


[P ] The Rotting Tree Faerie

What is it that keeps faerie traditions alive? One answer,
suggests Alastair McIntosh, is numinous experience. The
stories keep reasserting themselves, as he suggests with
this account adapted from his article, “Rainforests and
High Finance,” in World Rainforest Report 26 (October
1993), 18-20.

It was our last day deep in the Australian forest. And
there, like out of a child’s picture book, in an arched
door-like entrance to this hollow rotting tree, was quite
the most exquisitely beautiful mushroom any of us had
ever seen.

It had a slightly bulbous, pristine white stem, and a
perfectly circular, mottled grey cap with a ring of white
spots as crisp and fresh as God in the morning light.

We gazed in wonder. And 1 said for a laugh - for the
kind of laugh that you need when wrestling with the
pain of nature undergoing destruction - “What kind of a
faerie lives here?”

Everyone smiled. I mean, it's kind of ridiculous, to be
enquiring after. . . faeries!

The other protestors from John Seed's Rainforest
Information Centre gradually move on. But I stay, alone.
And again, the question, burning now: “What kind of a
faerie lives here?”

In the back of the tree lay some termite-eaten wood. It
was annoyingly distracting me, for I could vaguely make
out in it the face of a grim old man staring, motionless,
down at the soil, like a New Guinea spirit mask. This was
not what I was looking for.

Again, my question. But this time, the old man spoke.
Yes, he actually spoke! Clearly, subjectively objective in
my mind’s ear.

In a big, empowered, booming voice, he spoke. He
said: “I am the faerie who lives here.”

“No, no,” I replied, bemused. “You're just a sour old
face I'm imagining in rotting wood. I'm looking for
flower faeries. You're not that!"

“Oh,” he responded, quizzically. “But I thought you
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Rainforests and High Finance

A Faerie Tale and Open Letter to Alice Walker
by Alastair McIntosh
A faerie story that gives an insight into the workings of the Rainforest Information Centre and reveals
what some believe the forest is all about.

half to its title. An extension, which | hada’t bothered wor-

rying most of my academic collcagues with: "Organisation-

al Finance and Management - as a Far Out Spiritual Ex-
ieace"

Managcement
bladed. It can be an instrument of control and exploita-

tion, or a caring discipline capable of combining organisa-
tional goals with individual fulfilment.

John booked me on the spot. He'd find the fare, I'd
give the time.

"Of course, such high finance cannot be taught
without using Alice Walker’s poetry to balance
the books”

Of course, such high finance cannot be taught without
using Alice Walker’s poctry to balance the books. | mean,
Alice Walker the great alternative cconomist, who sees
that "We alone can devalue gold by not caring if it falls or
rises in the marketplace”. Alice, who tells us to Resist! be-
cause "Violence docs not work except for the man who
pays your salary ... if you could still weep you would not
take the job". And Alice, whose cyes see that "The
diamonds on Liz's bosom are not as bright as his cyes the
morning they took him to work in the mines”.



"The diamonds on Liz's bosom are not as
bright as his eyes the morning they took him
to work in the mines”

All this, Alice..and this will make you smile..to stu-
dents of forestry or resource management or MBAs,..co-
gineering, velerinary science ... divinity .. even, animal
production! And there'll be tears, and rage, and melting
of hearts (maybe some hardening too, but it's all about
whole living and sometimes the crust has to harden before

By the ninth day, the anarchy and order came into
relationship. Just like you half-promised it would, Alice,
when you wrote for me, for RIC, for everyone that:

In me there is a rage to defy

the order of the stars

To see if Gods who hold forth now
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And there, like out of a child's picture book, is this hol-
low rotting tree. It has an arched door-like opening over-
hung with dusty old cobwebs.

Al the entrance, the en-trance as Mary Daly might say,
was this mushroom. I tell you, Alice, it was quite the most

these! - seasoned ecologists gazed in wonder.

And 1 said, "What kind of a wizard lives in this house?"
Then 1 corrected myself. It was too small for a wizard’s
house. So 1 said: "What kind of a facric lives here?*

John Seed’s Extinction song echoed back to me. (Joha!
You old shaman!) Sap coursing through @ mammal
branch/ Touches you, a trembling human being/ Send your
roots back through the tree of life/ Shedding faise humanis-



tic beliefs/ You fall to your knees/ In some stil natural
place! Embrace the trees/ Feel ecology pierce your hean.

"You fall to your knees!” - "go on,” I felt, "fall 10 your
knces”. | did. On the reddy-brown earth. A bit self-con-
sciously, but never mind.

And again the question. Bursting in me now. "What
kind of a facric lives bere?”

Repeated. Half thinking that if there were such things
as flower faeries, onc might dash past just on the edge of
my ficld of vision, through the cobwebs and up into the
tree. If facrics were real, now was the time to see one, or
never.

A person becomes a person inasmuch as
they're iistened to, allowed to be visible"

In the back of the trec was some termite-caten wood,
As | dwelt on my question, | was half-blocking it out from
my mind. It was distracting me. | could vaguely see in it a
face like a grim old man. He was staring, motionless,
down at the carth, rather like one of those New Guinca
spirit masks. Not what I was looking for.

Again, my question. And this time, the old man spoke.
Yes, he actually spoke! As clear and subjectively objective
as you could want!

In a big, empowered, booming voice, he spoke, and
said: *T am the faeric who lives here”.

*No, no," I replied, *You're just a sour old face I'm im-
agining in rotting wood. I'm looking for a flower faerie,
You're not one of them”,

'Ob," he responded, quizzically. " I thought you were
the one who's always going oa to your students about radi-
cal feminist theology?"

