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Introduction

I had the extremely memorable privilege of meeting Peter Scott in 1988. He had been a major influence in my early days with his natural history broadcasts on radio and television, as I know he had been with countless others of my generation. My parents took me to Slimbridge when I was nine and I recall to this day the joy I experienced feeding the amazing collection of wildfowl. Little did I know then that I would one day have another great privilege, of leading the organisation so dear to his heart, the Wildfowl & Wetlands Trust, and having as my office that famous studio room with its window looking over the Rushy Pen and the wintering swans, geese and ducks.

The world is so frequently driven forward by the vision of an individual. In my view, and it is one shared by many others, Peter Scott was one of the most influential conservationists of the last century. He was a man of great vision and he has left a lasting legacy which now is even more relevant to the world we need to cherish so much.

Peter was one of those people with the combination of talent, drive and determination to achieve, and did so with whatever he undertook. He was an accomplished artist, an Olympic yachtsman and an ice skater, a gifted communicator, one of the first natural history broadcasters, and a champion glider pilot among so many other pursuits and attributes. But it is his passion for the natural world and his vision for its conservation that is, for me, his greatest legacy.

Peter Scott was among a group of far-sighted individuals who saw what was happening to the natural world and were determined to do something about it. But he was also far ahead of his time in recognising, more than seven decades ago, a fact that is now, in this world increasingly disconnected from nature, so vital to our future on this wonderful planet. To quote him, ‘The most effective way to save the threatened and decimated natural world is to cause people to fall in love with it again with its beauty and its reality.’ Surely, Peter was the architect of modern conservation. He reflected then on our great challenge now in our digitally dominated and environmentally challenged world.

This book is a selection of Peter’s writings and broadcasts from the first half of his life, when the seeds of his passion for conserving the natural world were being planted. It covers his wartime experiences in the Navy, early travels, and his time as a wildfowler. But it is his achievements for conservation that for me stand out. Having established the Severn Wildfowl Trust, now the Wildfowl & Wetlands Trust, on the banks of the River Severn in 1946, he went on to be an active vice-president in the newly formed International Union for Nature Conservation in 1948, and then to be a founder of WWF, the World Wide Fund for Nature, in 1961. A man who thought globally, he was a major player in the formation in 1971 of the first global convention for conservation, the Ramsar Convention on Wetlands. Now with 170 countries’ governments as signatories, it is the key driver to the protection of the world’s wetlands, so important for biodiversity and climate management.

Peter Scott saw the need for, and value of, education and he was at the forefront of environmental education in the UK, especially focusing on the younger generations to take change forward. This continues at the wetland centres he established across the country. His last great vision, to take nature to the people, resulted in the internationally acclaimed London Wetland Centre, where connection with nature and education are the primary aims.

Personally, I prefer not to think of his legacy as though it is something of the past. It is about the present and the future. We now need Peter Scott’s same degree of foresight, vision, drive and determination more than ever.

Martin Spray, CBE, DSc March 2021




Timeline

SIR PETER MARKHAM SCOTT, CH, CBE, DSC, FRS



	1909
	Born London, 14 September.



	1912
	Father (Captain Robert Falcon Scott) died on return from South Pole.



	1919
	Went to West Downs School.



	1923
	Went to Oundle School.



	1927
	Went to Trinity College, Cambridge.



	1929
	First drawings published (Country Life).



	1931
	Went to State Academy School, Munich.



	1932
	Went to Royal Academy Schools, London.



	1933
	First exhibition of paintings (Ackermann’s Galleries, London).



	1934
	Established collection of tame waterfowl at East Lighthouse, Sutton Bridge, Lincolnshire.



	1935
	First book published (Morning Flight).



	1936
	Won bronze medal at Olympic Games (single-handed sailing); led British dinghy team to Canada.



	1937
	Won Prince of Wales’s Cup (for 14’ dinghies); went on expedition to Caspian Sea area.



	1938
	Won Prince of Wales’s Cup; went on expedition to Lapland.



	1939
	Volunteered for Royal Navy.



	1940
	Served in HMS Broke in Battle of France, and in Battle of Atlantic (until 1942).



	1941
	Mentioned in despatches.



	1942
	Married Elizabeth Jane Howard (marriage later dissolved); awarded MBE; joined light coastal forces in command Steam Gunboat HMS Grey Goose; took part in Dieppe Raid; mentioned in despatches.



