
35

3. The wisdom of the balanced rock: 
The parallel universe and the prey 

perspective

I leapt through the eye of the crocodile into what I have now come to think of as a 
parallel universe, one with completely different rules—the Heraclitean universe 
where everything flows—where we live the other’s death, die the other’s life. 
This is the universe represented in the food chain whose logic confounds our 
sense of justice because it presents a completely different sense of generosity. It 
is pervaded and organised by a generosity that takes a Heraclitean perspective, 
one in which our bodies flow with the food chain. They do not belong to us; 
rather they belong to all. A different kind of justice rules the food chain, one 
of sharing what has been provided by energy and matter and passing it on in 
what Gary Snyder refers to as, ‘the sacramental energy-exchange, evolutionary 
mutual-sharing aspect of life—that sharing of energies, passing it back and 
forth, which is done by literally eating each other’. 

But in the individual justice universe the individual subject’s universe is like 
the person-as-the-walled-moated-castle-town. It is under constant siege and 
desperately, obsessively seeking to keep the body—this body made out of 
food—away from others and retain it for ourselves alone. Of course we know the 
walled-moated castle will fall in the end but we try to hold off the siege as long 
as possible while seeking always more and better siege-resisting technology that 
will enable us to remain self-enclosed. 

In the individual/justice universe you own the energy volume of your body 
absolutely and spend much of that energy defending it frantically against all 
comers. Any attempt by others at sharing is regarded as an outrage, an injustice, 
that must be resisted to the hilt (consider our reaction to the overfamiliar gate-
crashers at our high-class feast—mosquitoes, leeches, ticks. These outrage our 
proprietary sensibilities). In the other, Heraclitean universe, being in your body 
is more like having a volume out from the library, a volume subject to more or 
less instant recall by other borrowers—who rewrite the whole story when they 
get it. 

There is no corridor that links these two universes. They are two radically 
different systems—incommensurable ways of conceiving the world. There is no 
nice, sedate orderly way of getting out of the individual justice world into the 
food-chain world. No, you have to leap, wildly and desperately, to get into the 
Heraclitean universe—and what I leapt through was a golden hoop, the eye of 
the crocodile. 
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The eye of the crocodile showed me that there really is a world in which we are 
all food. As the crocodile pulled me out of my normal universe and down into 
that watery parallel universe I thought that the world revealed there was one of 
terrible injustice, indifference and grim necessity. I now think differently. Now 
I have thought about it more. I think the food chain world is a world of radical 
and startling equality—it is not unfair, it treats all the same way.

According to Eskimo shamans the greatest danger we face in life is that our food 
consists of souls. The dilemma we face is seeing the other as food and as souls 
both at the same time. That is the trick—the wisdom of the balanced rock. We 
have to see from both these worlds. The wisdom of the balanced rock tells us as 
humans we live and have our home in both these worlds, although we do not 
know we do. 

Oh, we know about it intellectually, some of us, who’ve learnt about ecology but 
experientially we don’t know it. Or we only know it experientially exclusively 
from one position in it—from on top, the perspective of the predator. Some of us 
have even lost contact with that and think our food comes from the shops where 
we buy it. This predator perspective gives us a distorted view. It prevents us 
from thinking in terms of an exchange, a radically levelling exchange. 

Instead, from that only-predator angle we come to think the food chain reflects 
our species’ greater worth and we try to remake everything so that it reflects 
that outlook back to us. This is how we confirm to ourselves the idea that it’s 
our role in life as humans to always have the upper hand. It enables us to justify 
decimating crocodile populations when any of them have the gall to puncture 
our illusion. The top–down angle of seeing the food chain always from above 
is corrupting and distorting. In fact, we don’t really know it at all, not as other 
creatures know it. 

We don’t ever know its terrible logic fully, experientially, until we have to give 
our bodies up—in my case a good quality body in perfect working order—give 
them up to some other life form. When we know the Heraclitean universe fully 
as the prey knows it, then we know ourselves to be human in an astounding 
and utterly dismaying way. We suddenly know about giving up that precious, 
inviolate body—to the jaws of the crocodile! Another borrower recalls the 
volume—and we haven’t even finished reading/writing it! 

