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	LET THE SUMMER FUN BEGIN

	 

	[image: The image shows a young fawn standing in a forested area, with spotted fur and alert facial features.

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

	 

	Yes, Summer is here. What does that mean? First and foremost, this is my birthday month, and the big day is the 24th, a mere four days from today. The better day is the 25th, as I will be in my 77th year of post-womb life. Is this me pushing 80? I think so.

	What does an old man do to celebrate such success? A lunch will be special enough if someone I think is worthy of my time joins me. You know Doug will be there. What about a woman, one willing to give birthday sex? I live in a county with a youth group that tends to shy away from the elderly. Oh, the money I will save. If they are asked, the youth won’t even step up to help old ladies with household chores for cash.

	I play a game with waitresses now. I asked if they wanted a tip in paper money or precious metal. This indicates whether the person has a genuine understanding of monetary value. The paper money will be of less value than the one-quarter-ounce silver Buffalo/Indian round I offer. Ten percent of the bill paid in paper will immediately begin losing buying-power, while the silver will most likely gain in value.

	So far, it’s a 50-50 split.

	If the meal costs $40 for two, a ten percent tip in cash is $4, and a twenty percent tip is $ 8. At 20% it almost evens out. A quarter ounce of silver today is approximately $9. 

	There was a moment of excitement when a young lady chose a precious metal after I handed her the never-before-seen silver round stamped with the Indian/Buffalo icon of an old five-cent coin. She squealed in excitement. The gal who took the paper tip lost financial value for her work, and a reason to squeal with excitement.

	I particularly enjoyed the part where a smile was put on the thrilled young lady's face. She also liked my praise that followed her choice.

	How else can I tell it is summer? The snowcaps are thin.
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	There are 2000 sheep in the neighborhood, so I don’t use the Lazy Frog Pond for house water until next Spring.
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	There’s the tower in the high background, above the trees.
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	If you know how to extend a bullet’s flight path, the forest maggots are within the Mini-14’s range. I know how to raise the muzzle slightly. It’s all about the glide ratio of the flying bullet after the shot has been fired, and the bullet’s release loses its initial driving force. 

	The Moon wanders to its fullness in a precise waning.
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	The elderberry bushes have sprouted flowers.
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	Still, no badger faces, new or old.
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	The forest maggots will be around me for the next ten days.
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	Be it high or low.
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	Their wadding in the pond has clouded the water with stirred up mud, shite, and debris.
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	On the artwork scene, the illustrator sent me four new images and mentioned sending two more, but the reference numbers were not included in the video file. I know right where the photos are supposed to be, so all I need now are the images. After inserting the last images into the timeline, I will share them with my close email friends as the finished product. This project has turned out to be bigger and more expensive than I expected. I could have bought another computer for the same price.

	I walked around the property and counted eight-yard projects that needed to be done—three days of work.

	Thinner? I think so, yet two days of moisture might have added a wee dusting.
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	I have four directions to walk, and there are projects to be done in each one.[image: Image]

	To the left awaits the kitchen inside that building, and in it are two projects: dishwashing and refrigerator repair.
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	The dishes have been sitting there for six weeks. I say, “I don’t need all those dishes.” I’ll wash them and then make them disappear.
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	The refrigerator repair is simple: a new gasket. I scoped it out, and if they give me the correct gasket, I can install it. Why it was ripped off comes down to two guesses. Rodents or wear and tear. The chains serve as a barrier to keep the mice out from underneath it.
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	That pile of roofing shingles can be picked up and disposed of in one way or another. They do make good kindling.
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	The box storage shed will be organized and cleaned.
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	I’ll use that clear tubing to siphon the gas from the snowblower’s tank. I’m late getting to this chore.
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	The blue barrel has enough fuel to pour onto a slash pile.
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	The shitter buckets have all been emptied.  Oh yes, there will be more.

	Everything you see sitting on the deck will be picked up and moved around, and the parts that need it will be refurbished. To include the skulls.
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	Tomorrow, I will bury that long pipe, and the garden hose to the kitchen will flow with elevated water through all the pieces of pipe.[image: Image]

	The Forest Theater is ready for some partying or acts.

	The two mushrooms will be refurbished and refinished.
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	In this hole, I have buried a lot of money in the form of human waste.
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	This pile of stuff needs sorting: sellable metal and worthless trash.
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	As does all this.
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	Metal roofing always has a home somewhere.
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	Scrap metal, if nothing else.
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	Cleaning and organizing this area will take a lot of work, but it won’t take long. Carving that log into a new serpent head will take some time.
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	I intend to use the flatbed as a chainsaw carving platform. I reckon the roof parts will find a place to live and protect the glass.

	The rest will find new resting places.

	 I have two winches. I would like them portable winches run by a generator. I have three generators, but can they be made mobile, and will the smallest one be big enough to run a winch?
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	Will someone please sort this wood pile out to be usable or burnable?
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	I hit this disaster area twice already, but I can see it needs a third time.

	There will be time spent inside each building. The right one will be turned back into a guesthouse, and the left is the art studio. 
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	This area has been ignored for too long. I’ll get to it.
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	Some idiot snowplow driver backed into this storage shed. Another idiot will use the wood for something and find a way to use it all, or toss it all.
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	This area needs some TLC. I have some extra.
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	I have a battery post dilemma with this vehicle. I bought a new battery last year but left it sitting on the ground for months. Is it dead and uncharable? I’ll soon find out. I want to use it to haul logs through the forest.
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	Oh yes, it’s Summer. Toad is here. “Hooray for toad.”
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	 I will soon be out foraging for these teasel greens soon. I must remember to remove those pointed barbs along the leaf’s center.
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	The good news is, the Diggers don’t like them. This food source is abundant this year.

	This little fella wants to be a rock star. I told him to play his harmonica over there.
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	This gal has babies to feed. She is the bully at Happy Hour.
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	The top chipper is the mother; the lower one is a newbie.
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	“You want to hear some harpooning? 
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	Click the link below.

	[image: Image][image: Image]

	(~Add harmonica riff.)

	 

	I almost missed it. Missed what? My birthday. The morning passed, and I didn’t know the world had stopped to raise a glass in my honor. Once I knew, I immediately caught up, except I had fun to put in a glass. I still don’t, and it is the next day.

	This is a new year that starts in June. Right now, June 25th, is the first day of my 77th post-womb life. Plus, it’s a New Moon on my 27,759th day and the beginning of my 925th Luna Cycle. I met my self-imposed goal of releasing at least a first draft of the new illustrated music video: Hitchhiking Man. Here are some reviews that started the new cycles:

	 

	Hey, Brian! Great song, visuals, the whole thing! Bravo, brother!!!

	Paul

	 

	Sir Brian of Wallowa, I actually love the song. You did an excellent job. I played it loud and proud for the wifey.

	Steve

	 

	Actually......that's pretty darn good, BW. I was impressed. I enjoyed the arrangement, especially the flute part. Well done.

	Van

	 

	 Very nice. Illustrations are great with the lyrics.

	Shellee

	 

	My Gawd isn’t laughing all that much these days as I have not been making much in the way of plans. I like this 77th year so far. I do have projects to do. There’s this one:
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	One more water project: bury the hose inside a metal pipe to prevent it from being squished and broken as vehicles drive over it.

	Morning teasle reaches for the eastern sun.
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	“I know you.”
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	The stinging bug season is here.
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	Slowly but steadily, the mountain snows recede.
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	For ten minutes, I waited for this red tail to fly away. I honked my horn and yelled out the window. [image: Image]

	Finally, there was liftoff. 
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	All bull pines are now reaching for the sky.
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	Darin’s water crew arrived and almost filled my big tank. Nice.
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	To give life, life must be taken. Mine goes on, not so much for this guy. He climbed the tower; I bet a protective bird knocked him off. Diggers ate his face.
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	I had morning coffee with this gal. She might have a fawn waiting for her not too far away. She’s looking good with the new coat.
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	I had no libation of the liquid kind to celebrate my birthday. Why? Exactly, why? The next day, the water truck crew brought up 18 beers for the 4 of us. After they left, I drank this high-test beer equal to two of the Coors light piss beers they brought.

	This is a good drop of beer. I like it because I don’t like drinking cans of carbonated drinks. One Beak Breaker is all that I need. 9%
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	The sun has finally moved off the solstice point, and the days are now rushing toward winter’s darkness.
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	This forecast tells me we are about to start the summer fire season.
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	The Mexican Crew came through and did some pine tree planting.
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	Wait! There’s more.

	Look hard, and you might find the new forest ready to grow. The narrow stalks of greenage grow out of the ground above the arrows.
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	          ^                            ^                                   ^

	The more mature trees are plentiful with cones and new growth.
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	As I drove home, I spotted a big blonde, black bear, so I figured it would find its way to my house. Not yet, but there’s the rest of the summer and autumn. The bears usually come by at night. I placed two empty metal rubbish bins on a narrow table in the doorway of the kitchen. I’ll hear any disturbance out there. I plan to go out with a camera and a shotgun in hand for a photo shoot. I should coat a book with chicken grease and toss it at the bear’s feet. I will add dialogue to whatever it does next. You will be entertained or disgusted.
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	I found a freshwater snail’s shell in the pond. I ask, “How the heck did a snail find its way up to this pond? Maybe a bird ate it and regurgitated it. I may never know.
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	I have yet to harvest a teasel leaf to see if it makes a good-tasting meal. IF it does, well, there are many such greens around.
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	Summer's shrooms abound.

	With the window down, I was sitting in my truck downtown, and a woman walked up to ask me if I knew where to get mushrooms. I suggested, “The forest.”

	“Not morels,” she told me. “The magic kind.”

