
        
            
                
            
        

    
	 

	AUTUMN 2025

	 

	[image: The image shows a nocturnal scene with a tree's branches illuminated by a bright, possibly artificial, light source, against a backdrop of a red roof.

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

	 

	 

	One more novella for this year, and I will have proven my point: They are too dull to be considered reading pleasure for those looking for wild, if not fictitious, tall tales. Well, I like them, but who doesn’t appreciate their own life journal? 

	Where was I at the end of summer? Oh, yeah, I'm wondering what greatness Autumn will bring. Possible estate sale. That would not only rock my boat, but tip it over, and me out. That could be fun. A new beginning. What comes next could be fun. My goal will be to have fun, reconnect with old friends, make new ones, and embark on one adventure after another. Without the need to bring baggage such as music, art, and the like, I’ll travel light.

	I will not be interested in buying another property. I only bought this one because it is such a fantastic place. Yet, it is a young man’s game. Plus, I’ve been physically damaged, so I am less than what I was. Best said as, “I’m a thin, two-dimensional shadow of the man I used to be.”

	I’m sure you’ll agree that scrolling through each novella and stopping only to view an interesting photo and what is written around it is the way to go. I’m not saying don’t read it page by page. I want you to enjoy it however you get through it.

	 

	All that will come after the sale. I’m hoping the people will move here in June ’26. I’ll stay for a month showing them the ropes. I hope they will come up on snowmobiles so I can show them the ropes of winter, which will most likely kill their dream.

	Next, what’s coming next? Yard work, winter prep, slash pile building, and burning.

	We’re two days into it, and so far, nothing of import has transpired.

	 For winter fun, I might try potting some of the volunteer sunflowers and see if I can get them to grow indoors. They only volunteered after the chipmunks planted them. Get them strong and healthy enough to replant outside in spring. Then I will see how long it takes for the red diggers to break the stems and eat the greens or seeds.

	[image: Image] [image: Image]

	Not much more evaporation, and I can scrape the bottom of this pond with the tractor, bring the mud to my property, and use it for planting soil. With all the shite and nutrients from the compost, it should be good.

	[image: Image]

	This is an odd tamarack. One branch is turning before the rest. WHY?
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	The Sevens are looking good. They just need a dusting of snow.
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	Winter is coming. Tomorrow will be the first day with under 12 hours of sunlight. At 10:10 hours of daylight, the solar panels stop providing a full charge to my house batteries. Hence, the gas generator is used to supplement the electric storage. I need 20-30 gallons of gasoline to make it through the season of low sun 

	A chill of Autumn rules the morning air. Daylight dwindles daily. All events are right on time. 

	[image: Image]

	Daily smoke is also normal.
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	Yesterday I moved some dirt with the tractor. I moved the beast to where it will have morning sun to warm it up, and I will fill all the fluids, grease all the fittings, and…?

	I’ll then get back to moving dirt. I need to work in the forest with the chainsaw first, just so I can then cut and pile the debris.

	Fact: This tractor is too big for me, especially at this time of life. The good news is that I will do the bare minimum and then sell it. 

	In the last session, I showed you the volunteer sunflowers sprouting up, the ones the chipmunks buried. This is what they looked like yesterday.

	 [image: Image]

	Not to worry, I found more.
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	The New Moon showed itself. I was an evening late due to clouds. 
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	The morning air was much clearer.
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	Soon, the cooler air of late Autumn will settle any residual smoke.

	What do you think of the dark mode of the screen? I like it.

	“Let it turn. Let it turn. Let it turn.” (Let it snow…”) It’s a slow moon, but it turns every night and day.  

	If it wasn’t so cloudy it would have had a more defined mouth.

	[image: Image]

	Autumn sky, with haze, but less than usual.

	[image: Image]

	Look at the cross-billed finch fly. It’s hard to find. Top left corner, blurred wings, cute little body, and feet up.
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	You’d think they might talk with a list through that bill-crossing.
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	I purchased grease guns and grease, envisioning squeezed-excess covering the fittings
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	You might remember these mushrooms growing out of this stump months earlier. They are still growing, and as hard as soft rocks.
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	This might be the source of the water getting into the hydraulics since the makeshift, upside-down cap is broken. This is the fill point for the hydraulic fluid to run the front loader and the backhoe.

