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Nature Therapy 
by Karen Lethlean 

Eucalypt smoke gurgles in my veins. Focus for a time on textured tree trunks and 
wisped grass-tree skirts. A rustling of leaves overhead will clean emotion-fogged 
nerve endings. 

Memories of a simpler time will then be rekindled.  
Red gum begins to bud with this season’s flowers, promising another harvest of 

honey.  Pity my father, long since stopped bee-keeping. Bright buttercups smile 
their yellow blooms; Leschenaultia interrupts with an almost alien blue. A small 
child’s hand presses into mine. I point out Trigger Orchids with fingers that imitate 
a pollinating insect, releasing the spring-loaded stamen. My own father’s hand 
taught how to press delicate white bloom and watch the flower erupt into 
movement, now I perpetuate traditions.  

We walk disused train tracks where I once tried to span, one foot on each shiny 
steel rail. In a time when tourist trains still climbed around Darling Ranges. Now the 
line is demolished, all that is left as reminder is the rocky track base and an 
occasional Jarrah wood sleeper, too dilapidated for a scavenging gardener to 
commandeer. These lie tossed aside, crumbling under white ant attack, as if insects 
march to their own recycling beat. 

Just as framed art holds an individual message for the viewer, this scenery has, 
for me, become intertwined with a myriad of memories. Images drift in. Lizards 
scuttle off sun-warmed rocks in contrast with the slow shuffle of a goanna 
disappearing.  

The goanna: protected by a bob-tail illusion of two heads. If a predator cannot 
decide which is the biting end, this reptile, evolved from dinosaurs, has at least a 
semblance of defence. Dad always told us, ‘If you catch goannas, remove the parasite 
ticks from their ears, then a lifelong friendship will result.’ 
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Somehow, I was always too afraid to test this tale’s truth. Now I’d rather just 
admire the ingenuity of a two-head Janus type of defence, rather than enslave a 
reptile.  

Mother and daughter are firmly laced in straps against any intrusion as we 
wander these hills. Hindsight fills an abyss created by the present; I remind myself 
it’s possible to cope with what is happening in the world. I tell myself any implosion 
of emotion must stop. I have enough strength to get through most things, might slip 
sometimes, but if I can take solace occasionally, much can be controlled.   

 