So who was I to deny the crocodile the food of my body? In the logic of the 
Heraclitean universe the food of my body, representing the body as energy–
matter, never belonged to me. It always belonged to the ecosystem. Its belonging 
to me is a fundamental illusion in the Heraclitean universe—an illusion that is 
imported from the other universe. And it was this illusion from the individual 
justice universe I had just been grabbed out of that underlay my disbelief and 
outrage. 
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If the ‘meat’ we are does not belong to us then the predator is neither a master 
nor a monster. We have to see things from both universes. This is the wisdom 
of the balanced rock. The prey perspective can help us see the absurdity and 
arrogance and parochialism of our assumption that we can impose our moated 
castle-person claims, in any general way, on the ecological universe. If, thinking 
solely in the terms of the person-justice universe, we believe that meat is misery 
we will indeed soon persuade ourselves to leave the ‘world of changes’ behind 
us and return to the comfort of the old themes of transcendence, somatophobia, 
and alienation. 

The boundary and radical difference between what I am calling the person/
justice and the food/ecological framework is real. I have been there, I have 
journeyed to this other world in which we are all food, and I have come back, 
like the one who journeyed out from Plato’s Cave, to tell you that it is real. 
There is an incommensurability which shuts these two worlds off from each 
other. They exist as parallel universes, in different dimensions. Yet, we exist in 
both simultaneously. They do not invalidate one another, except when people 
mistakenly try to reduce one to the other or make other mistakes resulting from 
human arrogance. These lead us to divide the world between the one in which 
you are a person-subject from an individual justice perspective, and that other, 
older shocking, subversive and denied world in which you are food. 

I received many letters from religious folks when I was recuperating in hospital 
who wrote saying they believed I had been saved for a purpose. For a long time 
I discounted such views but now I think perhaps the task those events have 
given me is becoming clearer, although I would not concede the teleology of my 
individual salvation. My task is to remind people of the wisdom of the balanced 
rock. It is to show people how each universe exists and how each limits the 
other. It is to discover their relationship and how we can move conceptually 
between the justice and ecological frameworks. This, of course is the great 
conflict between animal justice and ecology perspectives which has vexed so 
many environmental philosophers. 

We have to learn to see from both worlds, for we live in both. We will be seriously 
astray if we fail to realise that both are our home. Unreserved affirmation of 
predation requires, as it were, blotting out one of these worlds. To argue that 
being eaten is bad for the prey animal but valuable for the predator, that the 
violent death of the hunted gives life to the hunter and should be regarded 
not as value lost but rather as ‘value capture’, fails to open up the boundary 
between the two worlds. Taken to its extreme, unreserved affirmation of 
predation requires what is an even more problematic illusory assumption, the 
standard one that humans exist in the world of culture and animals are in the 
other ‘food’ world of nature. This is the ultimate human supremacist illusion. 
The reality is we are both of us in both worlds at once. 
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The realisation that you are eating misery is only possible from one of these 
worlds. From the other the very thought is unthinkable. Misery in the 
Heraclitean world is a meaningless concept. To argue from the point of view 
of misery alone is to clearly deny the ecological framework in which we are all 
food. This is to deny our own availability in practice while insisting on that of 
animals. We must either recognise our own availability or insist on the non-
availability of other animals. To do otherwise is to covertly appeal to the dualism 
of the humans-in-justice/animals-in-nature framework. 

It is also false to see the boundary between these universes as coinciding with 
the wild /domestic boundary. Living within an urban and domestic/cultivated 
sphere does not preclude being in an ecosystem framework. Likewise, the wild 
can be subject to the perspective of individual justice in various ways. Staring 
into the eyes of the crocodile the predator/prey conversation I had with myself 
was precisely about the boundary and transition between these worlds. 