	1943
	Daughter Nicola born; appointed to command Steam Gunboat Flotilla; awarded DSC and Bar and mentioned in despatches.



	1944
	Joined staff of C in C Portsmouth; based in Normandy Bridgehead after D-Day; commanded force of American ships.



	1945
	Appointed to command frigate HMS Cardigan Bay; met surrendering German E-boats off Thames Estuary; fought General Election as Conservative candidate for Wembley North (lost by 435 votes).



	1946
	Founded the Severn Wildfowl Trust (later the Wildfowl Trust); President, Home Counties North Young Conservatives; first of regular broadcasts in Nature Parliament; won Prince of Wales’s Cup for third time.



	1948
	Chairman, Olympic Yachting Committee.



	1949
	Explored Perry River region of Arctic Canada. 1950 Expedition to Lapland.



	1951
	Married Philippa Talbot-Ponsonby; expedition to central highlands of Iceland.



	1952
	Daughter Dafila born.



	1953
	Awarded CBE as Director of the Wildfowl Trust; expedition to central highlands of Iceland; first edition of television programme Look; travelled to South America.



	1954
	Son Falcon born; winner of sailing speed record, Cowes.



	1955
	Became President of International Yacht Racing Union.



	1956
	Travelled to Uganda; started gliding; Chairman, Olympic Games International Jury for Yachting (and in 1960, 1964).



	1957
	Travelled to Australia, New Guinea, New Zealand, Fiji, and Hawaii; won gliding Silver C Badge; Vice-President, International Union for Conservation of Nature.



	1958
	Gliding ‘Gold C’ International Badge.



	1959
	Travelled to Trinidad, Panama, Ecuador, Galapagos Islands.



	1961
	Travelled to Kenya and Tanganyika; closely involved with establishment of the World Wildlife Fund.



	1962
	Gliding Third Diamond Badge; 100th edition of Look, with HRH The Duke of Edinburgh as guest.



	1963
	British National Gliding Champion; Chairman, Survival Service Commission of International Union for Conservation of Nature.



	1964
	Travelled to United States and Japan; unsuccessfully challenged for the America’s Cup at the helm of Sovereign.



	1965
	Travelled to the Bahamas and India and Thailand.



	1966
	Travelled to Antarctic; special edition of Look for National Nature Week with the Duke of Edinburgh.



	1973
	Knighted for services to the conservation of wild animals.



	1973
	Appointed Chancellor of the University of Birmingham.



	1979
	Awarded honorary doctorate University of Bath.



	1987
	Appointed Companion of Honour; elected Fellow of the Royal Society.



	1989
	Died Bristol, 29 August.



	1996
	Scott’s life and work in wildlife conservation was celebrated in a major BBC Natural World documentary, In the Eye of the Wind, narrated by Sir David Attenborough.



	2004
	Profiled in the BBC Two series The Way We Went Wild.



	2006
	BBC Four documentary, Peter Scott – A Passion for Nature.
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NATURALIST
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Brown and Green

Three hundred years ago the salt-marshes of the Wash passed slowly into the great fresh-water marshes of Cambridgeshire.

In those days the grey mud stretched between the channels and sent arms up each side of them many miles inland. And, when the tide flowed in, the fresh water was piled up and spread through the reed-covered swamps to the little pools where the wild duck rested during the day. When the rain came in winter the flood-water shimmered over the fens as it covered the tops of the grass stems, and men lived at Ely and called it an island.

But now the sea is allowed a paltry mile or two of mud and salt-marsh to play with, and then it is shut out by long lines of green bank which protect the brown peaty fields of potatoes.

I went there once in June to see again the place where I had spent so many happy days in winter. As I sat on the bank in the thick, luscious, green grass and looked across the fields to the farm, I was filled with wonder at a scene so green. The green rows of potato plants throwing the field into weird patterns of perspective, the few corn-fields still green like the grass of the sea-wall on which I sat, and the stunted elm trees thick in foliage, amongst which the little farm took shelter from the winter winds; it was all green and rich.

And as I looked my mind went back to a day in January when I had sat with a good friend in just the same place and we had been eating our breakfast. We had waited at dawn on the salt-marsh for the wild geese to flight, and as the light had come the grey rainy skies had lifted to the west so that the atmosphere was wonderfully clear.

