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Purpose of the Project

Our purpose is to use the art of storytelling to engage the next generation of citizens in understanding and advancing sustainable prosperity in their lives. The Fraser Valley Bald Eagle Festival Society, through the generous support of the Fraser Salmon and Watersheds Program, commissioned storyteller and educator, Peter Donaldson, to create an original legend as a foundation story for a planned educational resource packet for secondary level students in British Columbia and beyond.

The Eagle Eye story is a classic legend full of archetypal animal characters, grand themes, dark corners and perhaps more riddles then answers. As a classic teaching legend, Eagle Eye embodies both the spirit and science of sustainability through the ancient dance of interdependence between Salmon and Eagle and all of the animals participating in this fiercely shared abundance. Including humans. 
Eagle Eye was originally performed on November 16 and 17, 2007 during the twelfth annual Fraser Valley Bald Eagle Festival. The performances took place in the First Nations pit house at Xa:ytem Longhouse Interpretive Centre near Mission, British Columbia.  Eagle Eye was filmed before a live audience with follow up video interviews of a series of experts, including First Nations elders, addressing the real life implications of the story. The purpose of the legend is to make people curious through metaphors, drama and riddles. The purpose of the expert commentary is to ground the story’s metaphorical inquiries in the every day science and economics of sustainable behavior. 

The resulting DVD set, including the Eagle Eye legend and Expert Commentary, is a new educational resource with a focus on inquiry-based learning.  

Eagle Eye Learning Themes

1. Biodiversity… “What is the wisdom of nature’s four-billion year old economic model and how is modern human society aligned with it?”

2. Systems thinking…  “What is the value of understanding how parts make a whole? What are the consequences when we place value on the parts but neglect how they function together?”

3. Sustainability… “If this is the golden rule extended to all living things and over multiple generations, how are we doing?” 

4. Within a generation…  “What timeline should we be concerned about? Based on what criteria? When else in human history have we mobilized change at this scale at this speed?”

Eagle Eye Story Synopsis

Eagle Eye is a proud eagle working the salmon spawning grounds to feed his family. He returns to the aerie with alarming news. The human people have vanished. He has flown everywhere observing the sudden strangeness of empty cities, freeways, farms and fields. He prides himself on keen vision, but is disturbed by this inexplicable situation; some piece of a puzzle is missing. He can’t see it. 
Eagle Eye has an affinity for the humans. He thinks they had better come back. They better come back soon. He is discussing this with his wife when their fledgling daughter, with typical adolescent idealism, leaps from the nest exclaiming, “I’ll figure it out!” 

Eagle Eye Daughter flies down river and in and out of seasons and through many years, encountering numerous and diverse animals, each with their own puzzle piece for how systems work and how the humans seem forever to be just outside of their own logic. 
Eagle Eye Daughter returns after many years to her father, Eagle Eye, who is now very old, blind in both eyes and dying. She has seen much in her travels, but the puzzle pieces remain jumbled.  

Meanwhile… we find out what happened, and where the people actually went, and in what manner they returned.  

About Peter Donaldson

Peter is a consummate storyteller, educator and community facilitator well known in the Pacific Northwest for his touring one-man shows, Salmonpeople and Leonardo da Vinci.  Peter has authored a dozen plays, produced some sixty others, and self-publishes his poetry in an annual collection.  He has dedicated his life to telling the big stories of the new renaissance, awakening the wisdom of ecological and economic sustainability. www.peterdonaldson.net
EAGLE EYE LEGEND annotated with inquiries…  
CHAPTER ONE

“where have the people gone?” 
Eagle Eye perches in his aerie high above the 
Great River. Below him Salmon spawn 
day and night, 10,000 strong, 
pressed against the broad, braided gravel beds 
digging their redds.
That’s why Eagle Eye has come here. 

Because Salmon are here. Of course…
But that’s not what he was thinking about. 

He faces into the wind contemplating the 
shocking news. 

