
        
            
                
            
        

    
	 

	EIGHTY DAYS of SPRING, 2025

	 

	As we all know, I made it through the easiest winter in 34 years atop this mountain paradise. I do love it when a plan comes together.

	[image: The image shows a snow-covered landscape with a tall, metallic oil or water tower in the background, surrounded by tall evergreen trees.

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

	Whenever I finish a project, I experience a depressive lull. It’s an unfocused, ho-hum time. There is plenty of outside work, but cleanup is not a ‘project.’ It’s a daily set of chores that must be done. If I neglect it, I feel defeated and fall behind in moving past such a blockage. That’s when I feel even more depressed. Don’t worry, I’m a professional in the depression department. My strategy is to acknowledge it, enjoy using it to my advantage, and move on.

	This mental glitch typically lasts about a week and is expected to end tomorrow. As Jesus did on Easter Sunday, I will rise to a new day with a clear head and renewed focus. “Focus on what?” A new set of purposes, starting with this second novella: Eighty Days of Spring. Do you see the pattern forming? I can write about the four seasons as they happen, without sending photo letters to individual recipients.

	All I need now is for the story to unfold, as did Winter’s journal. I have no idea what will happen, who I’ll meet, or if I'll meet anyone. What calamities will befall my workflow? What will I do to overcome any hardships?

	It’s now open season on wild turkeys, or as I call them, “My feathered family.”

	Watching the deer and turkeys stay close to my perimeter was fun. They have learned that this is a safe place from predators, including humans. Deer can hear footprints in the forest from a great distance. I watched them to see signs of human encroachment.

	I have a choice of armament close at hand: a 12-gauge Remington shotgun, a Ruger .223 Mini-14, a Taurus, and a Ruger 9mm, all with plenty of ammo. I shoot back if I see or hear a shot coming my way.

	I do have signs posted all around my perimeter.
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	All I can say is that the redefinition of Brian the Olde is on.

	This day marks the beginning of Spring, accompanied by the renewal that comes with Easter. The Moon was in sync with the Easter swing of things, taking us through the third quarter and into the last. It’s a good time to prepare for new beginnings for the next New Moon in a week. This Moon was a bit of a dud. Everything worked out just fine, but there was little in the way of pop, Pop, POP! 
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	I want significant progress this week with thorough cleanup and organization.

	Since it was Easter, I wanted to join in the fun. I wanted to help with a resurrection after I drove to the Lazy Frog Pond looking for life, but all I found was death… or was it?
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	I reached into the cold water and extracted the little warm-blooded fella. I set it on my dashboard in the sun, with the heater/defroster surrounding it with warm air. Cold is not its friend, but heat could bring about a resurrection. 

	It did show some life with a wave of its tail’s tip. The last time I saw it, there was no sign of life or resurrection on this mountaintop today.
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	I moved it outside onto a brick in a coffee can. I could have easily forgotten it and returned to a truck stinking like a dead lizard toasted on the dashboard.
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	I was in the mood to spend money wisely. An email informed me that I could score a deal if I visited a website and purchased a kilo of fine silver, 0.9999% pure, in ingot form at the spot price of $31 per ounce.

	I visited the website and saw that the email was truthful. For a mere premium of $1.87 per ounce over the spot price, the total cost would be $1105. Naturally, the first thing that happened was that I lost $50 in value for two consecutive days. Then it reversed and is nearing my profit margin. At $1,165, I will start to see a profit. I was having passive fun.

	I’ll sell the silver bar, and 450 smashed Jesus Rings if the money is in my favor. I only paid $22 per troy per ounce of sterling silver casting-shot to make hundreds of rings. SS is 92.5% silver. I’ll smash the rings, send them into a smelter. They'll melt the metal, separate the copper from the silver, analyze the actual silver weight, and pay me for the silver's value on that day.

	 [image: Image]

	You could hang that ingot on a chain to wear around your neck. If you like that idea, I can create a handmade SS chain with a clasp and mount.

	The comparison of snow quantities in the mountains will be something to watch as we move into and through summer.
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	What contaminant is in the pond water that makes the foam? I’m considering contamination from the firefighter’s tankers, which also hold fire retardant. I hope Darin comes up this year. He saves me 22 trips to the Far Away Pond, which equals 22 gallons of expensive gas and many hours of driving. Darin does it for free.

	Meanwhile, surf’s up.
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	I found this mix of forest debris sitting on my deck. I like it.
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	Three sibling Red Diggers dust it up at playtime.

	[image: Image]

	This morning, I was greeted by the line on the surface of the Moon: The shadow of the transition into the 4th Quarter of this Lunar Cycle.
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	Bring the projects that are in progress to fruition.

	 

	Hoons and Hunters

	 

	The hooligans who like to wreak havoc on other people’s property were at it again. This time, they came to make noise by blowing up something, perhaps an appliance, in the middle of Whisky Creek Road, just beyond my driveway.

	I fell asleep at 8 p.m., slept until 4 a.m., and got up feeling rested and ready for breakfast. There I was, minding my own business, as usual, when the air for miles around shook with a loud explosion. I wondered what it could be. The noise sounded like a Tannerite explosion. I had to wait until daylight to check out what happened. It could have been a 5–7-gallon propane tank supporting a hunter’s trailer with heat, light, and…? I kept an eye out toward the road, looking for the glow of a fire. None showed.

	Daylight came, and I ventured down the hill to see what blew up. Yep, hoons were at work. Meth freaks would be a good guess since it was four in the morning when they were performing the maleficence. Up all night, and by 4 a.m. they were up to no good since they couldn’t sleep.
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	I searched for some casings that might provide fingerprints, but none were found. I got in the snowplow truck and pushed the debris off the road. 