"What's that got to do with it?"

community inasmuch as they're heard, listencd to, al-
lowed to be wvisible.”

Welll I tell you Alice. He had me by my own ideals! To
deny his reality would have been to deny part of what 1
most value,

So 1 said to him, "Fair eoough, but if | accept that, I'm
going Lo start seeing facrics all over the place.”

He laughed and laughed. He said that there are facrics
all over the place if we'll only acknowledge them! And 1
saw that when ist Joseph Camp bell talks about
*Masks of God", there’s really no limit on the numbers or
forms of these masks. Here 1 was, face to face with one of
them.

'l\manfauiaillmthcpl.dlf;;"ll
only acknowledge them!"

“Tell me then,” I asked, *what kind of a facric are you?"

He swelled with pride. He smiled the smile of one who
knew he was about to give another big laugh. "L" he said,
*am the Rotting Tree Faerie!”

As he said it, | could feel from him the great processes
of death and decay going on in this old tree. And not just
that tree, but all rotting trees. It was the liberation theol-
ogy principle of the prefercatial option for the poor ap-
plicd in nature, God, the nature spirit at work. Grafting
away at what most people would dismiss as one of the
world’s less glamourous occupations,

"So tell me,” I asked. °I always thought faeries looked
joyful. You look like the undertaker I suppose you are.
Tell me then, what kind of things give you joy in life?”

Again, a great cxpectant smile, This was the question
he’'d been most looking forward to. His voice boomed
out: "Rotting trees give me joy in life!”

And | laughed and laughed with him as he pointed out
that even the cobwebs over his door were falling apart.
Everything about his house was decaying, He just loved it
this way. It was the same pleasure | saw in John Seed
when he told me about his house in the forest. He'd made
it out of a scrapped double-decker bus. He took pride in
using only materials so old that nobody clse would recycle
them, I'd asked if that didn't compromise beauty, but he
said it was the beauty. | agreed whea he took me there, It
was magical. A wizard’s house; big enough too.

"One last question,” 1 begged. "If you're the Rotting
Tree Facric, and if you're totally into rot and death and
all that side of life, how come that at your door is quite
the most sublime mushroom I've ever seen?”

"One side of his Janus face was the mask of
death in wood. The other, the mushroom”

More great laughter. The whole forest joined in. |
mean, we human beings are just so funny sometimes. "The
mushroom,” he said, "is at my door because 1 AM the Rot-
ting Tree Faerie”.

And he let me feel the mushroom's mycelia reach
down into the roots. And up through every part of that
dying tree, T felt the molecular processes of rot taking
place. 1 felt what Walt Whitman called the "procreant
urge of the world™; the joyfulness of that lovemaking be-
tween fungus and tree, together recycling nutrients and
biomass for new growth.

I saw the direct connection between the mushroom and
the facric. It was his Janus face, One side was the mask of
death in crumbled wood. The other, the mushroom - a
veritable flower facrie. | ran down to Circle Pool to tell
everyone what had just happened. Steve, with the long
blond hair and the Aboriginal soul, just beamed joy back
into my face,

"Now you know what the forest is really sbout,” he said.

And | realised 1 had just graduated from a training
course in organisational finance and management. That,
as a far out spiritual experience.

Alastair Mclntosh is director of the Master of Science course i the
Department of Human Ecology at Edinburgh University.
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From Wikipedia, the free encyclopedia

Alastair Mcintosh is a Scottish writer, academic and activist.

Alastair Mcintosh

He was brought up in Leurbost on the Isle of Lewis and is married to Véréne Nicolas.
He is involved with Scottish land reform especially on Eigg and campaigned
successfully against the Harris superquarry in Lingerbay. He is a fellow of the Centre
for Human Ecology, an Honorary Fellow of the Schumacher Society, and helped to
set up the Govan based GalGael Trust of which he is Treasurer and a non-executive
director. In 2006 he was appointed to the honorary position of visiting professor of
Human Ecology at the University of Strathclyde (Department of Geography &
Sociology)“] — the first such post in Human ecology in a Scottish university.

Alastair also features on Nizlopi's mini album 'Extraordinary’ on the track titled
'Homage To Young Men' 2]

Education [edi]

He holds a BSc in geography, submajoring in moral philosophy and psychology from Alastair Mcintosh, in 2010.

the University of Aberdeen (1977), a financial MBA from the University of Edinburgh Born 1955 (age 70-71)

(1981), and in 2008 the Academy of Irish Cultural Heritages (of which he is a Visiting = Education  Universities of Aberdeen (BSc),
Fellow) at the University of Ulster approved the award of PhD by Published Work Edinburgil(MBARUISe(Ehb)
based on Soil and Soul and twelve supporting publications presented with a short OccupationsiViitenlacademiclandiactivist

linking thesis, 'Some Contributions of Liberation Theology to Community Spolse Meienclilicolas

Empowerment in Scottish Land Reform 1991-2003".[°! Parts of this were published in
2008 as Schumacher Briefing No. 15: 'Rekindling Community: Connecting People, Environment and Spirituality’.

Publications |edi]

His best-known work is his 2001 book Soil and Soul: People Versus Corporate Power. In 2006 he published his collected poetry,
Love and Revolution. His 2008 book on the psychology and spirituality underlying climate change "Hell and High Water: Climate
Change, Hope and the Human Condition" was described by Michael Russell MSP, Minister for the Environment in the Scottish
Government as "a profoundly important book, just as Soil and Soul was a profoundly important book."!
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