These two worlds qualify each other and an unqualified affirmation of predation 
requires looking at it from only one side. Affirmation requires we confront the 
reality of both. Although they are parallel, they are not completely independent. 
Completeness requires a recognition of both along with an understanding of 
why and how they differ. Being prey helps here as you have to confront the 
reality of both. A truly embodied knowledge of the self is not possible until you 
have experienced both worlds and realised embeddedness in both. Somehow, 
we have to live in both worlds and find viable ways to cross between them.

I have given an experiential picture of these two parallel universes as starkly 
different because I wanted to honour and reflect my own experience of their 
shocking, radical otherness. The question remains whether this difference 
between the part of the universe we can control and the part we will never 
control is ineradicable. On the one hand, they can be regarded as being as 
incommensurable as the levels of description involved in physics and morality. 
For example we might take the difference between talking about a person as the 
physicist might see them and talking about the same person as a friend, wife or 
husband might see them. Perhaps we can simply allow this difference to coexist, 
regarding the two kinds of knowledge as irreducibly different. From this point 
of view they do not have to compete or contest with one another about who 
is really real and it would in fact be a fundamental mistake to reduce one to 
the other. We must, in acknowledging this difference, aim to react to each as 
is appropriate for it so that we do not allow ourselves to be turned into a sore, 
bleeding wound or a monster of indifference by bringing to each sphere the 
reactions appropriate to the other. 

On the other hand however, it seems imperative that we try to smooth out the 
edges between the two universes. To do so acknowledges the tension between 



3 . The wisdom of the balanced rock: The parallel universe and the prey perspective

39

them and acknowledges us as beings who live in both worlds. To acknowledge 
the soul of our food is to acknowledge that both we ourselves and what we 
eat belong to both worlds; it is to try to bring these worlds into harmony at 
the point where they touch. This is also the point where what we eat morally 
touches our lives. It is the point at which we have to do right by our food 
and acknowledge its generosity. It calls on us to be generous in our turn and 
relinquish the desire for a mean-spirited self-maximisation that takes as much 
from each life we use as we possibly can. It requires we learn to be generous 
with ourselves and generous to all other life by honouring those always animate 
others whose generosity provides our food and ultimately takes us as food in 
our turn. 

Is there any justification for keeping nature and culture apart in mutual purity? 
Emphatically no. In opposition to the human desire to succour nature and 
adhere to the old story of nature as red in tooth and claw, an uncaring sphere of 
injustice, I advocate the need to make up for your own and others’ callousness. 
To confine criticisms of pointless suffering to the realm of culture yet to see 
suffering as a necessary aspect of natural selection, as an essential aspect of 
the survival of the species is to argue that a similar ethic of compassion is not 
appropriate in nature and the two forms of pain in these different spheres are 
not analogous. It is to see us as no longer buffeted by natural selection in the 
same way as those species who live in the wild. 

However, although misery and pain within the animal/food world cannot be 
viewed in just the same way as it is from within the human/justice world, our 
experience of the human/justice world gives us a sense of solidarity with the 
striving of all creatures, and this sense of solidarity is as valid a perspective 
as the necessity-of-suffering perspective that emanates from the animal/food 
world. I am vividly reminded of moments when, for example, I find myself 
urgently backing up my car after spotting a helpless and terrified parrot hit, 
lying in the middle of the road but obviously still lively, still with a chance. 
Quick, I think, before the next car comes by! (Once, to my grief, disgust and 
resignation I saw a road tortoise squashed flat in the time it took me to stop the 
car and run back to rescue it). I pile out of the car, race furiously up the road 
to where the parrot lies. I spot the mate waiting anxiously and fearfully in the 
nearby tree, poised for flight. The stricken one must have just been hit—quick 
now, I can hear another car approaching around the bend—just time to reach 
out and grab the small pulsing red body, despite my fear of her tearing bite. But 
she lies passive in my hand and I reach the cover at the side of the road and lift 
her into a nice thick bush, feel her wriggle free. I know she will be OK and with 
a sense of gladness for her small life, so red and joyful, I return to my car. Watch 
out, I say to myself, which universe is this? But do you really need to know? If 
it needs to it will define itself. 
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Incommensurability was indeed my experience when I accidentally fell, like 
Alice in her tumble down the rabbit hole, through the connecting tunnel of the 
crocodile, from the one system into the other. So utterly strange to one another 
did they seem and so utterly astonished was I by their supposed incongruence 
that the challenge now is not that of studying up but of studying down. It is 
actually the reasons why our culture has supposed them to be so remarkably 
incongruent, presented them as incongruous, that I must try to study. 