	During the winter, they came with their snowmobiles to party, shoot the Road Closed sign, and haul in some firewood for a warming fire. They also left all that debris on the road. I’d call them rude and deserve a slap upside the head, but I’m sure they lack the intelligence to spell and define responsible behavior.
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	The night before, I had my first visitor of the year, the Suttons. They drove hundreds of miles to kill turkeys around my estate. Their Coastal Range Forest does not have as many. They’re fun, although they came up with whisky on the second night and drank too much. It was fun just the same. The third night, they needed a break from drinking.
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	I drove to town to buy more whisky, as I didn’t want to drink all of theirs. I brought home some ten-year-old Black Velvet. I created a dust screen behind me. That looks like the scene I’d see behind Pollution IV back in my days of war.
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	This illustrates the area's dryness. I have not captured a drop of roof runoff yet this year. 

	The Seven Devils are holding their snow.

	[image: Image]

	I started pushing logging debris into burn piles.
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	Redtail Hawks provided the day’s adult supervision.
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	Snow still caps the Eagle Caps, which is good as it is firefighting water come summer.
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	Temperatures of 70 degrees or higher are expected. That will reduce all snowpacks.

	I wait patiently for the morning air to warm to a comfortable temperature. This will be a day of small engine work and water pump setup.

	I extracted the dead squirrel from the cistern. I will sterilize the tank with bleach before I use the water for dishes and showers.

	If you took the time to be bored to death reading the winter novella and were resurrected on Easter, I’d like a review of that story. 

	Cheers,
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	The Reward of Hunting

	 

	Jamie wears the expression of a happy shopper. The turkey, not so much.
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	She used my latest acquisition: a Steel River machete. 

	It’s nothing to lose your head over, or is it?
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	Yep, it is.
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	I sit wondering, “What’s coming next?”

	I want to see water in the elevated tank delivered by the water truck from the Far Away Pond. I must first fix that pump. I think another squirrel plotted to stifle my fun and duties by climbing into the two-inch suction tube in the old water pump. Its body may have blocked the blades from spinning. 

	After that, the new water pump needs to be connected to all its hoses and fittings to be ready to pump water from the cistern into the elevated tank. I must disassemble the cistern, tip it over to drain all the bad water, and clean the inside from the rotten squirrel poison using a disinfectant. Will I need to get inside it for that work? CAUTION: There will be no airflow inside the tank, so climbing inside it to perform this work would be hazardous. A guy could asphyxiate himself if a chemical cloud filled the airspace and he became trapped inside. That’s not my choice of an exciting demise.  

	Once cleaned and ready to receive water, I will reinstall the tank and position all the new hoses and connections correctly. With a rope pull, it will be pumping like it means it—all within ten days from now. It’s something to look forward to.

	Nothing was done today. I needed a down day, so I took one. Tomorrow, around noon, the New Moon will be the influence to work by. This will be my 28,068th post-womb day of life. This New Moon will begin my 933rd Luna Cycle, hence Brian the Olde.

	I ordered my first photo-inclusive shower curtain, which is predicted to arrive on May 6. It features the snow-covered forest.
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	If I like it, maybe this would be a good choice of photo.
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	Or any of the following, or maybe four pieces together, or one panoramic.
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	Or something more panoramic, like this.
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	April 28th is International Frog Day.

	https://holidaytoday.org/save-the-frogs-day/

	I have frogs in both ponds. In the Lazy Frog Pond, eggs are floating, and there are more to be being laid and fertilized.
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	I didn’t have the camera in the water truck when I saw two frogs caught in the act of a fuckening. Dang! By the time I retrieved the camera, the action was over.

	What’s with the no arms?
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	There’s life and death everywhere we go. Here's another dead rodent that jumped up and over a side of this plastic bin, only to find its end.
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	As you can see, the hen enjoys her ecstasy, and Tom is feeling well-positioned to make more chicks.
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	The third-party voyeur wants some but is denied. Second place isn’t without release.
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	He rubs one out as he listens to the hen’s joyful clucking. He’ll have his turn.
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	Next, I want to see the work truck unencumbered by chains and plow.

	Ta Dah!
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	I worked on the pumper truck’s pump yesterday but only made progress to the point where I could take it to the pond and see if the pump works. It died last autumn. I’m hoping another idiot rodent didn’t climb down the hose and into the pump. There is no way out or room for it to turn around. That was today’s work plan. Alas, storm clouds rolled in. Maybe a run through the valley would make more sense. What do I NEED, what do I want? My mind draws a blank, but it’s still early.

	On the homefront, a boomer squirrel has moved her babies into this elevated corner of my cabin. She’ll move them again once they are bigger.

	She could scrape and paint the wood around her nest if she wanted to do me a favor.
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	The next morning brought a plan: do whatever came next.

	I realized that I am still in winter work mode. Early mornings are still good for inside work. I don’t want to stand, work, or play in mid-thirties morning air with a breeze.

	I did want to take a ride and shoot a photo or two.
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	I snapped a photo of a California Lily. I could be wrong on the flora’s name.
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The big deal of the day was the pumper truck’s pump. I need water, so I need a working pump. I tried to get the old pump working for days, but it was not in the cards. The pump’s impeller is either broken or blocked from spinning.

	Having done all the testing I could, I decided the only thing to do to move forward was to throw money at it.
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	The failure to pump showed me that I tried.

	Later that day, I sat in my creative chair writing this journal. Movement in my peripheral vision turned my head left just as two courting house finches did face-plants onto the window’s glass. They were hard face-plants, too.

	I usually go outside to check on the birds that crash into a window. I found one on the step, the other on the deck. I moved both to places that suited their conditions: the arm and the seat of the deck chair. I guess the small one is female, and the larger one is male. To determine sex, one must have a good color-seeing eye, which I don’t have, as there are spots that should be red on the male. I see no red.

	[image: Image]

	The bowl is about to be emptied as a full dose of good luck spills over us all. Good luck with that.
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	A serious lull in ‘work’ projects set in. There is a water crisis: I can’t get either the old pump or the new one to deliver water from the pond to the truck; therefore, to the tanks. I’ve made three, hundred-mile trips to the store in Enterprise over the past week. Here it is on Saturday afternoon, and I cannot muster the oomph to do what needs to be done. I think the problem is, I don’t want more failure. Therefore, I will succeed at procrastination. If I don’t get it done this year, I may try again next year.

