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Editors Note
Kalindi Naslund

She surrounds us.
We walk past her,
often unaware of her presence,
but still, there she stands.
The wind quietly blows,
cooling hot bodies
beneath summer suns.
Come fall,
the air grows bitter.
With winter we rejoice
in the first snowfall,
rolling and laughing
in a thin layer of white.
And in spring,
she breathes new life
into our bodies,
encouraging us to be with her.

~S~
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It was one of the earliest books that my mom read to me. I loved the
simple drawings and the language. Most of all, I loved the tree and the
relationship she shared with the boy. I imagined myself as the child in
Shel Silverstein’s The Giving Tree. The one that climbed her trunk and
swung from her branches, the one that slept in her shade and ate her
crisp apples, the one that returned to her after years to find a friend and
a place of solace.
I have always loved trees and everything about them: climbing them, the
fall leaves they shed (nothing compares to upstate New York falls), the
patterns their shadows create, the rings that document their lives. Trees
fascinate me because they are both enormous and yet full of secrets. I
remember in fourth grade I wrote a letter to the editor about trees;
about how instead of installing new buildings and promoting consumerism, we should keep the trees and let them flourish along the main parkway. How the trees should stay in their place and how we humans
should move around them. And in sixth grade I wrote an essay about
trees, explaining how they purify the air so that we can breathe it, how
they let us cut them down so we can decorate them for a single month
at Christmas, and how indigenous people were the only humans who
truly knew how to respect them. In my sketchbooks and random papers
from years past, I find trees that grow up the margin, like ivy up a building.
I still love and I still climb trees. When I see the “perfect” climbing tree,
I stop and scale up its trunk and branches, embracing my inner monkey
spirit. And when I get high enough I just sit and take in the view, I feel
the leaves or needles brush against my skin. I watch the creatures below
scatter around the ground searching for food or chasing their friends. I
think in those moments, when I am nestled in the heart of a tree I feel
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most connected to nature. We each gravitate toward a piece of Mother
Nature: her trees, her ocean, her mountains, her flowers, her sunsets,
her animals…we find comfort and peace when we surround ourselves
with that natural “piece,” whatever it may be.
I encourage you to use the words and images in this issue to help you
pause. Step out of your busy lifestyles and enjoy Mother Nature in both
her beauty and brutality. Listen to the birds’ morning songs. Watch the
colors of sunset melt over a hill. Smell the sweet flowers of spring. Taste
the salt permeating the ocean air. Feel the roll of thunder during spring’s
first storm. Lose yourself in nature’s wonder, in her enigmatic intricacies. But as you spend time with nature, remember to appreciate her, to
protect her, to care for her, and to fight for her. For one day it will be
far too late to rescue her.
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On the Ría
Teresa Mupas

a place
to marvel at the flight
of birds,
to consider the personality
of water and footprints
in the sand.

the swan’s shape
womanly and masculine
simultaneously.

naked stones
canopied in the arms
of seaweed,
then blanketed
by the tide.

the green arms dance, drunk
from drowning.

2

On the Ría | Teresa Mupas

I sit on a beach
far from home,
craving the meals
my mother makes.

a breeze whistles
through tiny leaves,
pastel purple on brown branches,
fading into the memory
of the passing autumn.

the leaves are one hundred
kind whispers,
one thousand
little, applauding hands.

two small islands,
each with a tree,
one denser and darker,
more appealing
to look at.
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I never noticed
the quieter one,
the thinner one.
she stands
on a tilt
as if she wants to sit.

or perhaps
she is leaning
to get a better view
of the sun.
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To Watch the Season Change
Nishtha Kumar

The sun shines on your skin.
The moon becomes your mirror.
Snow-capped mountains melt into brooks.
Every colour embraces viridescence.

The windy breeze plays with your hair.
Flowers bloom and butterflies rejoice this reunion.
Birds sing a different mellifluous song.
Velvety greens announce their arrival.

Spring springs with all the hues and colours of wilderness.
And I ache to remain in it forever.
Why does earth ever have to revolve?

If I had a choice,
I would have chosen this moment above all.
It makes me smile at mere sight of it.
Can you feel me smiling?

I can feel you
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The Inquisitive Creature
Brandon Marlon

Be a tad curious, see what's to see
lurking beneath the brush amid wild
environs of leaf, stone, and water,
the habitat of denizens above and below
ground, its intricate score harmonizing
chirps and tweets with snorts and howls,
imbuing sublime wonder and fear alike.

Here the boar roam through tall grasses,
grunting at upright comers;
there a hart darts through hills,
leaping with admirable élan
even as piebald horses gallop the plain,
gouging out divots in their wake.

The pawky vixen stalks a gosling
by the lakelet, its sheen reflecting
midday's brilliance; blissfully oblivious,
postprandial heifers casually discharge dollops
while vulturine overseers survey from heights,
riding air currents with predatory expertness.
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Their plumes rippling surfaces artfully,
black swans glide with grace and elegance,
diverting trout and bass and caressing
with webbed feet the dorsal carapaces of turtlets.
Slithering along the overhanging bough,
an ophidian neighbor extrudes a forked tongue,
testing the breeze for alluring scents.

Along trails bipedal footsteps proceed,
unsettling woodchips and gravel, bypassing
concupiscent canines engaged in anilingus;
in mountain caverns ahead, wolves
slumber till dusk then surreptitiously prowl
for tarrying hares and unsuspecting groundhogs.

Nature's ensemble varies per degrees
of light and darkness,
ever staging the tensions and teamwork
characteristic of life's gyre, a precarious saga
arrayed before valorous observers.
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Chlorophyll Love Notes
Karen Boissonneault-Gauthier

Chlorophyll is a term used for several closely related green pigments
found in cyanobacteria and the chloroplasts of algae and plants.
September, 1989
___________________________________________________________
Long walks under autumnal trees
juice bars, movie dates
and a feeling You regenerate Me,
change Me,
has begun
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April, 1990
___________________________________________________________
The smell of My molecular attraction
to nature, sky,
and You
transforms My beating heart
and You make My blood flow and float
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January, 1991
___________________________________________________________
I’ve placed cuttings
in milk vases,
water vessels for life.
Thank you for producing My oxygen
I remain in Your airy wake
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March, 1991
___________________________________________________________
You stabilize Me
and waste My oxygen
I settle into our seasons together
wearing Your ring on My finger
all that clings to You
gives Me what I need
in a binding love note
Author’s Note: All of the leaves and flowers in these visual art images were taken over a
long period of time in a world filled with relationships and Chlorophyll by the author,
whom also changed over time.
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Trespasser
Rebecca Fedler

the woods are quiet here
still where the forest runs deep
trees grow tall
and little light
pierces
large canopy
i imagine i could sit
wait here for days
prop on a boulder
and ponder life's ways
truths would sink in
at the heart of this place
and as i decide
yes, i will stay
the smell creeps in
and i remember
this is death's place
it's their time for peace
as they sleep in shadows
lids closed
eyes open
they have their answers
i turn to leave
as i am intruder here
trespasser on peace
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Retooling My Map
Pamela Hunt

Wind-driven rain blasted my windshield. The wiper blades could
barely keep up. I peered through
what looked like an underwater
scene as I drove past the dark windows of stores in Lake George,
New York. Unlit street lights
swayed wildly over the resort
town’s intersections. The power
was out, but I didn’t need to worry
about traffic jams. No one else was
on the road. I was driving home to
Vermont through tropical storm
Irene, twelve hours after my mother had died.

bus trips to see musicals in New
York City and Toronto, laughed on
the merry-go-round in Central
Park, and toured the CIA (the
cooking one, not the spy factory).
In the late 90s, she and I walked
the cobblestone streets of Bath,
England, hunting for an authentic
Sally Lunn bun. She looked forward to her annual visits to her sister’s in South Carolina, where they
would explore the sites and relive
their memories.
She would linger over museum displays, examine every shelf and cupboard of historic homes, and drink
in every word a guide shared.
When I teased her about her inability to keep moving along, her reply
spoke of her need to absorb everything, “You never know if you’ll
pass this way again.”

My mother was a vigorous woman,
not big, not small, and full of energy. I grew up hearing stories of her
as a child, zipping around on her
bicycle from dawn to dusk and
dancing all evening at sock hops.
She didn’t allow aging to slow her
down one bit. She resumed tap
dance lessons at age sixty-three,
after a fifty-year hiatus. She took

Her phone call to me in June 2009
changed our life’s direction. “It’s
not good,” she said. “Stage four.”
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Suddenly, the plan of spending her
retirement years taking golf lessons, volunteering at the local shelter, and driving up to Burlington to
spend time with my new husband
and me disappeared. There was a

standard progression of what to
expect, they could not foretell the
twists and turns her journey would
take. She tried different routes,
hoping they would lead her to safety. Some roads led to months of

new roadmap: surgery, rounds of
chemo bookending hopeful remissions, then an altered prognosis as
her CA-125 level rose, indicating
the cancer had returned and no
options remained.

increased energy; others resulted in
violent bouts of nausea and extreme fatigue.
I made innumerable trips to her
home in Buffalo over the years—
three times the previous two
months alone. I assumed I didn’t

Though her doctors provided a
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need my GPS’s assistance. But today, my familiar route through the
Adirondacks and Champlain Valley
was gone. These oft-traveled roads
lay deep underwater or blocked by

til I found an open road that led to
the Crown Point Bridge, which
links New York with Vermont.
The whitecaps on Lake Champlain
tossed below me as I forged on

trees too weak to withstand the
sixty-mile-an-hour winds. I was
lost.

over the arching roadway to my
home state. Taking in the downed
trees, upended tractors, and overflowing streams, I thought of my
house, particularly the large silverleaved poplar looming over it from

I turned down side streets, attempting to maintain my northward movement. I backtracked un-
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the backyard. Would I find disaster
at home? Would I make it there at
all? How am I going to deal with
this?

allel to the road had turned and cut
through the macadam, rending
their way in a new, untested direction. Car roofs crumpled under
heavy oaks, and power lines laid
silent but deadly in the streets. I
focused all my attention on the

I followed detours through neighborhoods where residents hunkered down without benefit of TV

road in front of me, trying to not
replay the past day’s events in my
mind. My world, both external and
internal, was in chaos.

or Internet to pass the time. Candles flickered in windows; smoke
rose from chimneys as people
started fires to keep the cold and
damp at bay. The damage was immense: rivers that used to run par-

During the twenty-five months
between diagnosis and hospice, I
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reflected on all she had taught me:
how to read, how to drive a manual
-transmission car, how to love peanut-butter-and-pickle sandwiches.
When I was younger, I assumed
that I would pass on this
knowledge, our traditions, to my
own family. But I am childless, so
instead, I taught my husband about
my mother’s lessons, about my
memories of her panicking during
a bomb threat outside Westminster
Abbey when we visited London in
the mid-90s, about her nearly falling into a pool after downing a
margarita at a resort in Cancun,
about her dancing to Pink’s “Get
the Party Started” with my grandpa, who was just entering his cloud
of dementia. And my husband
shared with me how my mother
cried when he thanked her for raising his best friend during their first
meeting.

ings were irrevocably changed. I
ran through a mental list of all I
needed to do: call my aunt and
cousins, make plans for taking time
off of work, re-calibrate my compass for whom I was supposed to
call now with life’s victories and
disappointments.
Now, six years later, Vermont has
rebuilt itself from much of the
damage that Irene wrought. However, some things were destroyed
beyond repair: restaurants that will
never serve customers again, boxes
of waterlogged photos documenting a lifetime of memories now
thrown in the garbage. New roads
were built, and maps updated accordingly. I retooled my own map
as well, using my mother’s lessons
to define my future path without
her. Most important, I make sure
to truly experience my journey because I don’t know when, or if, I’ll
pass through again.