	I suggested, “Online, or over in the Portland area.” She didn’t like the idea of any of that.

	I then thought, “That’s an odd question to ask me. I then thought, “She’s a cop.” The fact that such ‘shrooms are legal, she wasn’t a cop. For my time, she gave me a pin. It was a metal cougar. I then, and still, wonder if she was hitting on me. You know, “Middle-aged woman looking for a lover.” I realized that a cougar looks for younger men. I drove away feeling as if I just missed a bullet.

	What did I find on the way home? Mushrooms growing out of a stump. Not the magic kind, though.
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	One more night and the First Quarter will be over. The good news is that I’m right on the summer schedule.
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	The pollywaggles are transitioning into frogs. This one still has its tail to shed.
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	The snowcaps are turning into no caps. Yet, there is a chance of a fresh dusting tomorrow night.
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	I might use a photo such as this for a story about the birthing process, and beyond.

	[image: Image]

	They all best escape soon, before the pond does.
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	The 90+ degree temperature is not conducive to the easiest outdoor task. Therefore, I’ll clean the inside of the cabin and work on the Hitchhiking Man video.

	This is the bulletin of the day: the illustrated Hitchhiking Man video is up and available on Vimeo:

	 

	I did it. I mastered the final cut of the Hitchhiking Man illustrated music video. So, go here: https://vimeo.com/1098338039  and enjoy the masterful expression of one facet of my life. Let me know your thoughts on it. Show me something unique that you have done lately. Sharing is a two-way street.
Cheers,
[image: Image]

	That accomplishment is now off my list of things to do. NICE!

	As is this Moon’s first quarter. Inner headspace just increased. It’s another excellent 2025 success. Done from start to finish, working steady-steady since 1988, with a mere 37-year work hiatus to allow technology and my talent to develop. It’s a lesson right out of Life Immaculate: “Never lose the dream.”

	This Red-tailed hawk has a permanent hold on this mountaintop. I can’t blame it.
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	I can’t get these badgers to come out to visit in the morning, the middle of the day, or in the evening. There are some new diggings in the loose dirt.
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	No new dusting of snow.
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	We have a new amphibian.
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	I’m right on time. All that has taken place recently was exactly what I was working toward for the end of the First Quarter. I feel that I am catching up on where I would be IF I didn’t have to suffer the crippled-dread of the past 4 years. I don’t do crippled well.

	At the August New Moon, I will either be where I want to be to start again, or I will be closing in on it.
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	On the first day of the Second Quarter, I had a slow start. By noon, I decided to run the valley. I needed a few things. Coconut Chicken was one thing, and a $5 play on Keno was another. The lunch came with a side order of five games for a buck each. I have yet to win a penny during the three lunches in which I took a chance.

	I also asked the waitress, who has almost all the qualifications to be my escort, cohort, and lover for an 8000-mile road trip in 2026. The Smithsonian gig. Alas, she confessed that she’s not interested in driving that far. 

	The osprey nest by the laundromat has life teeming within.
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	Steve, the packer, says he can’t get to his camp due to the deep snow. I suggested he get ready, “The warmth is here.”
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	This cross-billed finch takes a drink…
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	and swallows it down in pleasure.
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	The tower stands tall, still.

	[image: Image]

	I met a gal who was thrilled to meet me, “After all these years.” She said she first heard of me in the nineties, when she was young, and wanted to meet me. Finally, her dream came true. Another dream she has is taking an Honor Flight to DC as an assistant to an old veteran. I qualify. This might be a good way to save some money on the upcoming trip to DC for the Smithsonian gig. I’m looking into it. Maybe I’ll only make it a week, or less. That would give me money to spend on…?

	Winter’s coming. Maybe I’ll wander about.

	Oh yes, it’s summer. The Tanagers have returned.
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	More woggles grow legs, and look, a live snail.
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	“Lose the tail, buddy.”
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	This bluebird loves sitting on the flagpole.
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	These two yearlings have known me all their lives, and are friendly, as are all the rest.
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	This aging Moon is friendly, too.

	[image: Image]

	Is the white thing a fungus or a cocoon? 

	There will be an inspection, but first, I need to determine the cause of the cracks.
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	The mountain snow is almost gone.
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	I do like these little gems.
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	I like this big gem, as well.
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	The chipmunks enjoy summer cones.
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	I’m not sure what kind of bird this is. It looks like a kingfisher and a grey jay, but I don’t think it is either. More research is due.
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	There are new fa-wogs every day. 
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	Oh look! It’s climate change.
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	I don’t know what these flowers or bushes are, yet.
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	It’s a baby Pine Boomer pioneering new territory. They are tree squirrels.
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	In a couple of months, he’ll be sporting an excellent rack.
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	“Oh, yes, I will.”
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	They might all turn into coneheads.
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	Maybe the Moon will join them to be the Moon Cone.

	Not at the end of this day.
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	Nor did it happen overnight. What happened is, the Moon went Full, and whatever you were doing should now be finished, or at the next level.
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	I want to purchase a tractor, along with its backhoe and front loader. 

	It would save me a lot of time, time being the operative word. This much dirt is too much to move one wheelbarrow at a time.
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	Of all the log hauling rigs I have, the tractor will pull the logs into place, and stack them, should I want it to.
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	I’ll walk through the forest with a chainsaw in hand to cut areas like that cluster of ugly tree debris left by the logging operation. 
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	I need an expendable $2000. The seller gave me this bud of green, which sent me digging out the triple-beam weighing device. 
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	Nice! Seven grams, a quarter ounce. It’s good stuff, too.

	I then dug out a bag of silver jewelry. I have 319 Sterling Silver Jesus rings.

	If I were to sell all for an average of $32 each, the income would be $9920—more than enough. The ongoing problem is that the Christians don’t know their religion. Everything is supposed to be done in the name of Jesus. Yet, they glorify the execution device as the best-known symbol.

	Nuns get none as they are supposed to be married to Jesus. “Where’s the wedding ring, ladies?” I gave selling wholesale and retail a chance to make me famous in the Christian world. Failed at both. To recoup my production costs during tough times, I smashed 300 with a hammer so I could sell them at the melt price. The trick was to sell when the price was high, $42 per ounce. I did that twice. I produced 1000 rings in one wild and crazy moment.

	I also have all ring sizes of the molds to make more, should the need be. The molds cost me another $750. IF I could find an entrepreneurial business-minded person who would buy both the stock and all the molds, then I could…PARTY! $24,000 for all. I don’t want to spend my time producing and selling Jesus rings, never mind wasting all the time and money it would take, and it could still be a failure. Not my fault. I say they are the best Jesus rings EVER made.

	I also have that kilo ingot of pure silver. It has gained $98 of value it so far. Its current value is $1200. Maybe the guy will take a kilo of silver and $800 cash. Then I will be ready for moving some dirt this autumn, and it might help me get unstuck from the snow should that happen again.

	The Full Moon has brought this possibility to light.
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	It also brought a mysterious death. At 3 am, I went out to pee, and in the pee bucket, I saw a dead body. I thought it was a newbie Pine Boomer. I felt bad for the little guy as he didn’t have much life experience. Later in the sunlit morning, I was back out peeing in the bucket and realized the body was that of a woodpecker. I did not feel bad because, in February and March, the peckers like to peck on the tower to make holes for nests—unacceptable behavior.
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	The question now is, “How, why, did the bird fall into the bucket?” The only suggestion I could come up with is that it ran into the young boomer squirrel and they had a dustup, knocking the bird off the side of the tree with a swat and into the bucket. OR… the bird crashed into the tree and ricocheted down into the bucket.
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	Here's the scene of the accident/crime—the big tree behind the kitchen building.
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	I have yet to have a badger sighting anywhere around this hole. I dirt dug out keeps changing though.

	[image: Image]

	The snow caps are dwindling quickly now in the summer’s heat.
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	The pond still has pollywogs, and the air above it swarms with these types of airborne bugs.
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	I like it when a Moon Phase brings me a surprise. This 925th (about) Luna Cycle presented a tool I have needed for all the time I’ve been here. For as much as I would have liked to own and use one, the cost was always too high.  
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	No, it’s not a female slave. I’m a horrible babysitter, never mind a slave owner. It is one of these beauties—a 1953 International Harvester tractor with a backhoe and front loader that runs, has no leaks in the lines, but it does have a seeping rear axle gasket. It comes with an extra rear new axle gasket. 

	I have a lot of dirt and debris to move. I had $1,000 to hire a strong, young man to do it by hand alongside me, but that would have been way too much work and time. I had to find a way to work smart, not hard.
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	The price made it a doable deal—$2000. IF I get two years of work out of it, I’ll win.

	Where is that money going to come from? I went on a treasure hunt and came up with:

	319 Sterling Silver Jesus Rings. Yes, another exercise of futility that should have paid off, but didn’t.

	Here’s a sample tray’s worth.
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	I created two sizes: men's and ladies', as you can see.
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	What is wrong with those Christians? Why is an execution device, a cross that symbalizes a long, horrible death, more important to the Christian cause than the name of Jesus in a Sterling Silver ring worn on a finger? I thought it was all about doing everything in the name of Jesus. I  guess not.

	Don't worry, the material retains its value and continues to appreciate every day. 

	The rub is that if I were to sell them as rings for an average price of $40, they could bring in around $10,000. I tried, but the Christian market let me down. This once again proves that I can’t sell wet shite to a dry turd as a personal enhancement. I don’t know why that is. Karma from a past life, perhaps, or just the way things are. It’s not my fault. These are the best Jesus rings ever. So smooth that they meld into the comfort of a hand as if they weren’t there. 