	There is also a frog problem. I usually have dozens of frogs croaking this time of year. This year, not so much. Why? Last year’s logging operation. The frogs like the protection of a space beneath the bark. The trucks took the spaces away, with the frogs. The frogs were also crushed by the heavy machinery, no matter how fast they hopped.

	With luck, they will recover. It depends on the devastation the birds create on the pollywog and young frog population this Spring.

	Slowly, the snowcaps recede.
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	You can see the scarcity of trees after a clear-cut operation on the lower left side of the above photo, and moreso in these two.
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	Yet, the Moon sails on.
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	There is a big cat in the neighborhood.
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	It is a good year for trilliums.
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	I’m going to try to get some dandylions to grow in my yard.
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	Ducks away!
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	On my ride home yesterday, I saw a red-tailed hawk flying away with a red digger in its talons. My camera was buried under purchases from town on the front seat, so I lost valuable seconds getting it into position as I drove. Alas, the hawk dropped the digger and then landed on that post.
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	The digger lies dead on the road. We’ll see if it is still there the next time I go to town. 

	[image: Image]

	I received one of the two art expressions I wanted to make during the winter sequester. Here’s the T-shirt idea

	It’s not the first few dictates that are the vital parts. I can see how the new kids might think I’m bragging. It’s the last sentence that best describes my intentions. I predict that people will fail to understand the last sentence, as it will be unclear how such a man could be of assistance. Think it over. Review my history.

	This should be fun out on the town.
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	Did someone say, “Out on the town?”

	Doug suggested we go to The Big on Tuesday, May 13th. 

	Doug had to cancel at the last moment, but I didn’t. The Big is an hour away from my world. The first thing I wanted to do was eat breakfast. I wanted to give the Smokehouse a try instead of Denny’s.

	While sitting at the table, reading a placemat with twenty ads for local businesses, I thought I might try a placemat ad. I called the number. For $250, I can have 1200, “or was it 12,000?” This would be commercial exposure. They’ll let me know when they plan to print the next batch. “In six weeks, maybe,” the salesman informed me. “We’ll call you soon enough to see if you want to place an ad.”

	“Okay,” I responded. This might generate some extra income. I’d have to create the ad.

	The food was good, and the coffee was better than Denny’s. When paying the waitress, we chit-chatted, which allowed me to show off my new T-shirt with its fun message. 

	The waitress was a college gal, maybe 20-22. Her reaction was predictable. I followed her eye movement and noted her frowning expression grow. It might have been fear building. 

	After I had done my research, I adjusted the sentence to draw her back into conversing with me about something more important: her tip. 

	How much is a fair tip for someone doing the job she is paid to do? I figure something is due, as her boss expects her to receive tips to increase her meager hourly wage. Ten percent felt a tad cheap, as we had a fun chat, and I used her as a guinea pig for feedback on my T-shirt. I increased the bill by 30% and instructed, “Keep the change.” 

	Another thing about her reaction to the message was her insecurity about knowing what exactly a toxic male with a caustic personality is.

	Once I had chosen the words during the winter sequester, I looked them up to see what other people thought they meant. 

	 

	   Toxic masculinity refers to harmful behaviors and beliefs associated with traditional male roles, such as aggression, emotional repression, and dominance, which can negatively impact both men and society. It emphasizes traits like toughness and anti-femininity, often leading to issues like violence and mental health problems.

	A caustic personality refers to someone who is often abrasive, critical, and sarcastic, using sharp remarks that can hurt others' feelings. This type of person may struggle with issues like low self-esteem or past trauma, which can contribute to their problematic behavior.

	   That sounds to me as if it was written by academics that have read what their level of intelligence is but have not lived what the truth dictates. They only see one side of the personality and never consider the opposite side. I say, “I’m all what both sides present as the truth of a human personality. I am masculine, and at times caustic, hopefully in an enjoyable and fun way.” 

	There are two sides to that story. The author’s narrow literary allotment for truth compared to how I live it is a good example of one side not seeing the other, and the other side seeing the truth. The truth is that all actions have equal opposite reactions. 

	I have paperwork for both sides: VA Disability (100% due to combat stress, and a public record of being a highly accomplished artist and historian.) 

	This novella is the first Winter art project. The second is the shower curtain with a snow-covered forest scene printed from one of my photos. 

	This project clearly illustrates the pitfalls of outsourcing an idea to someone who claims they can bring the project to life. The printers are incompetent and fail to provide a fair service for the money. They give no advice or instructions on what size a photo should be. Nor do they offer polite customer service that warns of the photo's shortcomings, such as what it lacks the quality to reproduce as a high-quality photograph. Therefore, this blurry, pixelated photo is the failure they sold me:

	 

	~(Add photo of shower curtain.)

	 

	 

	Twenty bucks were thrown away. The best thing I can use this piece of plastic for will be… yet to be determined.

	I had a list of things to do in The Big. One was to buy a pull-up, knee dip, and push-up station. Walmart sent me an email regarding this tool. I should have bought the one they sent in the email, as it was only $43. I looked last night and found one similar for $146. I can’t afford that expense this month, but next month is approaching.  I can wait. 

	I did more experimentation. I used the exposed rafter running across my cabin to do a pull-up. OW! The arthritic shoulders told me that pull-ups are out of the question at this stage of life. Well, now there’s pointless work not to do. Nice.

	In The Big, I went to the music store to ask if they might be interested in buying all my stringed instruments. Of course, they offered consignment terms, which I’m not interested in. Having them in the store for sale is better than cluttering up my small cabin and being open to theft when I'm away. The clerk said he might be interested in buying the expensive Taylor acoustic/electric guitar and knows a wealthy individual who buys costly flutes. I’ve had fun with all the instruments which are featured in videos I've produced, so the fun history is well-documented.

