Week 5
Still Processing SF
First time felt no thrill entering or returning to SF.

Strange to walk into what previously seemed like my light-filled apt. — there to pick
up bills and warm clothes. Forgot rain gear, but found my neglected hiking boots
(unused since & still with mud from Costa Rican biologic research preserve visited
about 15 years ago). Great hiking boots - Priceless.

Returned just in time for pre-sunset & immediately felt the grandeur here and again
breathed it in. A visceral sensation of wonderment of place. Next day could not
wait for dusk — was aching to walk to the ridge and for the first time experienced it
in the morning. Since then walking late morning/mid afternoon because birding is
astonishing.

Noticing
Aware of days to election, butdi dn*“t notice it was Hall oween unt

driver with witch hat & a sign on the Garrapatos road redwood tree requesting
trucks for hauling kids up the canyon.

The many subtle changes on the ridge since last week.

Sensory smell more cultivated - acute & perceptive - the resins, bay leaves,
eucalyptus, redwoods, flower varieties, hay.



Beginning to read again during stormy nights — back into 1491, discovering the

Carmel Pine Cone police blotter. Also digging in for more info about the trees,

flowers, birds, insects. Brought with me A Natural History of Western Trees, a text

from the 1950"s that b oanthropamombkizep, 0 e tRiocbhiaansd A Gui d
to Field I dentification Birds o#fGNdetaAnimalmer i c a, a
Tracks. At the River Inn I picked up an Audobon pocket guide to flowers of the west

with just enough info to learn which are toxic.

Uncharacteristically cautious — reach to pick a gem of a find and leave it be if there
is a red leaf in the vicinity. Wash hands and rinse boots on return.

Taking longer walks.

Macro

Fog wisps into the hills on the morning walk. Then in less than 48 hours, 40 mph
winds strangely headed toward the Pacific. Intrigued by the weather drama (here
where we are relatively protected) but concerned about the edge of potential
portending mudslides to the south.

Before the thick of it, watched a faint rainbow spanning the ravine fade in and out
of fog.

Wind makes the wood hum in the studio. Trees in the wind sound like an ocean
with an occasional soprano pitch, screech, thumping sound of things dropping from
trees. Winds peel off bark as effortlessly flicking a stray hair:



See wind videosé

After last nights rains can hear the creek in the ravine. Things must be OK with
hillsides staying put, otherwise would have gotten the promised status update.

Micro

Noticed a clear resin — likely new pine tree blood. 1 “ m now s e phe cleat, ithe g
amber/honey drips, and the cloudy/solid.

The achievements of the architects from last week have vanished. More evidence of
deer and Jim reports another bobcat home invasion.

An exotic white and black butterfly dances close to my leg.

Come across a probable disaster:



Want to cohabitate with a bat for carpenter ant control.

After the rains see a swarm of tiny white moths looking like fairy dust.
AiMidcoo

Missed hearing owls for 2 nights, comforted and reassured when they made their
presence known to each other, then the rains, hop

Longer route ,home" from the ManynewardsaAtedgad tr avel
on a nearby tree, close enough to see its feathers(and | " m neaamewght ed)
type of acorny tree (but c antree bdok)phlumaing birdd ur e of
in the paint brush (actually looks like Golden-beard Penstemon from the Audobon

book) — forego picking them; Black and yellow caterpillars all over a select plant.

Learning that somethings will not be there tomorrow (no pic of them).

Jim recooperating with some side effects. Tora suffers from arthritis, needs a lift
getting into 4-wheel drive, stays low to the ground:



A sweet, cuddled family of mice nestled in the corner of the small door near the
outdoor water faucet.

Art:

Day following return, took advantage of the stillness and reacquainted myself with
the paintings. Satisfying painting. Then, two days later winds steered me inside.

Weather conducive for day and evening scroll drawing & panorama sketching.
Collecting new subjects for coffee ground paper. Inspired.
Also immensely satisfying when experimentation without attachment produces a

surprisingly just right outcome. In addition, the wind produced an element that will
complete the integration:



Thus, the assemblage is taking off.

An incredible bounty for 4x4s from a first walk off the property down the canyon on
Palo Colorado. Blackberries! New red & orange berries, new purple flowers, new
pink flowers. Simmering inside & happy with the results but sadly running out again
of 4x4s. Moving into new sizes I brought for the just-in-case-rainy-day(s).

Triptych secure and dry in the outdoor shower, waiting for cooperative weather.

Traveledto Frank | i n Peace"s ho merof PatoeColbraede, aka pgked up

10 pounds of wax and of course some honey. Made from sagebrush — uniquely
flavorful. On the way back notice a shatgGhrist or “ Smo
Counts wrote up in the Pine Cone. Works using the remains of consuming fires,

beauty in the quality and instills a tenderness for the land that was spared.



Profoundly appreciating the contradiction of my plant-based works and Cynthia
Johnson Bi aash werkstaad fise remains pics.

Fascinating:
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Evidence of The Strict Parent (as Lisa G has identified the universal mother
whose children live in Big Sur):
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