	I’ve done this twice before, smashed 300 rings and sent them in for the melt price. The magic number is $40 an ounce, the same as the retail price, but without the majority answer to the question, “Want to buy a Jesus ring?” and hearing a repeat of, “NO!” I don’t get it.

	The rings, in total, weigh just over 1 kilogram. So I wouldn’t have to sell them all. The smashed rings would bring me a quick $1000, or so.

	Then I have this: a bar of pure silver weighing 1000 grams. One gram is worth $1.20. The bar can quickly give me $1200.
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	It was a good treasure hunt. The tractor seller said he’d take the kilobar, plus $800. SO… it looks as if I’ll soon be working smart, not hard, as I will quickly move tons of dirt and logging debris.

	My dilemma is whether to pay cash and keep the silver, as its price is about to spike. This is a decision to be made in the Third Quarter Moon. If it rises to $2 a gram, I will double the cost of the silver kilo. The Moon’s Third Quarter is now, all week. My bet is I will pay cash in full and keep the kilo of pure silver. The value of the money will depreciate, but the silver will not lose value as quickly, and has a chance to skyrocket.

	I deal with moneymetals.com. Check it out if you're in the precious metals investment game.

	A bonus to the treasure hunt was hand-fabricated Sterling Silver rings with fire agate stones in three. I made these about 20 years ago. All are stamped with the Hallmark of Sterling Silver and Brian Wizard.

	The photos do not do the designs on the sides justice.

	Anyone interested in any of them? $100 each. Each has the one size that they are. 
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	See, here it is, Third Quarter of this latest Moon.
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	 By the turn of the Fourth Quarter, I will have that tractor up here and ready to work. Then, from the next moon on, I will clean up the acres of forest around me, burn many slash piles, smooth the dirt, and return it all to its park-like setting next spring/summer.

	This morning’s Moon:
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	The Moon turned and brought more good luck. The tractor is paid for, so today’s project was to drive downtown and then drive the tractor up to my place. 

	I really wanted a good night’s sleep, but I also wanted to celebrate my good fortune with the tractor purchase. I drank too much vodka. I hadn’t had any potato juice for a long time. With a dash of lemon and a squirt of water, it was very good.

	I slept for two hours deep and sweet, but then the alcohol turned into sugar and woke me up. It woke up my mind, and I couldn’t help but think about the upcoming VA challenge. A review of my VA ban happened. Of course, without my input. What did they decide? My bet is on an extension of the ban. Why? That would greatly increase my case as being targeted for death, by suicide, or illness. Oh, how they do provoke.

	With no more than five hours of sleep, I arose to meet the sun. The excitement of the day’s 2-4 hour tractor drive up my mountain was fun, but combining the excitement with over-intoxication and a road trip made me need to pee. On the way to the bucket, I realized I also had a narsty composition of solid waste quickly coming down the chute. I stopped in my tracks, bent over, and pushed out another shotgun blast of poop, as I did last winter. 

	Word of wisdom to the young: By the time your body is old, all sphincters are stretched and weak. Trust none of them to hold back the inevitable.

	That led to a severe delay in the departure to town. Nonetheless, I cleaned up and was out the door.

	All went well. The town was still there, the tractor was still there, and the ospreys were still there. 
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	The good feeling of getting the tractor was still there, and true relief washed over me when I saw this trailer and big pickup sitting in place.
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	I’m a little out of my element when suddenly working with big machinery. It takes some getting used to.
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	Soon enough the tractor was in place, 
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	and tied down.
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	And up my mountain we went, with me leading the way.
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	Mile after mile.
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	The angle of ascent was thought to pose a problem.
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	Yes, it did. About where I lost that tire last winter, the big truck could no longer grab traction once it hit the bedrock of the road. I sat in my truck atop the hill, at the south end of the ridge, where I could hear the big truck’s tire spinning and the engine squealing.

	The seller unloaded the tractor and drove it the rest of the way.

	[image: Image]

	Soon enough, the game was over, and we all won.
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	The plan is to choose a nice, shady spot to give the beast a good mechanical checkup. Fill all the fluids, air, and assess the condition of the conditions.
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	After that, learn how to make it dance around the top of this mountain, clean up the logging debris and level the ground.

	It will be disciplined learning. Just what I need, another intrusion into my goofing off.

	For a few days, time ticked on.
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	I spent three of this week’s days in the valley running errands. I managed to catch up on all my supply needs. Passing by the tractor, I took a quick look beneath it to see if there were any fluid spots. Still, none.
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	Yes, this rear axle leaks, and probably will continue to do so forever. I’ll keep adding fluid to the reservoir. The seller gave me a gallon of hydraulic fluid.
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	I have yet to determine the purpose of this dipstick. Simply haven’t had the time to investigate. I’ll guess, hydraulic fluid.
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	It’s Happy Hour at the Teasle House now. 

	The high count of chipmunks is now 16. The diggers have gone to ground except the ones close by. Now I must carry the burden of partying for those who are not present.

	Is this a Hawaiian Teasle wearing a self-made hula skirt?
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	There is a song with the title, A Mother and Daughter’s Reunion. I don’t think this scene is what it is about.
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	There are two things to do at any watering rock. This is one of them.

	[image: Image]

	A raven rides a cone-laden treetop in a stiff breeze. I can’t blame it. I’d do it. It looks to be physically and spiritually thrilling.  
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	New perimeter crashers have arrived.
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	Another look into my future as revealed by Jean, a friend of 32 years. He now lives at a veteran’s home in Walla Walla, Wa. I sat; I looked and absorbed the sense of the environment.

	Sterile industrial warehousing, with flags and a false sense of being a bastion of peace while marking time. That is all that is accomplished. 

	[image: Image]

	Until these two jokers get together, the discussions move a few levels up in details and information.
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	His private space is small, the bathroom is large, and it even has a flying chair to transport a person from the bed to the shitter. It’s a ceiling-mounted electric monorail that carries a body in a sling chair.

	He enjoys sitting in the lobby watching TV with a few other people. He likes socialization. The twist to that idea is that both people in the room were out of it, drugged unconscious.

	We had a good chat. I started to cough. That made me very uncomfortable. Jean has long covid, I surely don’t want another bout of that. I moved on whilst Doug was at his appointment, and I went scouting for outside influence. I drove to the bookstore where I had done a signing years ago and showed them Life Immaculate, asking, “What can you do with this?”

	I was allowed to show it to their people at another signing. I told him the retail price was $100. That set him back. I added, “It’s three $33.333 stories in one book. Who can even do that?”

	The real numbers are $20 to me for each book. The store wants 40%

	I’m contracted for a three-hour gig on Sept. 27th. 4-7.

	With the expense of a $180 hotel, meals, gas, time, trouble, and the amazement that I wrote three connected stories into a one-book trilogy, the price is fair; I’ll probably lose $500.

	If you don't think so, I suggest you act on that level and let me know how it went for you. But what an experience! I envision an interview video that incorporates audience participation. Maybe some after-party fun.

	Maybe show an evening kiss on a balcony of the Sunset Hotel overlooking a sea of golden grain waving at our feet. The grains are tall, and ready to cut. It will be a good year for the farmers.

	Having picked up Doug, we went in search of ice cream. Success was had at Baskin-Robbins.

	On the way home, I spotted this old rock. Hmmm, never seen it before. It might look good in my yard, although I doubt I can pick it up. Rock around here is made of heavy iron.
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	Once I was atop my home ridge, I saw I had weather coming in.
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	The Lazy Frog Pond could use a deluge.
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	New toy. I’ll be experimenting with several long knives to see which one sticks best when thrown at 20 feet or less. $14.95.
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	Here are the specs:
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	We had this beauty to look at this morning. Will there be a thinner crescent tomorrow?
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	Remember the perimeter invaders I mentioned? Yeah, well, they arrived this morning. I shooed them away using firecrackers.
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	When I say, “We…” I mean the cattle, rodents, birds, and this frog.
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	How them tads do grow. This one might be from a year or more ago, or this year. As you can see, I waterboarded the little guy. I thought he might croak before he spoke, but no, he just held his breath and didn’t divulge a thing.

	As predicted, it’s a one percent crescent, the best of all.
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	The buck is back, waiting for the rut.
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	This gal is interested. She’ll give him her dance card.
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	Being the gentledeer that he is, he’ll patiently wait. 

	“Oh yeah,” he agrees.
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	It’s teasel nectar party time.
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	If one flutter-by is fun, two must be twice as much fun.
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	Do three flutter-byes turn the party into an annoying crowd?
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	The party is all-inclusive, so let the honeybee have some.
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	“Let me out, let me out!”
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	New diggings, but still no photo confirmation of life.
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	The last deposits of winter snow are soon to be all gone. It’s almost August.
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	It was a stare-down tweenst me and this beef-in-the-making.
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	I brought some party favors.
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	Once they exploded, she departed in a trot.

	You might think, “Why push them away?”

	They knock things over, drink all the deer’s water, and drop cow pies everywhere.

	The New Moon brought me the installation of a new window, one on the northwest side of the cabin, where the wind blows. The idea is to let in the cool westerly breeze on a hot summer night or day. I dislike using a fan because of the noise.

	Before any hole in a wall is cut, the wall must be studied to see if the location of the studs can be detected.
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	Mr. Doobie figured it out and began the exercise.
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	To make a hole in a wall, a part of the wall must be removed, and it was.

	I bought this window at a yard sale for $40.

	[image: Image]

	[image: Image]

	His measurements appear to be correct. The small, screened, and insulated window fits perfectly. 

	Why didn’t I do this task? Well, one, I am still down in the dumps with whatever ailment has me lethargic and worthless. My best excuse is that I don’t have all the neat construction tools Mr. Doobie has.