	I certainly don't mind not playing music or even thinking about it. Those days are gone. Nice. Why? I’m too old to remember the details of any song. It happens, I’m not weird.

	It was good to get out of the forest and slightly merge with society. I would hate to be caught up in all that for more than four hours. It’s highly overrated. The exercise wore me out to the point of nodding off on the drive home. This condition will halt my success of driving around the country in 2026 to perform the Smithsonian gig. Arriving dead at either end of the journey won’t help.

	Back in Wallowa, I bought a six-pack of beer, a gallon of milk, and a few other sundry items at the grocery store. I was offered a bag, but I declined it. Standing at my truck's side, I realized I had locked the doors. I put the beer on top of the rear tire, and the milk on the top of the truck’s side panel. Everything appeared balanced and safe with the milk in the back seat. I got behind the wheel and drove away. That’s when I felt the rear tire roll over something and saw beer foam shoot out from under the truck. “Ahhh, yes, the six-pack of beer was not secured inside the truck’s cab.” 

	I got out, picked up the flattened cans, and returned to the store to buy more and a pint of whisky. I don’t like flattened beer.

	I opened the back door with another six-pack of beer in hand and watched the milk bottle roll to the ground with a mighty rip and splash. We cannot compress liquid.

	Yes, I could have returned to the store again and picked up another gallon, but how embarrassing would that be? The clerk has already proven that there is a thick, negative line between her young self and oldies like me.

	I noticed that I only lost maybe a third of the milk. Therefore, I secured the torn bottle in an available Styrofoam box. I made it all the way home without spilling another drop.

	The next trick will be to suck water into the truck’s two hundred-gallon tanks and pump at least 400 gallons into the elevated tank. I’ll then have running water, that is, if the pumps, old and new, will do the job. 

	I have another Spring art project to share, featuring some of my earlier music in action. I am working with the illustrator in Venezuela to piece together the already recorded song, "Hitchhiking Man."

	Hitchhiking Man is a song I wrote and recorded after I won the first round of a multiple-round fight with the VA, back in 1988. 

	I’ve entered it into song contests, but nothing ever came of it. It’s now part of two Folk Rock Operas I’ve performed and recorded in 1988 and again in 2025. Soon, its story will be told through song and illustrations. 

	Here are the first few frames:

	 

	I’m a hitchhiking man, travel’n across the land; 
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	I’ve got no place else to go…
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	It’s a 3+ minute song. You can hear it in the Minding My Own Business folk rock opera under the Video link on my website. bwizard.art: 

	 

	https://bwizard.art/bw_videos/minding-my-own-business-as-per-usual/ 

	 

	It has a running time of 45 minutes—all original BW songs. 

	I'm being such a slacker when it comes to finishing the water pump repair. I know what the problem is: I don’t want another failure. I have some time to fill the elevated tank once I have the pump running. It will be a serious detail over four days, on a part-time basis. One thousand two hundred fifty gallons at 180 gallons per trip equals 7, 3-mile trips. I’ll then have enough water for the rest of the year.

	I’ve been burning some slash piles.
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	I had the camera up and ready to snap some photos on every trip past this fresh badger den entrance. I’m hoping the whole family will show up soon.
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	The water in the Lazy Frog Pond appears clear and clean. Alas, it isn’t. It’s more like a tea blend of wild animal, bird, and amphibian feces.
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	The yellow along the edge of the water is tree pollen. I’m not too allergic to it except in the morning.  
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	I’ve been trying to define this flower. I haven’t found it on the flower book websites.
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	This is the pond’s water temperature:
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	I don’t want to play, step, or fall in it. The air is about the same.
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	This photo of Mt. Emily illustrates that rain could occur at any moment. Tomorrow, up to a half inch of rain could fall. I would like that. I could clean the cistern and much more. The Big sits at the bottom of Mt. Emily.
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	A lull is all about bits and pieces of things to do that never get done due to lack of interest. It’s all good for me. Going from one flower to the next for nectar is how the flutter-byes do it. I like the strategy.

	Once these beauties go to seed, I will attempt to plant said seeds in my yard. I would love hundreds of them to fill the yard with color. [image: Image]

	As forecasted, a storm is approaching. It may last up to 72 hours, accompanied by moderate to heavy rainfall, maybe.
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	I went for a forage in search of mushrooms, feathers, antlers, and more. I came home with a few finds and made art. 
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	Raven, turkey, hawk, and two more colorful turkey feathers.

	This burn area needs more burning and manual labor with the hoe and rake. It will look nice in a year.
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	More burning.
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	The storm arrived. It did give some rainfall, snow, wind, cold air, and mud. This makes for an indoor day. Great! Maybe I’ll finish the video script today.

	The script is not yet finished. Yesterday was frustrating. The sun would come out and tease me to come out to play. I would, then it would either rain, snow, sleet, or hail, and soon after, it would all melt.
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	Then, more sun would melt any whiteness and add to the mud. Repeatedly, until I decided I wouldn’t play that game anymore.

	Melted hail on a feather. We don’t see that every day.
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	“Make up your mind!”
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	The Luna clock told me at 3:30 a.m. that I was right on time, if I kept my nose to the grindstone and finish the music script—one day left in this second quarter. I have approximately 20 hours to complete the script. I’m over halfway done with it. 
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	I can do it this morning, as the air is sub-freezing. This water in the wheelbarrow proves it. The yellow ring around the edge of the water is… yes, you know Pollen.
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	I finished the script and sent it to the illustrator. He has done ten images and will finish the project this week. That will be nice. I want it done. I think it might be the last music video I do, although a part of me hopes that’s not true. 

	This idea goes over as well as the books, novella, and other things I send. I’m going to step out, maybe, and project my creative genius on strangers. I hate promoting anything.

