LANDSCAPE
AND
IMAGINATION

| O BE INTIMATE WITH A LANDSCAPE IS TO KNOW ITS
moods and contours as you would know a lover’s. The
shape of breasts and hills, the sound of a laugh or the
song of bullfrogs, the smell of hair and honeysuckle—
such knowledge becomes part of who you are. As in mat-
riage, however, what is utterly familiar may Jose its
charm, may in fact become invisible, until you are de-
prived of it. Absent yourself a while from lover or land-
scape, and upon returning you will recognize with fresh
acuity what you had known but forgotten.

[ experienced such a freshening of awareness not
long ago, when I returned with my family to Indiana
after a year’s sojourn in Boston. We drove into the state
one afternoon toward the end of July, the air rushing in

83





