	You see the problems, time and the elements caused rot.
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	On the 29th we left the First Quarter.
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	This is Steve and his new gal-pal, Ashley. He’s so happy to bring her into his life. His wife gave up being the wife. Young Ashley is up and out of the city and enjoying the country life.
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	If you want some horse packing into the Eagle Caps, Steve is your guy. He has a camp high in the tall mountains, and he packs people and supplies up on horseback. Just for fun, and hunting.

	Lars, from outside of Portland, arrived the other day just to get up and out of the hustle and bustle. He stayed a few days. He helped me raise a new flagpole and fly a new flag.

	This looks better than that old, tattered one that’s been flying for too long.
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	Last night was cloudy, rainy, and very cool. I turned on the heat.
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	It’s clearing after every rain.
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	As soon as I feel the tractor is ready to do the job, I’ll give it a try to scrape the pond’s bed. I hope to extract some good, nutrient-filled dirt to put in special places. In front of the TCL log, it might be good to grow some flowers.[image: Image]

	I discovered that the steering was very stiff due to a lack of fluid. I bought some and poured it in. I can’t say it made the steering easier, but it didn’t make it any stiffer.

	I’m letting it sit to drip. I want to assess the severity of the power steering leak. It’s genuinely a leaker—a next year project. 

	[image: Image]

	Here’s the proof of drippage, on the ground.
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	I went to town today because I need more Golden Seal. Somehow, I came down with a urinary tract infection. What’s that about? I have some Golden Seal and have been taking caps for three days and the pain has lightened. Still, it takes a week. 

	Of course, once I was home, I realized I had not gone to the one store in the county that carries the ground roots of the herb.

	Upon entering my cabin, I looked at the side desk and saw the extra bottle I bought months ago. So, all is good.

	I bought two more gallons of power steering fluid. I can’t fix the leak right away, but I can add more fluid.

	I grabbed up some food and some poison. I bought a bottle of Redemption Rye whisky. Powerful. It’s now serious rifle season. Should visitors come by after their hunt, I’ll share. I bought a big bottle. 

	“Do me a favor and have an ounce of this and save my life,” will be my offer.

	I stopped in to ask about this beauty: 1936 Plymouth. I thought about taking it for a drive around the country.
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	It’s recommended top speed is 45 mph. That’s a slow ride to anywhere.

	Upon riding up to my ridge I saw the weather being weather. Sunshine between clouds, along with rain now and again. I’m good with that. The clouds only give one tenth of an inch at a time. Why do they bother?
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	A hunter came up with a gift: Liberty Cap magic mushrooms. I wait for a perfect sunny day, but maybe a snowy day.

	One hit each. I’m in.
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	All night through, we moved along into the Second Quarter of this moon. The problem with night photos has been clouds.
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	If I exercise patience, the clouds in front of the Moon might clear away.
Yes, this is better.
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	I started the day with a sunrise through a break in the clouds.
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	Up close and personal, we see this beautiful shot of color.
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	I was going to show the horror of my latest physical trauma, but instead, I thought you’d do better with some floral beauty.

	I don’t know what it’s called other than another weed with no purpose that I know of.
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	Today was warm and sunny, so said this reptilian. Unless my shadow puts it in the shade, it let me walk around without disruption. What were its intentions for the yellow jacket? Do Garder Snakes like bugs? Stinging bugs?
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	“Hey wait! That’s my insulation.” The little thief. 

	[image: Image]

	[image: Image]

	Do you see the autumn color change? I see a brighter shade.
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	Do you see it? On the right, inside the hole… a tunnel to another room. They are expanding. For a comfortable winter and the little ones in the Spring, I reckon.
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	Cougar paw print, proof of life.
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	There’s rain in the southeast.
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	Not so much to the northwest.

	The next four days are the last days I’ll be able to scrape the bottom of the pond since it has very little standing water. That might happen. No promises on that, or any other project. I am not in the mood for manual labor. Blame the face-plant, or old age. I do.
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	The Full Moon, on my 27,866th day of post-womb life, was a Super Moon.
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	The sunrise the next morning looked as if it were in a spider’s web. I liked the look.
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	It's hunting season, so I have trucks parked at the bottom of my driveway. I have yet to be blocked in. Amazing. The out-of-county people are a source of litter and a driving danger. They like the middle of the narrow, winding road so they can look up the hills of the draw they are in. That’s not hunting. That’s joyriding with the intent to kill.