	I bought a new toy:
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	I put it to work.
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	Then I relaxed with it. It needs a sharper edge.
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	The illustrator in Venezuela wanted to see my environment. I showed him the following.
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	I have two mountain ranges to look at. Above are the Eagle Cap Mountains, and below are the Seven Devils Mountains, which are in Idaho, not Oregon. Right on the border and is the home of the Snake River.
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	Do you see the two pollywogs in the pond? They are toads in the making. The logging operation last summer reduced the pond's frog and toad population from thousands to dozens. They’ll repopulate, but how long will that take?
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	Two lazy turkeys are waiting for their man, me, to come out and toss them some seeds.
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	I have excitement brewing. All the mommas are pregnant, and soon the crowds will increase with new mouths to feed. Look at this fatty:
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	See the baby bulge? Due in June. She has a habit of pumping out twins, and that looks like a load of two more. (Spoiler Alert: she did.)

	Here’s the responsible sperm donor, Bucktatious is his name.

	[image: Image]

	My life within the forest provides me with some great friends who come by daily, more than once. 

	Oh look, I did it again. 

	“I’ve got my head in the clouds.
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	My feet upon the ground.” Yes, those are the opening words of my latest song. See if this brings it up. It will bring up the home page, so you might have to scroll down a bit to find it. You’ll find it at the bottom right corner of the Life Immaculate book.

	 The song is called, “On the Prowl.”

	Imagine me tiptoeing through the wild lupins. 
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	Here comes the end of this Luna Cycle, and with luck, we’ll see the Crescent Moon with Venus passing by it over the next few days.
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	Lovely Moon face, with nose and eyes.
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	Since I was a wee lad, I’ve carried pocketknives. I never liked the slow manual opening ones. Then, they came out with spring assistance. This is not my largest pocketknife, but a fine piece of work. It is sharp, opens smoothly, and has a heavy spring that opens it in a snap.
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	It goes well with the Ruger 9mm pistol.
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	It’s almost four p.m., and the rodents, wanting cocktail seeds, gather at my open door. I bought wine for my afternoon's taste treat.

	This novella is pushing 6000 words. One-third of the way through the quota.

	I went for a stroll. Strolling is building my legs back up in strength and balance. Winters are too sedentary. Maybe I need a stationary bike. On this stroll, I found four turkey feathers and one raven.
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	More color in the otherwise rather drab forest.
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	This was the dramatic high-speed maneuver Venus made around the Moon.
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	In a mere 24 hours.

	If you have imagination, the moon also had some facial features, and then they were gone two days later.
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	I hope to catch one of those snowy overhangs as a photo when it collapses into an avalanche. Its structural integrity must be weak by now. Especially the one on the left. We can tell its overhang is tremendous by the size of its shadow.
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	Turkey dustups happen on the regular. Why? They’re boys.
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	A dustup needs two bodies. As far as I know, I only have one snowshoe hare.
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	This year's initial Pine Boomer crop is fair, four. They appear to regulate their population, although the regulation they use may be winter’s freeze.
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	Roadkill or predator kill? We’ll never know. I will know that there is one less yearling to feed.
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	Soon, the air will have vultures in it along with the hawks.
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	I made an executive decision to hire some help doing the yard work because I am so far behind due to four years of being covid and face-plant crippled that it is depressing to see myself as a failure. Once I am caught up to normal, things will settle into normal, and life will be easier. The depression of failing falls hard on me. I had choices of who to hire. I asked young Griffin if he’d help me paint last year, but he never showed up. Even at the low wage of $15 an hour, the cost is zero with a no-show. Then Lauriano came for a visit, and when I told him I had a thousand-dollar budget to get some help, he offered five days of manly maintenance. 

	[image: Image]

	He brings up a couple of beers for us to drink. He is a very animated storyteller. I encourage him to let me video his antics, but he’s camera-shy. I offered him the job at a wage of $33.333333 an hour. He’ll get three to four times more work done than the young, inexperienced 16-year-old. It’s not hard work, just a lot of it. Too much for an old guy, who will take all the work season to get through it. Once the yard work is caught up, I get to do artwork.

	A new day brought a new reality: Lauriano decided he was not physically up to earning a quick thousand dollars. He popped something in his lower back, and reported, “It hurts to move.”

	All I can say is, it was fun to feel some relief from the self-imposed and overwhelming job pressure of catching up to myself from four years of low-quality work conditions due to post-COVID maladies by simply getting down to it and doing the work myself. This cleared my head from some of the lethargy it was suffering. Of course, the lack of success in getting the water flowing due to an odd pumping problem was a major depressant. 

	With all the pump's moving parts, I thought the problem must be within the casing. A rodent could be stuck in the hose, which has happened before. A crisis is at my doorstep without a pump to move the water from the pond to the tanks. I have limited time to haul in the best water: snow melt and rain runoff.

	Since I could not get the old pump to pump, I bought a new pump, $229, plus $400 worth of new fittings, hoses, and accessories. 

	Nothing, none of the new equipment, would do the job. The old pump is sixty+ years old. The new pump is a year in the making and was transported from China to me. The new pump lacks the professionally skilled designers and parts that the old pump has. The young designers believed bearings that would burn out in ten seconds without water in the sump were a great idea. They had no problem using such things in a controlled lab.

	The old pump’s bearings could handle no water in the sump. The new pump warns me not to run it without water for more than ten seconds.

	In the water hauling process I use, ten seconds of water not running through the pump’s sump after the prime water has been sucked out happens regularly. I didn’t find that detail until I tried to get it to work efficiently, like the old pump.

	It took me days to think about what the problems with either pump could be. All moving parts but the water were suspected to be faulty, leaving me miffed. My mind worked on this situation day and night. I couldn’t detect which part was not doing its duty to move the water, yet the water would not pump.

	As with such mechanical devices, I feel some demons control some mechanical failures. I could not see any mechanical problem. It was a ghost of a problem. 