As a child in the grim, toyless days of World War II, I spent many happy 
hours engrossed in an old Wonder Book. Its frayed red cover embossed with 
a trumpeting African elephant, the wonder book was a childhood cornucopia 
which spilled from its tattered black-and-white pages the marvellously varied 
and amazing creatures of the planet. This was a pre-war edition, innocent of 
the idea of extinction, except for skeletal dinosaurs. The book presented a 
Eurocentric view of the forest world, its Indigenous peoples and its animals, 
affirming their supposedly primitive vitality. But the half-conquered world it 
showed me still seemed wide and bountiful, clothed with the deep, lush forests 
where most of these marvellous beings made their homes. To the European 
imagination, the forest world it showed was inexhaustibly virgin and still 
largely unexplored, beckoning the imagination as a place of mystery, danger, 
surprise, and self-dwarfing age and grandeur. Wonder, and anticipation of a 
world of marvels that would one day be yours, were what the old book evoked.

The real world that I found outside my windows was rich enough to confirm in 
immediate, daily experience the old book’s promise of adventure and revelation 
in the enchanted forest. Majestic Sydney Blue Gums and smooth, salmon-
trunked Angophoras surrounded the clearing made on the sandstone for our 
little mixed farm, which was plucked free of trees by my father’s sweat just as 
the chickens we raised and sold on our little roadside stall were plucked free of 
feathers by my mother’s night-time labours. My mother’s weary work left me 
an unusual degree of freedom to enter the beckoning forest. I became a forest 
wanderer almost as soon as I could walk, venturing far enough unreproved 
to gain familiarity with the forest fringing our clearing and some of its more 
arresting inhabitants. These included snakes, goannas, and a rich variety of 
ferocious bull-ants.

I was tutored at home and formally registered, like so many bush children 
of the time, in Correspondence School. But the bush was my real school. It 
supplied most of my friends, adventures and conversations, often inspired by 
those of my favourite fictional character, the fearless and philosophical Alice. 
My wonderland included delightful, sandy wildflower country interspersed 
with bold, mysterious rock formations which I could explore at will, with no 
one to ridicule or restrain excesses of conversational familiarity with the other 
inhabitants. My mother’s striking common names for the flowers—Grandfather’s 
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Whiskers, Spiderflower, Bottlebrush, Belrose—were supplanted later by colder 
scientific terms whose abstract distance could never break that bond of our 
early familiarity.

But there was a worm in my apple, a fault in my Eden. It was the fault of 
devaluation of what is around you, of the everyday, the substance of life, in 
favour of a distant abstract ideal or heaven which leaves everything drained of 
light, life and beauty. It makes the colours duller and destroys one’s receptivity 
to beauty. Australia with its cultural cringe has, like other settler colonies 
suffered badly from this syndrome. Despite the wildflower glory, I puzzled 
about whether the landscape I experienced daily conformed to proper ideals of 
beauty. It didn’t look at all like the pictures my aunties had on their walls, the 
idealised mountains, parks and formal gardens of the distant place that I still 
heard spoken of as ‘home’. Australians of those times complained often about 
the endless grey bush and its inexhaustible dullness and monotony, still often 
looking to a half-remembered Europe for visions of beauty. My third generation 
parents had gone part-way towards breaking with these colonial values, and 
I was taught to enjoy and admire the bush, and not to pick the wildflowers 
or harm the creatures. Yet some unconscious baggage from my cultural milieu 
remained an obstacle to full and public affirmation of my surroundings.