	If I had done it, it would have taken three days, with way too much thinking and stinking.
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	What’s the difference between a good carpenter and an excellent carpenter? Trim, yet to be installed.

	The new view is very nice, and the afternoon breeze is perfect. This hole allows the hot air inside the cabin to escape, circulate, and cool me should I lie down on my bed for an afternoon nap, which happens frequently these days. After 80 degrees, I simply go horizontal. It’s what a man of ice and snow does.
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	From the outside it looks like this, a work in progress.
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	But first, some detailing.
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	Slowly but steadily, it came together.
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	Add some trim and more caulking.
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	Meanwhile, I had to go see if I could take a photo of the brand-new Moon.

	Dang, this cloud sat for an hour in the exact location I predicted for the wee crescent of the New Moon would be found.

	The sun went down as expected, but no New Moon crescent was detected.
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	On the other side, I did find something worthy of a photograph, a bank of high sunlit clouds.
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	Caulking was put in place as the sunlight diminished greatly.
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	The inside trim was added.
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	Of course, there is cleanup to be done, someday soon, when the mood strikes. Not today, though, as it is Sunday, the second day of this New Moon, my 27,779th post-womb day, and the beginning of my 941st post-womb Luna Cycle.
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	Another talent Mr. Doobie shares with me is his weed growing and the manufacturing of hashish. That ball of hash is overloaded with THC. Two tokes and my day was done.
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	He also brought me 8 ounces of freshly picked raspberries.  There’s nothing raspy about them.
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	Plus, a dozen open-cage-hen-eggs, and some fresh, right out of the forest, huckleberries. All free.

	Although I am not part of the Wallowa town populace, they treat me well.

	Now, where was I on my summer list of things to do? Oh yes, the tractor. The idiot operator left the key turned all the way to the right. This position makes the Starter’s push-button hot and able to engage the starter. 

	I pushed it, but the engine didn’t even spin. Oh, that’s right, 1953 farm equipment technology. Never leave the key turned to the right, as that is the on position and will drain the battery. It’s a live and remember situation. Not to worry, I’ll get it running and moving dirt soon enough. It will be fun…until I breach my attention span.

	 I drove Doug to Walla Walla, Washington, for a doctor’s appointment on the 21st, as you might remember. There is a bookstore there, so I thought I’d introduce them to my $100 Life Immaculate book that contains three novels within. I asked Ben at the counter what they could do for this book. He took a copy, telling me that he’d show it to the boss-lady, Jennelle. As mentioned before, I was set up for a book signing event in late September.
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	Yesterday I received an email that read:

	 

	Hi Brian,

	When Jannelle, our owner, found out about the $100 price for the book, she said no to the event.  So, we'll need to cancel your author signing.  Sorry about that.

	What is your mailing address so we can mail the book back to you?

	 

	Thanks,

	Ben

	 

	I was happy to have visited Walla Walla, where I showed my wares to a commercial entity and snagged a book signing event. So, I thought.

	This ‘cancelation’ is a great example of why I don’t do the bookstore market. They are not out to support the authors who provide the stories in the books that they offer for sale. They charge a 40% commission for such events and consignments.

	My goal was to sell five books for $60 each. I wouldn’t have made a penny profit, as it would cost me $300 to be there. This makes the exercise a financial stimulus for the bookstore, not for me. Alas, silly little Jannelle is so out of touch with the lack of buying power of a dollar that a $100 book, even though it contains three novels, that I wrote, and $40 of consignment to her, is simply, “TOOOOOOOO F’n expensive!” Her decision was not based on the book’s content, only on the price. What was I thinking? Oh, yeah, the book’s cost was equivalent to five gallons of gasoline, less for diesel. Three bottles of 12-year-old Black Velvet whisky. Twenty advance Keno plays, four bags of regular grocery items, and so on. 

	A book bought provides its reader(s) hours of entertainment. When shared, it is a gift that can be repeatedly opened by every reader. 

	It is my opinion that book writing and selling are in my best interest. I could be wrong. The reader gains from the reading experience. The bookstore gains from its 40% commission, and the author… the who? Oh, the genius behind the creation who does the writing and production of the story. The person who spends three or more years thinking, rethinking, writing, rewriting, providing all the photos for the cover and inside, editing, preparing the book with outside formatting, printing, handling freight, and advertising for a book signing event for everyone but himself. 

	“SAY WHAT!?”

	“GFY,” is what I say. That is NOT how it works in BW’s world. (Oh yes it is, but it shouldn’t.)

	This is a great example of why I do not do the bookstore market.

	How does this ridiculous cancellation make me feel? It makes me feel good to know that I went to a seriously liberal Democrat city and was cancelled by the blue state idiots. This is par for the course. I remember that I received a very cold reception at the first book signing for PTK. I was a Toxic Male because of my military participation in that war. This is a state where history teachers tell their students that the protester ended the senseless war. I also offered my Viet Nam Doco on DVD. There were no takers. Yet, they all enjoy as much of the liberty and freedom the Communist Dems allow.

	I emailed Doug, explaining how I attempted to sell books, but my counterpart failed me due to her own out-of-touch stupidity.

	The good news is, Walla Walla and all of Washington live in the land of the free and home of the brave, even though they do not appreciate what they have. They have it by riding on the backs of men/women such as myself forever.

	 

	Doug replied:

	 

	BW, I guess that's over and done with.  DD

	 

	Doug is not a combat vet, and he, too, misses the point, although I know he respects my service. I responded to his note:

	 

	DD,

	Not over and done with. I don't hold a grudge, but I will make a difference. For instance, it could happen that the store will simply close due to my supernatural-psychic whammy power. 
  I'm thrilled that the book deal fell through, and I received a letter to share with the world, revealing how the wrong people are influencing my work and income with bogus decisions. Their commission at the $100 price is $40. For me, profit was never an option, nor the reason I wanted to do the gig. 
  I told Doug how I'd lose $500 doing this gig. Producing the book, meeting its requirements, and spending 60 hours all-up doing it. I must be nuts.  Instead of a financial bump, if I were to sell five copies (which would never happen), I would receive payment in the form of knowledge, proof that it is not I who makes the mistakes that hold me back. It’s also joyful that I don't have to go to Walla-stinking-Walla again. I win. The rejection letter is a memento that symbolizes how hard it is to get a fair shake in the book/reader world. All is an exercise of futility for the author. 

	Cheers,
[image: Image]

	 

	People do not read for entertainment. I am polite to end the statement with, “for entertainment.” Why would they? They have the internet in their hands to scroll through endless poorly written posts that they don’t read, either? I send out emails consisting of hundreds of words, and they are not read either. How can I expect them to read a 156,000-word trilogy? I can’t. Maybe I should take up Greeting card creations. Something like:

	 

	Happy Birthday, you smelly old fart!

	 

	Have you lost weight? Oh, no, I’m sorry. I’m looking at the wrong person.

	 

	It might sound as if Jannell’s decision hurts me, but since it's the norm, it doesn’t. It’s all excellent news. I was able to vent my frustration with this return note:

	 

	Janelle,

	Your decision to disallow your patron readers access to my book was out of line. Your decision to starve your patrons of my great work is not only your loss but theirs. What you’ve lost are your Brian Wizard privileges, and your patrons have lost a chance to read an excellent trilogy and a new way to look at their inevitable life after death. One without all the worry about being accepted by whatever God they believe in. 

	Three novels for $60, to the author, is not bad or too high a price. Of course, people who have no idea what it takes to write a letter or long email have no idea of the strenuous task of holding onto an idea, researching to make it logical, with content that entertains, if not educates. They must think the finished product falls out of a crack into an author’s hands. 

	  I got lucky. With that money saved, I can now buy a .22 Magnum or a .17 caliber pistol. Whatever it is, it will be my new concealed carry gun. Small, light, accurate, and deadly, or not. To kill an opponent in self-defense is one way to end a conflict, but to disable the opponent also works, with fewer legal ramifications.

	It might be asked, “Why did you shoot the gangster three times with such a small caliber round in non-lethal areas?”

	“Gun control.”

	Rain was coming, as I sat naked in the recliner on the deck. Happy Hour was on…until it rains.

	The teasel field.
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	It is strange how the top sprouts flowers in separate rows.
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	More new diggings. Still no proof of life.
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	Not much in the way of snowcaps at the end of July.
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	 Is this the same vulture that I photographed last year?
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	All 4+ inches of rain this year so far have not kept the Lazy Frog Pond hydrated.

	[image: Image]

	The bark beetles have had their way with this white fir tree.
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	Here’s what I’ve been hankering for: the end of the First Quarter. Stuff happened, and the New Moon started hard, hot, and heavy. For the most part, it has been all good.
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	Some high winds arrived yesterday and brought down this deadwood.
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	This chipper needs to eat and stay hydrated; otherwise, the load of Botflies growing inside its hide will suck it dry and kill it. I wonder if they notice the invasion and discomfort of such a parasite?
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	It is a major annual infestation, the Botfly Lavea. The eggs are dropped onto the grass and wait for a viable candidate to walk by so that they can latch on. As you can see, they grow big. If I had one, it would be the size of a football growing out of my skin. It’s a malady they all share.

	Check it out: https://allthatsinteresting.com/botfly-larvae
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	These tires have tubes inside, which is excellent. They won’t go flat as easily. The cracks are long, with threads showing. To replace them with new ones, $1200.
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	I wondered why the previous owner installed this small battery. It died, so I bought a larger one for $180. That’s when I found out why the smaller one was installed. The weight of the smaller one is significantly less. It wasn't easy to lift the bigger one up and into place because of the numerous hoses and metal components. I did not walk away unscathed. I had three small rips of forearm skin and one large one on my wrist.  