	They chased almost all the deer and turkeys away. This saves me money on feed.
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	All that the Eagle Caps need now is some white, and it is coming, according to the forecast.[image: Image]

	I noticed a truck driving down the South Ridge, which is not allowed. The narrow tire track is the stranger. I followed it for a while, and I found it.

	It was the forest trimmers’ truck, and they were allowed to drive that road to trim the forest. [image: Image]

	I swung into the trimming area and talked with one of them. All was good.

	The next thing I know, a truck is headed up my driveway. It was the forest trimmer’s foreman. We got to talking and he made me an offer I could not refuse.

	“If you need a few trees trimmed, I’ll do it for you.”

	“How much?”

	“How old are you?” he asked. 

	“In my 77th year.”

	“I’ll do it for free,” was his offer.

	Nothing is free, so I await the cost in some other way, maybe.

	That met my budget perfectly, and it was a whole lot of manual labor I was avoiding due to my weakened condition. Next Spring I’ll be ready for it.

	He got right into it. As you can see, there were a few dead/dying white fir trees on the northeast corner of my property. “UGLY!” and a fire hazard.
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	That was before the following photos were taken, and then there was that big pine tree.
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	One by one, they were felled. Some to the west, some to the east.
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	To include the big one.
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	The wedges are all about directing the fall.
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	You know the appropriate shout-out. “Timber!”
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	Now this area looks much better, cleaner, and alive.
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	I offered the man $50, but he was serious, “Free for the old man of the forest.”

	It’s good to be nosy and aware of the situations as they develop.

	On the financial front, I was told a $255 refund from the last vehicles unused insurance had changed into a $374 refund, “And the check is in the mail.” 

	I reduced my auto insurance rate by $34 over the phone and sold a book for $50.

	I must supplement whenever, wherever, and however I can. 

	The BIG news is that E, a friend in Auz who contacted me because he genuinely enjoyed Permission to Kill, is a madman when it comes to researching interesting and important topics. 

	For eighteen months, I have been trying to find the answer to why I suddenly lose control of my feet and race away for no reason. I’ve consulted with VA doctors, chiropractors, and even attended two Physical Therapy sessions. None of those professionals had the answer.

	E sent me the answer: Festination. Who knew? I did read the symptoms of the condition. It’s a form of Parkinson's Disease. There is no shaking. It all comes down to poor posture, which I determined, but I didn’t quite understand the finer details. It starts with minnie strokes that cause the brain to lose itself in the proper performance of my gait. My leaning posture causes my brain to speed up my steps to catch up with my upper body. I noticed this when I was running like a crazy person for no reason, with no chosen direction or control. Yes, this brings us to the face-plant in July ’24. There were other accidents for the same reason. Blunt force trauma to the head can cause this.

	Now I’m referring to the time I was rock hunting in SE Oregon and got caught up in a landslide. The slide stopped, but I was not attached to the ground and kept going. My head hit a boulder. I had to drive 125 miles to the Boise VA to have stitches. Things changed after that first serious hit on the noggin. 

	The strokes shut down blood flow, preventing the brain from functioning correctly, which leads to a loss of control over motor skills.  

	E’s research came up with solutions, such as ensuring my arms are swinging while walking, I look ahead, not down, and I whistle a happy tune during such an event. Okay, the last was my own input. 

	Whilst this waning moon watched over me through the night,
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	a sneaky dude snuck up on me whilst I slept. 

	 I heard a thump in the night but dismissed it as nothing important.  In the morning, I found this box between my truck and the deck. 
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	I put the box on the table for inspection. AH HA! Obviously, it was a friendly delivery.
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	I was happily surprised by its content—4.9 ounces of fresh herb. I’ll take it. The only clue to who the concerned visitor was the signature, “Big Bubba.” 
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	Curious as I was, I called around and found the culprit. The lucky guy who did not get shot skulking around my door in the dark was Lauriano. 

	The reason was best said as, “I need to hide this, and I figure you’re the best man for the job.”

	“Okay, but don’t count on receiving 4.9 ounces back. Winter is long.”

	I then went for a perimeter check. Here’s the pond in perfect condition for scraping with the front loader. Unfortunately, I have yet to fulfill that dream. I have more water coming in, and I hope having a bit of moisture in the ground could be beneficial.