Yet mostly the sensuous richness of the forest world around me was an overwhelming 
joy, immediate and undeniable, that won out against this thief of the moment’s joy. 
In summer the forest unfolded its ecstasy of creamy, honey-scented myrtle blossom, 
dwarf apple, bloodwood and Kunzea, to delight the nose and drive the beetles wild. 
The nectar-filled Banksia candles were there for the honeyeaters each autumn, 
burning orange brilliant as the sun foretold winter sunsets. From August onwards, 
white Tick Bush, pink Boronias and Waxflowers, red Grevilleas and the well-timed 
Christmas Bells were a feast for the eye, each with its retinue of birds and insects 
thirsting for a piece of the action. This was a reproduction-centred world, the work it 
seemed, of an imagination of great fertility entirely uninhibited by any taboos about 
cross-species sex.

Like Alice who goes sailing, dreaming among the rushes, among the pink, white 
and blue waterlilies which she picks, I lived a little girl’s dream of a world where 
even the stones might speak, where animals and plants spoke and were all active 
forces in life. This world was a lover. Nature was full of presences, presences 
such as the lyre bird, a bird lover calling through the forest, with his rivals 
calling up the powers of the forest. And so somehow during these childhood 
wanderings I learnt to think of the world like this, as a lover, and I acquired 
an unquenchable thirst for life, for the wisdom of the land. An enriching 
perspective but perhaps incautious. Perhaps this background explains in part 
why I met the crocodile like a child who has just become aware of the evil in 
the world, a sharply demonic experience of some great wrong done to another. 
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In earlier puritan times, nature was pushed away and seen as an evil animal realm 
in which civilised rules and practices were abandoned in favour of wholesale 
licence. Nature from this perspective was the wild, threatening female other 
who must be brought under control and harnessed in the garden. The garden 
was depicted, by this suspicious, civilising and crusading culture, as the 
realm of collaborators and domesticated things around the house. It existed in 
opposition to the realm of the wild.

This is an outlook that decides that, rather than deal with the dangerous things 
out there that could cause you a moment’s inconvenience or even something as 
terrifying as a mosquito bite, it is preferable to stay within the comfort zone 
and forget about the rest. The result is that we are now faced with answering 
the question of what our relationship with the wild must be. Can there really be 
such a thing as the old regime, the old order of the world with its evolutionary 
time? Surely there is a real point in solidarity with that world, that vivid world 
of sharp colours, of quickening pulse, that comes into focus again when you 
know that the next moments and your decisions in those next few moments will 
decide your life or death. That is something that sends you spinning through the 
tunnel at a frightening speed to arrive with a very big bump, a terrible bump, 
in the parallel universe. For in the death moment we are reclaimed once again 
by the sphere of nature, of death as nature, and especially so when we die by a 
predator of nature—as do the other beings we have said are not of our sphere. 
But we can only comprehend all this through our cultural understandings. 
Culture, therefore, has a very big and responsible role to play.

First, we should certainly stop expecting an old man with a white beard to 
hold our hand and guarantee us a world where we all get just what we deserve. 
Equally we need to stop telling elaborate and patently ridiculous stories about 
the problem of evil and how it was sent to test us and save the day, or take us 
away into a better world somewhere else that will look after us and soothe our 
every want and which will make up for all the injustices of this one. These ideas 
bear no resemblance to the actual ecological world we live in. It is time we faced 
up to the fact that we’re here and we must try to tell a story that brings the two 
worlds into some greater congruence and balance.

What sort of story would we have to tell to create a crocodile narrative as a 
narrative of justice? That is the key question—what sort of story would you 
have to tell to bring the two worlds together? To be able to see into each from 
the other one, not to experience that alarming doubleness of the duck-rabbit—
now we can see this way, but not that. Rather than a sort of blindness we need 
to develop a double vision. 

