An edge of white

What if we now all learned

to live more simply on the land?

What if we each lived on much less?

Less manufacturing.  Less smoke to cook it, 

refine it, punch it up, pound it down.  

Less chemical to transform one thing 

into another altogether.

As the "making” frenzy dies down, 

so will the Dow Jones.

That could be really good, 

even while it is being really bad.

What if production dropped by half?  

by two-thirds?  

What if Gross National Product 

lowered to a fifth of the current?

Would we have less money to buy 

things we no longer really want 

very much after all anyway?  

{Earth Summit colleagues

remind Americans there that 

America's 5% of the earth's human 

population ought to limit itself 

to consuming only its 5% of the 

Earth resources to be consumed 

for the present, not its present 30%, 

no longer.  no no.}

What if we learn then 

to get more from less?  

What if we are increasingly 

self-sufficient ("simplify-simplify-simplify"), 

getting better at it all the time?

What if someone turned off 

all the advertising that didn't really 

have to do with the truly useful for us, 

the truly communicative?  Just turned it off, 

like a water spigot?  What if we just turned off sets, 

turned off the dragon, turned off the electric genie, 

would that do almost the same?

Passing out of the system like spent adrenaline, 

the constant artificial simulation to want and to acquire 

would pass like last week's dream.  What was it?  I can't remember.  Too long ago.  

We would need a lot less money, 

in simplicity, in efficiency, in 

natural steady-state and renewable 

generation.  Good thing because we 

will probably have a lot less.  

What could we have instead?

Fewer things need be done 

with the day, fewer appointments 

sitting on particular hours on the calendar 

like sweating bulls.

I'd swear the blue is getting bluer.

Cars slow from their racing back and 

forth, back and forth, back and forth.  

More and more of the dark metal beasts 

groan to a 2000-pound halt by the 

side of the green grass-lined road

where people are walking

to those fewer places

where they really want to go, and more slowly.

It is morning and the yellow sun this moment 

is coming up bright over the Eastern hills, 

their very tops glazed with 

the thinnest mirror edge of white