	There are plenty of cow pies in the pond dirt. Weeds should grow like weeds.
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	All the felled white firs are useless to me for good firewood or lumber, so all that the thinners cut down I’ll stack in a slash pile not far from where they lie and torch them in the Spring.
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	The big one I’ll haul onto the road that makes the property line from the northeast to the east.
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	Soon, last year’s bear hide will be buried.
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	This wound came from a laundromat accident. I stuck the laundry bag in the handle of the upper dryer. When I was ready to extract the laundry and return it to the bag, I grabbed the bag and gave it a yank. The bag was larger and thicker than regular garbage bags. A yard debris bag. The power of my yank opened the door and swung it directly onto my browbone. Ow! Reflex made me strike back, and I slammed the door shut. I then felt blood running down my face. I went into the restroom, washed the blood off, and put a piece of paper towel on the open and bleeding wound—another facial scar to brag about. 

	At the same time, the door’s bottom razor sharp lip dragged across my forearm and sliced off a chunk of skin.
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	Who knew laundry detail was so dangerous?

	The Moon’s wane is seriously on once again.
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	This is the Autumn leafery around the town of Wallowa, with cattle gathered into the local corral. 
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	On my way home today, I spotted a wind devil whirling in front of me. It was a good one, strong with endurance.
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	I took it as a good sign of upcoming fun and fortune.

	Don’t expect any Moon or celestial photos for a week due to stormy weather. As I predicted, the white is in the county. Up high, yes, but in the county. This is how it starts.
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	The high points first.
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	And here it comes.
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	And here it is as rain, a then a drop in temperature, and it will soon be.
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	The day started early with a blurry Moon photo, around 3:30.
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	I looked at a photo of last year’s first flurry. November 11th. That’s one month away from today. 

	I have only written 3,490 words in the Autumn novella so far. To breach the short story mark, I need to reach 7501 words. I’m only halfway there. Dang! Fifteen thousand words qualify as a novella.

	All I need to do is add the actual word count to the total number of words each photo represents. “A picture is worth a thousand words” is an unofficial value call. My summation calculates it to be “Priceless.” 

	 To solve this ‘short on words’ conundrum, here’s some filler. 

	This morning, on 10/13, around 11 am, I decided to conduct a perimeter check, going down to Whisky Creek and back. Looking for wild animal moments to photograph. 

	The first oddity I found was tire tracks on my driveway. The passengers took heed of my Private Residence sign and turned around.
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	I love politeness. It saves lives.

	My patience paid off when I had an impromptu meeting with the gal from the paint crew working for the logging company, who had been marking the trees that would be cut. They found me and my snowplow truck stuck in the snow. I was busy shoveling out. 

	In the end, the mystery of the vehicle, its driver, and its purpose was resolved when I drove back to the ridgeline. There sat a white truck, with its driver’s feet seen beneath the opened front right door as I approached. I went around the truck and found young Elizabeth changing her boots. She works for Manulife, a Canadian corporation, which operates in the logging industry, I was told.

	Yes, we started talking, and that went on for too long. Any more talk would require libations.

	She went her way, and I mine. I didn’t even ask her back anytime she wanted to show up. See, I’m learning.

	I needed to speak with someone live and a pretty gal was an extra. No, I didn’t hit on her. I decided I’m too much ME for any gal to have to put up with. I know I wouldn’t do it if I didn’t have to.
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	“When you live carefree, feel free to relax.”
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	I decided it was time, with the correct elemental conditions, to burn those cabin roof shingles. I’ll make four small piles, and they'll all burn until there are no more. This project has been pending for three years. I’m on it.

	Caution: There are countless thin but long nails in the shingles. Therefore, I’ll make the fire piles in places where vehicles don’t drive. I know just the areas. 

	To get the wet shingles burning, I’ll be using some pitch stump material. It is very moist, so I’m drying it above the propane heater.

	It’s the blurry dark spot on top of the heater, the one with the red laser dot on it, that indicates the temperature of whatever it is measuring.
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	The pitch wood can withstand temperatures of 106.7 degrees F without smoking or bursting into flame.

	The operator's error with this trick is forgetting that the very flammable piece of wood is sitting on top of the radiant heater. Don’t get distracted by an idea that changes your location. That’s when the Demons strike and pitch wood ignites.

