
        
            
                
            
        

    
THREE: Nature

There was a family of foxes that moved farther north every year. Every year, fires or developments narrowed the beltways through which many different animals passed, like water or biotic life, obeying some hidden law of gravity. The valley to which the water tended was a combination of constraints and forces that the foxes felt as part of their tribe.

More than humans, they experienced each other’s organisms as part of their own thinking process, an unconscious engine of distributed perception, memory, and decision making. The thought: “I think it will be too hot to stay in this valley next year,” was nearly indistinguishable from “that other fox is acting as if it thinks next year will be too hot for this valley.”

The consciousness of the foxes not only leaked or pumped through a network of interfaced spinal columns, if you wanted to think of it that way, but was integrated vertically along food webs. The foxes had to mimic the thought processes of their prey. Predation was intimate, requiring precise modeling of the kind of society that voles or rabbits or rats consist in. The voles or rabbits might also think that next summer will be too hot in the valley, and their knowledge of this blends with that of the foxes who try to guess where their prey will be next year.

When one animal swooped or struck, and reduced another to a pulpy mess, it was as if a single thinking thing realized one of its assumptions not to be true. The ecosystem where the foxes lived had been thinking strange thoughts, more akin to dreams, and a lot of patterns, a lot of songs, were gone forever.

The storm clouds, too, could almost be said to be part of the family of foxes, part of the electricity of their existence. Only humans thought of their own identity and cognition as fenced off, owned, and unique from the rest of the biosphere. None of the animals on the mountain knew or cared what state they were in, or what country.

They knew, though, that the air was heavy with smoke and strange pollutants. The storm clouds and the animals, thinking with the same sky, came to the same conclusions.

Nature also guessed, more than humans suspected, about the mind of humans, and the kind of laws their societies and physical constructions obeyed.

There was a trail, nature learned, that people treated differently, that they cultivated for visual appeal rather than the brutalist functionality that characterized the graveyards the bipedals dug out for themselves.

Senses can all be driven by evolutionary pressures into dense and rich significance and signal. The foxes smelled and listened keenly, to the point that a scent or sound took on the shape of words in spoken language.

The spirits of the foxes were canine, but more rooted in the lifeways of the land, the pouncing on voles and rabbits and running in crazy circles in the shadows of leaves, than the human-leaning dogs.

The land, all the way down to the nerve-endings of mycellia that were the biotic film and function of the soil, felt the seasons and the meta-seasons change. That was the other dimension in which intelligence was stored, the other axis of heavily compressed information: time. Things sensed how old they were, as a species, and how close they were to going extinct.

Hydrological cycles were like breath, gravity reversing and reversing, layers weaving and interweaving. Clouds stored the memory of the weather of other ages.
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