“The humans have left. 
They’ve gone somewhere. Did they vanish? 
That’s impossible.”
Eagle Eye lifts, he flies into the sky, 
his wings a shadow across the landscape. 
Everywhere evidence of the absence. 

Eagle Eye saw the lawns of the houses. 
They haven’t been mowed in quite some time.

The grass is growing tall and wild, Maple seedlings 
are starting to push up through. Deer are making 
their way into the suburbs to nibble on what’s new. 
Front doors have been left wide open.
Raccoons are moving in. A TV is on. 
“Where have the people gone?”
They better come back. They better come back soon.”
Eagle Eye was sorely puzzled for he prided himself 

on his great vision. He saw everything as it was, 
near and far, high and low, winter, spring, summer, fall, 
Eagle Eye saw it all… but for this one thing coming. 
He couldn’t see it.
Eagle Eye flew back to his tree. He eases himself 
down into his aerie. He folds his wings, grace and pride, 
and turns his head up and a little to the left side. 
He thought he looked better that way. 
Eagle Eye strips flesh from Salmon and 
hands it to his fledging daughter. 

“Where’s your little brother?”

“I pushed him over the edge, like, 
he wasn’t getting any bigger and, uh, I gotta eat.”  

Just then, Eagle Eye’s wife returns home with the last 
of the road kill. “None of the cars move anymore,” she said.
“They’re all parked at funny angles on the freeway, 

doors left open, as if the people just walked off somewhere. 
Everything is so still, so still out there.”
“Husband, where do you think they went?”

“It is a mystery, my dear. It is an utter mystery to my eyes. 

Surely they’ll come back. Surely they will.
Yet it disturbs me greatly, that I can’t see it.”

Suddenly, their fledging daughter leaps up in the nest…  
“I’ll figure it out!” 

CHAPTER TWO

“fledgling” 
Now, of course, up until this time, 
Eagle Eye Daughter had only tested her wings 
from the safety of the aerie. She had been practicing a lot, 
especially on windy days when she could  
catch a gust of air and lift, floating there for a fabulous 
moment, stark and aware.
She could do this. She could fly! 
She was pretty confident about it.
 “I’ll figure it out!”  And so… she leaps… from the nest. 

“Crap! Crap! Crap! Crap! Crap! Crap! Crap! 

She picked herself up. 
Her parents had flown off like it was nothing. 
She saw them like two specks way up there, 

gliding around effortlessly.  
Over the next few days she practiced a lot. 
At first it was really hard to get back up there. 
But coming down got a lot more graceful. 
Her parents would return to feed her from time to time, 
but their conversations grew shorter. 

Her Father, especially, was distracted, for Eagle Eye 
prided himself on his great vision. He saw 
everything as it was, near and far, high and low,  
winter, spring, summer, fall, 
Eagle Eye saw it all… but for this one thing coming. 
He couldn’t see it.
But now Eagle Eye Daughter, 
she cast her fortunes forward. 
“I’ll figure it out!” she said. 

And so… she left the nest.
She flew downriver 
away from the salmon spawning grounds. 
Below her a flock of ducks took brief flight above the river 

and then landed again splitting the water into 
perfect little wedges of waves. They fanned out. 
One duck suddenly, dives to the bottom of the river 
nabbing a bright orange salmon egg. 
Eagle Eye Daughter lands on the bank of the river and 

introduces herself, 
“I’m trying to figure it out!”

Duck paddles in circles with one webbed foot. 
“See this egg? Round as the world!

Where does it start! And where does it stop!

Everywhere! Just try to jump off of that!
Inside this world, a smaller world, and 
inside that one a smaller one, 
and then a smaller one,

and then you got this egg! 
And then inside this egg, 
molecules, genes, lined-up proteins. 
All that Mother Nature could throw in the stew, 
right in here! Ancient as it is brand new! 
I got me a world! 
Now, the question is, Girl, 
once I eat it, is it still a salmon? 
Am I still a duck?
Am I in the world? 

Or is the world in me? 
Thank you!”