I arrived home thirteen hours after
leaving on what should have been a
seven-hour drive. My house was
safe, with just a few tree limbs scattered in the backyard. But my bear-
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A Ghost Bucket List
Rachael Holliday

1. Memories
Like many children, my older sister, Jody, loved
horses. She read books like Misty of Chincoteague out
loud to me over and over. She died in a car accident
when I was eleven. As I grew up, I felt guilty that I
was alive, that I would have experiences that she
never would be able to have. To cope with these
feelings, I began to explore the outdoors and the
places she had dreamed of visiting—a ghost bucket
list.
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2. Sunset at Assateague
When my family took an extended RV trip down the east coast, it was imperative to me that we stop to see the wild island horses for Jody. The
campground is on Assateague Island National Seashore, so we weren’t exactly where Misty of Chincoteague took place, but hopefully Jody understood.
Camping on the beach of the barrier island, watching the stars make their
appearance while listening to the sounds of surf and shore birds was soulsoothing.
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3. Adaptation
On Assateague, vegetation, such as salt wort, salt meadow hay, and sea
beach grass, tends to grow low due to the salty conditions and intense
storms. They have all adapted to handle the salt-dense soil and water,
providing shelter for the birds and food for the wild horses. The horses
have had to adapt to survive on the high-salt grasses. They drink twice the
amount of water that an average horse drinks, to offset dehydration.
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4. Lost Dreams
As we explored the desolate island, we came across the remains of an old
asphalt road. Once called Baltimore Boulevard, it was the main street of a
planned community, developed after World War II. Mosquitos and the salty
conditions made inhabiting the island difficult, but the investors were determined to create a resort community similar to the nearby Ocean City. A
storm swept the development away in 1962, nature reclaimed the island. It
was never rebuilt.
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5. The Wild Horses
The island’s main inhabitants are the wild horses. Local legend says that the
horses are survivors of a 17th century shipwreck. They can typically be
found near the maritime forest, which consists mainly of loblolly pines. The
trees grow back from the shore, protected somewhat by the natural barrier
created by the blowing sand and beach grasses. The forest shelters the horses from the harsh Atlantic storms.
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6. A Curious Mare
I had hoped to see some horses up close, because the visit was for Jody and
I wanted it to be as special as possible. A lone mare answered my wish by
coming close enough for us to pet her, if we had wanted to try. There are
strict warnings about petting the horses due to potential biting or kicking,
so we just talked to her. Much like her tamer cousins, she was a fantastic
listener and stayed by us for a long while.
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7. Sierra
We later learned her name is Sierra, and that she was born in 1991. The National Park Service maintains the island, but other than naming and monitoring the horses, and taking some measures for population management
control via a non-invasive birth control program, the horses are left to
themselves. Most of the horses now live into their late twenties to early thirties due to the birth control program.
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8. The Windswept Tree
The specter of death: the aspect of nature that forces the survivors to adapt.
The horses and plants that make the barrier islands their home have
changed to meet the demands of the harsh conditions. Yet even with the
ability to adapt, they are particularly vulnerable to the issues of climate
change, such as rising sea levels and worsening storms, because the changes
needed to survive take time. It takes time to heal and to learn to live a different way.
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Hiking with Stonewall
Elisa Shoenberger

We learned the hard way not to
mess with the ghost of Stonewall
Jackson.

visitor center, learning about the
history of the battlefield. Some tree
stumps displayed bullets and cannonballs, authentic reminders of
the battle. A few specimens
showed how the trees adapted to
the alien shapes in their trunks. Afterward, we took a short walk behind the visitor center; we passed a
marker for Stonewall Jackson, who
had died here as a result of friendly
fire. The marker was not particularly impressive, just a nondescript
stone monument a few steps away
from the building. My husband,
wearing a dark blue union cap with
a Union Jack shirt, decided to
thumb his teeth - repeatedly - at
the General. That was our first
mistake.

We were in Washington D.C. for a
wedding and had decided to take a
day trip to hike at Chancellorsville,
Virginia, an important civil war
battlefield. My husband, in particular, was a big Civil War buff and a
northerner and was excited to
check out the battlefield. When we
arrived to the site parking lot, it
was so hot that the tar and the roof
of the nearby Chancellorsville Battlefield Visitor Center were steaming; the humidity extremely high.
Trees surrounded us and blocked
out the sun, but did little to mitigate the heat and humidity. To me
it felt comfortable, like a giant hug
from the universe. My companions, on the other hand, might
have used the word “sauna” to describe the weather.

After this short ten minute walk,
we decided to take a longer hike
through the field and forest to see
the trenches and enjoy the surrounding nature. Damp and slightly

We took a brief tour through the
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muddy, the path led us through the
trees. The ground was a combination of red soil and exuberant underbrush with thin trees, sprouting
toward the sky, naked of branches.
We saw the trenches throughout
our walk, they
allegedly went
on for miles.
Occasionally,
we walked on
wooden boards
over the trenches; they were
too fragile for
us to walk directly on the
structures.
These trenches
themselves were
covered in a
rainbow of emerald and chartreuse, vivacious
camouflage for these structures of
war and suffering. Nature has started to reclaim them, but not entirely.

it seemed like we had the forest all
to ourselves. Happily, in those first
few minutes of the hike, I stopped
to photograph a bumpy gray frog
by the side of the path and found a
beautiful, but dangerous looking
caterpillar. The
place charmed
me; nothing
thrills me more
than sighting
wildlife; beautiful views and
animals pull me
outside of my
urban comfort
zone.
Twenty minutes
into our walk,
we heard the
first rumbles of
thunder, the
roars cutting
through the relative quiet of the
forest. As a person who only recently learned to love the joys of
hiking and nature, I felt unsure of
our course of action. My husband
and friend, on the other hand, were

We passed a few other hikers, but
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veteran hikers who had ventured
through a variety of terrains and
weather conditions. I asked them if
we should be concerned about
these sounds or if should we keep
going. The consensus was that we
should continue onward. Little did
I remember that they had some
pretty spectacular stories of illadvised hikes on ice covered
mountains with sheer drops.

my rain jacket in the car, but of
course I had both my cameras and
my cell phone with me.
We tried to consult the paper map
that a ranger gave us, but the rains
saw to its immediate destruction. It
shredded in my friend’s hands. At
this point, our clothing was completely sodden with water; my skin
slick and cold. Even my hiking
boots, intended to keep my feet dry
and warm, were useless against the
onslaught of pouring rain. My
glasses were useless as well, but
there wasn’t much to see in this
tempest. My friend had a thicker
coat with him and so he wrapped
our cameras in it, an effort to protect our belongings we had so foolishly brought with us. So onward
we went. I wasn’t expecting to experience such a realistic recreation
of what it was like to be a soldier in
these forests.

About a third of a mile later, we hit
our first clearing just as the rains
began to fall. It was the kind of
rain that you could see as it traveled across the field; a curtain of
water had been pulled across the
forest. The storm was our new reality. The beginning and our end.
Deciding to keep going instead of
turning back was our second mistake. Surely, we were far enough
along that going back would be
longer, or so we thought. Incorrect. We pressed on and on. The
trees above us provided no cover
from the rain. No shelters. Nothing. I had left both umbrellas and

While we weaved through the
trees, the lightening storm intensified. Despite the all consuming
rains, I could smell smoke. The
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horrifying realization struck me:
the lightening storm was overhead.
As we kept on and on, I would
jump each time I heard the crack
of thunder above. Not ten minutes
later, I saw a flash of light hit a tree

meagerness as humans.

twenty feet in front of me. Stonewall Jackson flashed his fiery middle finger at us arrogant
“Yankees.” I trembled at this sheer
force of nature compared to our

humidity. But I could only think
about water’s conductivity. As the
water climbed, I felt the panic rising within me.

The waters rapidly rose on the path
before us, the ground unable to
absorb it quickly enough. A turtle
swam through the path, relishing in
the relief from the heat and the

Finally, the combination of lighten-
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ing and waters rising switched on
the “flight” instinct in my brain.

sopping wet and with very sad electronics. The three of us assessed
our situation, the storm continuing
around us, though seemingly less
furious than before. Stonewall
Jackson made his point.

I was going to die in the forest join the thousands of ghostly men
who lost their lives here, or run like
hell!

My cellphone officially died in the
battlefields of Chancellorsville, Virginia, which was appropriate. It
resurrected itself from the time
years before when I fell into a
creek in Alabama. The two cameras, fortunately, were saved, thanks
to my friend. My spirit, on the other hand, was crushed by those giant
fingers of watery vengeance.

And so I did. My companions, on
the other hand, seemed less concerned; both had missed the zigzag
of lightning I had seen before me.
So I left them behind me; instinct
told me to save myself.
The car was my salvation. The car
was my safety. Granted, I didn’t
have the car keys. And there wasn’t
much cover and the visitor center
was closed. I didn’t care. The forest
was death. The forest was doom.
The car was my singular goal. I
stormed through the forest, clothes
clinging to my body, boots engulfed with mud and water; my
companions forgotten behind me.

We drove away from the site of
personal and national disaster. The
storm continued around us, but the
intensity dissipated. The rain, a
mere nuisance, pushed off the
windshield with a flick of the wiper. Lightning flickered occasionally
around us, but it seemed mundane
and merely a feature of the scenery.
There was a layer of glass, rubber,
and steel between us. The panic
still lingered in my body, taking its

When I finally made it to the parking lot, the rains slackened, a little.
My fellow hikers caught up to me
and we raced to the car and entered the safety of its confines,
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time to drain away, drip by drip.
As the car drove away from Chancellorsville, a welcome distance between us and that forest of lightening, I learned two very important
things: don’t hike during thunderstorms. And most of all, don’t
thumb your teeth at Civil War generals.
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Seasonal Changes
Rachelle Robbertse

The best part about waking up early and taking a deep breath of fresh
air is the feeling that anything is
possible. It’s that crisp, early morning tingle that runs up my spine
every time I drag myself out of bed
at dawn. It’s the way the sunshine
seeps into every crevice, gaining
strength as it rises, almost like a
tidal wave crashing down on me.
I’ve always had a one-sided relationship with Nature. It has always
tried to convince me of its powerful beauty, but I’ve just seen it as
Cape Town’s intense northeaster
trying to blow me into oncoming
traffic. Because of this, I’ve never
been a big fan of spending too
much time in Nature’s presence. I
always irritated when sand is still
stuck to my leg two days after a
trip to the beach and I’ve never
really explored any of the beautiful
parks outside my doorstep. But
after witnessing the miracle of

northern Virginia’s seasons, I’ve
been in awe of Nature’s ambiguous
role in my life.
After graduating university, I arrived in the United States as a
South African Au Pair in the middle of February 2012. I was excited
to experience everything the US
had to offer during my one and a
half year stay. I was repeatedly assured that it had been a dry winter,
and that I would have to wait for
next winter before I saw any flurries. But Nature surprised me. Early one morning a few weeks after I
arrived, I glanced out the window,
and saw my first snow fall. I had
never seen anything as wonderful
and had only ever seen snow in
movies. It only lasted a few
minutes and the flakes weren’t
strong enough to “stick,” but it was
enough; I was addicted to the magical feeling of standing under the
falling white flecks. I tried catching
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the melting specks on my tongue,
but I was only rewarded with a
mouth full of air so cold, it made
my eyes tear up and my nose turn
bright red.

made their appearance! Rows and
rows of sweet, fragrant pink blossoms framed Washington DC’s
famous monuments and historic
sites.

It didn’t snow again until the next
year, and although I thought this
meant life would be boring until
then, unbeknownst
to me, it was just the
beginning of my
newfound kinship
with Nature and her
wonders. As the
mornings grew lighter, I enjoyed the dew
sparkling in the golden sunshine and the
smell of coffee on
the wet porch. I saw
the forest in the back
yard growing fuller and greener
each day, until I could no longer
see our neighbors’ house. With the
warmer weather, we saw the deer
return to our backyard each night.
We could hear the frogs in the river returning to their normal routine
and, finally, the cherry blossoms

One morning, as I headed out of
the house, a wave of humidity hit
me and took my breath away. I was
soaked by the time I
got to the park and I
realised why the
houses had central
cooling. It was a luxury I had never before needed, but appreciated nonetheless. Although I
stayed indoors whenever I could (having
always preferred
cooler weather), I
discovered my favourite time of
the year was summer at night. After dinner, I would grab my small
tub of ice cream and sit on the
deck in the dark, listening to the
cicadas, until I became food for the
mosquitos or ran inside because I
spotted a bullfrog sitting too close
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for comfort. The smell of citronella
candles and crabmeat still brings a
smile to my face because it reminds
me of evenings spent smoking cigars in Virginia’s summer muggy
air and of the waning pink and purple light.

ture’s power on a city, even one as
resilient and headstrong as the Big
Apple.
I grew increasingly excited as winter approached. The signs that
colder weather was on its way,
filled me with hope that I might get
to experience a real snowfall. It
started with the realisation that I
had to take a scarf or jacket with
me when I left
the house, because it might get
cold later. Then I
jumped on any
chance to order
hot chocolate
because it was a
“bit nippy” outside. But, mostly, I enjoyed seeing
shops fill with festive decorations
and fairy lights everywhere, signaling that the holidays were on their
way.