	I raked up the rest of the shingles into a row. I will torch this pile of debris as soon as the wind calms down. The pile is too close to the cabin, and this stiff wind could quickly ignite it, causing it to reach a very hot point with three-foot-tall flames that would blow enough heat onto the cabin's paint to make it bubble. I don’t want that.  

	[image: The image shows a pile of broken, charred wood and debris, possibly remnants of a fire or burning materials.

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

	The flag shows the steady wind passing by.

	[image: The image depicts a flagpole with the American flag fluttering in the wind, surrounded by a backdrop of tall, dense evergreen trees.

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

	 Yes, I have Autumn colors—pallets of reds, greens, yellows, and orange. (I’m guessing)

	Tamaracks.
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	Generic roadside bushes.
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	Alders.
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	The mood is changing. We have snowcaps on the Eagle Caps.
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	We need to get closer.
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	The Devils are lost in clouds. There will be sunshine for the next four days, so most of the snow on the tops will likely melt.

	It’s 4 pm; what should I do now? The painful back prevents me from doing any hard work outside. That leaves two choices: Do more cleanup in the cabin, or… goof off. I’ll shoot for a compromise.

	I chose the latter and looked thoughtfully at all the cleanup I could do inside the cabin, and then… goofed off.

	In the morning, this happened, a partial eclipes:
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	The whiteness did fall. Is this the start of the snowpack?
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	These are nice photos from the yard.
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	This morning, an .8% Moon Phase of the fourth Quarter passed by. This is exciting for me. On the day the Moon is New, I will be entering the 35th year of being the Historic Tope Creek Fire Lookout’s owner, maintenance man, and savior.

	Early in this game, I was repairing the broken or missing steps. A mindless job, so my mind wandered as it does under this condition. The question that arose was, “How long will I hold this coveted position?” The reply I heard was, “Thirty years.” That’s a nice, long time. I made that mark and then some. “I’ve done good.” How many more years are possible?

	The end will come, and hopefully it will FUN! I do like having fun.

	There should/could be one more crescent, although clouds may get in the way.

	The New Moon will arrive on my 12,783rd post-womb day.
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	This morning’s breakfast crowd was massive. Thirteen does and one lucky buck that survived the hunt. I always appreciate the survivors of any hunt, including my own survival of the enemy’s hunt for me as part of the helicopter crew that had a North Vietnamese military bounty on our lives.
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	 I see no fear in this expression. 
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	Prepare a glass of the good stuff to toast on the October 19th in celebration of my 35 years of dedication, going beyond my expectations, even with my Parkinson's diagnosis, which includes the odd manifestation called festination. (The out-of-control running that led to that serious face-plant I had last year.)

	I didn’t sleep well last night because of an oversight on my part: the night was freezing cold, which could break the plastic parts of the water lines.

	I put a shot glass of water in a cold area to see if it froze. It didn’t. Whew! I got lucky. I’ll be draining water today. It’s a bit early, but the solar heat of the shower from the elevated tank isn’t above 60° during the heat of the day. I have two, 100 gallons in two barrels; one located by the kitchen and the other by the watering rock. Once the freeze is permanent, I melt snow for water.

	I went for a perimeter check-drive and noticed some nice old root systems that might work well for…? Yard art, perhaps. 
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	The snow piles up on the tall mountains.
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	With the wind not as strong as it was the other day, I decided to burn that narsty pile of roofing shingles. I went inside the cabin for lunch, and I suddenly smelt the aromatic odor of paint under fire. A quick look out the new back window revealed that the wind had picked up again and was blowing the heat toward the cabin.[image: Image]

	I did not want the back wall of the cabin to burst into flames.
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	The source of the stink made itself clear by bubbling up the latex. The good news is, the bubbles have not burst yet, to expose the wood. The wall needs repainting anyhow, so next year that will be on the list of things to do.
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	The next threat came after the fire worked its way under the tongue and groove hemlock deck. 

	No one wants the deck to burn away.
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	Not to worry, I’m a professional. I had the water can ready to splash away the threat.
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	The deck’s wood was getting toasty, though. Hot enough to turn cold water into hot steam.
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	Being a professional means I don’t panic under such stress. I got up and raked the shingles away from the deck.
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	In the end, the pile of shingles turned to a pile of shingle ash. Once raked up, the area will look good. I might toss some fresh dirt over the area, along with some grass seeds. Look for green in the Spring.
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	The clouds appeared to be fallen snow from a distance. I thought I missed something.
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	Dang! That’s going to hurt.