Quack-quack-quack… 
And Duck just paddles away.  
Eagle Eye Daughter had wanted to ask Duck 
if she knew where the human people were. 
But Duck was gone. 

Eagle Eye Daughter flew on.

She flew further down river.
She flew for days and weeks until she saw…
River Otter…

“Look, the rest of us, we worked it, 
we all worked it out.
See, Salmon’s gonna have, maybe, uh, 5,000 children, say. 

Okay, so I eats 50 or 60 of ‘em, right? 
we worked it, we all worked it out. 

Great Blue Heron, will ya look at the legs on that gal,   

she’s gonna take, maybe a dozen salmon a day, you know, 

she got baby bills to pay. 
King Fisher, little rocker, got his thing going on, 
jammin’ for salmon, jamin for salmon…
5,000 salmon children! What a gift. What a gift. No, 
I am sayin’ what… a… gift!
We ALL be jamin for salmon.

Everybody be takin’ a dozen here, a dozen there, 

makin’ sure, however, that plenty of them other little 
salmon cousins slip on by, cuz’ that’s the agreement,

that’s the way it works, that WHY it works… like, we family. 
That’s right, Girlie. This ain’t no win-lose proposition. 
We all be sayin’ win, win, win, win, win… you know, 
but who’s countin’?” 
And River Otter disappears beneath the surface of the water. 

Not even a splash. Just a little greasy spot. 

Beaver pokes up, teeth first, pushing a gnawed-on 
stick across the river to the place where he was building 
his dam.
Eagle Eye Daughter flies across the river and lands 

on top of the dam.

“I’m trying to figure it out!” 

Are you now, Darlin’? Well.
It really all comes down to engineerin’.

It’s about the proper scale of the project.
Take for example my own contribution. 

I clear out a wee bit of timber at the edge of the forest 
over there, allowin’ more vegetation to 
find the air, if you know what I mean. 
Now then, I place my dam over here, see, 
strategically, at the outflow of this wee wetland creek, 
back up a bit of a pond. You follow me, Darlin? 
Salmon rear here. It’s where they go to school.  
Heron feeds, Froggie sings, cattails fluff their cover, 
dragonflies hover. You got a dozen beaver dams 
up and down this river. Me and my cousins, we keep 
the spring snow melt from rushin’ through too fast. 
We hold the waters in the dry summer

months, extra long, to provide for everybody’s needs. 

Mind you, nothin’ bigger than what it needs to be.

It’s all about the scale of the project.” 

“Do you know where the human people went?” 
“Can’t say that I do. Maybe ask them, aye?” 

She rose to meet them. 
At first she flew too fast. 
Then she flew not fast enough. 
Finally she fell in off the shoulder of a 
young female about her age. 
“Home, home, home, home, healthy 
eco-logical, systems, free service to the global 
economy-me-me-me, home, home, home, 
Nature’s piggy bank, bigger than, 
every nation’s piggy bank combined, 
natural capital, home, home, home… 
borrow too much from Nature’s piggy bank, broken, 
home, broken home, broken home, home, home,
ecological, accounts overdrawn, insufficient funds, 
home, home, home, home, GDP, silly, silly GDP
excuse me, bombs away,
silly GDP, home, home, home, home…
Eagle Eye Daughter was having trouble 
keeping up with the geese…
“How do you know all this stuff?

excuse me… how do you know all this stuff?”

“North, just north, true north, follow, flock, fly, 
landmark, mark, mark, mark, mark,

stopover, watershed, wetland, estuary, marsh, 
golf course, excuse me, bombs away,

that way, true north, take the lead, my turn coming up, 
you join me, take the lead, leadership,
home, home free, eco-logical services, free, 

home, home, free, home, home…”

Eagle Eye Daughter couldn’t keep up. 
She dropped back and then downward 
out of the sky. She spent the night perched on a 
lonely snag thinking about things. 
The moon was only a sliver, and getting thinner. 