	As usual, I awoke with a vision. I saw the water in the 2” intake hose stuck halfway from the cistern to the pump, which made me think the pump no longer had the power to move the water trapped in the hose. But why was it trapped? The vision I woke to let me see beyond the mechanical parts. The problem wasn’t mechanical, but ghostly logical. I could see the pressure of the sucked in water bumping into the pressure built up in the one-inch outflow hose from something obstructing the flow of air. The air could not escape. A rodent could be stuck in that hose.

	I stretched the one-inch hose downhill and dropped a marble into it. I put the hose to my ear and could hear the marble rolling until, “CLUNK,” it stopped. Clunk was too hard a sound for the marble to make against a furry rodent. I dropped another marble into the hose and listened to its journey, guessing how far it rolled. In the area of my guess was a crimp in the hose. It happens frequently. This crimp was so old that the rubber was broken. The hose was pinched tighter than a bull’s bunghole during fly season.

	I deduced that the old crimp shut off all water, air, and marble flow. Without the air in the hose escaping the confines, the air pressure would be greater than the water pressure it ran into and never increase enough to compress the water to flow backward. 

	I drove to town and bought 25 feet of new one-inch hose. This morning, I hooked up all the parts to the old pump in the back of the new Ford and drove to the Lazy Frog Pond. I primed the old pump, threw the intake hose into the pond, and started the pump’s 212 cc engine. There was a long moment of suspense as I looked through the translucent 2” hose for water movement. I saw the water’s dark shadow moving toward the pump, following the air escaping the one-inch hose. 

	You know I would. I grabbed my camera and shot some photos of the exciting action.
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	This old crimp in the hose locked in the air. No air flow, no water flow.

	What’s that called? A Dead Head or deadheaded. 

	[image: Image]

	There were three crimps in this hose. I didn’t stand a chance.
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	Having solved this invisible problem rebuilt some self-confidence I had lost. I did not feel bad about not seeing the invisible demon, and I did feel GREAT having seen and overcome it. I WIN! I WON!

	Now for the not-so-fun part: moving the two heavy pumps into position. The new one will be set on the ground between the cistern and elevated tanks, while the old one will reclaim its throne on the back of the truck.
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	The new pump will be in the area where the tipped-over wheelbarrow sits.
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	This old hose full of Tannerite might be fun to wrap around a dead tree to bring it down once hit with a high velocity bullet.
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	Soon, only 1250 gallons later, I’ll be back in the water game with a shower and running dish water. 
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	The next thing I’ll know, women will come up to me with open arms, wanting a hug after they hear I have shower amenities at my house.

	I’m a very uncomfortable hugger. People come too close to me to hug.
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	I saw these confirming tracks at the pond: two elk. I saw one in my yard the other morning, but my camera was in my truck, so no photo was possible.

	Visit now, and I’ll let you help me fill the elevated tank. It takes seven trips to the Far Away Pond, where the better water is. A three-mile drive per trip, making a 21-mile roundtrip drive.

	I now live under the 937th post-womb Luna Cycle. This is my 28,124th post-womb day. I will begin the 77th year of my post-womb life in three weeks and four days. Three months, or so, after that, my heart will start its 78th year of pounding out the seconds. 
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	This doe needed to know where I was. Time was marching on, and she wanted to see if I would toss out some morning goodies. I went out to tell her, “Well, of course.”
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	Heading to town for forgotten seeds and grain during the last trip, I shot this excellent photo of the Seven Devils. It’s clear, and we can see how the snow receded.
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	Same thing with the Eagle Caps.
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	Mt. Emily above The Big is bare. It’s hotter over there than here.
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	Back in my driveway, this close-up photo tells the story of seasonal change.
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	The pollywoggle count is so low that the birds might do them in.
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	The dining needles are back.
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	There was newfound joy at happy hour when the diggers discovered dried apples.
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	This boomer chose to bring her own treat, a fir cone.
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	June begins in two days, so I have one day to prepare. I have a list to work on: Water hauling, flag changing, yard cleanup, installing the new battery in the Tahoe, and getting that beast running. During the heat of the day, which is forecast to be in the low eighties, I’ll edit the music video and the Spring novella. 

	Now, if only I could begin a physical workout routine with weights and tower climbing.

	We are now into the First Quarter of this Moon. As a perfect first-quarter exercise, on June 1st, I went to the Lazy Frog Pond for the first load of water in the truck’s tanks.
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	Of course, I had to look at the Seven Devils.
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	The Devils were taking cover in the clouds.
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	Here’s the first spotting of a new batch of red diggers this Spring.
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	A few hours later, the cloud cover over the Devils lifted.
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	Give an artist a canvas, and a message will be written.
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	At four p.m., the Devils were out of the clouds.
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	This group shot could be enlarged to make wallpaper around a room.
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	I will shoot four photos next time to make them larger. I have space.

	All that work and money figuring out how to put this line in the pond and have it suck water with the new pump was all for naught. There was no broken part in the old pump. It was all in the opposing pressures of in and out, called deadheading. Odd, but now I know.
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	The good news is that the new pump, hoses, and fittings will create a new way to transfer the water from the cistern into the elevated tank—a system that won’t require me to fill the truck’s tanks and drive them around the yard, back the truck into place, and then pump the water from the truck tanks into the elevated tank. This will save time and gasoline, which is best spelled: money. It will eliminate 8 trips, which are less than a mile, all up. But still 8 miles, one gallon of gas, compared to no miles, and maybe a quarter of a gallon of gas for the pump, will be much better.

	Tomorrow, after letting the pond water with mud particulates settle, filling any holes in the seals, I’ll get a few truckloads. After that, I’ll do some dishes and maybe, just maybe, take a shower. Through the winter, showers are no better than sponge baths. I don’t sweat, and the dust and dirt are minimal. I miss the warm hydrotherapy, but ice cubes won’t pass through the shower line.