Then, as quickly as the heat had
appeared, it gave way to those crisp
mornings I so cherish. Autumn, or
fall as I learnt to
say, turned the
greenery of
northern Virginia
into a fiery display of orange,
red, and yellow
hues. That fall of
2012, Hurricane
Sandy tore through the east coast
like I devour a slab of chocolate
during movie night. She was fierce
and unrelenting. We were stuck
inside for a few days, but it was
nothing compared to the hammering New York City received. When
we visited a few weeks later, parts
of the subway were still down and
we could see the full extent of Na-

“Winter in northern Virginia” became my four favourite words. No
longer a novice to east coast weather, the beauty of winter mornings
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in a small town still surprised me. I
learnt to go through the motions of
living in sub-zero weather: having
to get bundled up to walk to the
car, needing to take my coat off in
the car because of the seat warmers
and heater, then putting my coat
back on to get out at the shops and
taking my coat off once again because of the heating inside. It’s
quite a process coming from a
country where houses rarely have
indoor heating or cooling (let alone
the shops). But I was happy to
comply when I was rewarded with
a blanket of white snow on the
deck on Christmas Eve! I used any
excuse I could to experience this
new phenomenon in my life. I took
the dog for a walk three times that
day. And that feeling never gets
old. Visiting Washington DC a few
years later, my sister and I rushed
out of our hotel at 5:00am in our
pyjamas (and coats) so we could
make snow angels. The city’s rush
hour traffic just stared at us and
hotel staff gave us sideways glances. Yet, had we chosen to sleep in,

our only memory of snow would
have been the sludge we dragged
our wheely bags through to get to
the metro.
The power behind Nature’s effects
doesn’t lie in the fact that it’s able
to bring an entire city to its knees
because there’s no electricity. The
power comes from reflecting on
the tiny space you take up in this
world, thanks to a force of Nature
much more powerful. A power
that’s able to bring cherry blossoms
to bloom at just the right time.
When you make your first snow
angel or witness something as simple as an early morning sunrise,
that’s when you really understand
the role Nature plays in our lives.
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Encounters with the Sounds of Fog
Hazel Stark

On the foggiest mornings, we
couldn’t quite tell when the sun
rose. My fellow island caretaker
and I couldn’t see the outhouse
from our cabin, just a hundred feet
away, or even gauge how high the
tide was, just thirty feet from our
door. Regardless of how warm and
sunny it had been the day before,
the fog brought raw dampness to
everything, even if it was bundled,
boxed, or stored behind closed
doors. Our tiny Jøtul woodstove,
even during the peak of summer,
was our favorite appliance in our
often damp island home. Nature
has a way of reminding us of the
difference between needs and luxuries, of comforts and risks, of realities and illusions.

ed starkly with the distant rumble
of lobster boat engines: the howling of wild dogs. On this two-mile
long, treeless Maine island, where
we were only one of two resident
mammal species, the sounds appeared to originate simultaneously
from everywhere and nowhere.
The howling of many individuals
sounded like a hybrid between the
nocturnal yips and howls of coyotes and the deep, endless cries of
wolves. These howls, we knew,
couldn’t originate from canines
given the absence of dogs in this
part of the Atlantic, but we had
never heard such eerie, doglike
sounds on the open ocean before.
A few mornings were clear and
sunny, and we did not hear those
eerie howls. As if awoken from a
dream, we wondered if we had really heard them. Then there was
another gray and damp morning.
We lit the fire in our woodstove as

On these foggy mornings, while all
we could see was gray and all we
could feel was damp, we could hear
sounds heard only in these specific conditions--sounds that contrast-

37

Encounters with the Sounds of Fog | Hazel Stark

usual, waiting and wondering. We
heard the distant howling again, so
I stood outside on the pier, warm
mug in hand, wool sweater
wrapped around me as a boundary
from the damp and dire, tiny beads
of water collecting on the wisps of
my unkempt
hair. The
sounds were
definitely
coming from
the east—
even further
into the Atlantic Ocean
than our island home.

dem sea kayak, headed east toward
the ledges. The profile of the ledges shifted as we drew nearer; we
realized the rocks were covered in
families of harbor seals and, the
less common, gray seals. The illusion of the mysterious sounds
came into
focus. We
stopped paddling just a
few hundred
yards from
the ledges,
not wanting
to disturb
the families
with young pups enjoying the
warm sun on the rocks. As we
rocked decidedly side-to-side, floating over the two-foot waves, we
watched the seals, wondering if
they would howl for us here.

We guessed the sounds were coming from seals; they were the only
likely culprit. We also knew that
there was a large ledge just half a
mile further east of our island with
a reputation for hosting seals.
When the fog dissipated later in the
morning, and after we finished our
maintenance work for the island’s
trails, we paddled out of our protected cove in our borrowed tan-

Hardly a minute had passed while
we sat watching the seals before the largest seals on the ledges,
the bulls, slipped into the water,
suddenly invisible beneath the sea.
Shifting uncomfortably, the re-
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maining mothers and occasional
pups kept their large, dark eyes on
us. Slowly, we began paddling
backward. The bull harbor seals
surfaced for air just twenty feet
from the ledges, watching us. A
couple bull gray seals followed suit,
a little closer. Continuing to paddle
backwards, we wondered where all
the other bull seals we had seen
enter the
water were
now—and
what they
were doing.
Suddenly,
one of the
gray seals
came up for
air halfway
between us and the ledges—a
seemingly impossible distance to
swim in mere seconds. We turned
our boat around and began paddling home at our usual pace, realizing the seals were not pleased
with our presence.

the Darth Vader-like watery breath
of a seal directly behind us. We
looked in time to see the pair of
giant black, hauntingly empty eyes
two feet from the stern of our kayak. Knowing his eyes were perfectly designed to hunt mackerel in the
dark depths of the sea, we wondered how he perceived us in the
sunlight. He rolled nose first into
the water.
We watched
his shining
dark back
roll and roll
and roll behind him; he
must have
been ten
feet long,
perhaps six hundred pounds, and
certainly more massive than us in
our kayak. A second gray did the
same on the other side of our
stern. We paddled faster. Ten seconds later, they emerged again,
staring, with jarringly abrupt
breaths reminiscent of waves
breaking on an outer shoal. Even

Not six strokes closer to home, we
jumped in our seats as we heard
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though we paddled as hard and fast
as we could (somehow in-sync) we
knew we could never paddle faster
than a seal could swim, and that a
seal could easily upset our vessel if
it desired. Nonetheless, we kept
paddling.

luxury in itself. The seals left the
comfort of their sunny ledge to
meet us, and we left the comfort of
our warm cabin to meet them. The
risks we each took to understand
the illusion of sound or threat of
the other was a survival strategy for
the seal, yet a luxury for us humans
in our drive to understand. After
our encounter with that bull gray
seal, the howls no longer reminded
me of my human quest to discover
and name, but instead of the fragility and persistence of life on this
planet—mine as well as the seals’

The smaller—if that word could
even apply—of the two seals
turned back only once we were
halfway between the ledges and our
island. The other continued to
breathe loudly, stare, roll over, and
swim beside and beneath our boat;
staring us down with those black,
watery eyes all the way back to the
mouth of our protected island
cove. He waited here to see if we
would keep away from his family
and his home. Only once we
reached the float where we tied our
kayak, arms heavy and exhausted,
did we finally see him swim east
toward the ledges.
In nature, an explanation always
lies behind an illusion. Truly understanding that illusion, however,
often requires us to take risks, a
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My Kind of Wild
Emily Knapp

“The power of the wild can always be
found in the moment.” - Bear Grylls

abilities. I coveted hiking stories
like the ones my dad told me and
the ones I read about in books. I
wanted tales that few would fathom, stories I would look back on
fondly and recount to my children
and my grandchildren. I desired an
adventure that taught me the best
journeys are unexpected and if you
appreciate the unknown, you will
learn something about yourself.

The Wind Rivers and the Cirque in
Wyoming was, and always will be,
the adventure of a lifetime—one of
those crazy adventures you always
say you want to do, but never actually end up doing. When my dad
first broached the idea, it sounded
daunting and well out of my comfort zone. Hiking had always been
something I did in upstate New
York in the Adirondacks; the West
opened an entirely new can of
worms. I wasn’t sure I liked
worms, but I wanted to prove that
I could handle them.

My dad and Uncle Doug hiked in
the Wind Rivers years before, and I
felt confident that together both of
them could handle any situation
with complete ease. My brother
and I were in good hands. They
knew how to read maps, look for
trail markers, identify signs of animals, and pack the most important
and useful tools to survive in the
wilderness. Both always seemed
invincible to me, and even in my
mid-twenties, I believed that they
could do anything.

The west expanded my view of the
hiking world. Each of the high
peaks in the Adirondacks challenged me, but hiking for five days
straight was a new dedication. I
only camped when absolutely necessary and now I had just agreed to
camp for five nights. I doubted my
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-S-

weather would change for the better…or for the worse. What if it
rained all day? I didn’t know if I
had it in me to deal with such dismal weather conditions. Once both
tents were packed, we heard thun-

Saturday, July 18th, 2015
No alarm ever needed to be set for
the four of us to get up early, but
this morning I felt lazy and unable

to pull myself out of my sleeping
bag. The weather just looked ‘eh,’
so we decided to take our time
packing up camp. It was overcast
and windy, which convinced me
that it would rain. Maybe the

der in the distance. Dad said that
unless we wanted to get wet early
in the day, at 11,500 feet on top of
Texas Pass, we should set the tent
back up to provide ourselves shel-
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ter from the storm on the brink of
barreling through. Quickly, we repitched the tent and threw our
packs in with us. We played several
games of UNO and after an hour
Uncle Doug decided we should
just go for it. The idea of hiking in
treacherous weather at such high
elevations and on slippery rocks
made me anxious.

weather subsided and I sighed with
relief, maybe the weather would
hold out after all. When we
reached the top the wind whipped
fiercely. At the summit, we paused
to take a picture with the “Texas
Pass” sign to document this momentous occasion and I wondered
if I would ever be in this exact
place again. With the strong winds,
we struggled to stand in one place,
and I didn’t think I could stay upright if I remained stationary. The
steep, ascending trail was difficult
to navigate and there was little
space to place my feet. However,
the upward trail was a luxury compared to the nonexistent trail on
the other side of the pass. The endless view down into the Cirque reminded me of a fantasy book, so
striking that it seemed to be from a
fictional world. I could see grass
and snow, high mountains and low
streams, all in this extremely remote and geographically minute
location. Continuing deeper into
the Cirque of the Towers, the snow
patches became more frequent.

The torrential rain, barrelled down
on us as we looked for cairns, series of stacked rocks that marked
the trail. We were unsure if we
were hiking in the right direction
and by the time we reached the
bottom of Texas Pass, I doubted if
it was even climbable. It looked
similar to the rock slides I had
climbed in the Adirondacks, but so
much taller. None of us could see
where we were walking; the trail
blended into the rocks, and boulders cluttered the side of the pass.
Today was going to be a challenge
and I doubted myself.
As we eased into our hike I started
enjoying myself. The stormy
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And with Dad’s and Uncle Doug’s
best efforts, we tried to navigate in
the “right” direction.
Ahead of us loomed the largest
mound of rock that people climbed
without rope or a climbing harness:

ed by hail. Hail hurts at 11,099 feet!
For the next three hours we wandered around searching for the
camp spot that Dad and Uncle
Doug had remembered from their
previous trip. The rain continued

Skunk Knob. Dad suggested we
drop our packs and run up to the
top. And so we did. Less less than
twenty minutes later, we climbed
stood at the top, only to be reward-

to pour down and the temperature
dropped steadily with every minute. Our packs and everything
else were soaked inside and outside. I was so miserable, cold, and
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wet—the kind of cold and wet that
seeps to the core of your bones. It
occurred to me that only crazy
people would be out climbing in
this weather. Sane people would be
wrapped in a blanket, sitting on a
couch with a fire crackling in front
of them, and a warm mug of tea or
cocoa in hand.

warmth.
My uncle and dad could only get so
much of the tent up before they
too started freeze. Both climbed in
and I helped them remove their
shoes; their fingers had stopped
working in the cold. We sat there
in our tent, bundled in our sleeping
bags for the next couple of hours
with our wet packs and piles of
clothes pushed as far away from us
as possible, up against the walls of
the tent. Because of the hasty assembly and the unfavorable weather conditions, we couldn’t attach
the rainfly properly; the tent leaked
in various places. Together, we all
huddled in the middle of the tent,
balled up, sitting on top of one another, trying to get and stay warm.