The need to explain my own lack of consciousness of the two worlds led me 
to re-examine the denial of materiality or corporeality in Western culture. My 



3 . The wisdom of the balanced rock: The parallel universe and the prey perspective

43

reaction to the crocodile showed me I was not fully liberated from the influence 
of the ideology common to white Western inhabitants of ‘culture’. Although 
humankind is known to have evolved from the same genetic stock as all other 
primates and to be closely related to all living things we endlessly engage in 
activities and beliefs that seem to minimise our connections to other animals. 
My dramatic entry into the Heraclitean universe opened my eyes and made me 
acutely aware that we are not in fact different from other animals but material 
beings vulnerable to death and decay. By keeping ourselves separate from, 
and ignorant of, this other universe, we maintain a distinction that provides 
protection from deeply rooted anxieties about mortality and our supposedly 
superior human status. By imagining that we live solely within culture we 
can allow ourselves to think that our lives count more than the lives of other 
physical beings. At base, it is our bodies that we find a particular problem 
because, unlike our minds, they remind us of our animal limitations.

So what sort of story would enable us to connect the two universes, to interweave 
them at the level of personal and immediate life as well as social life? It seems to me 
that the ingrained mind/body dualism in Western culture prevents us from knowing 
the story of our ecological embeddedness in any way except as it were distantly 
and at some great remove, in the abstract manner of narrative science or in the same 
kind of way I discover facts about the state of outer space or Uranus. Normally it 
seems as if our culture is so constructed that we live in one of these worlds and just 
know about the other via this removed, abstract kind of knowledge or through an 
occasional visit to the summer wonderland aspect of nature.

In other words, we live our lives in a human-made world of culture and we 
define ourselves in terms of human justice. We forget that our lives of culture 
grew out of the older world that has somehow now floated clear from it—or 
so it thinks—except that occasionally there are line breaks, interruptions to 
transmissions, and recently some of the system alarms have been going off at 
regular intervals. But we have long ago stopped paying much attention to the 
dials that tell us what is going on in the ‘other’ system because we are engaged 
in a competitive game played among a large human population, a scramble for 
survival in a gigantic machine that runs on the rationality of maximising and 
concentrating property formation. 

So we are not looking in that direction, although occasionally another breakdown 
forces itself on our attention and causes us to cast a glance back at the dials. It 
is especially at the point of death and food that the two systems converge on 
a personal level. So there is an obvious need for a guiding narrative, or better, 
a set of narratives which reposition us personally in nature. These must also 
operate at the economic level. They cannot be simply stories of ‘visiting’ the 
other domain, of being a summer good-time girl holidaying briefly in nature 
before returning to the ‘proper’ sphere of culture.



The Eye of the Crocodile

44

We are in desperate need of stories that create much greater transparency of 
these relationships in our day-to-day lives. We must once again become a culture 
of stories—stories that link our lives with the Great Life which some call Gaia, 
but all should call by names of their own devising. This is the real meaning of 
ecological literacy, to have stories that speak of the culture/nature boundary and 
of where the two cultures meet. Instead we have one discourse about the domain 
of culture (us) and another discourse, formulated in an especially detached and 
distant way, about the domain of nature (them). Our conviction that ‘we’ live in 
culture and ‘they’ live in nature is so strong that all that is left is a passionate 
story about consciousness, history and freedom—about us—and another story 
about fiercely uninvolved causation and clockwork—a story about them.

The dualistic Christian/Western framework of alienation and material denial has 
erased our connecting narratives at a number of key meeting points. I am here 
concerned specifically with those of food and death but there are others that 
also create dead areas or voids, places of insensitivity where we have no contact 
structures and no useful guiding stories. 