“Where did the human people go?”
And then she thought…

“Did it matter?”
She pulled her neck down into her chest feathers. 

That night she had a dream…

CHAPTER THREE

“more mature, less certain” 
At first light, she awoke with a start.

For she realized that never once in her dream 
had there appeared the image 
of a human being.
When morning came full, she took flight again, 
more mature, but less certain about things. 
Eagle Eye Daughter rose higher into the air. 
Higher still. She came upon a mountain range. 
She called out long and lonely…
 “I’m trying to figure it out-out-out…”  
The glaciers on the mountains far below 
echoed back to her, 
“Slow. 
Go. 
Slow. 
Speed. 
Hurts. 
Cool…it. 
Girl.”
When she came across the mountain range,

what she saw on the other side startled her. 
She saw a great blanket of forest turned red, rust, dead. 
“Evidence?” she thought, and swooped downward. 
She landed on the naked branch of a naked tree. 
Something caught her attention.

A small movement coming out of the bark. 
She leaned in with one eye. 
It was… a… Bark Beetle.

“Nice temperature.”

Eagle Eye Daughter looked at Bark Beetle. 

Then she surveyed the devastated landscape.
“Did humans do this?” 
“No.”

“Who did?” 

“We did.”

“You ruined a whole forest? 
That’s terrible. That’s evil.”

“Ruined? Evil? Where did you get that? 
Look, Lady, all I know is. World temperature. 

Heats up. Half a degree. Okay.
So more of our eggs. Survive winter. Okay.
Pretty simple. Consequence. 

Frankly. Okay. We’re delighted.

We hatch out. One day. Guess what?  
Got this. New territory. Breed. Feed. 
You can’t call me. Pest. For that. 
Opportunist. Maybe. Pest. No way.”
“Look Lady. We got. 350,000 Beetle species. 
Different species. Of me. Like me. Not me. 
Different species. Okay.
And that’s just what the human beings 
can count. We got twice that. 

Lady. You listen’ to me? 

Survival. Lady.  Survival.
Strength in diversity. Nimbleness in numbers. 
Theme and variation. Bio. Diversity.

My kin. We been. Round since the last. 
Mass extinction. Diversify. Or die. 
Okay bye.”
He disappeared back into the trunk of the tree.

And a hot, dusty, gust of wind picked up and 

ruffled the feathers roughly on the shoulders 
of Eagle Eye Daughter. 
She took it. 
She took the wind, 
She lifted up into the sky.
High against the high winds again,

and from deep in her throat came the shout…

“I’m trying to figure it out!…out…out…out…
She flew out of the forest and 
across the freeway and into the big city. 
She flew down concrete canyons of skyscrapers, 
up and down she flew,

until at last she landed on the head 
of a bronze statue.

Some kind of human being, 
“Hello!”   
“Where are all the human people? 
Where did they go? 
Why did they leave? 

When will they come back?
Why can’t I figure this out? 
This is so stupid!”
Just then, Frog hopped out of the water 
onto a piece of broken of concrete. 

“Princess... know what?
Princess...  know what?

Princess...  know what?
Princess...”
“What! What do you want?”  
“Got cousins.  Froggie cousins. 

With glands. Special glands.
Ooze antibodies. 
Kill every known. Bacteria. 
We got the magic. 
We got the healin’ powers. 
No human being, ever gonna, learn, ‘bout that. 

Princess... Know what?

Extinc…tion, Froggie cousins, Extinc…tion
Permanent… Permanent… Permanent.”
“Hey, do you think the human people went extinct?”
“Talkin’ about. My cousins. Princess. 
Extinc…tion, Permanent. Permanent.”
“Yeah, but do you think the human people went extinct?”
“Talkin’ about. My cousins. Prin…”
But Frog didn’t finish. He saw Snake slipping sideways 
through the grass getting closer…
Frog dove back into the pond 

and disappeared beneath a sunken shopping cart.
Eagle Eye Daughter asked Snake…

“Snake, do you think the human people went extinct?”