	Here’s the old one…                              and the new one.
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	I caught myself just before I erred. The posts on each battery are opposite from the one being replaced, with negative to the right on the old one, and negative on the left. The error would have caused a big spark when I hooked up the new one, had I not taken the time to spin it around. That’s when I scraped off skin on my right forearm.  

	I didn’t see any drippage beneath the tractor until a week after it was parked.
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	I’ll soon put a pipe wrench on this cap and see what the hydraulic fluid level is. This tractor has an old-school hydraulic fluid reservoir. No tank is needed because the reservoir is built within the framework.
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	The Lazy Frog Pond is only a pond if water is in it. It is fading away.
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	I don’t care what the chippers say, but in my opinion, sporting a Botfly larva growing in the skin is not a pretty sight.
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	Even though the State Firefighters came up for a tower climb, it doesn’t mean they came to spot fires. There was one foreman whom I had met before, and four new guys I’ve never met. They are young, late teens. They just wanted to climb the tower. You can see their white-water truck behind the tower.
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	There is new blood and a new face to look at. 
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	Both momma and fawn are very cautious of the creature that stands on only two legs. 
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	The First Quarter of this Moon brought me the tractor, and the start of the fourth book of the Will He Make It Saga, my Viet Nam War story. Permission to Die.
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	As you might know, it is presently a trilogy consisting of Permission to Kill, Back in the World, Permission to Live, and for a finale to my life’s work, there will be Permission to Die. It is inevitable. I have a plot outline that includes the new aviation display in the refurbished DC Smithsonian Museum. This display will feature my donated custom-painted flight helmet and a hard-to-find smoke generator from back in the day. The Huey that will carry the gear will be the Centerpiece of the display, with my gear installed in the proper position. From Battlefield to the National Hall of Aviation Fame is what I have done with my combat story. “AMAZING.” if I do say so myself. (Pat, pat, pat) 

	Now that will be a grand conclusion to my four-book set. You won’t find such dedication to a contemporary war story, or most any other war story throughout history. Not a story written by the soldier himself, with award-winning books, video documentary, songs, and a photobook. All you need to remember is that Brian Wizard is a fiction writer, then add to that, “The saga is based on a true story.” 

	I get yelled at by veterans who read PTK about how I embellished some of the events. There are two reasons for that: Never tell the truth in stories that follow other people’s lives. No two people see the same events as the same. This opens the door for a lawsuit. Also, how boring is a story that follows a person’s daily life? Less entertaining than this novella that depicts my life in the forest. The saving grace to this is the photos.

	People who attempt to write entertaining stories must make the characters realistic and exciting. Most people do not live exciting lives. I do try to be the exception. 

	Here’s some celestial excitement. Yes, we’ve seen this conjunction before: Jupiter and Venus. You can watch it in the morning, pre-sunrise. 
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	On the other side of the valley lie the Eagle Cap and Wallowa Wilderness Mountains. Mt. Howard has a tram that will carry people to the top landing. Up there is a snack shack, tables, and many begging Golden Mantle chipmunks.

	I have chipmunks that share my outdoors space, and they are called Least Chipmunks.

	We can see the difference in size with the Golden Mantle being on the left, and the Least Chipper on the right. How the Golden Mantle chipmunk ended up at my house is a mystery, as it resides on the other side of the valley, up the Wallowa Eagle Cap Wilderness. I’m guessing that it hitched a ride with a vehicle headed this way. I know my chipmunks hitch a ride to the valley in my vehicles. My first suspicion is that it was on the State Forestry Water Truck that came up not long ago, as it was right after that when I spotted the bigger chipper. I call it Big Boy.
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	It's a handsome little beast. Note the different face fur markings.
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	More visitors from afar are these bovine beasts. I had to give them some Brian training before they understood to stay out of my yard. 
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	The elderberry bushes have flowered and now have berries ripening in the summer sun.
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	August rain has arrived. Nice cool air.
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	Not even a lazy frog wants to play in this puddle.
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	Pulled off a piece of this pitch.
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	To change the aroma of my cabin, I can light this pitch, let it smoke, and have incense.

	Post experiment I now know that this bit of pitch had too much wood in it, which smelt like wood burning, not incense.
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	Cat’n nine tails are overcoming the Faraway Pond. The backhoe could extract the plants from the roots up. Should I ask the land owner’s permission or apologize?[image: Image]

	We are now in the Second Quarter of this Luna Cycle. It has been a slow and easy quarter so far.
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	As I mentioned, every part of this old tractor is apt to fail. New tires would double the cost of the machine.
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	Having used it to move dirt, I now know that the steering needs some TLC. It doesn’t like turning right.

	The Seven Devils have lost their snowcaps.
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	Another night, another Moon shot.
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	I do have daily visits from the cattle.
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	The three upper turkeys are of this year’s crop.
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	Not a good look. The larva will soon pop, and the fly will leave, and in its place, there will be a hole.
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	This fellow is tempting my wrath. I will protect my property, for which it has no regard.

	 

	ADD DIGGING PHOTOS
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	It has no dietary need for turkey meat.

	It searches for the dens of the red digger squirrels.
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	If you ever wondered if turkeys have down, here’s the answer: Yes.
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	Big Boy loves to play the harmonica, too. For harmonies he like to play the Jews’ Harp. “Boing, boing, boing.”
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	There should be a Battle of the Harps as soon as the Least Chippers heal from the Botfly baggage.
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	This rock tricked me into thinking it was a chipper’s head sticking up tweenst the deck woods.
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	Today was the second day for the fawn to visit. It ran off, again. Once it understands that the Man tosses out tasty grain, it will not run off. 
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	I’m sure you sit there wondering what the heck is a Botfly larva. Here’s a chipmunk that could not survive the drain of life fluids. Two can be too many. There is the stink of death beneath the deck. I am guessing it is another chipper that did not survive the suckage of a couple of Botfly larvae.
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	The Botfly larval growth need not be confused with a chipmunk’s swollen cheeks full of sunflower seeds.
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	I wonder what the Least Chipmunks think about seeing the larger Golden Mantle chipper lurking in the bushes. Not much, I guess.
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	Another source of death-stink might soon be the carcass of the badger who is hellbent on digging around my buildings. It should take its litter with it. I just bought a new pistol, a 22 Magnum, Walther, with two 15-round magazines. The badger may very well be its first notch.

	The pond puddle has transformed into a damp spot of its former self.
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	The Full Moon is one of the two celestial events playing out presently. 
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	A conjunction tweenst Venus and Jupiter is imminent. On the morning of the 12th, I reckon.
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	The next morning:
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	I decided to create an "It could be worse” therapy for those days when nothing goes well, right, correct, or easy. I hung this photo right next to my chair by sticking it into the trim of the new window.
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	This face plant took place on July 7th, 2024. I have not been right since.  I have been plenty wrong, though. A year + later and I’m still recovering.

	This digging in the dirt is an ant lion’s trap. When an ant slips into it and struggles to get out, this is a signal for the lion, which sits in wait beneath the inverse cone, ready to strike.  
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	https://www.whatsthatbug.com/antlion-all-you-need-to-know/

	The snowless summer Seven Devils.
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	The sheep herd and its herder have not gone far.

	[image: Image]

	Nor have the cattle.
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	Happy Hour with the chippers is still fun. They like not having the competition of the 42 red diggers vying for the sunflower seeds. The gathering is worthy of a jump and a dance to the harmonica songs.
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	The logging operation gave me an earlier Moonrise. It was full last night.
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	The planets Venus and Jupiter are a wee bit closer together.
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	We have our morning routine, breakfast for the momma, with the young ’n in the distance. 
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	“Oh, my goodness, there he is. The Man. RUN!”
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	This chipper loves to start the morning off lazing around on the back of the reclinger.

	[image: Image]

	Tomorrow morning, I hope to catch an excellent photograph of the Saturn/Venus conjunction. .56 degrees apart, as seen by our eyes. They are physically very far apart.

	“You’re fired!” I screamed at the photographer. “You slept right through all the spectacular visual, astronomical fun of the conjunction. You captured no photo of the V/S conjunction. Fool.”

	How could this happen? I have an acute focus on the night sky and its actions. My attention was distracted by a long-winded dream of color, which I don’t see much through these earthly eyes, but in Snoozeville I see all the colors. There was the journey of touring through the countryside of a strange world, via a horse-drawn cart. There were a lot of happy faces in the town we rolled into, and I couldn’t help but have one, too. Some pretty girls took a shine to me. I do like the full-length movie dreams that have continuity, action, fun, and women, but having a dream override reality seems a bit indulgent.

	The Moon is constantly changing, and I like it.
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	There is no pond until the rains return.
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	The $2000 tractor needed $250 of oil treatment and a new battery. It gave me 90 minutes of work before it quit working as intended. The backhoe and front bucket’s hydraulic lines were seriously leaking. Its repair was out of my mechanical interests, so I called Gauge, who runs a heavy equipment repair shop in Lostine. He sent out a repair truck and mechanic, but neither was said to be inexpensive. I haven’t received the bill yet.

	The backhoe wouldn’t move to the right, and the front-loader wouldn’t lift like it did at first.
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	There was a lot of leakage beneath the front. I couldn’t tell if it was water or hydraulic fluid. I looked and felt like both. Upon inspection by Dalton, it was both.

	Do you see the dark stain on the ground? The stain marks the spot.
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	Five hours and an estimate of $800 later, I knew too much. There was a lot of air in the fluid, detected by the white fluid that came out after a line’s fitting was loosened. I wonder if the air will escape the fluid in the pan just by sitting for a day or so.

	[image: Image]

	Dalton, the mechanic, discovered that one of the backhoe’s pumps was dead. To replace or rebuild it would cost up to $4000. That’s not going to happen.