	[image: Image]

	“Told ya.”
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	That was shadow art. The long, thin shadow was from the collar of a denim work shirt. The phallic-looking outline was a doorknob.

	Lauriano used his phone to look up the location of the petcock for draining radiator water from tractor. This morning, I looked where I thought it would be, but there was too much metal in the way to see the location or to reach in and find it using braille.

	I wasn’t sure I had enough antifreeze for all the rigs.

	 [image: Image]

	Dalton, the tractor mechanic, will arrive today, and we’ll inspect the weakened areas I have noted whilst learning how to operate it.

	He is only charging $25 an hour because he will be off duty from the garage where he works, instead of the usual $125 an hour; shop rate.

	This novella is 5083 words so far. I need to tap into some inner space and have a talk with Gawd, the Supreme Consciousness, and my friend. 

	It would be a reasonable question to ask, “What’s with the repetitious display of these mountains?” Well, one avid reader requested a year’s worth of repeated pretty scenes as they change during the seasons. He’s getting what he asked for.

	The Seven Devils are only going to get prettier over the next several months.
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	Same with the Eagle Caps.
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	Far away, or close.
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	Plus, I had a good day outside, winterizing all vehicles, except the tractor. I can’t find the petcock to drain the water. That is because it is hidden behind the cowling around the engine. To easily remove the nuts and bolts, I’ll need another set of hands. One to work the fasteners from the outside, and the other to hold the nut on the inside. 

	Dalton, the mechanic, has yet to arrive. The wife mentioned that he needed to fetch four cords of firewood. This is why I use propane: it’s so much easier to make a phone call, and they come to fill my 500-gallon tank with free delivery and a mere $ 1.79 per gallon

	This is the clearest photo of Orion that I can get. The key is getting at least two of the three head stars above and between the two shoulder stars. We only see one of the two, but that’s better than none. The bow and club are not designated in this photo.
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	As seen in an illustration produced by Getty.

	[image: orion star constellation - orion constellation stock illustrations]

	Then, late in the early morn, the sun rose. I’ll be happy to turn the clock back an hour soon. I have a habit of rising early to see and enjoy the sunrise. Five-thirty is better than six-thirty.

	Hey, the logging operation missed a few trees. That’s okay, that’s what comes when a guy like me goes out of his way to guide the logging company to leave me 15 acres of trees as windbreaks, visual breaks, and bullet catchers.
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	This morning, the sun rose behind the trees. I shot it just before it crawled back under the cloud cover.
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	“It was moyder, I tell ya. Moyder!”

	The work of an adult male pine boomer. The mean boys do not like competition for the food or sex so the kill the young.
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	Presently, it’s stinkbug season. As I was writing an email, one landed on my nose and squirted its defense stink. It was horrid. It smells like rancid almonds or strychnine. Not as bad as the time one squirted some in my mouth. It tastes as bad as it smells. 

	[image: Image]

	I have a lot of work to do on the tractor to make it safe and functional. The right side has two brake pedals. Why? I was told that this is how a driver can make the tractor turn in circles by locking up one brake. Then, Lauriano came by and had a look at it, with me working the pedals and him lying underneath. It turns out that the metal tab that hooks the two pedals together is how the driver sets the parking brake, which is used when using the backhoe to keep the wheels from moving with the pull of the backhoe.

	Do you see how the metal tab connects the two pedals?
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	Here they are without the parking brake applied.
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	This device is pulled up to set the two pedals in the compressed position.
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	Then it is released to release the parking brake. Who knew?
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	Other parts to fix are the two lights, one pointing forward and one backward.

	The big switch second from the right is the light switch.
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	One on the rear for when operating the backhoe or backing up.
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	And one light upfront, too.
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	Neither ground is secured to the tractor, and that might be why they don’t light, or the entire wiring might be missing.