From the sea-wall the brown potato fields stretched for miles, broken here and there by patches of lighter stubble. A plough at work in the distance looked clear-cut, and the little farm amongst the trees seemed so close that it was hard to believe that two forty-acre fields lay between. It was all brown and purple. And far away was a black speck in the sky, which seemed to dissolve and then form again. It was the thickest part of a pack of pink-footed geese. They had gone inland at dawn, and they were circling round and round over their feeding-grounds. Presently some more stragglers flew in from the mud and went on to join them.

Whilst we watched a grey cloud came past in front of us, and below it trailed a curtain of rain – dark streaks reaching down to the ground. It blotted out the farm and the trees and blended with the dark-brown earth so that all the edges and hard lines were softened and blurred.

The curtain swept by, and the land was clear again; so clear that the little farm looked closer than ever. Away in the distance still circled the geese. Somewhere inland a yellow shaft lit up the fens where the sun was shining through the clouds. It seemed that all the light was reflected along from this opening under the grey roof of rain-clouds. The rain-drops glistened on the grass stems, each with a spot of deep brown, the brown of the fields.

The colour was brown, and as we stood up on the sea-wall we looked back at the salting behind us. That was olive-green, but beyond it the mud was brown and the green of the saltmarsh plants seemed to blend with the brown. The succulent plants had a purplish sheen on them and the tips of the grass stems were dead and dry and brown.

But in June the grass was long and thick on the saltings, just as it was on the bank, and out on the edge of the tide there
were godwits and redshanks calling their summer trill – and the colour was green.

Near where I sat was a row of straggly willow trees, and as I looked at them I thought of how many things I had enjoyed within sight of them. ‘Why, trees,’ I said, ‘you remember that night under the moon when the geese came so low and the foggy morning and the hard frost.’ The silver-green leaves whispered their answer in the summer breeze.

In winter, when we tire of the great, flat, unbroken sweep of brown, and we need some variation to relieve the monotony, then we go to the coast of Norfolk. Above the marshes rise wooded hills with birch and pine and rhododendrons – for the country is stocked with pheasants. Down below is the green fresh marsh, green all through the winter. There is a shingle bank which shines orange in the sun, and it is crowned with marram grass. Out on the mud there is green sea-grass.

There are little bathing huts there too. They look forlorn and absurd when the north-east wind blows and the wild geese beat in against it low over their little corrugated roofs. The end one is white and has a red roof. It is the best cover on the beach.

The marsh behind is the haunt of white-fronted geese.

Perhaps it is fitting that this yellow shingle and green fresh marsh should be their home. Of all our geese they are the most brilliant and colourful. White forehead, black bars on their breasts, and orange legs. But with all that, I prefer the grey pinkfeet. For them there are the browns of the potato land.

That land must always have been brown even in the days when the tide came in – for a great rippling sea of reeds must have carpeted it with here and there an open pool, where mallards and teal lived.

But in those days there could have been no pinkfeet there: for they love the hard black earth and the mushy potatoes to nibble. Now they come in their thousands from October to March. And every morning the great skeins come in, high in the air, and circle round over their chosen fields, and every evening with great clamouring they fly out through the frosty blackness as they come in to feed – until the brown land is full of geese.

But behind the green fresh marsh of the whitefronts the land rises to heather-covered slopes and then the woods begin.

I went there, too, in June. In a little hollow of heather I found a pool of fresh water, and by the pool were two rhododendron bushes in flower, and all around sat shelducks; some of them got up and circled round the little hollow and over the place where I hid in some bracken. As they flew they laughed at me with their deep mock-human call. Here, where the sand is yellow amongst the purple of the heather, the shelducks find rabbit holes to nest in. Outside a hole near me were web-footed tracks in the soft sand. It was hot and the heather smelled good.

From the hill I could look out over the marsh to the mud and the sea and the little bathing huts and the great superstructures of the shingle works. With the sight of them came memories crowding and hustling, so that one had scarcely been enjoyed again – and mourned – when the next came pushing on, until I could no longer check each one. A great flood of them came upon me, half joy, half sadness – joy that I had spent those times and that I could almost live them through again, and sadness that they were passed, those individual days when our disappointments and mistakes formed part of our treasured memory, and those with whom that happiness had been shared could not perhaps be there again to share it.