	Upon further investigation, he found a hole in the fluid reservoir, which is the frame of the tractor itself. That’s when he discovered that the fluid was very low, hence the poor function of all hydraulic parts. He spot-welded the hole closed, and then the frame-tank took four more gallons of hydraulic fluid.
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	The major leak came not from the hydraulic function but from the radiator hose.Dalton said he’d have to go buy one, but I got lucky when I told Dalton with hope, “I might have one.” Right where I left it years ago, after I tried to fix a radiator leak for a snowplow/water truck, rested the radiator hose I had in mind. I thought of it due to the similar bend that the two hoses had.

	To work on this hose, the side and front panels had to be removed for easy access. They are back on in this photo.
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	I thought this cap was the fluid fill hole, but it is not. 
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	The true fill hole is on the top of the front-loader frame. 
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	The fluid was low by gallons. Luckily, the tractor came with two gallons of FREE fluid, a $50 value, plus convenience. Dalton gave me another gallon for free, and the frame was topped off. 

	With the fluid reservoir full, the hose on, and the radiator full of water, the leak in the fluid reservoir plugged, the tractor is once again ready to move some dirt. I only have X amount of work to do. Sure, I could work the land/forest around me for many acres, but they are not my acres, so I don’t need to throw money at cleaning up someone else’s mess. I will reduce the ground fuel for fires around my estate, drag in some logs to block off any paths or roads that might be trespassed on, mostly by out-of-county hunters. They are true idiots who come from faraway cities with the concept that they own all the land, and it is a public dump and toilet.

	I only want to clean up areas like these that are within sight of my property:

	[image: Image]
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	It appears that the badger found itself a red digger’s nest, evident by the straw pulled out.
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	I need to find a carpenter ant nest for kidnapping some ants to toss into the cone of an ant lion trap. I bought an infrared camera, which might help capture images of an ant lion in action if it is nocturnal. I want to create an action video: Meet My Ant Lion.
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	I caught a break with the tractor repair. I did the math to the best of my ability, not knowing the exact hourly rate, delivery, or time. My guess was $876. The bossman gave it all to me for $350 less. Nice.

	I will clean up and smooth over the area to the north of my property line. I think that would be an excellent place for a raised garden. It receives a lot of sun and rain.
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	I have not seen the big golden mantle for two days now. What happened to it? I have found hawk feathers on the ground, and it would be a targeted meal.

	Will this chipper survive the botfly infestation it suffers? Four is too many. They are emerging from their cocoons. Will it succumb to the drainage of life? I hope not.
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	The Third Quarter is humming right along. Its influence is mind-boggling, as it is focused on false money reports from insurance companies. Too confusing to even talk about.

	[image: Image]

	The big event was the conjunction of Venus and Jupiter, and I, the guy who had been photo-tracking their rendezvous for months, slept through the part where they were the closest together. What was he thinking? Oh yes, a great dream.

	Here they are the next morning, and now they grow apart again as they soar through the darkness.

	[image: Image]

	Look! The Botfly infestation is on the mend.
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	The Moon is on the wane.

	[image: Image]

	Venus and Jupiter are in separation.
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	These three beauties meet me at dawn for snacks, watching me pack my rig for a two-day sojourn to Clarkston/Lewiston. There, I’ll have a Life Line screening of my arteries for clots and plaque.
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	As you have seen before, after I drive 17 miles through the forest, I come to Hwy 3. To my left is north to Lewiston and Clarkton.
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	To my right is Enterprise.

	Twenty miles later, I come to the southern top of the Rattlesnake Grade.

	The 90-mile drive from my gate to the Lewiston Airport takes two hours. Why? The Paul McCartney song was written whilst driving this highway: The Long and Winding Road. (I joke)
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	To add to the slow drive are the rich folks who need to drag a home around with them.
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	There are the logging trucks, also.
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	It’s August, so fires are expected.
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	Frequent local travelers know how to avoid the downtown hub of Asotin by taking this shortcut.
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	It drives past the Fair Grounds.
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	The two block hub of Asotin.
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	There is this rock outcropping that is spectacular if you like such things, which I do. That is the Snake River.
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	It sits on the west side of the Snake River, the river that flows through Hells Canyon in Idaho.

	The towns are named for the exploring pioneers, Lewis and Clark.
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	I ate well but didn’t sleep well. The AC had the hotel room cold, so I shut it off. Then later that night, I was hot, so I opened the sliding glass door. That didn’t last long, as there is a pulp mill in Lewiston, and the stink is horrendous. 

	The screening was scheduled for 1:50, but I got lucky and they rescheduled me for 9. I was out of town by noon. Of course, I did some good shopping—250 rounds of 22 magnum, clothing, tools, and toys.

	After that, it was a simple reversal of direction. Again, the Rattlesnake Grade.
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	Just after mile marker 22, I banged a right onto McCubbin Road. It is also a winding, dusty road with some traffic.
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	The driver pulled over and let me pass.

	I knew my destination was coming up, as this is where the Tope Creek flows when there is water. Not presently, too dry. We’ve had just a tad over 5 inches all year, so far. The average is 9”.
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	The Night Sky’s celestial Show has been fun recently, more than usual.

	Here’s a crescent of 6% Moon from yesterday.

	[image: Image]

	Here’s today’s 3% Moon crescent.
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	Out of the norm of things, this morning’s treat was a four-piece band wandering by, on parade. The leader is Jupiter on top, then Venus, the Moon, and one more cast member to name…
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	…Mercury, the Elusive, due to its orbital closeness to the sun.

	During most passes, it gets lost in the sunlight, but this morning its path has elongated into the darkness so that we can see it.
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	On this fine twenty-second day of August, Mercury brings up the rear. “Good to see you!” the crowd calls out.

	The elderberries are ripening.
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	This is the first big plume of forest fire smoke rolling into the area this year, which is amazingly late.
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	It intended to conquer the air, and it did.

	To my Southeast.
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	To my Southwest.
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	It being the New Moon coming tomorrow morning, I spent today resting up for it. I need a new start in the work ethic. I won’t last long tomorrow because the afternoon high will be 98 stinking degrees. I’ll most likely be done by ten.

	My mode of operation will be chainsaw. The purpose is to fell all the damaged trees so I can pile them for burning. I will sort out the red fir for firewood. There are humpy and bumpy spots of ground that will need some smoothing over. Here’s what I have to work with:

	To the Northwest, it looks like there isn’t much to do. Wrong. Once you walk into it, you find a variety of wood fiber that needs to be cut and piled.
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	To the north-northwest, you can see more ugly debris and fire fuel.
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	Photos afterward will show the beauty I envision before I give it all a good whack.
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	Happy Anniversary to ME! Yes, August 25th is a day when things happen. It was a pivot point from childhood to manhood after a drunk driver whacked me head on. This accident fractured my pelvis. I was bedridden for three weeks as the fracture healed. One of the first things I did to reclaim my life and my freedom was visit the Army Recruiter and sign up for a three-year stint.

	This is also the day in August that I screened my award-winning documentary for the NY Indie Film Festival. Yes, I won best short doco.

	This is also the day the hospital where I was born killed my mother by pure incompetence. They put her on a defective gurney, the side dropped as she rolled over, and then spilled onto the floor, breaking her neck.

	The weirdness of this year’s 8/25 is that when I went to start the tractor to do some work, it began to rain. Yes, I asked for rain as soon as I noticed the sky was still very full of smoke. The amount that fell was only enough to make me stop working, and now look at me, back behind the computer.

	I don’t like breathing smoke.
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	Chippers don’t like packing around parasitic larvae, either.

	The things we must do are those we have no control over.
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	These little ones have learned that the funny-looking, two-legged beast that their mother insists on visiting is a source of good food.
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	There is no animal or bug that doesn’t like to fight for its food.
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	Out the cabin’s doorway to the east.
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	Out the window in front of my office chair to the west.
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	Tomorrow it’s back to THE BIG for the Dentist, Shopping, and…?

	Being hunkered down inside due to the thick smoke, I’ve been busy sorting out details of my life. Boring information about credit, finances, insurance, bank balances, and…? Boring, but it all needs to be done.

	The longest and most boring month of the year, August, has two more days to live. Dang! I’m not liking it all that much. I continued my health checks and went to the dentist in The Big yesterday. I have a cavity, oh no! Hidden underneath a cap, of all places. I blame the cap because, being a jeweler who has set many stones, I am familiar with the edges of metal. They need to be bent over so soft material, like food, doesn’t slip underneath the metal. This was not done; hence, food was stuffed in there by the chewing process. Now it is rotting. Options: Remove the cap, fill the cavity, and install a new cap, or pull the old tooth. To fix it only to rot again will take up to three, maybe four trips to The Big. The window of options narrows daily as winter is coming. If they cannot do the cap within 90 days, I’ll insist we pull the tooth and be done with it. Knowing them as I do, they will not see the importance of winter’s hazardous road travel and expect me to come there in December or January. Due to the office being full of hateful lib-dems, my Trump support is not appreciated. You know my motto: Fuck’em if they can’t take a joke. Fuck’em if they can.

	The sticking point of their anger is my Toxic Male T-shirt. The gals didn’t like it. Of course, they don’t understand that my true sentiment is the last line of the five lines, “I’m here to help.” They never finish reading the statement as they are so easily triggered. “NO free speech or expression for Brian!”