	I bought a plastic bin that should fit over the battery to keep snow from getting on it.
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	Then there was this:

	All was going perfectly until I decided to drive the Ford around for an afternoon perimeter check. I don’t go fast, and from my cabin, I usually coast down to the Private Residence sign. But yesterday I made an error and lost control of my line of sight. I was distracted. To my surprise, there was a loud crash, and I found myself tipped to the left, almost enough to roll over, after I hit a roadside stump with this truck’s front right wheel. 

	This stump used to have a tall tree growing on it, but the loggers cut it down. Such a stump sits below the dashboard, and I accidentally drove right into it.

	Here we see the stump in question and the truck. Note how the front right tire is very toed out. The stump did not move.
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	This is not a good look when the tire should be pointing straight ahead. 
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	Like this one is.

	 

	[image: Image]

	What to do to fix the damage? The local hoon I caught stealing my stuff 30+ years ago, who is now a grown man who has a grown son who bought my friend’s auto repair shop in Lostine. He has all it takes to fix the broken bits, and a truck and trailer to haul the Ford to the shop. 

	He arrived today, and here we see another one of my trucks hauled away.
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	The damaged wheel made the fit into the trailer a wee bit tight.
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	And away it went. 

	[image: The image depicts a dense, wooded area with tall trees, a clear body of water, and some vehicles visible in the background.

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

	I could say I am the Ring Master of a Clown Show. A show of chaos and confusion, not on my part alone, but on the parts of the clowns around me.

	I will admit that it was a clownish act for me to hit that damn stump. I did, though, by accident, due to not keeping my hands on the wheel and my eyes on the road.

	Once the damage was done, I had a new task of logistics: Organize a platoon of repairmen to fix my error. This started with the owner of a repair shop. He did well hauling a trailer up to my property and taking away the truck for a $2000 repair. After this, all things were out of my control physically, yet I had to oversee all the repairmen involved.

	The driver got lost, wasting our time, but finally arrived.

	It took two days for the shop to repair the broken aluminum steering box, which had split in half due to the impact. The first day was rendered null and void due to the parts deliveryman leaving the necessary part sixty miles away at the warehouse. 

	The parts arrived the next day and were installed, but the shop does not have a laser-guided front-end alignment device. This took another day to transport the truck by trailer to a shop in Enterprise, ten miles away.

	The next morning, the truck was hauled and dropped off a Les Schwab’s tire shop for the frontend alignment. Unfortunately, the driver did not mention this to anyone, so the mechanic was unaware of this move and couldn’t consider the alignment until I called and asked, “How’s the alignment coming along?”

	“How’s what coming along?” he asked.

	I gave him the details, so he looked outside and saw my truck sitting in front of his shop. “No one told me about this appointment.”

	It wasn’t an actual appointment; it was the first mechanic speaking with the second mechanic, via the second shop boss over the phone. 

	Late yesterday, the second shop mechanic had looked at my truck’s front end and called me to announce, “I can’t align this front end because the tie rod is broken.”

	That was the first analysis of the truck’s damage before it was hauled away—an oversight by the first shop mechanic.

	This put me back in the driver’s seat of the organization. The second shop was willing to add $350 worth of new repair costs to the bill. I pitted that price against the first shop’s price, which was the cost of the part, with free labor due to the lack of a full repair. Without a tie rod, the front end cannot be aligned.

	The first shop mechanic said he’d pick up the truck, return it to his shop to do the work, order the tie rod, install it, and then haul it back the next day, today, for no additional cost.

	I want to call this cheap entertainment, but it is not. It’s a routine that might be watched on a Seinfeld show. 

	I awaited a phone call to confirm whether the part was delivered to the first repair shop, installed, and then returned to the second repair shop. There is a possibility that a follow-up call from the second repair shop will come in late today to announce that the truck has been fixed to perfection and is ready for pick up.

	This is all due to the hilarious influence of this current Moon. It will be dubbed “The Calamity Moon.”

	I have an abscessed tooth that hurts when I chew, or not. The VA will pay the dental surgeon to remove it. The surgeon is in Lewiston, Idaho. The drive, as you might remember, is through the Rattlesnake Grade. This road is not what I want to drive the top-heavy Tahoe over. Its lift kit makes it sway and rock too easily. Easy to lose control on 20 miles of a switchback road, x2. There is a rock cliff on one side and a long and steep, death-defying downhill slope on the other side. 

	The big question now is, will the VA get the extraction authorized and the mechanic get the truck fixed so I can synchronize the use of the good truck for the drive? