked mouth looking up at him in defeated 
submission, in supplication.  He recalled the flood-water ponds of this very creek in 
the high waters of the early spring days of his youth, with the dorsal fins of the 
trapped carp appearing above the surface as the life-sustaining water, filthy though 
it was, slowly ebbed away around the increasingly desperate fish.  He could still see 
himself and his father wading into the shallow water to spear with pitchforks the 
stranded fish, perhaps much as Native Americans had once done along this very 
creek in the spring. 
 
Other memories flooded in, now, jostling for preferment.  He could still feel the 
sweat-heat of the summer days when his father, sometimes his mother, and he and 
his brother fished for shiners, suckers, bullheads, the occasional carp in the snaggy 
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brush-covered deep holes along the creek, and he could still see, sense, the fire-
seared hues and leaf- smoked fragrances of frosty autumn days when he and his 
brother and bluetick coonhound walked the banks looking for muskrat, coon and 
mink sign, eager for the increasingly colder days to set traps in the icy creek water.  
He remembered the old commercial-fisherman friend of his father, tapping with his 
turtle hook for the submerged creatures ensconced in the mud and sand of their 
creek-bottom haven.  He could see, too, his brother, shortly before he died, scarcely 
able to walk, stubbornly determined to load his traps onto their homemade wooden 
sled, preparing to labor haltingly through the light snow to the creek to do the old 
familiar things he loved. 
 
The old man shuddered.  They were all gone, dead, now—evaporated away like 
wood smoke in the first warm breezes of spring. That world had vanished utterly.  
He glanced down at the stranded turtle.  He knew there was a time he would not 
have hesitated but would have grabbed the animal by the tail and toted it to the 
creek bank, to help it on its way.  But he was old now, and tired, his strength fading 
away like the pond itself.  He studied the turtle, now alien and foreign, and 
shrugged—“It’s still only just a turtle”—and walked away. 
 
Now he trudged through the cloying, clinging primordial mud, the last vestiges of 
the pond’s ephemeral hold upon the earth.  An old fence line, almost hidden with 
dank, sodden debris, like the barren blasted spine of some strange primordial 
serpentine leviathan, barred his way.  He followed it toward the creek, then with 
difficulty, crossed over its slime and ooze. 
The creek suddenly took on an entirely different character.  The man realized with 
dismay that the channel now shape-shifted into a jumbled maze of tortuous 
switchbacks and horseshoe bends.  The going, tough before, was now even tougher.  
From the muddy sill of the edge of the bean field he had to cross an old fence line 
drifted over with tangled mud-encase vines and sodden ragweed and nettles and the 
hidden downed branches of  saplings and multiflora rose  to laboriously churn a 
path to a sinuous creek bank that he could no longer discern until he was right on 
top of it.  And then he could only check the stream’s course a short distance before it 
disappeared into a sharp switchback bend. 
 
He knew then he had crossed over the threshold into a liminal, undisturbed 
landscape that he could only imperfectly recall as somehow vaguely familiar.  A jet-
black, orange-billed mudhen suddenly swooped up from the water’s edge, but the 
bird had a much longer neck than he thought it should have.  A mother duck and her 
brood pumped their legs in unison to swim away from him like wind-blown autumn 
leaves suddenly borne into motion.  He did not recognize the duck, brown with a tuft 
of feathers on the back of its head.  Even his memory had grown old and tired, had 
distorted with age.  And he dared not stop; he had to keep moving, fearful now of the 
danger of his motion slowly congealing into frozen nonmotion. 
 
Wearily he worked his way back to the crop ground, to slog through the mud, and 
then again through the brush and weeds and mosquitoes to the high bank of the 
creek. 
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And then he heard it, or thought he heard it—a low moo!  He waded through the 
overgrowth once more, and there, straight across the creek, on the high bank, was 
the cow, standing on her old but sturdy legs, directly facing him, her white forelock 
clotted with weed burrs adding the appearance of wrinkles to her weathered brow, 
standing as if patiently waiting for her rescue. 
 
He was overjoyed.  A leaden, strangling, succubus-like weight lifted from him, 
floated away.  The two old creatures faced opposite each other.  Like Boone in the 
Kentucky wilderness, they had never really been lost.   For three long days they had 
been bewildered, baffled, but never lost—at times despairing, maybe, but never in 
despair, not quite, not yet, like a laboring steam engine rolling slowly toward a stop, 
but not quite, not yet, able to summon torque from some hidden inner storehouse, 
to slowly chug again toward motion from that inner reserve of a strength not blind, 
not mindless, but unsuspected nevertheless.  For his part the man assured himself—
he simply knew—he could now slice quickly through this tangled Gordian knot  
rather than futilely keep trying to untangle it. 
 
With a renewed burst of energy he hurried toward the highway bridge, across the 
desponding slough of mud, but now he saw it as simply mud, nothing more.  Finally, 
he clambered up the steep bank approaching the highway bridge, like a half-
drowned river rat himself, with his mud-clogged shoes and filthily dirty and torn 
clothes, all hanging down around him from the weight of the water, a caricature of 
himself, moving now quickly across the bridge, hunching against the rail to avoid the 
whizzing cars and trucks.  
 
 
Down the steep bank on the far side of the bridge he went, short-stepping quickly, 
his weight backward, almost sledding on his heels, making a breathless crouching 
descent; he passed swiftly along the brief border of a hayfield, then crossed through 
weeds and into trees after stepping over the shambles of an old fence.  Then he 
stopped, not so much to catch his breath, but before him rushed the nearly bank-full 
waters of  union creek, a small branch stream that joined the larger creek nearby.  
Normally he could simply step across the small, narrow channel but now the water 
ran waist-deep in its swift eagerness to meet and join the main flow of the larger 
creek.   He paused, then entered the stream gingerly, inching along to avoid being 
swept away.  Finally across, he disappeared again into a jumble of trees and an 
entangling net of weeds and vines.  But now he began to cross pathways of downed 
weeds, and then, a maze of them, and he had to pause.  Excitedly he realized the old 
cow had beaten out these intertwining trails in the undergrowth as she paced 
relentlessly back and forth in an attempt to find her way.  He could spy out one or 
two places where she had bedded down for the night, under the trees in the cloying 
insect-ridden darkness on the sodden earth.  He chose to follow one of the trails, 
and—finally--, there, under a box elder tree close to the creek bank, stood his old 
whiteface cow. 
 
There she stood facing him once again, with the knots of weed burrs still clogging 
her curly white forelock and tangling the straggling long tresses of hair at the end of 
her tail.  He paused briefly to catch his breath, and then, moving impatiently, quickly, 
he circled around to drive her along the bank toward home.  But the animal was 
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nervous, uncertain to leave her night-bed.  The man hesitated now, realizing he was 
in too much of a hurry.  Patiently he waited, as pity for the normally gentle, docile 
creature welling up to wash over his unreasoning sense of urgency.  He recollected 
her standing patiently for her last newborn calf as it clumsily searched for milk as he 
himself knelt down next to the baby to gently guide one of the mother’s bulging 
teats into the little one’s hungry mouth.  He could still see himself kneeling there, 
close to the mother’s hind leg, and he could still feel the bright spring sunlight falling 
on them all through the barn door.  Certain that the mother would not kick him he 
felt himself once again engulfed by that circle of warmth, of purpose, that joined, 
united all three of them in a larger ageless drama as it timelessly, but in time, played 
itself out  But  the cow fretted nervously now, not certain what to do; she had been 
suddenly snatched away from that sure comfortable home where she herself had 
spent her own calfhood to this solitary bovine bedlam with its clouds of blood-
thirsty mosquitoes, dank earth tainted with stink, here condemned to subsist upon 
weeds and low tree branches.  The man realized she needed time to help work out 
their rescue together, a rescue thus out of his hands for now. 
 
As the cow stood in her reluctant haven underneath the spreading branches, the 
man pondered this new twist in their mutual predicament.  Stepping to the high 
creek bank, he studied the washed, hollowed-out banks stretching in both directions 
to shortly disappear into sharp curves.  There was no way to descend the steep bank 
to the water’s edge nor any foothold along the still high water.  He explored further 
through the weeds and saw that at one point the creek doubled back so sharply 
upon itself that only a narrow neck of land separated the opposing banks.  The 
stranded cow had at some time followed the creek bank across the narrow isthmus 
into the cul-de-sac in which she now found herself, surrounded by bank on three 
sides, not able to escape because each time she followed the creek bank around, she 
missed this exit strip and picked up instead the opposing bank.  She had been 
following a constantly repeating, increasingly maddening circle. 
 
The man now surmised that the cow may have also been shut away from water for 
maybe a day in an ironic turn of events in which she had been surrounded by water 
everywhere but with nary a drop to drink.  Perhaps she also was hungry.  He 
thought he needed to quickly work his way home and return with a small pail of ear 
corn, to stave her rising hunger but also to entice and lead her out of her trap. 
 
He left the cow at once and headed away from the creek due south (he hoped) 
through the maze of trail and weeds and brush, splashing through shallow pools of 
water, until he finally reached the sturdy fence line separating the gloomy twilight of 
the thick woods from the rows of soybeans basking in the nurturing light of summer 
he faced across the fence.  Without crossing over, he speedily passed along the fence 
to the west, through the ragweeds, up a steep slope of vestigial pasture from years 
before, down again slightly, then up into a brushy corner where an old iron gate 
barred his way.  With a sinking feeling, he observed that the fence, running from the 
gate north to the creek bank, was also in good shape.  An effective double trap had 
imprisoned the cow.  He could imagine the creature, that first frightening night, 
fighting the swift force of water down the flood-gorged creek channel to the series 
of tortuous switchbacks in the trees where she was finally able to struggle free of  
the sweeping current.  But now, trapped within the tightly fenced dense woodlot she 
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could still not break free, surrounded as she was by fence on two sides and a flooded 
main creek and side channel of union creek on the other two sides.  In her desperate 
casting search for her way home she had wandered into the cul-de-sac, further 
imprisoning herself, then forced to stop in a baffled halt. 
 
He ladder-stepped over the iron gate and found himself at once out of the weeds and 
standing, squinting in bright sunlight, separated by a short grassy stretch from the 
cleanly cultivated edge of a field of corn.  With a shock he realized he was only three 
quarters of a mile from home. He paced, almost jogged, quickly along the bare 
ground of the field border, with a grateful breath of relief he no longer had to battle 
along the overgrown, sodden creek bank.  He slowed, encountering and disturbing  
several clusters of killdeer mothers with their broods, the chicks little bits of fluff, 
like delicate, wind-blown fairy heads of thistledown, scampering just before him on 
fragile, stilt-like legs.  Once home, he speedily collected a pail and shell- and ear-corn 
and retraced swift steps over hayfield and pasture, along cornfield edge, around 
bobbing killdeer hens and chicks, to the dense tract of woodland once again. 
 
 
He climbed the old iron gate and followed the stout fence down through the weeds 
and shallow pools of water and, when he felt directly at right angles to the cow’s 
position he faced away from the fence to tackle the undergrowth again.  There, 
through the trees he spotted the white city water tower with its cheerful red 
cardinal bird, shining in the summer light like a guiding lighthouse beacon.  He 
marveled at its sudden apparent closeness.  But when he stepped off toward it as a 
guide to maintain a straight gauge line to the cow, it chimerally faded and 
disappeared in the kaleidoscopic whirl of shading dimness of green shadow and 
drizzled dancing dabbles of light of the dense tree cover, the tower now a blind seer 
calculating distance away, measuring  only farness. 
 
At first he felt confident he walked true as he splashed heavily through the ankle-
deep pools and intuitively sighted out a faint trace of trail of broken stems in the tall 
weeds under the trees.  But he saw no footprints in the soft earth until, finally, he 
stumbled into the labyrinth of trails close to the cow’s haven-tree.  He wound 
around, again, through the maze and, then, exasperated, he paralleled the creek 
bank as best he could until, at last, there stood the poor animal, rooted patiently to 
the same unmoved, unmoving, stretch of earth. 
 
He offered her the corn.  The grateful cow daintily accepted each proffered ear, and, 
rolling her head back in pleasure, hungrily, noisily crunched each one before 
gingerly grasping another.  With the corn gone, he fetched water in the pail.  Since 
he could not negotiate the steep creek bank, he sought out one of the shallow pools 
beyond the narrow ridge of ground separating the adjacent creek banks, filled the 
bucket and carefully carried it back, retracing his steps as economically as he could.  
The cow buried its eager muzzle into the too-quickly-emptying bucket, and he got 
another.  He advanced along the trail slowly, widening the pathway through the 
weedy exit by trampling down adjoining ragweed and nettle.  She drank only a half-
pail this time, and he brightened to see she was not as thirsty as he feared. 
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He resolved to return home along the creek to avoid the labyrinthine confusion of  
pathways.  He left the forlorn cow under her sheltering tree reluctantly but he 
needed to find another route back, and he found that, though weedy, the bank on the 
creek’s south side provided a more direct pathway.  Even the dividing north-south 
fence line seemed easier going with its gradual slope up to the old iron gate. 
 
Late in the afternoon he returned, slowly widening the new route along stout fence 
and steep-banked creek as he advanced.  He brought corn again for the cow, still in 
place, unmoving, but now shaking her head, stamping her feet and switching her tail 
against the bloody insect host.  The mosquitoes had seemed tolerable in the bright 
sunlight of morning close to the creek bank, but now, with approaching dusk they 
gathered forces for a nocturnal assault.  He hated to leave the tormented animal but 
headed slowly back.  He gained the first sharp turn of the creek bank westward and 
glanced back.  The cow had followed him, part of the way, and with spirits 
heightened, he called to her and walked back to coax her further.  She retreated at 
once to her old tree close to the creek bank.  Disheartened, he left her alone once 
again. 
 
The next morning, Friday, he resolved to bring the cow home.  His sons would be  
home the next day, Saturday, to help him drive the cow along the creek bank to the 
home pasture.  There was a degree of urgency, now, since heavy weather threatened 
once again over the weekend.  He launched into a flurry of activity.  He telephoned 
the woodlot owner for permission to open the old iron corner gate and called 
another neighbor for help the next day if needed.  He then packed corn in the bucket 
and thrust a small handsaw on top, and hiked again the old trail along the bare 
border of the cornfield, across the grassy stretch to the iron gate.  He tugged and 
strained at the heavy metal panel to tear it free from the bank of thick grass and mat 
of weeds which stitched it to the sod beneath.  He sawed off wild black cherry 
saplings and the thorny branches of plum brush that blocked the opening, and 
trampled down the weeds and grass thereabouts as best he could.  He picked up his 
bucket and hastened breathlessly along the new route bordering fence and creek to 
the cow. 
 
He deliberately slowed his action.  He again fed the corn, slowly, and scratched her 
ears as she chewed.  The bucket empty, he went for water, again, tediously searching 
out one of the shallow pools, maddeningly never in the same place.  She drank, a 
little, and he made to leave, dumping the water and coaxing her forward by shaking 
the bucket under her nose. 
 
But despite the blood-lusting mosquitoes and the swampy ground, the lack of good 
graze, the lack of sweet water, the isolating loneliness—despite everything—the 
cow followed him hesitantly a short distance, then returned to her makeshift 
bedding spot under the tree.  Finally, he had to give up, in a sullen mood, despising 
her for her lack of trust. 
 
He beat his slow retreat home.  He had to trust now that the next day’s efforts,  
reinforced with the help of his sons, would win success.  With little hope pinned on 
another planned attempt in the late afternoon, he spent the rest of the day in 
mindless motion—mowing grass, moving more hay—waiting for the afternoon to 
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slowly, deliberately advance, with time in apparent slow motion like false dawn 
before an eagerly anticipated sunrise. 
 
Finally, with the sun declining in the west, the old man headed out into the upper 
pasture, intent on driving the small cow herd down into the bottom again, to await 
the arrival of the prodigal when he finally succeeded herding her along the creek 
bank home. 
 
He heard a shout and glanced back at the house.  Two figures, waving at him,in front 
of a pickup truck, stood silhouetted in the still-bright summer sunlight of slowly 
fading day.  He recognized his neighbor’s young sons who had been passing along 
the road, he later learned, checking fields from a pickup window as farmers are 
wont to do.  He headed back, and then, as he crested the rise leading into the farm 
yard, he stopped to gaze across the corn as the figures seemed to do. 
 
There, afar off, wading through the June-high corn, came his cow, homeward bound. 
She came on swiftly, resolutely, not as if escaping a menace but as if in anticipation, 
her bobbing white forelock visible even at this distance swiftly, effortlessly, 
advancing through the sea of corn, like a long-awaited New England schooner with 
white sails billowing, visible afar off, expertly tacking into her home port, with the 
sailors’ wives and kinfolk waving, breathlessly awaiting her arrival on the dock.  The 
determined old cow had decided to engineer her own rescue. 
 
Her quickening pace soon carried her along the cornfield fence and he hastened to 
open the adjoining pasture gate.  She crossed through without hesitation, and 
trotted toward the startled cows, raising their heads at first to stare, and then 
approaching and circling her in welcome.  Now, pausing to catch his breath, his own 
spirits could buoy upward in exuberant jubilation as he absorbed, relished the  
joyous reunion. 
 
Perhaps all of us, he thought, perhaps all living things, no matter how old, and 
despite the vagaries and uncertainties of existence, possess some irrepressible 
spark, some leveling, guiding instinct that will, in the end, lead each of us—home.  
 
He recalled at once the stranded Turtle and his own stranded Long-Ago. 
 
At least he had reason to hope. 