	There are plenty more Moon Photos to shoot, though. Free to look at, but each comes at a financial cost: camera, cards, electricity, and time, with some forward-thinking.
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	For example: The chase for a photo of the badger that lives in this hole. I tried for months to catch the little bugger willing to come out of its den. I had no luck.
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	The clearing will come. This haze is from an Idaho fire.
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	I have a project coming in line with the position of being next. See that tarp? Remember the pile of roofing shingles along the backside of my cabin? I’ll be laying a tarp on that hood behind my truck after pulling it to the narrow edge of that deck. I’ll either toss the shingles up onto the deck and then onto the tarp/hood, or just on the tarp hood. I want the pile moved as the wooden shingles now stink and the breeze blows said stink into my house. 

	Do you see it? The Moon under cloud-camo. Right in the middle.
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	This is a fine spec-of-mine of my favorite Finch, the Crossed-Billed Finch.
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	August is this breed of Finch’s month to dominate the watering holes: Rock and Pan.

	For fun, I picked up this road-rock. I like the cavity with the ooze of lava inside of it. It’s oozed molten lava into a hole. As a geode has agate inside of a its hole.
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	I had an image-of-art pass from one ear to the next. WHAT IF…I filled the empty space with glitter-inclusive blue glue? 
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	Like so…
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	It would then look like this…
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	More Moons, please. That’s what boredom looks like.
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	Remember this fellow, underneath the box-shed?
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	This morning, I found this one down by Whisky Creek Rd.
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	They don’t look the same. This would mean I have two badgers in the neighborhood. August/September are the breeding months. I’ve caught them on camera before tearing off a fuckening. This one was down by the Whisky Creek Rd. intersection. The adage, “Quit badgering me,” comes from the female barking, growling, hissing out the command to, “Bring, it, boyo.” The badger is cousin to the skunk, as you may have guessed by its stripes.

	The floating Moon.
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	This morning the sun was a smokeball. Red, orange, maybe. Gold?

	A fire-season glow.
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	I’ll be lucky to see the Moon tonight. I can’t see any mountains, and they are less than 20 miles away.
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	No matter what direction I look.
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	These are bare bone photos of my surroundings.
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	As I go with the flow of heat, my day today has been all about computer work. I need to set up the new computer, as this one’s data storage is nearly full.

	I must spend days, if not a week, setting up the new computer. Plus, I found a new veteran website, and I will try my hand at offering my war wares through it. I’ve got to start selling some wares. I need the money to take the trip to DC, or wherever.

	With 17 eBooks, I could potentially experience a significant financial boost if I could sell many inexpensive eBooks. I’ll give it a try. VetFriends is the new website. Three million + vets are signed up for it. That should be a focused market, yes? We’ll see. Are any of them readers? That’s asking a lot. Okay, I’ll be happy to sell countless videos. I only need 1% to react positively.

	Update: I’ve been with VetFriends for a week or so, and all I have received from them are opportunities to buy veteran related junk. 

	I’m not the one to do the pricing. I’m too close to the work. I feel every read of any of my books is of priceless value. Many of my presentations via the written word are not valuable to the IQ-impaired. That’s why Jules Vern made such a mark on science, transportation, and more through his fiction. In the world of fiction, anything that doesn’t exist can. It only needs to be a well-explained speculation.

	There I was, minding my own business, as per usual, when I noticed something in the road as I drove to town. “I’ll investigate upon my trip home.”

	This must be important as these two home-deer were waiting in the carcass area. The little one has never seen such a thing.
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	Was it important? Or was it from outer space? Earthly, look at the paws. Looking at its head, you can tell it was roadkill. I saw this bear, or its parent, a month ago in the same area.
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	Those are the paws of a bear. I recognize them from the pastry shop.

	The prehistory to this event was when I caught a whiff of death ten days ago. Its location was thick brush that I could not see in. Now I know from what the stink originated. I wonder how the carcass moved from within the brush onto the road. Let your imagination run with that and surmise.  

	After yesterday’s Happy Hour, through which I was all alone, I watched a bald-faced hornet slam a yellow jacket onto the deck, overwhelm it, and then take it to a partially drilled-in screw, and eat. I wasn’t all alone, was I.

	“Would you like a beer with that? I have an extra.”
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	The big question was never asked: “Who’s happy now…and not?”

	The morrow’s noon brings the Full Moon front and center on the other side of our world. We’ll see it in the evening, before the sun sets, if the clouds allow. Some wet and cool weather is coming in. I have heaps of outside work to do. The heat truly stops me in my tracks.

	But first… clean up the bear appendages by hacking them off with a hatchet. A rear foot.

	[image: Image]

	It was a grand moon last night, colored and blurred by the Idaho fire smoke.

	[image: Image]

	Where are the Bald-Faced hornets now?
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	These yellow jackets want revenge.

	The pine boomer squirrel has commandeered a part of the tractor as its dining area.
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	Okay, I can’t stand it any longer. Are you noticing the photos are blurry even without the smoke? There will be a camera switch tomorrow.

	Moon watching is a significant event these days, as it is about the only ongoing celestial act.    
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	This is funny. The badgers decided they needed a two-door entrance.
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	An ongoing daily event is the smoke cover in the valley.
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	This truck delivered 343 gallons of propane yesterday. $1.74 a gallon. The cost: $601.39. The cheapest heat in the valley. Oh, you might think wood burning would be cheaper. It isn’t delivered for free and takes a month to gather, find, cut, haul home, cut to length, split, and be stacked. It must then be carried into the house from the cord piles, set in its waiting-to-be-burned space, inserted into the stove, and monitored. Six hundred bucks delivered is genuinely the way I roll. Lazy? No. I work smart, not hard.
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	I’m getting lucky with the Moon shots, with the clouds giving me some space.
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	In the morning, after breathing smoke all night as it comes in my open window, all I can say is, “Cough-cough, choke-choke.”
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	I lost one, an adult chipper. Why? It might be due to botfly dehydration, or perhaps mauled. It ain’t telling. “Mum’s the word.”
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	The wane is on.
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	Winter is coming, as seen by a Moon Halo last night. Ice crystals in the upper atmosphere reflect the light off the ice.
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	The clarity of the sky is truly unstable from day to day.
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	This tree will be dead by Spring due to its bark beetle infestation.
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	I had to go old school to remove the front tire, which had a slow leak.

	I tried using the hydraulics, but the idea failed due to a lack of stability in the fluid. The system obviously has a leak, as it will not hold the tires off the ground. I’m hoping this leak doesn’t prevent me from hauling a bucket full of dirt.
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	I had to use a large hammer to beat the rim loose from its position.
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	I’ll pick it up tomorrow as I must make a run through the valley. I get a free Miracle Ear hearing test in Enterprise. This is only a test, although a sales pitch will accompany it. 

	I erred the other day and used the door in my truck as a rest and let a 9mm fly. The backblast into the truck’s cab was deafening. Background noise now blocks out what I should be hearing clearly. And that’s why I accept the name, Brian, the olde.

	The hearing test went well. Of course, I could use hearing aids, but for $3000 -$10000, I can’t think of a thing that I would need to hear that I don’t hear now.

	I told the tech about shooting my 9mm pistol out the window and how the blowback was deafening. He used that info to scold me, “I can’t tell you how bad that hurt your eardrums. I can tell you they are angry.”

	The tech was morbidly obese to the nines, and I can’t respect that. No wonder he was so cranky.

	Lightning started to slam my area of the world on my way to pick up the tire, so I gave that a miss. It wasn’t like the tire was going anywhere.

	More rain was coming with a sighting of virga.
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	The lightning show was great fun. There were many cloud-to-ground strikes, but also a deluge of rain. Nothing significant came of it fire-wise. 

	The next morning, today, I was happy to see the Seven Devils. It has been a while.
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	I went to town early and pulled right behind Kevin, the tire guy, as he drove to work. I was right on time. Here he is in his independent tire shop. Dang, the morning sun ruined the photo quality.
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	$45, and the new tube was inserted. He said it was shot. I gave him a $5 tip. No one ever tips Kevin, so he was pleasantly surprised.

	Before I went to town, I snapped a quickie of this mob of three deer families. Three fawns, three does, but only two are the moms.
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	On the way home, I checked to see if there were any new developments at the badger home’s hole. Yes, there were—new diggings and a pawprint.
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	This afternoon, more thunderheads developed.

	[image: Image]

	I did a load of laundry and found this odd ooze from the tree next to the clothes line.
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	Is it a cocoon, or just a pitch drip? Remember the white growth on the side of a tree a while back? It was a cocoon. A few days later, it was gone. Then there was another ooze like this one, and it was more wood than pitch.

	It was securely attached to the bark, if not the tree’s cambium.

	The burn test proved it was pitch-coated. It bubbled like heated pitch, it dripped like heated pitch, and it smelled like heated pitch.
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	Of course, I removed it. I must examine, experiment, and classify.
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	Last night was the end of the First Quarter of this Luna Cycle. At 3:30 this morning we were into the Third Quarter.
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	The badgers now have a two-door entrance, and more dirt is being pulled out as a front deck. I still haven’t seen any activity around this entrance. 
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	Finally, the recent rains have cleared the sky.
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	This photo is for the cattleman who allows his chattel to eat my deer/elk’s salt block and drop copious quantities of cowpies all over my yard. I will show him this photo and see IF next year, he’ll take them somewhere else. Or pay me $1000 a month to babysit his investment.

	I’ve officiated two weddings on his ranch. At the end of the last one, I said, “See you at the next wedding.” He said, “No more!” If he can’t handle the invasion of young love and their friends for one day, why do I get to suffer his cattle invasion for four months?
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	It is a rainy Sunday, so I’m inside wondering what to do. I worked on this documentation, which is essential for maintaining a daily journal. Not easy. Especially the part of setting up relevant photos to include in the monologue. 