“Seems like the wrong question-Sissster.

Extinction-issss, alwaysss-happening. 
Thatsss-no big deal. 

So issss-evolution. Alwaysss-happening. 

Thatsss-no big deal.
The whole sublime design, evolution and extinction, 

extinction and evolution, issss in continuousss-innovation. 
That’s not the problem. 

It’s the speed, the speed, the speed, THE-SPEED-OF-IT! 
That’s-sssso dangeroussss, sssister. 

Innovation takesss-time. 
Innovation takesss-multitudesss-of-ingredientsss. 
Innovation takesss-quality-laboratory-facilitiesssss. 
LIKE-A-PLANET! For instancessssssss. 
(Eagle Eye daughter revisits a jumbled 
cacophony of metaphors, meanings, messages, 
mysteries too hard for her to assimilate…) 
Eagle Eye Daughter had had enough! 
She was going home. 
She pumped her wings and rose into the air.
She flew higher and higher up there.

Into the highest winds she flew. 

She flew in front of the clouds.

She flew faster than her own thoughts.

She flew ahead of time itself.
And time, indeed, faltered. Time altered. 
Time shifted, sifted. 

It slipped…like a wristwatch
just a little too big for a wrist. 

CHAPTER FOUR

“if a tree falls in the forest” 
And so here… is what actually… happened…

A tree fell over in the forest.
It was a really, really old tree.
That’s why it fell over.
It happened, just after breakfast time.
It was time.

It was time to let go of the sky and become
part of the soil again. 
So it fell over. 

And the sound that it made… was heard. 

It was heard by a boy, a human,
sixteen years old, nearly a man, a young man, 

living with his family in the big city.  
He was sick and staying home from school 
on the day that the tree fell over. 
It was a bad asthma day for him. 
He couldn’t go to school. He just couldn’t. 

Having asthma made him feel like a wimp. 
It made him mad.  
It was just after breakfast…time. 
Both his parents had gone to work. 
For some reason, he hadn’t turned on the TV.  
He was just sitting there. 
And that’s when he heard… it. 

He stood. 
He left his house.
He started walking. He started walking up the block.
He passed through the neighborhood. 

Blocks and blocks of sidewalks.
Some of his friends saw him as they were getting off 
the bus in front of school.

They turned around. 
They dropped their textbooks on the ground. 
They followed him. 
He had a look in his eye. 
Other students followed those who went first. 

And then all of the teachers followed 
all of the students.

Now other citizens began to follow 
the students and the teachers. 

Parents followed their children. 
Husbands followed wives. 

They had a look in their eye.

Now shop owners, now preachers, 
imams and rabbis,
taxi cab drivers and waitresses, 
garbage men and nuns, 
sports stars, rock starts, cooks, carpenters, 

business people… 
it was all business now.
The young man crossed over the freeway. 
People were getting out of their cars, 
parking at funny angles, doors left open. 

They followed. They had a look in their eye. 

The young man walked across the open fields.

He wasn’t coughing anymore. 
He breathed easy. Steady.
A farmer got off his tractor 

in the middle of a long row of cabbages, 
left it there idling.

He followed. They all followed. 
They had a look in their eye. 

Day and night they traveled. Night and day.
They traveled deep into the old forest until they saw 
the light, the opening the tree had made in the canopy, 
enough space for a new meadow, conditions just right,  
creatures of every kind moving into the sunlight.  
The people crowded in, thousands of them, 
then millions, then billions, like sea-foam nudging 
up the beach with the tide riding each successive 
wave a little further, coming closer, crowding in.