From Morning Flight
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A Rare Meal

Tuesday June 28. At about six o’clock in the morning it began to rain. It was only a light spotting, at first; then a drizzle. The Eskimos seemed to be sleeping through it, but at length it became too brisk for them. I beckoned them into the tent, and in they came. So, now, as I write, there are four of us in the tent, which was made for two. The rain is heavy and continuous, and the tent leaks considerably. We have not yet reached the Ross’s Goose Lake – and then there is the return journey and we have already used half our food. We wonder how long our food and the rain will last. Already we have lain here all morning. It is now one o’clock, and the Eskimos are still snoring comfortably. Harold is asleep, and I am writing – and we still haven’t had breakfast. Jimmy has a pretty bad cough, which sounds fairly tubercular. Both of them sleep soundly, snoring only slightly. They sleep curled up, and the movements of their sleeping companions seem to disturb them not at all.

We lay in the tent, having a meal of biscuits and candy and jam, without heating anything until about 4 p.m. when it stopped raining. So we emerged to find a slightly more promising sky, with high strato-cumulus clouds. But it was only temporary. We cooked a cup of cocoa, and then set off southwestward again to look for the Ross’s geese.

Almost at once it began to rain – a soft, persistent, utterly wetting rain. It had become important that we should kill some game for food, as the situation was already bad. Apart from some dried potatoes, some macaroni, and a couple of cans of fruit, we were more or less out. So it was rather disastrous when I missed some lesser snow geese which passed within range.

After an hour or so we climbed a little hill. From the top we saw a marsh with a large number of Ross’s geese – at least fifty – feeding on it. There was also a herring gull on a nest, which we did not visit as it lay out of our way. Patsy went on ahead like a mountain goat, and up the next precipitous little peak. We climbed behind him up the rocky hillock and there, beyond, was a much bigger marsh, and beyond it a much bigger lake than any of the ones we had passed. There were several bunches of white geese. We sat down on top of the hill to look them over with the glasses through the rain. They were nearly all Ross’s geese, but there were a few lessers mixed in with them. We looked beyond the marsh towards the lake – and, there it was, the Ross’s goose breeding colony. In the lake were five little islands, and all over these were the white dots of the sitting geese with their ganders. They were quite thick on the islands – hundreds of them.

The islands were less than a hundred yards long, and we made counts of the geese. We could only see one side of each island, but we estimated what was hidden from what we could see. Over to the left was a sixth island, which seemed to be in another lake, though we afterwards discovered that the two lakes were connected by a narrow strait. On the six islands we estimated that there were perhaps 350 pairs of birds. The nests were thickest on the smallest island, which was quite a low mound. The other islands were rocky mounds rising ten or twenty feet out of the lake.

We walked down across the marsh to the nearest point of shore opposite the nearest island, and sat down in the shelter of a big square rock. From here I took some film with the telephoto lens, and then sat and watched the birds through the binoculars.
There were probably fifty Ross’s nests in front of us, at a range of 200 yards. The intervening lake appeared to be ice-free, although there may have been submerged ice; and indeed our theory to account for most of these lakes being open was that, in this more hilly region, there was a faster run-off of melting snows which flooded down on to the ice of the lakes, covering it with several feet of water.*

In some parts of the island the nests seemed to be no more than five or six feet apart. There were two lesser snows and two lesser Canadas sitting on nests among the Ross’s; and there was a single blue goose – apparently immature – among the noisy bunch of seemingly non-breeding lesser snows, standing at one end of the island. There was also an attendant pair of glaucous gulls. A good deal of squabbling seemed to be going on between ganders.

It was a fascinating sight, and we sat there in the rain until it began to get cold. It was sad that the light was so poor for photography, and also extremely frustrating that we could not get across to the islands. The Eskimos indicated that the ice would not be more than three feet down, and had the light been good for photography I think I would have tried to wade over as long as it was not above the waist. But under the circumstances we decided to leave it alone. We trust we shall get to the lake again with Jim Bell and the canoe, or else to another of the colonies. This is the colony of which Gavin had been told by the natives, but we were the first white men ever to see it. We have decided to call it Lake Arlone after Harold’s wife.

We walked over to a knoll, which gave a view of the single island in the other half of the lake. On the way we flushed a Buffon’s skua from a lemming which it had lately killed. Among about fifty Ross’s nests on that island were two lesser Canadas sitting. There was also a blue goose, but it may have been the same as the one we saw earlier.