My uncle finally looked at my
brother and realized that we needed to get warm and dry...and fast.
The relentless rain created the possibility of hypothermia in the middle of July, and this thought sat at
the back of my mind as we raced
against the weather to get warm
and dry. The four of us pitched the
tent and my uncle yelled for my
brother to take his wet clothes off
and get in his sleeping bag. With
trembling fingers, I did my best to
help set up the tent, but my fingers
quickly grew stiff from the cold. A
few minutes later I couldn’t move
them at all. I climbed into the tent
as well and like my brother,
stripped off my wet clothes before
I nestled into my sleeping bag for

Once I warmed up enough, I offered to fix the fly. In dry shorts,
bare feet, and my slightly damp
shirt, I ran out and pushed the
stakes into the ground. From the
inside of the tent, my dad directed
me; I heard the breaks in his voice
as he shivered. Outside I noticed

46

My Kind of Wild | Emily Knapp

the snow accumulating on the
ground. When I couldn’t bear anymore of the cold, Uncle Doug took
a turn. Fixing the fly made little
difference; the water continued to
drip inside the tent, onto us, and

When I woke the next morning,
the sunshine peeked over the
Cirque towers, it made me feel like
a warrior. I knew today was going
to be a good day (it turned out to
be my favorite of the trip). The

our only dry and warm gear. It was
too late, everything was already too
wet.

hike over Jackass Pass more than
compensated for everything the
day before. The real difference
though, was the confidence I felt in
myself and my ability to overcome

-S-
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something so unexpected and challenging, like navigating through
snow accumulation in the middle
of July.
Months before, I had agreed to a
five-day hiking adventure, unaware
of how it might affect me. Now,
when reflect on this escapade, I
remember the terror and crippling
fear I felt amidst the savage whistling winds and the high passes.
Somehow, nature forced me to
face my fears, to conquer them directly. Wild Wyoming taught me
how to embrace nature’s unpredictability, and that a predictable
hike is an uninteresting hike.
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Changing Course in the Arizona Desert
Kerry J Heckman

A friend of mine told me a story
about a child with a chronic illness
who loved making travel itineraries.
She spent hours online, finding far
off places and then developing
elaborate plans to travel to various
destinations. There’s no way to
know if she’d ever make it to Thailand or Greece, but it didn’t matter.
Planning was her way to find control in a life she didn’t control.

Should I get a second opinion?
Which treatment plan should I follow? Travel planning helped me
maintain a sense of safety in a
world with too many unknowns.
My itineraries were concrete and
final. If I wanted to know which
attraction to visit, I looked up reviews and made a firm decision.
The questions about my health
couldn’t be answered, so I found
answers somewhere else.

My friend told me this story after I
told him how much I love to make
down-to-the-minute itineraries before a trip. At the time, I had just
been diagnosed with chronic Lyme
disease after many stressful years of
misdiagnosis. My life, like the little
girl’s in the story, was also not in
my control. Every day I had unexpected pain, irregular heart beats,
and bouts of dizziness. My illness
brought with it a barrage of unanswered questions. Should I call my
doctor about a new symptom?

I was working on an itinerary for
an upcoming trip to Arizona in
March of 2016. Neither my husband, Zach, nor I had been to
Phoenix or seen the Grand Canyon, so we decided to go. I’d developed an airtight plan, squeezing as
much as possible into the short
week we’d be away. Every detail
was falling into place — except my
health. Sharp pain was keeping me
awake at night and my fatigue grew
unbearable. Due to the setback in
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my health, I feared I wouldn’t have
the energy or strength to do all the
things on my jam-packed list, like
horseback riding or hiking two
miles down into the Canyon.

“Vortexes?” I asked. I’d never
heard of a vortex. She explained
how Sedona is an energy field and
in certain areas there are vortexes
that make one feel energized and
invincible.

Three months later, we boarded
our Phoenix
bound plane. I
did my best to
keep pace with
my high expectations. I rode a
horse, went to a
late night concert, and hiked
through the
desert. We kept
up with the itinerary and I
stayed in control.

Being ill for so
long I had forgotten what it
felt like to feel
“energized and
invincible.” That
night in the hotel I stared at
our printed itinerary. Listed was
a stop in Sedona
for quick lunch
and a drive-by
past the famous
red rocks. We’d
limited the day’s
activities to
reach the Grand Canyon in a timely manner and reserve my stamina.
There was no time to hike up rocks
to search out elusive energy vortexes, but something called me to do
it. For the first time on a vacation,

On the eve of
our drive to the
Grand Canyon, we went out to
dinner with Zach’s aunt, who lives
in the area. She asked us if we
planned to go to Sedona to find
the vortexes.
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I decided to go off book, to be
spontaneous.

was ever so slightly floating above
my body. I repeatedly said, “Wow,”
and asked Zach if he felt anything.
Not one to be sensitive to anything
that cannot be seen, he said, “No.”
The proof, however, was in my
vitality; I
climbed higher
and higher, and
didn’t feel like
stopping.

I reworked the day’s itinerary to
give us enough time to hike and to
find the Bell Rock Vortex, said to
be the easiest to locate and most
powerful in the
area. When we
arrived in Sedona, we ate a
quick bite and
then drove to
the trailhead.
There in front
of us stood a
giant bell shaped
rock, striped
with sedimentary layers of
bright orange
and red sandstone. As we
started up the
hill I felt nothing, just my typical
fatigue weighing me down. Then,
all of a sudden it hit me like a rush
of adrenaline through my body,
and my legs and my hands started
to tingle. I felt light and airy, like I

We located,
“Meditation
Rock,” a flat
expanse halfway
up the trail, and
I sat down in
lotus pose. The
vortex seemed
to conduct energy from Earth’s
center, channelling the life
force through my spine and out to
my limbs. I felt healthy again.
Looking around at the other hikers,
I didn’t feel singled out as the
weak, sickly one like I usually do. I
had the strength to climb just like

51

Changing Course in the Arizona Desert | Kerry J Heckman

anyone else. Zach repeatedly asked
me, “Do you want to turn
around?”

to a large butte, but I was eager for
another dose of the vortex elixir.
This time it hit me like an electric
shock halfway up the trail. I looked
to my right and saw a twisted juniper tree, said to grow that way because of the power of the strange
energy. It was more confirmation
that the current running through
me was real. We continued the
climb to the
summit.

“No,” I said. “Let’s keep going.”
He was caught off guard by my
unlikely endurance. Finally, I called
it quits when faced with a particularly complicated rock climbing
obstacle. It wasn’t for a lack of energy, but rather
a lack of the appropriate shoes.
We turned
around, and as
we entered the
parking lot, I
felt the lightness
I had experienced on the
hike fade away.

The butte was
one hundred
feet or so from
the base of the
trailhead. I
walked out to
the very edge
and sat down to
linger in the energy field. I took in
a 360 degree view of Sedona’s red
rock formations from the top of
Airport rock. My awareness was so
heightened it was as if the rocks
themselves were breathing. The
clouds formed arrows aimed toward the highest peaks of the formations, especially Bell Rock,

By this time, we were way behind
schedule, but I didn’t care. I wanted to feel invincible again. We
drove through the city and up a
steep hill near the airport to the
aptly named Airport Vortex. Compared to the previous vortex hike,
this was a much steeper climb up
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which was now off in the distance.
The Earth seemed to be sucking in
energy from the sky, while also
pushing it up from the ground, and
we were lucky enough to be caught
in between.

glorious gorge for a brief ten
minutes before the shadows and
nightfall consumed it.
We originally planned to end the
evening with a romantic dinner at a
lodge overlooking the canyon, but
we couldn’t get a table. Famished
and desperate to find food for our
grumbling stomachs, we settled for
eating appetizers at the lodge bar,
while being serenaded by an amateur hard rock guitarist. The night
didn’t end like I had planned, but
instead it ended with us walking
out to our car to witness millions
of stars in the Arizona mountain
sky.

Although, I am not deathly afraid
of heights, I do sometimes experience vertigo when near a ledge. I
also hate it when my husband
tempts fate by getting too close to
the drop off. But not this time. We
stayed on the butte for thirty
minutes, and I never once pleaded
with Zach to step back from the
cliff. For once I wasn’t caught up
in the potential risks; it seemed I
really did feel invincible. After the
Airport Vortex the feeling stayed
with me longer. Perhaps a high
from the experience or the feeling
of being held, if only for a short
time, in Earth’s healing energy.

I didn’t plan on being diagnosed
with Lyme disease at age thirtyfour. I thought I would boundlessly travel the world with no restrictions. I also didn’t plan on
spending a day hunting for vortexes in the desert. Sometimes what
we don’t plan ends up being the
most important and influential trail
markers of life, guiding us in different, and perhaps better directions.

Back in the rental car, we began the
remaining two hour drive to the
Grand Canyon. Our carefully
planned itinerary no longer served
us. We did catch a glimpse of the
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It’s a Lot of Work Being God
Pamela Walkow

It was never my intention to be the
Creator. But I had to be.

rious cat, my fish will be carried off
for dinner.

As I stand before my koi pond, my
responsibility awes me. I realize I
am the provider of all things necessary for my fish and frogs. Do they
consider me a deity? Regardless,
my supremacy humbles me. My
fish won’t live without me. Their
environment is not a natural pool
of water made from some dammed
-up brook. It is a closed system and
I must maintain it in a state of harmony in order for it to sustain life,
like an astronaut's space suit or a
planet with an atmosphere. Without me to refresh the water and
clean the filters, the koi's environment becomes poisoned. If I do
not feed them, they starve. If I fail
to control algae, they suffocate.
When there is a tear in the lining of
their home, I fix it, or their water
will seep away. If I fail to protect
them from predators such as a cu-

It is not unusual for me to get up
in the middle of night, to turn on
the outside lights, and to verify the
water remains in the pond, the aeration is still occurring, and the fish
are alive.
I did not foresee any unintended
consequences when I first decided
to build the pond. Nor did I think
of slimy filters, corrugated hoses
that spring leaks, or algae that clog
submerged pumps. All I envisioned
was sparkling water, colorful,
healthy fish, and graceful water lilies.
Creating my koi's universe was an
artistic and physical endeavor. Ten
years ago, I planned the pond with
my husband, and he dug it out and
laid the lining. We built small waterfalls, and inserted pink and white
water lily plants with deep green
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leaves. The lilies provided shade
and protection for the fish and a
display of beauty for the human.
We added other plants to the water
over time, set flagstone around the
pond's perimeter, and installed a
solar fountain.

giant jewels. The bullfrog tadpoles
I purchase each year grow into
frogs and hang around the pond,
perching on the lily pads like images from a child’s fairy tale book. In
the warmer months, they entertain
the neighborhood with their amorous nightly engagements. Their
raspy voices serenade us for a few
weeks, and toads, too, take up residence at the pond, where they lay
their long ribbons of eggs in the
water. The fish eat the eggs as fast
as the toads produce them.

Today, the pond is home to six koi,
who started out at about three
inches long when I purchased
them, except for one, a white and
black beauty that survived its dangerous fry stage and now swims
with the big fish. It amazes me that
of all the thousands of eggs laid
over the years, only one survived.
We call it Lucky.

There is an amazing amount of sex
going on in my pond.
But I would never have had a pond
if it were not for my turtles.

Most of the fish are ten years old,
and over eighteen inches long now.
They laze around or dart about,
glide through the water, and search
aggressively underneath the flagstone that projects over the pond a
few inches, offering some shade
and little pockets where food can
collect. In colors of gold and white,
orange and yellow, black and coral,
they grace the dark, clear water like

I purchased two baby red-eared
sliders—the kind I had as a child—
at a flea market in Gallup, New
Mexico during a girls' getaway
weekend. The turtles’ plastic habitat was part of the purchase. On
the way home, I wondered what
my husband would say about my
new pets and remembered he told
me the first dollar he ever received
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was spent on a turtle and a plastic
tub.

ble.
I purchased a ten-gallon fish tank,
a waterfall-style internal filter, sand,
gravel, and a heated hood. I created
their world, playing the Almighty,
making sure it looked natural with

My childhood track record with
turtles was not stellar. Usually, they
lived for a couple of months, and
then disappeared. Sometimes I

a sloping "pond" and warm, dry
places for them to "sun" themselves. They thrived.

found their empty shells.

I didn't expect my Gallup turtles to
live a long time either, but I vowed
to enjoy them for as long as possi-

I bought a twenty gallon tank.
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Their new environment was more
upscale than their first. I named
them Scramble and Edge, after the
patterns on their carapaces, and
took them outside on the lawn,
where I learned turtles can be quite
swift. Scramble and Edge continued to grow. I started to think
about a larger tank and initiated a
conversation with my husband.

I just don't want a large fish tank
dominating the house."

"Aren't the turtles doing well?" I
remarked.

"We're not getting a larger tank.”

I continued, "It's protected there
and we can build it in the corner
where the garage wall meets the
house wall and the garden wall
forms a third side. It's a "U" and all
we have to do is add a fence on the
open side. We always talked about
having a pond. We can dig a pond,
don't you think?"

"Why not? They're going to need
one soon.

He raised his eyebrows, "By 'we'
don't you mean me?"

"There is no room. My father had
four large fish tanks. They're a lot
of work."

"Of course. I can't dig a pond."

One cannot reason with ghosts
from someone else's childhood.
I countered, "How about a small
pond on the north side of the
house?"
He looked at me and his shoulders
drooped.

"I thought you said they'd probably
die."
"Yes, I thought they would, but
they are still with us," I replied. "I
must be doing something right."

He didn't say anything.
"Well?" I demanded.

"So, are you doing the work?" I
teased my husband.

He sighed.
"We have to do something. My
turtles need more room."

"No, I'm not. They're your turtles.
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So, he dug a small pond on the
north side of the house. Nothing is
straightforward, of course. He also
had to re-route some sprinkler
lines. At about eight feet by four
feet and a little less than two feet in
its deepest part, it was near a lilac
bush and a desert willow tree. He
built it with the turtles in mind. It
had sloping sides and "steps" built
into it, lots of rock and some sand.
It was well-aerated with fountains
and concrete frogs that spit
streams of water. The pond looked
pretty, nestled safely in a corner.

What I didn't count on was their
ability to climb. Unintended consequences.
Why was it, with this beautiful new
pond in the garden, their main objective was to get away? They
walked toward the only side of the
pond without a permanent wall.
We had placed some decorative
block as a movable fence, spanning
the empty space between the house
wall and the garden wall. It enclosed the fourth side of the pond
area. They actually climbed the corner by putting a leg from their right
side on the stucco wall and one leg
from their left side on the blocks.
In one minute and seventeen seconds they were on top of the wall
meant to contain them. We put
some temporary mesh fencing
around the pond, instead. They
climbed it. We built a taller wall.

We took the turtles outside and
showed them their new home. We
placed them on the rim and they
sat there, observing their new
world. They strained their necks
and stared. I nudged them into the
water. They swam and dived to the
bottom and I stayed at the pond
until I was confident they could
climb out on their own. I provided
a hollowed-out fake log for them
to hide in when they came out of
the water.

The next morning, Scramble and
Edge were gone.

My husband bought me flowers
and a condolence card.
I had an empty pond, but not for
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long. I decided to get some fish.
How much trouble could a few
fish be?

fish, and the deep parts were neither deep enough nor wide enough
for the koi.

I purchased some young koi, the
variety requiring only a small investment of $5.99 each. I didn't

One Sunday morning at breakfast,
I asked, "The fish have gotten big,
haven't they?"

"Uh oh," my husband responded.

expect the fish to survive the summer.

"I really didn't expect them to live
this long."

They outgrew the turtle's pond in
three years. It hadn't been built for

"Uh oh."
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"We have to do something!"

filters, removing algae, or skimming leaves from the water. These
are tasks I have learned to do well.
They came with the act of creation.

"Like what?"
"We need a bigger pond," I declared.

This little world, my pond, attracts
thirsty bunnies. Finches, sparrows,
and juncos bathe in the waterfalls
and refresh themselves with a
drink. Rusty-toned dragonflies flit
and hover over the water and
spend their afternoons atop small
stakes I inserted in some flowerpots along the perimeter. These
dragonflies have lost their fear of
me. Curve-billed Thrashers nest in
our Cholla cactus, knowing they
have a ready source of food from
the bird feeders and a supply of
drinking and bathing water. Inquisitive roadrunners make an appearance from time to time, flitting
down from the garden wall to the
pond. They are twice the size of
the largest koi, who instinctively
hide beneath lily pads when the
roadrunners are present. Yellow
jackets stretch their legs as far as
they can and stand on the water to
drink. I detest them, but their

"I knew this was coming."
"Maybe Anthony can help you dig
one.” Anthony was our handyman.
Again, the deep sigh, the drooped
shoulders confronted me.
We scouted the garden for the new
pond's location. Northeast. Not
too hot, not too shady. We outlined it and a week later my husband and Anthony dug the hole. It
was deeper—about three feet, with
steeply sloping sides so the fish
would have plenty of room. At fifteen feet by eight feet, it was designed for the fish as they grew.
It is at the edge of this pond where
I feel like God.
The fish are flourishing. They are
beautiful to watch, elegant in their
movements, and ferocious in their
appetites.
I do not complain about cleaning
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drinking pose infuses me with a
feeling of tenderness as they take
infinitesimal sips of water.

The toads and frogs put on their
annual amorous displays and sing
their love songs. The sound of gently falling water showers my garden
in refreshment.

Although usually an idyllic spot,
there are dangers at the pond. Herons, tall wading birds, sometimes
threaten my fish. They perch
among tree branches near the pond
and wait for a fish to emerge from
the shadows. I have learned to
scare them off by approaching
them while banging on a metal pot
with a metal spoon. They invariably lift off and their enormous
wings fly them gracefully toward
the Rio Grande, only two miles
away. Hawks come by too. If I see
them, I perform my noise making
routine.

I look out upon my creation and it
is good.
But it's an incredible amount of
work being God.

Despite periodic dangers, the pond
is an overwhelmingly tranquil
place. Butterflies alight on flowers.
Hummingbirds drink nectar from
cherry sage and red yuccas. Lizards,
like tiny dinosaurs, dart over stones
along the edge, cock their heads,
then lean over to drink. Bevies of
quail stop to refresh themselves.
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Nature’s Favorite Canvas
Alex Gulsby

A desert is a harsh and unforgiving
landscape. It’s a place of death,
drought, and desolation. Nothing
productive grows here, and if it
does, very little survives.

intended to throw our sleeping
bags down on the tallest dune we
could find. We wanted to escape
the road, the hustle, the wifi, and
for the first time in a while, do
nothing but listen.

Yet for some reason that I’ve never
understood, the deserts of this
world have drawn me to visit, hike,
suffer, and explore, time and time
again.

We received our wilderness pass,
drove out to a trailhead, loaded our
daypacks, and set off into the
dunes. The park’s main dune field
covers approximately thirty square
miles and we set course directly
into its hearth. For the next twenty
-four hours, we would never see
another human soul. After countless hours of sitting stiffly in our FJ
Cruiser, this desert seemed like an
entirely different world. The deeper
we ventured into the dunes, the
more wild it became.

American naturalist Joseph Wood
Krutch wrote,
“Love me or hate me,
the desert seems to say,
this is what I am and
this is what I shall remain.”
His words echoed in my mind as I
waited patiently to receive my
overnight wilderness pass for Great
Sand Dunes National Park. I was
traveling on an extended road trip
with my cousin, Hunter, and it was
my first experience in the park. In
lieu of a hotel room that night, we

It’s said that you’ll never hike the
same trail twice. That’s even more
true when hiking through sand. We
were in a world of fluidity and constant change. Wind perpetually
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shaped and transformed this landscape. It was as if we were pioneers
on an undiscovered frontier, and in
a way we were. No one in the
world would see these dunes just as
we saw them now.

of our existence, that we were out
here, but even they did not last
long. The wind brushed our tracks
away, restoring the art that she
worked so hard to maintain. If I
stood perfectly still, I thought to

In the distance, the snow capped
Sangre de Cristo Mountains stood
proudly, keeping us oriented on
our trailblazing journey. The footprints we left were the only proof

myself, the wind would surely blow
me away too.
For several hours, we kept hiking,
moving at a steady and slow creep.
I huffed up the hardest of inclines
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and fumbled down the hills just as
slowly. My shoes sank in the loose
terrain, and sand gave out under
my foreign weight. Eventually, I
gave up the hiking shoes and let
my feet go bare.

continued thousands more miles, I
might have believed you. Hunter
and I cracked a few beers and
spent the evening racing up nearby
dunes. We flipped, rolled, and
jumped off of the tallest dune
crests and played like children in
the sand.

When the colors in the sky began
to morph, we searched for the
closest vista we could find to call
our evening home.

After setting up the tent and rolling
out the sleeping bags, we settled in
for the evening light show. The sun
rolled toward the earth and lit up
the landscape in an indescribable
way. It amazed me. Every color in
the spectrum made an appearance
in the sky concert: orange, pink,

From our camp, we could no longer see the mountains. Walls of
sculpted sand surrounded us on all
sides. Our world was sand and if
you had told me that the dunes
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yellow, red, and even green, all
danced across our eyes.

hugged my body’s curves. Around
our tent, nocturnal desert creatures
stirred to life. Pocket mice scurried
nearby, and in the distance, coyotes
yipped their desert song. Not only
were we strangers in their home,
we never even asked for an invitation. Yet they treated us as guests,

The end of the sky concert brought
with it pitch-black darkness. Without my sight, I was suddenly acutely aware of the strengthening wind
that was tossing my hair and tugging at our clothes and nearby tent.

The desert was telling us to go to
bed. We obliged in a comfortable
and sleepy silence. Hunter and I
absorbed the events of the day.

making music and promising to
guard our tent as they do these
dunes.
We woke with the sun and were
welcomed by a brand new world.
All of the prints and tracks we had
left from our antics were erased.

I slept more deeply and more
soundly that night than I had in
years. The desert mattress perfectly
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Any damage that we left on the
ridges of the dunes was repaired.
Nature’s artwork was restored, and
she greeted us with a new adventure.
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Sharing Flowers with Strangers
Allyson Prock

As I sat, perched on a large rock, I
scanned the vast, open space and
began to notice something. To
confirm my suspicions, I started to
look for the tell-tale signs: wavy
hair adorned with decorative flower crowns and long, flowing skirts
wrapped around the waists of topless, twenty-something-year-old
girls. I then began a very different
search with very different signs:
practical sneakers steadily shuffling
over the uneven ground, widebrimmed hats to protect from the
sunlight, and a slower, closer examination of the wildflowers that carpeted the vast expanse we shared.
After scanning the ridges and looking down to the valley, my suspicions were confirmed. I was sharing this space with equal parts
“topless Instagram babes” and
“middle aged and elderly flower
aficionados.” What was it about
this place that brought these two

very different groups together in
such harmony? It was Super
Bloom 2017.
After experiencing an unusually
wet winter followed by warm,
spring temperatures, Southern California was lush with wildflowers
where desert sand typically reigned
supreme. About once a decade, this
brought rise to the term “super
bloom” and caused a record breaking amount of visitors to clog the
entrances of the state’s many national parks. Rising summer temperatures will eventually put an end
to nature’s colorful display, which
is why many flock to get a glimpse
while they still can.
As I continued to examine the
slopes, I noticed the Instagram
babes scouring the hillsides for just
the right spot, one lush with vibrant color, but that also allowed a
wide-open view of the surrounding
valley and lake. Once they found
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closer, more intimate look at the
individual flowers, rather than the
wide shots found from climbing to
higher ground. Remaining on the
paths, they were careful not to
stray or damage any of the surrounding flora. With their
“Wildflowers of Southern California” brochures in hand, they identified each bloom they encountered.
Some took photos, while others
seemed to treat it as a scavenger
hunt where they searched for each
variety and happily checked it off
their list.

the perfect location, they crouched
down, careful not to disturb the
flowers. They took their tops off
and popped up with arms spread
wide in the air, as their iPhone
wielding friend stood at their back
taking photos with the perfect
amount of effortless, free-spirit
vibe. The topless girl would then
rush over to the phone to see if
they got the “the one:” that perfect
shot where the sunbeams streak
across the photo, as their long hair
blows gently in the wind. If it wasn’t just right, they’d do it all again
with patience and precision.

However, my comparisons didn’t
stop there. I began to notice similarities with the flowers carpeting
the hillsides. California poppies,
with their brilliant orange hue and
widespread petals, are bold and
command attention, similar to the

The flower aficionados took a different approach. They remained
down in the vibrant valleys, not
venturing up to the peaks. It was
clear that their intent was to take a
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ent agendas, I also notice their similarities. I see how both appreciate
nature and are careful not to disturb the soil and flowers they admire. I see how everyone on the
trail offers a friendly smile, sharing
the enthusiasm for the phenomenon we are experiencing. And I see
that both groups, although very
different, are peacefully co-existing
in this beauty we call super bloom.

young Instagram girls. While the
brittlebush, a small, yellow, daisylike flower, is known to be hardy
and strong, and once established,
does not require the attention it
once did. This subtle flower is extremely versatile and has been used
to make glue, gum, medicine, and
even toothbrushes. This seems to
fit the older crowd on the trails;
those that have stepped back from
the spotlight and use their
strengths to help others, presumably their families.
Although both flowers are strikingly different, here they are, in the
same valley, growing from the
same dirt and receiving the same
water. As I watch the two wildly
different groups of people scour
the hillsides with their wildly differ-
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Giving Nature a Chance
Lindsay Adam

My relationship with nature is fragile. Some of my
most memorable, awe-inspiring, ‘holy-smokes-this-isso-beautiful’ kind of moments occurred in nature.
However, I’ve also felt incredibly uncomfortable, sick,
dirty, and nervous while experiencing the great outdoors. I’ve waited sleepy-eyed and shivering in the
dark, unable to feel my toes to witness a sunrise. And
while hiking in various places around the world, I’ve
tripped, fallen, panicked, scraped my knees, ran from
spiders, and stepped in horse manure.
Nonetheless, my travels have taught me that the unpleasant experiences are worth it, as they often lead to
the most breathtaking moments. I’ve observed “the
nation’s first sunrise” from the top of Cadillac Mountain in Maine; hiked along the immense, emerald cliffs
of the Nā Pali Coast in Hawaii; breathed in the earthy,
pine-flavored air in a redwood forest in California; and
sat awestruck, staring at the coral and gold-painted sky
as the sun set over the red rocks in Moab, Utah.
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“Life is either a daring adventure or nothing.” —Helen Keller

This sunset was captured by my husband on a recent trip to Arches National Park in Moab,
Utah. During the day, the park’s enormous, rust-colored rock formations are an incredible
sight. But at night, the sky puts on a show—offering some of the most phenomenal sunsets I’ve ever seen.
We could spend our whole lives sitting inside watching Netflix because we’re terrified of
spiders, or we’re too lazy to get up before the sunrise, or we’re afraid of heights. Giving
nature a chance and persisting through uncomfortable moments, though, will reward you. I
have been graced with spectacular views, incredible experiences, and albums full of memories.
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“There is no WiFi in the forest but I promise you will find a better connection.” —
Unknown

Here I am hiking the Kalalau Trail along the Nā Pali Coast of Kauai, Hawaii. Although this
eleven mile trail is one of the highest-rated activities to do in the area, the warning signs
pictured here are to be taken seriously. The trail is slippery when it rains and there are
treacherous river crossings when the water level is high. Hikers are rewarded, however,
with towering waterfalls, lush greenery, and some of the most incredible views of the Hawaiian coastline.
The idea that experiencing nature is worth it was reinforced on a recent, ‘pinch-me-this-isso-cool’ kind of trip to the California coast. My husband and I decided to drive along the
Pacific Coast Highway, from San Francisco to Mendocino, in northern California. Mendocino sits right on the ocean; it’s picturesque. A city straight out of a “Visit California!” brochure that's almost unreal. Flipping through photos of this stunning place made me feel
instantly at ease. We planned to stay at a little inn just off the water, and I could feel the
tension leave my body as I imagined feeling the salty mist from the ocean on my face and
the warm sun on my skin. The only issue for me, however, was getting there.
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“I go to nature to be soothed and healed, and to have my senses put in order.” —John
Burroughs

Wildflowers like these are scattered all along the Californian coastline. This particular photo
was taken by my husband while we watched the stunning sunset in Mendocino, California.
It’s difficult to feel unhappy when this kind of beauty surrounds you.
I am easily susceptible to motion sickness. And to be clear, it’s not the kind of motion sickness where you feel a bit queasy, but you push through it anyway. It’s the kind that feels
like you’re riding in a tilt-a-whirl after a night of no sleep and a few too many glasses of
wine. I knew that the drive along the Pacific Coast Highway would trigger my motion sickness, but we decided to go for it anyway.
The drive was exceptionally scenic, boasting views of the ocean, mossy hills, and sandstone
cliffs, which were blanketed by wildflowers and succulents. Even with my motion sickness,
I knew that I was gazing at something sensational—a vast, seemingly endless body of steel
blue water, speckled with white where the waves broke.
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"Nature's peace will flow into you as sunshine flows into trees. The winds will blow their
own freshness into you, and the storms their energy, while cares will drop off like autumn
leaves."
—John Muir

The Point Arena Lighthouse is located just off the Pacific Coast Highway in Point Arena,
California. Although it was constructed in 1870, the tower has been rebuilt and refurbished
over the years as a result of earthquake damage (it is located near the San Andreas Fault).
This lighthouse is a popular place to stop along the Pacific Coast Highway, not only for its
views, but also for lodging and a nearby museum.
It wasn’t until we arrived in Mendocino that my motion sickness dissipated and I felt normal again. Breathing in the cool, clean air helped me appreciate my gorgeous surroundings.
As the sun fell lower into the horizon, we walked to a quaint lighthouse with a red roof in
an uninhabited part of town. The setting sun cast a warm, fiery glow on our faces, and we
stopped to take a couple photos. I closed my eyes, inhaled the crisp, salty air and smiled
broadly, realizing how nature continues to mesmerize me.
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The Moss that Talks
Katie Hankinson

My first college, Quest University
Canada, was in British Columbia,
in the small town of Squamish half
way between “Van” (Vancouver)
and “Whis” (Whistler). It’s a small,
liberal arts school on the border of
Garibaldi National Park, so of
course First Year orientation has to
include something involving the
surrounding nature.

an unspoken prerequisite which
dictated one must have an overwhelming sense of amazement for
nature, and the ability to let profound moments steal the air from
their lungs and exhale the word
“Wow!” every thirty seconds, in
order to go to school there.
I knew I had that kind of love for
nature in me always. I still called
out “sunset alerts” to my family to
catch the best colors and applauded thunderstorms, but I didn’t hike
or appreciate nature nearly as much
as I could have. I sort of created a
resentment toward nature that I
didn’t notice. It wasn’t until I was
eighteen that I realized I had this
new skewed relationship with nature, until I went to BC and had
this experience one September day.

Coming from Colorado, I knew nature, or at least I thought I did at
the time. My family’s not religious,
but God was and is powder days
on Sundays, and the Aspen leaves
changing from vermilion to scarlet
to gold every autumn. I wasn’t as
intense about nature like some of
the kids at Quest. I mean there
were people who hiked Patagonia
before they were twenty and went
rock climbing in perpetual rain because they just had this drive to be
out in a nature in a way I didn’t
personally understand. There was

The second week of school—my
second week of college ever—First
Years take two days off class to go
out on what’s called “Adventure
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Pursuits.” It is a school tradition,
meant to help one bond with their
classmates and feel connected to
the school community, as well as
the local attractions. First Years

up to me. But the dilemmas I had
while immersed in nature for two
days were plentiful, and though I’d
love to say this school experience
helped me to overcome all my is-

who experience Adventure Pursuits before all the others keep the
secret in order to keep the surprise.
I, of course, was delighted to have
a two day break already, so early on
in my college career, thanks to
homesickness and the slight existential panic of adulthood catching

sues with nature, I do still struggle.
The happy ending to this story is
that I rediscovered what makes my
heart beat hard in my chest.
We spent the first day of Adventure Pursuits out in the late summer heat, in the backwoods near
Brohm Lake in BC. Without realiz-
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ing why I was so uncomfortable
and slightly irritable, I had all these
slight fears of nature infecting me
the whole time. I hate bugs. As a
kid, I was bitten thirty-seven times

have this irrational fear that I will
break my nose or gouge my eyes
out. I had never before realized
that these fears I had developed
impacted my relationship with na-

in a single week, and became terribly sick for a short period of time
because of this. I hate being cold,
too, and I sunburn easily. I don’t
mind getting dirty as long as it’s
not too dirty and I can shower right
away, and I am constantly afraid of
getting hurt, especially my face. I

ture. I went back to my dorm feeling as happy as ever, though, since
I was ignorant to these fears at the
time. My fears were overlooked
because I did not face them that
day, but they showed their true
forms eventually the next day.
We started walking into the for-
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est—which I hadn’t had a chance
to visit since arriving at school—
and was told we were going to walk
blindfolded through the forest, following a drum beat to the challenge’s completion. Which of
course my punkass, snobby eighteen year old self
scoffed at, because
on the inside I was
freaking out a little
bit.

end.
“It isn’t a contest,” he said. “It isn’t
a race either. This is something for
you to feel connected.”
Which I of course scoffed at again.
I tied my blindfold
underneath my
pony tail and
waved my own
hand in front of
my face to make
sure I couldn’t see
anything. The light
in front of my eyes
shuttered too
much as it skipped
between my fingertips, letting me
know I would be
tempted to peer
through the thin
fabric and cheat. I
closed my eyes, promised myself
that wouldn’t happen, and took so
many deep breaths that didn’t help
prepare me for what was going to
happen. I kept thinking about how
stupid I would look, gaggling about

The man administering the exercise
made it clear it
would take him a
moment to find a
spot from where to
guide us with the
drum. Once he
started to let out a
steady rhythm of
beats, we could either start to
move right away or wait as long as
we wanted to start our blind quest
through the woods. When we
reached him, he would touch us on
the shoulder, and that would be the
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the forest even though everyone
else would be blindfolded as well.

with socks and shoes on, but I kept
tripping. Dirt dug underneath my
fingernails and the fear of taking a
tree branch to the cheek or eye
bubbled up in my chest. Without
thinking twice I tugged my socks
and shoes off,
leaving them behind. It didn’t
matter anymore; I
would find them
later. I didn’t want
to let my fears ruin this feeling.

Nothing could have prepared me
for the feeling I got when that first
drum beat sounded.
Boom. It echoed, all
around the Aframe. It made
every nerve on my
arms and the back
of my neck awaken. I could suddenly breathe,
more fully and
deeply than ever
before—it was the
most surreal feeling of calm I had
never experienced
in my life. It felt
like electricity running through me
in cool rolling waves.

I lowered to all
fours, feeling my
way through the
forest, gliding my
hands and knees
along the moss,
wood, and dirt.
Elated with the
feeling of it, I
started to cry into my blindfold.
The feeling of cool dirt in my
palms reassured me it wasn’t disgusting anymore. I combed moss
between my fingers, and bonked
my head on a log. I used my sense

I counted seven beats, timing my
breathing with each one until I decided to stand up and start my
challenge.
At first, I tried to walk on two legs,
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of touch to feel my way over or
under. I felt bark on the arches of
my feet. I started to move at this
incredible pace that wasn’t too fast,
but made me realize I didn’t have
to see to know where I was going.
It was so amazing, that I am positive I will never be able to replicate

too soon. I was smiling so widely it
hurt my cheeks as I tugged off my
blindfold. I watched as the rest of
my classmates felt their way
through the forest in complete silence, probably feeling the beat of
the drum in their sternum as they
got closer and closer like I did.

this feeling again. Realizing this
makes me sad, but to have felt this
wave of relaxation and exhilaration
is indescribable too.

Maybe they matched their breaths
to it too. Some still tripped over
logs, and smiled when it happened,
never getting frustrated once.
When everyone finished and the

The hand on my shoulder came
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drumming stopped, we sat in perfect silence for a moment longer.

day. Fears of cuts on the soles of
my feet and bug bites were diverted. I fell in love with nature all over
again.

“Can we do that again?” one kid
said. We all laughed. The guy with
the drum smiled and nodded his
head back toward campus.
“Why don’t I show you what else
we have for today?” he said, and
we all nodded. We gathered our
things. I picked my socks and
shoes up from where I left them,
and went barefoot the rest of the
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No Escaping the Elements
Ian Centrone

For those who have experienced it,
living in New York is a magical
affair. As one of the greatest cities
in the world, Manhattan is understandably seductive – teeming with
culture, fascinating people, and infinite discoveries just waiting to be
found. Unfortunately, as with any
truly epic love affair, those admirable aspects are simultaneously accompanied by their own set of trials and tribulations.

ditions. The cost often times
means losing sight of what truly
matters.
After three years of living and
working in Manhattan, that is exactly where I found myself. I felt
suffocated by stress and completely
out of touch with who I was and,
more importantly, who I wanted to
be. I was not quite sure what I was
missing or what I was looking for,
but it felt like the right time to
begin searching for more. With
that, I gave my two weeks notice,
moved out of my Brooklyn apartment, and booked a one-way flight
to Argentina.

New York has rightfully earned its
reputation as the “city that never
sleeps.” Impossibly long work
hours combined with a crippling
cost of living and an incessant onthe-move mentality make the concrete jungle one of the most challenging places to lead a healthy and
balanced lifestyle. In my personal
experience, too many people become all consumed with the obsession of not only surviving, but also
thriving in these unsustainable con-

Mother Nature, of course, had other plans for me. The first blizzard
of 2017 pummeled Manhattan with
a foot of snow on the morning of
my flight, leaving me stranded in
the city for another twenty-four
hours. I couldn’t help but wonder
if this was a sign. However, at that
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point, all I could do was try my
best to convince myself that everything would work out.

apartment buildings reminded me a
bit of Fort Greene, the kiosko
downstairs felt reminiscent of my
local bodega, and even the quaint
cafés seemed as if they had been

Two days later, I finally made it to
Buenos Aires and settled into my

plucked from the streets of Williamsburg. But still, I wondered
what exactly I was doing there, and
worse, if I had just made a colossal
mistake.

rented apartment just after midnight. Nestled in the center of a
charming, tree-lined neighborhood
called Recoleta, I anxiously attempted to feel at ease by drawing comparisons to the familiar. “Traffic
was pretty congested for this time
of night,” I thought to myself. The

To distract myself, I decided to
join my friend Michaela for a weeklong stay in Mendoza, Argentina’s
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illustrious wine region, celebrated
for its world-renowned Malbecs.
Michaela is a travel writer who had
already planned the visit, including
a stay in an absolutely spectacular

tions that has the power to immediately cast a spell upon unsuspecting visitors the moment they arrive.
There is a palpable sense of complete serenity in the air. Time – one

private villa. Positioned at the foot
of the Andes Mountains and embraced by expansive vineyards of
emerald green reaching in every
direction, I finally felt like I was
easing out of the “New York state
of mind.”

of the most precious commodities
in New York – is somehow devalued in Mendoza. In its place is a
delicious aura of nonchalance and a
carefree disposition. Not a thing
feels rushed, nobody is in a hurry,
and there is nothing more important than simply enjoying the

Mendoza is one of those destina-
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present moment. Hard to describe,
it felt strangely unfamiliar, yet nostalgic at the same time. After settling into our rooms, we spent the
remaining hours of sunlight on the
back terrace soaking up every moment of solace before getting an
early night’s rest.

the surrounding areas, but he assured us that it would not interfere
with our forthcoming adventure.
From what we were told, Nino is
somewhat of a local celebrity in
Mendoza. Dressed in a widebrimmed hat, leather bomber, faded denim jeans, and knee-high riding boots, we knew we were in
good hands.

Our itinerary for the following
morning commenced with a 4:15
a.m. meeting in the resort lobby.
The first scheduled activity was a
gaucho-led horseback journey
through the Uco Valley to witness
one of the region’s renowned sunrises. An English family, also staying at the villa, accompanied us for
the early morning ride. Our guide
arrived roughly thirty minutes later,
which prompted an internal chuckle as I reflected back to the significance of time in Argentina compared to New York – one of many
welcomed cultural differences I
would soon encounter.

The group drowsily exited the lobby with ponchos in hand and
emerged into the crisp air of predawn darkness. We filed into his
van to begin our twenty-minute
trek to the base of the Andes
where his horses waited patiently
for us. Due to the potential floodinduced delay, Nino explained that
we needed to make good time if we
wanted to reach the summit before
morning’s first rays pierced the
horizon.
As we sped through the gravel
backroads of the winding vineyards, we came to an abrupt halt.
We exchanged concerned glances
as the driver relentlessly continued

The charismatic guide, Nino, informed us that heavy rains the day
before prompted some flooding in
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to hit the gas, but we only heard
the sounds of rubber tires sloshing
in place. Apparently the flooding
decided to interfere after all.

peared from sight and we began
snaking through the mountainous
terrain, ominously defined by the
dim glow of the van’s headlights.
Not long after, we arrived at our
destination in Tunuyán, where we
saw Nino’s team of horses and
handlers huddled in the
morning darkness. After explaining a few
ground rules, we
each mounted
our designated
horses and started our steep
uphill trek.

Nino, the Englishman, and I hastily
climbed out of the van, we rolled
up our sleeves, and began digging
each tire out of
the water-logged
road of rocks.
Birds were beginning to sing
their morning
songs, and we
knew that time
was of the essence. After a
few minutes of
panicked determination, we
successfully
freed the vehicle
and were back
on track.

Nino attempted
to impart a casual vibe for the
group, but we
all sensed the
pressure looming in the air. The pace felt hurried
as we began our collective race
against the clock, ascending the
well-seasoned dirt path traveled by
so many visitors before us. None-

With the morning off to an eventful start, we eagerly anticipated the
adventure ahead even more than
before. The grape vines disap-
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theless, the question of whether or
not we would reach the peak in
time lingered in the back of everyone’s minds. I suddenly felt the
slightest pang of anxiety, it remind-

apex, the sky was just starting to
turn the palest shade of cornfield
blue. We quickened the pace, trotting higher and higher, until Nino
identified the marker he was

ed of Manhattan’s round-the-clock
propensities. To break the tension,
Nino demonstrated his talents on
the harmonica about halfway up
the mountain and reassured us that
we would make in time to see the
sunrise.

searching for – a large metal cross
overlooking the edge of the mountain and the sleeping city below.
We had made it to the top with just
minutes to spare.
After dismounting our horses, we
each wandered through the grassy
mountaintop, breathing in the

By the time we finally saw the
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sweet morning air. I felt a refreshing wave of tranquility, peering out
at the horizon as it became more
illuminated with every second. We
all stood in silence, savoring the
sight and feeling grateful to be in
that very moment.
The sun continued to paint its
morning masterpiece. The landscape became layered with a palette
of pastels that emblazoned the entire sky. Affected by the healing
beauty of nature, we were at peace.
And for the first time in a long
time, a sigh of relief escaped me as
I confidently reassured myself that
everything was in fact going to be
just fine.
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Photo of the Month | May
Lily Pinchoff

After hiking for four hours in total darkness from the village of El Chaltén
in Argentine Patagonia, I arrived at Laguna De Los Tres and settled in for
the sunrise. Warm in my sleeping bag, the famed Mount Fitz Roy loomed
before me—at first barely visible in the darkness. For the next two hours
the granite monoliths and glaciers came to life with the sun, transforming
from pink to orange to yellow on this remarkably clear morning. As daylight
settled in, the winds died down and produced a perfect reflection in the
glassy lake below.
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Nature of a Wannabe City Girl
Rachel Newton

I’ve never really characterized myself as a “nature girl.” I don’t like
sleeping on the ground, insects
gross me out, and I really appreciate access to a nice, hot shower.
Yet, just because I’m not an avid
backpacker or a regular shopper at
REI, doesn’t mean that nature
can’t play an integral part of my
happiness and well-being.

Fast-forward eight years, and I was
a new resident of the Shoreditch
neighborhood of London, UK,
smack dab in one of the largest
cities in the world. Having lived in
Portland, Oregon for seven years, I
fancied myself a city girl. I had visited London numerous times before my big move, each time besotted with what I saw, and therefore
didn’t have a shred of doubt that I
had found my new home. Nature?
Please; who needs trees, mountains, and fresh air when you live in
one of the trendiest areas of such a
vibrant cultural and historical hub?

I’m originally from Missoula, a
beautiful town nestled in the
breathtaking mountains of western
Montana. Its inhabitants are outdoorsy, beer-loving, and spend
much of their free time hiking, skiing, snowshoeing, backpacking,
camping, kayaking, rock-climbing,
and paragliding around “Big Sky
Country’s” abundant natural scenery. Of course, since I grew up
with this, I couldn’t have cared less
about it as a budding young adult,
itching to get out and see the
world.

As it turns out, I did need it. After
nearly four months, the miles upon
miles of exciting city life around
me began to feel dull and drab,
more like a concrete prison. The
smell of exhaust suffocated me daily, and the trash-littered patches of
scratchy grass that the locals considered parks didn’t impress me.
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Although I took advantage of what
the city offered (the culture, museums, events), it always took what I
considered to be a ridiculous
amount of effort — at least an
hour by car just to leave London,
or a number of expensive, crowded
trains.

minutes it took to drive to any
trailhead.
Thus, I returned to Montana after a
year in London, with a newfound
revelation about myself — I need
access to nature to feel fulfilled and
happy in life. This surprised me; I
thought, after seven years in Portland, after exploring cities all over
the world, after becoming a selfproclaimed “city girl,” that I would
never feel this way. I was wrong.
Being deprived of nature made me
realize just how much I really
missed it, and how vital it is to my
happiness.

Honestly, I had never appreciated
Portland’s lushness and greenness,
or how easily I could leave the city
behind and escape to the magical,
mossy world of the Pacific Northwest. I craved the picturesque
mountains of my childhood home
in Missoula, and the mere ten
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Of course, I don’t need to live in a
secluded cabin or go camping every weekend. But there is something
calming, grounding, and yet invigorating about the natural beauty of
our planet. There is something
about reaching the top of a mountain, throwing your hands in the
air, and beholding the miracle of
our world. There is something
about fresh, wholesome air that
sends my entire body tingling,
wrestling awake parts of me that
typically lay dormant.

and the critter-filled tide pools that
pepper the upper West Coast. It is
easy to take it for granted, and
ghastly to think that, one day, humans could exist in a world without it.
Yes, I still love London. Yes, I still
adore traveling and exploring new
cities. But am I still a “city girl?”
Well, I wouldn’t go that far…

As a native to the Pacific Northwest, I’m undoubtedly biased to
say that there’s no place quite like
that small corner of the Earth —
the massive, snow-capped mountains, the forests cloaked in a myriad of greens, the enormous rocks,

93

EUROPE & ASIA

Bangalore’s Ebbing Nature | Pg 95
Swagatika Priyadarshini

Photo of the Month | June | Pg 101
Tom Greenough

Walking on a Frozen Moment in Time | Pg 102
Pete Martin

Making Human Connection on the Camino de Santiago | Pg 107
Allison Yates

94

Bangalore’s Ebbing Nature
Swagatika Priyadarshini

"Bangalore’s Ebbing Nature"
captures the struggle of Bangalore
as it destroys its forests and lakes
to make way for growth and expansion. In this article I try to describe how Bangalore has transformed over the years I have
known it, for the worse. The city
has expanded beyond its limits,
devouring the very Nature to
which it owed its existence. In this
round of city versus Nature, Bangalore has everything to lose.

plants. Her ubiquitous smiles were
missing.
“Not a single drop of rain in days! I
never thought Bangalore would
come to this,” she continued bitterly.
In 2000, I visited Bangalore with
my parents for the first time. I fell
in love with the city as we drove
toward our hotel from the railway
station. Tree-lined avenues, gardens, and parks in unexpected corners, and beautiful lakes; these are
my early memories of Bangalore. I
hung my head out during the cab
ride, taking in everything excitedly.
I had seen more stunning natural
landscapes, but a modern city complemented with natural beauty
awed me. Entering my teen years, I
vowed to myself that I would eventually move to Bangalore and make
it my home.

-SOn April 12, 2016, Bangalore recorded its highest temperature since
1931 at forty degrees Celsius.
“Thirty years ago, when I first
moved to Bangalore, we had no
ceiling fans or coolers. The weather
was pleasant always,” grumbled
Sarojini, my sixty-one year old
neighbor. Sweating profusely, she
moved slowly, watering her potted

In 2012, I moved to Bangalore for
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my job. The city had changed.
There were fewer tree-lined roads.
Forested lands that I had seen in
my first visit to Bangalore were
replaced by technology parks. My
favorite lush green canopied

city due to lack of space for expansion. I was living in an apartment,
crammed in one of the concrete
districts of the city. As far as my
eyes went, I could see only houses
and office spaces. No trees in sight.

stretch of road near the old airport
had fewer trees and more vehicles.
Bustling residential areas were all
around the old airport, and the airport had shifted to outskirts of the

I consoled myself by saying ‘a growing city has to transform.’ It was beautiful nevertheless. There were still
green neighborhoods in the city.
The Lal Bagh garden and Cubbon
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Park provided me refuge from the
city’s maddening traffic and pollution. The wooded Cubbon Park

peratures of thirty degrees celsius
max, accompanied by frequent
evening showers.

was my haven. I spent most of my
Sunday mornings in the park, listening to the birds and watching
the mischievous squirrels running
around the trees. And I loved Bangalore’s salubrious weather. The
summers were short, lasting about
a month and half. They saw tem-

In my five years of living in Bangalore, its weather transformed for
the worse. Scorching summers
were a regular occurrence now and
the air drier than before. There
were fewer of the quintessential
Bangalore summer showers and
more of abrupt downpours and
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deluges.

Bangalore was originally a dry, hot
place like its neighboring districts.
It did not have a river and had few
tanks for water sources. Kempe
Gowda I, the founder of the city,
invested heavily in forestation and
the creation of an elaborate net-

“March is the new May!” exclaimed
my friend Maddy, as this year the
weather changed from winter to
summer without so much as a hint
of spring. The “air-conditioned”
city transformed into a hell-hole.

work of lakes and canals. As the
forests and water bodies became
bigger, they started influencing the
climate. The temperature dropped

According to history, Bangalore’s
air-conditioned climate was created
by the efforts of the earlier rulers,
including the Cholas and Hoysalas.
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gradually and Bangalore became
cooler.
However, the city has expanded
beyond its limits, devouring the
very Nature to which it owed its
existence.

been encroached for construction
of new buildings or have been converted into dumping grounds for
sewage. Bellandur Lake, a few kilometers away from my neighborhood, spews poisonous froth and

Recently, the wide expanse of forests have disappeared. The numerous gardens which gave Bangalore
its name of “garden city” are now
invisible. The lakes have either

caught fire recently. I now live in
one of the greener neighborhoods,
although it means living further
from my workplace. These localities are few and face a steady de-
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cline. I see new buildings coming
up in my locality everyday. Without
a well connected metro network,
Bangalore’s roads are infested with
cars and buses, adding to the burgeoning pollution levels.
A 2016 study conducted by the
Centre for Ecological Sciences at
the Indian Institute of Science,
found that there was a 525 percent
growth of construction areas in the
last four decades, a seventy-eight
percent decline in vegetation, and a
seventy-nine percent decline in water bodies. The results are alarming.
“Bangalore won't die in five years;
it's already dead,” the study said.

Bangalore must heed the warning
signals and learn to coexist with
Nature. Construction houses must
ensure no encroachment of forests
and lakes. The few surviving lakes
need to be cleaned and protected.
Bicycle and pedestrian paths
should be incorporated in the upcoming localities. Gardens and
parks must be nurtured. Allocation

100

of budgets for environment has to
be complemented with implementation. We humans need to understand that growth at the cost of
Nature is unpardonable. In this
round of City versus Nature, Bangalore has everything to lose.

Photo of the Month | June
Tom Greenough

The scene is Byrn Celli Du, a burial chamber on the island of Anglesey,
North Wales, which is perfectly aligned to funnel the first rays of sunlight as
it rises on the summer solstice (which falls on either June 20th or 21st). The
local druid group (which still exists!) celebrates the event every year, with
the public welcomed along to join in the ceremony and celebrations.
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Walking on a Frozen Moment in Time
Pete Martin

The street to the lake is icy and
very slippery. Standing at the edge,
apart from the clear blue sky, it’s
bright white as far as I can see.
Like seeing St. Basil's Cathedral in
Red Square, it’s a breathtaking moment. The water ahead of me is
completely frozen. To my right, at
the far edge of the lake, snowcovered mountains rise up. To my
left, looking into the bright sun, a
road runs alongside the lake to the
town of Listvyanka. Looking out
on the lake, it glitters as the sun
picks out thousands of pieces of
clear crystal ice amongst the pieces
that are covered with fine white
snow. It’s hard for me to take in,
it’s so magnificent.
Lake Baikal is a gigantic lake. It’s
636 kilometres long (roughly the
distance between Moscow and St.
Petersburg), seventy-nine kilometres wide, and has a surface area of
31,472 square kilometres. The lake

freezes completely from January to
April every year and when it is not
frozen, it’s water is totally transparent. It is twenty million years old
compared to the other lakes on the
planet that are only fifteen thousand years old. Lake Baikal also
holds one-fifth of all the world’s
freshwater reserves. Travellers call
it ‘the Bright Eye of the Earth’ and
scientists call it ‘the Great Puzzle
of the Planet.’ On a globe or world
map, it’s a blue “Eye of Sauron.”
I walk along the edge of the lake
toward Listvyanka. On the shoreline, two sculptures of clear ice appear, shaped into ornate crosses;
they sparkle in the sun. A few cars
rumble by. People go about their
daily chores and I hear dogs barking from the houses on the other
side of the road. I stop at the tourist information center, which is
closed this time of year. Behind it
is a marina, where boats are ma-
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rooned in the thick ice. Two icegoing vehicles sit nearby with their
engines running, ready to move out
onto the ice. Further along a TV
crew emerges from another similar
vehicle and shuffles out onto the

slippery wooden floor.

ice to film some of the ice formations. Two other ice-going vehicles move speedily much further
out on the lake, giving an impression of a cat chasing a mouse on a

whiskers on my upper lip. Lost in
the wonder of the lake, I had forgotten about the freezing temperatures—a chilling minus twenty degrees celsius. In the museum, I dis-

An hour or so later, I visit the
Baikal Limnological Museum. Inside I notice my scarf, which I had
wrapped around my mouth and
nose, is frozen hard, as are the
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cover that there are over three
hundred rivers flowing into the
lake, but only one flowing out, the
Angara, which flows through nearby Irkutsk and eventually into the
Yenisei, the largest river flowing
into the Arctic Ocean. Although

Since then many more explorations
have occurred. Anatoly Sagalevich,
a Russian explorer, holds the record for the deepest fresh water dive. He achieved it here at Lake
Baikal in 1990. Russian leader, Vladimir Putin, and movie director,

the lake is the deepest on the planet, explorers only reached the bottom of the lake, a depth of 1,580
metres, for the first time in 2008.

James Cameron, both made submersible dives in the lake as well.
I ascertain that the clearness of the
lake is provided by millions of
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small crayfish which act as filters
by eating the algae that would normally block visibility. The signature
fish of the lake is the omul, but the
species that captures my attention
is the golomyanka, which gives

on the ice at the edge of the lake.
Iakov explains that up until recently the locals, the Buryats, kept
bears as pets. He recounts a story
about a local fisherman who tied
his bear to a tree on the edge of the

birth to its offspring rather than lay
eggs. Golomyankas also fry in the
sun, just leaving a skeleton and an
oil trace.

lake and went out fishing on the
ice. The fisherman cut a hole in the
ice, caught some fish, and left them
at the side of the opening. He did
the same at the second and third

I chat with a local, Iakov, as I stand
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stop, leaving his fresh catch at the
edge of each hole. When he went
back to the first hole to collect the
fish, he found the fish were gone.
The fish were missing at the second hole too. At the third hole, he
found his bear eating the fish. Enraged, the fisherman punched the
bear on the nose and told it to
leave and that the bear would not
be his pet anymore. On his way
home, with no fish, he came back
to the tree and his bear was sitting
there peacefully still tied up; the
fisherman had fought and punched
a wild bear. It’s a good story, but
maybe more amusing with some
warmth and local vodka too.

of Lake Baikal is a once in a lifetime moment.

As Iakov leaves, I notice a car drive
out onto the ice. I tentatively stand
by, praying the thin ice can bear my
weight. I laugh at myself. The thick
ice can easily hold a car! I step a
foot further out on the lake and
then walk far away from the shoreline. The car disappears off into the
distance, and I have the whole lake
to myself. Walking on the thick ice
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Making Human Connection
on the Camino de Santiago
Allison Yates

The Camino de Santiago de Compostela, or The Way of Saint
James, is a 500 mile trek through
four of Spain’s regions: Navarra,
Rioja, Castilla y Leon and Galicia.
While walking eighteen miles a day
for several weeks, there was no
separating myself from the natural
environment around me. For hours
a day, I treaded through dirt paths,
paved roads, abandoned farm
houses, uninspiring highways, cows
with long eyelashes, and old men
wobbling on cobblestone.
A few months after I finished my
walk, I traveled to Vietnam, where
I met a pair of Germans. I mentioned I had walked the Camino.
“Oh, did you… find yourself?” one
said with a wink and a heavy dose
of sarcasm. I laughed. No, I told
him, I didn’t ‘find myself.’ I, too,
typically rolled my eyes at those
suggestions. But, it would be a lie
to say I hadn’t changed.

For most of us who walked the
Camino, it was the first time we
were alone for so long with our
own thoughts. We could put on
earbuds and listen to music or podcasts, or chat with the occasional
passerby, but those moments faded. Batteries wore out, people
walked too slowly or too fast, conversations slowed, and sooner or
later, we were left alone, tormented
by whatever floated through our
heads. The stillness of nature and
the rhythm of our steps soothed,
but there was another, unexpected
element of the trek: other humans.
The Camino is as much a relationship between the pilgrim and nature as it is one between the pilgrim and her fellow pilgrims. Many
walk the Camino to escape their
lives—some to come to terms with
their best friend’s death, maybe to
celebrate a triumph over cancer, or
to forget an ex-wife—the growing
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popularity of the trail is a disappointment.
For me, however, the human touch—visible on
the trail, in restaurants, at albergues—of the
Camino was an integral part of why it meant so
much to me. My relationship to my friend, who
appears in many of the photos, strengthened. I
found the graffiti, the painted stones, the quotes,
and nightly gatherings of pilgrims, aid in the inward reflection that the Camino evokes.
The following photographs showcase various
scenes of the Camino, made more beautiful by
humans. We don’t have to distract from others
achieving their goals or contribute to nature’s
destruction, but instead form part of it and become one with nature and with each other.
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The camino is littered with guiding signs, like this one in front of Castrojeriz, Spain, indicating pilgrims are on the right route.
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A peregrino, pilgrim, takes a break in the Castilla y Leon countryside along
the Camino de Santiago.
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Many pilgrims wake up at dawn and walk for several hours, often alone,
only stopping for short breaks. Evenings are when pilgrims have time to
socialize and relax. At Albergue Amanecer in Villarmentero de Campos, a
group of pilgrims sit together after a long day of walking.
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A sign at an albergue reads ‘THANK YOU’ and under it a smaller sign
reading ‘World Peace is Possible.’
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Some pilgrims prefer solitude, while others are motivated by the company
of others. A group of four pilgrims walk along wheat and barley fields in
the Spanish countryside.
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The pilgrim poses for a picture near the border of Galicia. He just finished
ranting about how awful the snorers are, and his tactics for silencing them
in the shared albergue dorm rooms.
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Trash for one person might be the encouragement another needs. This beer
bottle reads “No perder nunca la sonrisa.” (Never lose your smile.)
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There’s no sleeping in on the Camino. When some might see the weather
and opt for a pajama day with netflix, a pilgrim walks quickly through the
mist and morning fog of Galicia.
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A rock displays the message “Que necesita tu corazon?” (What does your
heart need?)
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The cliffs at sunset at Finisterre, the end of the Camino, once considered
the end of the earth.
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THANK YOU!
To all of our readers, contributors, and followers,
Thank you so much for your continued loyalty and willingness to delve
into the human experience through travel. It has come time for Sonderers Magazine to come to a close. We have explored and achieved
quite a bit. Over the past two years we have published over 100 stories from every corner of the world. From India to Ireland, from Cuba
to California, our contributors have spanned the globe with their experiences. We hope you have enjoyed the ride as much as we have, here
at Sonderers.
Sonderers Magazine has been a very personal experience for each of
our current and past staff. It has been an experience that we have
held close to our hearts. We hope it has been the same for you.
Much love and gratitude.
Sonder On,
The Sonderers Staff
If you would like to stay in contact feel free to reach out to Jeromy
Slaby at Jeromy.slaby@gmail.com
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