	Second quarter is on the wane.
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	It looks like the badger family is getting bigger due to the growth of the young. More room is needed. I keep looking for them, but they do not show themselves. Mostly nocturnal, or too cautious to visit the old man of the mountain.
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	The snowcaps are receding, that’s for sure. We are at the peak of the 11-year solar cycle, so what else can we expect? 

	The solar cycle is an approximately 11-year cycle during which the Sun's magnetic activity fluctuates, affecting the number of sunspots, solar flares, and other solar phenomena. This cycle transitions between periods of minimum activity (solar minimum) and maximum activity (solar maximum), influencing space weather and conditions on Earth.
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	Two mallard ducks, Ma and Pa of the winged kind, kick back on the pond rock…until some passerby stops to photograph them.
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	“He’ll steal our souls! Fly! Fly! Fly away quickly.”
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	I went to The Big the other day to buy a vacuum cleaner. Here’s the fuel mileage on the highway. Much better than the orange Dodge got, which was 10-12 on this winding mountain road.
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	“Snow begone.” The mountains are working on it daily.
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	I used some of the first water to spray down the workshop fire pit area.
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	Here we go, into the Third Quarter, and things are coming together. My health has increased in endurance, balance, gait, and happiness. I like it.

	[image: Image]

	Baby Red Diggers are out of the ground and playing. Here, Ma and Kit are greeting each other.
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	I have Oregon Grapes growing in my yard.
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	Well, at least one of us likes to bathe on the regular.
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	More color blue.
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	More danger. Nails are ready to puncture the unsuspecting tire.
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	Will someone please install that battery in the Tahoe? I need it to drag logs around.
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	It is as if I pulled cotton balls from a glass container.

	[image: Image]

	Cats and nine tails are crowding the pond. If I had a backhoe/front-end loader, I would scrape and dig them out.
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	I have not seen many Red-winged Blackbirds this high up. How can anyone blame them, though, as this is where the Great, if not Amazing, Brian Wizard lives.
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	I intend to plant these seeds to see if I can grow weeds.
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	It looks like there will be a bumper wild strawberry harvest.
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	For my next trick, I will pump the first load of water into the elevated tank. Once I have 400 gallons in the tank, I will have running water in the shower and kitchen. I’ll make like a robin and take a splashing bath. Prepare for a hug from me.

	As time goes on, so do the Moon phases. Full will be here soon enough.
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	An uninvited house guest is here. It spent last night inside the cabin. This brazen little beast waited for me to return to my den after happy hour. As soon as the door opened, it scurried in, with the full intent not to be ousted.
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	The good news is, this fat momma didn’t join us.
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	Yesterday, I set a small pile of pine needles on fire. This morning, I was surprised to see smoke still emanating from the area. It wasn’t a forest fire; it was a ground fire.
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	First, the duff ignited. Then some pitch roots.
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	Please don’t stick your hand or head into the hole, as you will regret it.

	That’s a lot of Fahrenheit to deal with.
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	A few hours later the hole was bigger.
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	There is a high-altitude smoke layer floating above us. Smoke from the Canadian forest fires.
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	My curiosity will send me into this thicket to see precisely what that burly-looking thing is. It could be used for a new mushroom head if it has any structural integrity left.

	Upon inspection, it is too old and rotten on the inside to be of any artistic use.
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	I had an easy day today. I needed a break—a day without stress from water pumping. I will partially fill the 1250-gallon elevated water tank tomorrow, as all is working well now.

	I felt bad that I hadn’t emailed anyone in a while. So, here’s some morning fun.

	The nighttime is the right time to see the nocturnal crowd. This is a potter snake. (Only because I found it in a pot.)
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	The Moon will be full and on the run. Buckle up, and it will be fun.
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	I stepped out this morning to find two deer standing like statues looking downhill, as did three turkeys. “What are you looking at?” I asked.

	The badger made a move, and I saw it. Yes, I returned to my cabin and obtained the camera.
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	“What are you up to?” I asked.

	“Looking for breakfast,” it showed me.
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	“Come out of there, or else I’m coming in,” it warned the red diggers.

	[image: Image]

	“I’m going in,” the badger stated with intent.
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	It found nothing and then left the area.
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	Do I see a baby belly hanging low?
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	Gone until the next time.
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	I do like wildlife shows. They are fun and funny.

	 

	Cheers,
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	What’s that smell?

	 

	Wikipedia reports: The smell after rain is called petrichor, the earthy scent produced when rain falls on dry soil. It is caused by oils released from plants and compounds from soil bacteria, particularly geosmin, which are aerosolized by raindrops.

	 

	It finally rained for a moment today. It started just as I was about to fill two 50-gallon food-quality plastic barrels. The petrichor wafted into my nostrils. I was headed inside, so I looked up the aroma’s definition. If I could, I’d bottle and sell it on the perfume market with a very green marijuana bud aroma in another bottle.

	It took two hundred gallons of pond water to fill the two barrels and spray some yard parts clean. I had enough extra water to hydro-excavate a ditch to set the kitchen hose in a pipe across the driveway.

	I’ll get another load of water soon. Steady-steady fills the big tank. Darin called to say he’ll bring up his new fire crew for training and filling my 3500-gallon tank, as per usual. So nice.

	Okay, the break is over. I’ve got to get back to it in this lovely 72 degrees.

	Fullness is at hand.
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	The air was thick with smoke for a few days. I didn’t like it.
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	I saw one elk in my yard, but the number of tracks suggests there are more.
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	Always keep an eye on the sky for predators.
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	Yes, now we’re returning to normal clarity.
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	The newbies have found the seed-covered deck for happy hour and like it.
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	Almost there.                               There it is in all its fullness.
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	New snow might be falling on the tall peaks soon.
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	Yep.
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	The sheep will be baaaaahhhhck soon. This is the sheep herder’s mobile abode. He’s parked on the other ridge across Whisky Creek.
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	On June 11, unstable air rules the sky.
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	There is rain in the air.
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	This must be fun work. Flying around looking for the good stuff, finding it, gathering it, and bringing it back to the hive.
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	I always thought these to be roses.
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	I like it.
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	I’m moving right along with the water detail from the pond to the elevated tank.