We had the feeling that we were seeing a very beautiful place at its worst, for the raw chill of the wind and the dark sky and heavy rain cast a gloom over it all. We thought out where, and how, we would drive the geese for banding them later on. There was a small lake – scarcely more than a flash – in the marsh, and we planned to use that in some way, driving the birds first to it, and then setting the net between them and the big lake. There were some pintails on the flash, and one or two longtailed ducks. There was also a pair of king eiders on one of the smaller islands in the big lake. Two of such islands were rather unexpectedly quite free of goose nests.

As we walked back across the marsh towards our camp, the food situation had become desperate. After two inexcusable misses, I had only two cartridges left (No. 7 shot).

We saw a cock ptarmigan, and Jimmy shot it with the .22 rifle. Then we saw a small bunch of geese at the head of the marsh. We divided the party, and I went to head off their retreat to the lake while the rest went on. The plan worked perfectly, and the geese came down-wind straight over my head. The first fell beside me, and the second carried on for 200 yards and fell dead. The first was a lesser snow, the second a Ross’s goose. Quite genuinely, and without stretch of imagination, we had been forced to shoot a Ross’s goose for food. Both geese were immature females, which is interesting in showing that the non-breeding birds hang about in the immediate vicinity of the breeding ground. No doubt the flock of fifty which we had seen earlier were non-breeders. Harold is very doubtful whether the three-year-old breeding rule holds good in the wild state, and believes that two-year-olds commonly breed. This is a point which should be easy enough to elucidate by means of ringing. It could probably be done most easily with Canada geese, especially in the colonial nesting sites in Idaho and Utah, using coloured rings.

Harold did not see the second goose fall, and the rest of the party walked on, while I went back 200 yards towards the lake to pick up the Ross’s goose, which I found without difficulty. When I turned towards camp again, I could see no sign of Harold or the Eskimos. Actually, they had walked to the nearest bluff at the edge of the marsh and were sitting waiting on the rocks, where they were hard to see. I thought they had gone straight on over the hill and out of sight, and for a while I harboured hard thoughts of their ungratefulness for delivery from starvation. However, they were suitably elated when I came up with them, and I heard from Harold that Patsy had said to him ‘Thank you!’ in English when the first goose dropped.

We wandered back to camp in a sodden condition, and Harold hastily skinned the two geese with my hunting-knife – which had been used for opening tins. He cut off the breasts of the birds and cooked them up with dried potatoes. Then we climbed into the low tent (it is a khaki tent, three and a half feet high at its highest point), got into our sodden sleeping-bags and called in the Eskimos. Then we had a shock. Patsy came in and said that Jimmy had gone back to the canoe. This left horrible visions of Harold and me struggling under added loads all the way home. On the other hand, it seemed that he might have feared for the safety of the canoe and an increased flood as a result of the rain, for we had not pulled it up to an entirely safe height above the river, and there was no doubt that the Eskimos had not expected to be away for so long. We had a hasty discussion, and thought perhaps that we should break camp at once and start for home, so as to have the assistance of Jimmy. Anyway, Jimmy should be recalled. Patsy understood, and went out; then came back to say that Jimmy was coming. Jimmy took some time returning, and arrived with a ptarmigan cock. When he got back, it seemed that they had both mistaken the long time we had taken getting our wet clothes off in the tent for an intention to leave them out in the rain all night, and rather than that Jimmy had set off to sleep under the canoe – eleven miles away! As soon as we made it clear we intended him to come into the tent, he crept in behind Patsy and we all went to sleep.

We had planned to sleep for four hours, and start back at 4 a.m. Well before that I found the space so cramped that I could not get any comfortable rest. The wet caribou-skin garments and the seal-skin boots smelt much stronger than before. The inside of the tent was running with rain and condensation, and it was quite impossible with the four of us to avoid touching the top. My outer sleeping-bag was getting pretty sodden; so, just before four o’clock on finding Harold awake, too, and the rain stopped, we got up, cooked some macaroni, and set off at 5 a.m. on the long trek home.