The Western dualistic construction which proclaims separate and never meeting 
realms continues to hinder these crucial constructions and connections. It allows 
us to deny grief and mourning for the suffering that animals such as wombats 
endure in severe drought conditions. I cannot ignore the grief I feel for animals 
that I have picked up injured or dying—the glimpse of their perfection and the 
knowledge that they are dying—the robin thrown onto the ground at my feet 
whose yellow and grey perfection I could only gasp at with grief and contrition 
as it died slowly in my cupped hands. Or there was the fairy penguin I found 
washed ashore on a Tasmanian beach, dead from starvation due to waves of 
disease spread throughout the local pilchard population (a main food source 
for fairy penguins) by foreign pilchards imported to provide food for farmed 
salmon. We know that such animals are individuals who often value and know 
themselves as such and it is important that we should do the same. 

The polarity between nature and culture is of the type Marilyn Frye discusses 
in terms of the feminist project. She argues that it is necessary to move beyond a 
concept of woman as ‘deficient male’ to the idea of woman as ‘positively-other-
than’. What is at stake here is whether current, environmental categories are 
interpreted as inclusive instead of overlapping. 

We cannot ignore the fact that all our food is souls. In my opinion, it is misguided to 
follow the example of vegetarian imperialists who aim to eliminate any ensouled food 
by insisting that only non-ensouled food can be eaten. This placing of ourselves outside 
the food chain and the exchange of reciprocity in food and death and then trying 
to impose this on other cultures is a dangerous denial. Such alienated vegetarianism 
has a direct relationship with the dualism of Descartes and the Cartesian separation 
of moral orders. It equates culture with consciousness and nature with clockwork 
mechanisms devoid of feeling and governed solely by instinct. 
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It is this attitude that allows us to treat our food so badly. The factory farmed 
animal has already been desouled in advance and constructed as future food. 
The animal becomes just the living end of the production line; it’s just meat, 
mere denigrated, lowly matter. We cannot admit we are eating souls. How can 
our food be sacred in the way described by Gary Snyder at the start of this 
chapter if we view ourselves and it through these lenses? I believe vegetarianism 
in this alienated form is also the product of this mindset. 

Despite the main message of ecology that we live in both worlds there remains 
a great deal of conflict around these issues among environmentalists. I believe 
this is because we have eliminated the stories that connect the two realms due 
to our alienated conceptions of the key events in human life where the culture/
nature stories come together. 

What is holding us up from resisting this piece of imperialism is the insistence on 
not construing the ecological sphere as a sphere of justice. We need to employ a 
richer understanding of ethics that gives an important place to emotionality and 
particularity. Jim Cheney has indicated ways in which this might be developed by 
arguing for stories in which the use of metaphor is an apt vehicle for introducing 
new conceptions of theory and the self, or knowledge and the knower. Justice 
in the ecological sphere has tough rules that we have shown great resistance to 
accepting. It consists of a very radical egalitarian framework in which you have 
your little piece of life force for just so long as it’s not wanted by another. These 
are the Heraclitean rules where your body does not belong to you. There is no 
delineation of an individual justice framework. However, from the standpoint of a 
human justice system that doesn’t mean we must ourselves treat the whole thing, 
the more-than-human world in the same way. We are not solely nature and quite 
a lot of localised parts of ‘nature’ work in accordance with a sense of individual 
value. It is a fallacy to assume that we cannot mix realms. What is crucial is to do 
so in non-appropriative ways. It is possible to make different rules that we will 
care about and consider individuals where it is appropriate. 

We know for example, that crocodiles value individuals in ways that are similar 
to our own story. There is no reason why we cannot adopt their own standards 
as a mark of respect for this localised community and for the larger system that 
allows it to thrive. The alienated vegetarian, I believe, does not admit more 
than one standard and construes the animal predator as simply outside ethics 
rather than an operator in a different ethical framework. To see the predator 
as outside ethics requires positioning them as ethical non-actors—like a child 
or disadvantaged human categories we do not treat well. If they are not so 
positioned, they must be seen in an even worse light as an evil character.

***

Editor’s note: Sadly, this chapter was incomplete at the time of Val Plumwood’s death. 