	The tractor tire installation needed more thought, as it is too heavy for me to lift into position easily. In ’53, they were not cheap when it came to using thick metal and rubber. I’ve tried several approaches using persuader bars to assist in the lifting. There is a narrow lip for the rim to sit on, but the rim does not easily slide into place and fit flush with the drum. Only one of my many attempts allowed me to set the wheel in place on the drum. It didn’t stay there long, as in the process of twisting in a bolt, it slid off the lip. It doesn’t have lug nuts to hold the rim in place to thread onto a lug like a truck has. It only has holes, and lining up the holes on the rim and the drum isn’t easy. Technically, for the sake of ease, it’s a two-man job. 

	Not to worry, I woke this morning with a new approach: Build a wooden platform to give me a more stationary way to mount the tire, freeing one hand. This will not be done until the sun shines and the ground dries. I’m not afraid of mud; I simply don’t like kneeling or sitting in/on it. So, back to the plan to continue cleaning and organizing this cabin, and then the powerhouse. I want all the places I’ll work in through the winter to be comfortable and as less cluttered as possible. Not easy in a 250 square foot room. This is why it’s called “Pre-winter prep.” Within sixty days, I’ll have the first snowfall.

	A precursor for that is this: serious rainfall.
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	See, it came and it killed the drought. That’s all overnight rainfall.
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	Here’s a path of runoff.
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	These adult gals know what’s coming, but the young’ns don’t. They’ll learn.
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	The badgers chose to stay inside during the rainy night. Like me, they don’t like trudging in the mud.
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	This bluebird will soon follow the hummingbirds and head south, with the geese, ducks, and other fair-weather avians. 
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	There was a low ceiling over the Eagle Caps.
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	Yes, the drought is out and the pond water is in.
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	I added this flag to the gate so I can see from my pillow if I closed the gate or not. Everything wants a moment of artistic glory and collaboration with whatever I do, hence this windblown bit of lichen.
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	In the dark of night, several neighbors swung by for a “Hi.”

	The evening chill must have made me shiver, hence the blur.
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	Drawn back, we have a bigger picture of the celestial parade: Pollux, Castor, the Moon, and Jupiter.
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	What is coming soon is the good news. It will bring the end of this third novella reporting my 2025 photo-inclusive journal. Yes, I’m talking about the Equinox, when the sun sits on the equator and will soon be racing toward its most southern point in its path.

	Its spiritual meaning is:

	The Autumn Equinox symbolizes a time of balance between light and dark, marking the transition from the active energy of summer to the introspective energy of fall and winter. It is a period for reflection, gratitude, and acknowledging personal growth, as well as a time to celebrate the harvest of both physical and spiritual efforts.

	This is why it is a good time to write stories. My last novel will be fun for me to write, maybe fun for you to read. Permission to Die. It will be an eBook only, as it will include many links to relevant aspects of my life, saving me time by not having to rewrite events, and will provide third-party references. You know, things like videos. 

	This novella will soon be over. Three of four will be done. I like the sound of that. 

	The fourth part will be short as I will end it soon after the snow falls, and I begin to repeat the winter routine. More good news is that after doing this journal, I feel my life living this isolated lifestyle has been explained as much as it needs to be. If you want more, I suggest encouraging me to copy my lengthy video journal, Therapy, which covers the first ten years living here. It will come on a thumb drive, as it is 7.5 GB in size. It will be spendy, and good to watch if you don’t have a life of not knowing what’s coming next. One man, one wilderness, a fire lookout, and a lot of fun. That’s just how I roll.

	I could spend some photography time chasing after the latest visitor, an ermine: AKA, Weasel. The little beast intends to eat all the chipmunks. It’s what it does: chase them, catch them, and eat them.

	A faster mover, for sure. So fast that the photo only sees it as blur.
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	If it runs fast enough and can catch some air, perhaps it will make like a cow and jump over the Moon.
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	Or fetch a spent arrow down the line for the hunter, Orion.
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	The 7-Ds fight to be seen through the haze. The Snake River runs between me and those mountains.
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	The Eagle Caps are free of the smoke and haze. 
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	I’m toying with the idea of scraping the sludge at the bottom of the pond and moving it…maybe to my yard for fertilizer. Only if the water recedes so low that the greasy parts of the tractor won’t get into it.

	You might have thought I would have done it sooner. The tractor is just now getting up to speed at working at all, and I didn’t want to scrape dry dirt as it is wicked hard.
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	Then there was this conundrum, putting the front tractor tire back on. I fought it for ten hours over three days.
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	I tried every trick I could come up with to overcome the dilemma of not being able to line up the rim and drum holes to stick the bolts in. Unlike our trucks and cars today, in 1953, International Harvester used bolts, not lugs and lug nuts to hold the wheel on. 

	What saved the day was my needing a break from work and the frustration of it all. I haven’t paid a great deal of attention to my Gawd of late, but here I was, up against a wall of mechanical mayhem, and I needed help. I focused and asked, “Could you help a guy out?”
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	Sure enough, I went to the fridge and pulled out a beer, Mirror Pond, a high-test brew. “Ahhhh, that’s better,” I said after I drank it down, and it washed away the frustration. I then returned to the tractor and tried to line up the holes in the rim with the holes in the hub. BINGO! Whilst I was imbibing in a refreshing beer, The Gawd Factor lined things up just perfectly. The bolts went into and through both holes, and I tightened them down. Ready to rock and roll with the tractor, again. Well, not quite yet. I noticed all the grease fittings were dry, so a trip to Enterprise will buy me the grease and gun I need.

	There was a great photo shot at 5:15 this morning, worthy of a photo letter to fans and friends.

	Hear me sing to this mob of hornets and wasps 

	“You’ve got that stinging feeling. Oh-o, that stinging feeling. You’ve lost that stinging feeling now that you’re gone, gone, gone, whoa-oa-o-wo.”

	[image: Image]

	Why? They were eliminated.

	[image: Image]

	This morning, there was some loving feeling amongst this group of happy space flyers.

	Moon, Jupiter, and Procyon. 

	[image: Image]

	Will there be a thinner crescent tomorrow? I think not.

	[image: Image]

	The autumn equinox in 2025 will occur on September 22 at 18:19 UTC, marking the start of autumn in the Northern Hemisphere. This is when day and night are approximately equal in length as the sun crosses the equator from north to south.

	It will be time to change from the Summer Novella to the Autumn. I’m ready. But what last-minute excitement will happen between now and the equinox? There should be something fun. 

	I’ve been meeting women lately, mostly at restaurants, barmaids, and servers. Yesterday, a lovely lady told me I have beautiful blue eyes. I told her she has a gorgeous body, and she does. I bit my lip before my alter ego blurted out, “I’d like to see it snuggled up close to me between the sheets. I can rent a hotel room.” See, I’m learning the new standards of the amazingly sensitive youngsters.

	Mind you, the young’uns like compliments, even if they are not to be acted upon. It’s their antisocial indoctrination that gets in the way of their love lives. I might have to move to Colombia, where age is not a distractor, but a known steppingstone to a better life. 

	They want to snuggle up to the old man, of course, especially for a change from the airy-fairy young men of today who still live with their parents, and their big interests are eating junk foods, blowing up like balloons with fat, and playing video games. I see this in Wallowa. The young used to come out to the forest and play, camp, shoot, and party. That ended a decade ago. Nice for me not to have the hoons running about the forest. Their twisted indoctrinations tell them to shun the old. Fine, they can keep their chlamydia all to themselves. Ah ha ha ha, I win.

	Summer is all but done, as is this novella. As you read, I await a closing photo, story, or outline for the future.

	Holy Mackerel! Not two hours later, a side-by-side drove up with two passengers. They brought beer, twenty cans of Pabst Blue Ribbon. The gist of their story is that the gal, whom I’ve never met before, has money, and the guy I once wedded off to another friend of mine. You might remember if you’ve read my photo letters for ten years or so. The wedding took place in a barn smelling of hay bales. He got himself a new gal, one with money and a $400,000+ house in town. She wants to live in the bush, the forest, at this lovely piece of property.

	“How much will you sell this place for?” she asked. “One plus million?”

	I laughed. “I want a quick sale to the right people. I know him, and I like your enthusiasm, so one thousand dollars per degree from the top of the tower. Three-hundred and Sixty Thousand Bucks”

	She couldn’t believe her ears. “That’s cheap.”

	Finally, I have an intelligent person to talk to. “Better yet,” I said, preparing her for a better deal, “No reasonable offer refused.”

	“Three twenty?”

	“Put it on the tabletop and tell me what else you can give me.”

	“What do you need?” she asked.

	“A young, lovely female cohort to go on an 8000-mile road trip adventure with me, on which I will dedicate history at the Smithsonian.”

	“How young? Is twenty-two too young?”

	“Twenty-two going on fourteen would be me babysitting, and I horrible babysitter. Is she fat?”

	“Somewhat,” she stated. “She’s like a daughter to me.”

	“Maybe. Let’s talk about your purchase of this place. Mind you, I love living here, and it is a great place to die. Dying is still at the bottom of my list of things to do, but the list is getting shorter.”

	“You can come back and live here anytime you want,” she added. 

	I didn’t tell her so, but that sweetened the deal. 

	They said they would return next week with details. I told them not to hurry, as I won’t sell until the Summer of 27, after the Smithsonian gig.

	This is an excellent way to end the Summer novella, with the potential of an actual change in my situation. I’d have heaps of money to travel with and not worry about life and the safety of home. It would bring an entirely different outcome from the one I have in mind: feeding the predators one last meaty meal. Not right away, anyhow. This is a closing piece of info for the novella. 

	Within 24 hours, Summer will be over, Autumn will be on, and final winter preparations will be my primary focus.

	Enjoy your Autumn.

	Brian Wizard, the olde.
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