From Wild Geese and Eskimos
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The Ethics of Shooting

During a goose-shoot the six or seven ‘guns’ were standing in a cluster when a single goose flew over. Each man (and I was one) raised his gun and fired two barrels. Twelve shots went off at the goose, which staggered in the air, flew on, and then began to lose height. It came down far out on the mud flats in a place quite inaccessible because of the soft mud which in parts of that estuary amounts almost to quicksand. As it landed, I watched with my glasses, and saw that both its legs were broken. It crash landed, came to rest quivering on its belly, and put its head up. There was nothing that any of us could do. It was 500 yards away and inaccessible. We repaired later to the hotel for lunch, and a very good lunch it was; I remember that the cherry brandy was excellent. In the afternoon I recall that our marksmanship was a little below the standard of the morning. As we passed along the sea-wall I saw with binoculars that the bird still sat out on the mud, its neck still raised. At dusk we went back to tea, a bath before an excellent dinner, and after it a comfortable bed.

On the following day I came out again to watch the geese. The shooting of course was over, and many of the geese were feeding in the fields as if nothing had happened. But out on the mud, in precisely the same place (for there were small neap tides at the time which did not cover the high sand), still sat the goose with the broken legs. ‘What right,’ I said to myself, ‘have we men to do this to a bird for our fun – to impose that kind of suffering? I should not want this for a sworn enemy, and that goose was not my enemy when I shot at him – although I was his.’

‘That kind of suffering,’ I had said – but what kind of suffering was it, for without being a bird how could one know what pain they felt? Perhaps this is a question which will never be adequately answered, but there are, of course, observations which bear upon it. We know that wounds which would incapacitate a man do not do so to a bird. We know that cockerels will feed unconcernedly immediately after a major abdominal operation. We know that although forty-one per cent of a sample of 825 adult pink-footed geese were shown by X-rays to be carrying shot somewhere in their bodies, the average weight of the forty-one per cent was no lower than the weight of the other fifty-nine per cent, and weight is one of the most sensitive barometers of a bird’s well-being. It has been held, and I believe rightly, that pain in birds is something quite different from, and much less than, pain as we know it in man. I mean this in the physiological sense. But psychologically too, it is clear that animals suffer less, in that they are unable to reason about it and to anticipate pain or death. They do not think, ‘Perhaps this wound is mortal, perhaps I shall die.’ But in spite of all this the goose with the broken legs was upsetting.

I took the argument a stage further. I had in the past derived enormous enjoyment, good health, interest, and aesthetic pleasure from being out on the marshes at dawn and dusk and under the moon, in rain and gale and frost. The birds with their beauty and wildness had been an endless source of delight. The difficulty of outwitting them, the discomforts, the occasional dangers – these, and not the killing, made the sport of wildfowling one of the most exciting in the world. I was not interested in ‘the ultimate sanction’. I would have given anything (and I wonder how many others feel the same) for a handy portable device which for the same output of knowledge, skill and manual dexterity would bring a bird to hand alive and unharmed. It was inescapable to me that, had I never been interested in wildfowling, my enjoyment, and also my knowledge of the birds, would have been much less. Was there not a balance here? Perhaps so long as a man is deriving so much good as to offset the bad, the balance might still fall in favour of the wildfowler. If I were advising a young boy would I not say to him: ‘Of course you will enjoy wildfowling; it will bring you unparalleled thrills; and if you never experience those thrills you will probably never enjoy the birds themselves to quite the same extent, for you will not learn the subtle goose/rook, wigeon/ starling distinction, the subtle difference between man’s attitude to his traditional quarry and his attitude to all other birds’?

I am doubtful whether this argument that I might offer is sound, but I am quite sure that as soon as the doubts and the disquiet prevent you from enjoying shooting there can no longer be any good reason for going on doing it. So I have sold my guns, and I no longer shoot. It is easy for the young and keen to say, ‘Well, that’s all right for him, he’s shot all the geese he wants and now he says he doesn’t think it’s a good thing.’ But that merely confuses the issue; a dog-in-the-manger is something different again, something which I hope never to be. It can be argued that the final decisions should be made in the conscience of the individual. ‘Do I think this right, do I think this wrong? How much does my decision affect other people? Do I enjoy it so much that the overall good offsets the bad? Or would it be better to give it up?’ Having decided to give it up the situation is not quite simple. If cruelty exists on a level comparable, say, with cruelty to children, then more is demanded than personal abstention. But if we must campaign perhaps we should be better occupied campaigning against the extermination of all life on earth, or for the alleviation of all suffering starting with human suffering. Should we not oppose worst things first?

From The Eye of the Wind
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