	Yard cleanup is happening one piece at a time.

	Business work has been busy. The new music video is moving along very slowly. 

	There was a time when I realized that if I wanted to write my Viet Nam combat story, I must sit down, shut up, and write. I bought an old Underwood manual typewriter and tapped into my tenth grade typing class experience. Typing allowed me to hammer the old Underwood typewriter like I meant it. I wrote a four-hundred-and-forty-four-page manuscript. Three months later, I had my first draft of PTK.

	From that experiment, I learned that I’ll never write another long story on a typewriter. Yeah, but once I got a taste for writing, I wanted to do more. 

	My thoughts were right in time with the word processing change: the computers. THEY invented the word processor and enhanced my life. The electronic device was terrific, allowing me to continue in line of authorship, with spell check, dictionary, thesaurus, and the internet for global communications. Forty-six years later, I lost the desire to write much more than short stories, novellas, photo letters, and maybe one more novel.

	My thoughts were right in time for another change. AI (Actual Intelligence) and AI (Artificial Intelligence) are about to merge. I’m buying a new AI-enhanced computer. I should live the combination under AI/AI and make it a business slogan.

	What business? Yes, that is always the question. Am I in business, or not? I produce art and package it for sale, but no one knows about it.

	I will buy a new computer tomorrow. It will be delivered next week. From then until winter, I’ll learn the gist of it and then see what it’s all about for making art. Will AI write a screenplay at my request? Will it write the opening statement for the VA case? 

	There will be a collaboration in that, as it will need some elegant actual human whining, in an intellectual style. What’s it called? AI/AI. Also called AI / AI. It means: Actual Intelligence/Artificial Intelligence. Its purpose is to eliminate actual ignorance.

	Here's the BIG NEWS: The eighty days of Spring have passed. Summer will be here within a week. I’m taking the time between seasons to bring all projects to their next level of preparedness. I will shut all projects down, then reopen them in order of importance. There will be productions on a multimedia level, with learning multiple new tasks, toys, tools, and schemes, as well as constant cleanup and preparation for winter. Oh yes, WINTER IS COMING! 

	I am fully ensconced in the transition between Spring and Summer to the point of wanting the end of one and the other’s beginning. This makes me a wee bit confused. For example, I bought some tools and toys online a while back, and they were to be delivered. They arrived yesterday. 

	I’ve never had one of those multitool devices, so I got one for free with a folding knife order. Postage only.

	I have wanted the two larger straight blades for a year. They were very expensive until the other day, when they were cheap. They will be my kitchen knives. 
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	And all life artifacts wane into history.
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	The parent blue birds stay busy catching food for their young. Today, the Papa bird found a parade of ants in the generator shed. I liked it when it hovered in place to spot one.
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	Yarrow.
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	Diggers are doing their duty as the lawn maintenance crew.
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	Maybe just one, two at the most, more trips to the pond to fill the elevated tank. I hope so as my attention span is just about up and done.
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	Once the tank is full, I will lose a tremendous sense of duty. “Too much duty makes Brian snooty.”

	It will be easier to keep the water rock full.
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	Okay, all is moving along just fine. 
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	My favorite flower is the aster.
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	I see signs of life in the dirt, footprints, and the like. No faces yet.
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	I saw this flutter-by hovering around a barrel. I went to get my camera, but upon my return, it was gone. It flew north around the cabin. I could feel Gawd telling me it would be back in sight. As I began to walk around the cabin, it was back in view, flying by. I took a point-and-shoot photo, and here it is.
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	There are empty spaces that could use some rocks. I had some lying around. I gathered them and took them to Bazil via the truck.

	It’s a process of filling in the spaces.
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	More to do.
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	Just when I thought the Big Day was not going to happen, it happened after Happy Hour with the rodents. What made it big? The filling of the elevated tank.

	The money shot. I now have enough water until the freeze returns in November. 

	[image: Image]

	To help celebrate, a hummingbird came by for a drink of sugar water.
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	Did someone say, “Drink?” I put out a cap full of wine for any rodent that wanted it. This fellow drank the whole cup’s worth.
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	Now, with the shower and kitchen water in, I only need Darin to bring up his two big tankers and fill the 3500-gallon tank for firefighting. Another money shot awaits its happening.
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	Whew! Getting the pond water in place has been a long, hard battle. I will haul in one more truck load so that I’ll be ready should lightning strike nearby, putting smoke in the air, fire in the forest, and me into firefighting mode. My effort only needs to stop the threat and spread of the fire. I learned that the firefighters hate to see me extinguish a fire, as they don’t get paid as well if they aren’t fighting a fire. 

	I don’t get paid at all. As usual, I risk my life, time, money, and equipment for FREE. A firefighting foreman once asked me for details on how to pay me. I refused to accept the offer. “Bring all you have to protect my tower when required. That’s the only payment I need.”

	With this detail done, I can swiftly move through other late-to-do projects. I might catch up to where I should be by August. Where will that be? I will be in one art studio, making art, with the other studio cleaned and organized into a guest bedroom, just in case someone shows up for a few days of fun.

	With the water in, fire season on, the dry season underway, and the heat index about to skyrocket, I say it must be just about time to conclude this Spring report.

	Right after I receive the new computer and the last of the illustrations for the Hitchhiking Man music video, I’ll be ready for Summer Fun.

	Dang! This report is not a novella. It’s 5000 words short. It’s just a journal. BORING! I’ll take it. It lacks the talks and walks with my Gawd. I’m not saying there weren’t any, as there are always plenty. It’s just that I know how upset any idea out of the religious box upsets people. I have my Gawd, my way, with my understanding and our conversations. My Gawd is not prone to threats or false punishments.

	Wait! Each photo is worth a thousand words. The numbers are good.

	Thanks for your attention, and I gotta go. Summer is knocking at my door.
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