Little children were lifted up onto shoulders 
so they could see better. 
The young man who had first heard the tree fall, 
now stepped closer to it and, as if by some signal, 
the great human throng… hushed. 
Silently, he reached out and he touched the bark 
of the old tree and a whole section of it 
crumbled and slid off.  He saw where ants and inch 
worms and beetles were already busy. 
He saw where bears had brought salmon 
from the river to feast and left the carcasses to fertilize.
He saw a fox den between new ferns and a place 
in the grass where deer had nested just last night. 
Birds flew overhead and chipmunks peeled pine cones 
with their busy-busy-teeth, 
seeds scattered everywhere in a productive mess. 
He saw little cedar seedlings, just one centimeter, 
some even smaller than that, taking root 
in the crevices of the mother tree, the nurse log, 
and a whole new forest industry taking hold, bravely

making plans… 
two-thousand years ahead. 

The young man spoke, 
“This tree isn’t rotting. It’s making soil.” 

And it took until much later that evening 
for the news to reach the back of the crowd. 

“This tree isn’t rotting. It’s making soil.” 

“This tree isn’t rotting. It’s making soil.” 

“This tree isn’t rotting. It’s making soil.” 

“It’s making soil.” 

“Who-who-whoooo…”

Owl landed on the branch of a tree 

at the edge of the new meadow.
It was midnight. Was there something she knew? 

She turned her head in every direction. 
Human people everywhere, getting the news, 
talking it through.
Owl blinked. She blinked.
Was it wisdom? 
Or just dust in her eye? 
We will never know. 
And yet in that blinking… 

Several years passed by. Time flew…  
and a generation grew… 
and something shifted…  

and everybody knew.
CHAPTER FIVE

“reunion” 
At long, long last, Eagle Eye Daughter returns 
to the nest of her fledging days. It was the very same nest  

that her parents had first built years before. 
Her father was dying. Feathers missing. Blind. 
Eagle Eye Daughter tried to explain, 
to tell her father all that she had discovered,
but her descriptions now seemed like just
scattered animal bones, no meat left. 
Facts, riddles, tid-bits crowded her head. 
She had seen it all, near and far, high and low, 

winter spring, summer and fall… and it was true
the humans were gone… 
along with music and mathematics, science and poetry, 
bicycles and fishing poles, and all of the charming things…

all of it. Gone.
Her father struggles to speak. 
“Daughter… Who will know us now? 
Who will take delight in the marvel of our flight? 
Who will measure the trees 
and come to count the salmon? Oh Daughter! 
Who will give everything names?”
His daughter is silent. 
A cold wind from out of the north moves 
through the valley. 
She looks up. And a little to the left side.
She doesn’t know why.

She doesn’t know why…

The next morning, after a cold fog lifts 
from the landscape, Eagle Eye Daughter is 
suddenly alert. She whispers… 
“Father, look.”

But her father can’t look. 

Eagle Eye can’t see anything anymore. 

His spirit has flown from his body. 

He is gone. And he will never learn 
what his daughter now discerns… 
A young family is moving along up the river trail. 
A human family. 

Several more families arrive. 
They are walking slowly. 
They seem to be taking their time, 
looking at things as if 
all of it was somehow new to them.
Two small boys stone silent side by side 
squatting down on a river log watching 
pairs of salmon spawning. 
The river is agitated with life. 
The boys don’t move. Not at all. 
And for a fine, long moment they, too, 
become salmon. 

Another family comes into view.
Eagle Eye Daughter watches intently, 

the winter sun, a fierce glint in her eye.

The wind is picking up. 

A man helps his little daughter zip up her jacket. 

The girl now runs ahead.

She points up at the nest. 

The breeze high above in the trees 
gusts, tugs at the feathers 
on the silent body of 
old Eagle Eye. One feather pulls
free in a gift of air, it lifts up 
and over, hovering there, 
and then descends, 
sliding, gliding, sifting down
back and forth, towards the ground, 
softly landing. 
Not even a sound.
The little girl picks it up. 
She studies the feather. 

She shows it to her mom who takes it. 

She shares it with her husband. 

They are talking about hope, 
about possibilities, about responsibilities...

But the little girl isn’t listening to 
her parents’ conversation. 

She has spread her arms out wide. 
She is flying. 

She is imagining what she could see 

if she had the eyes of an Eagle.
“Eagle Eye!” she cries…

















































































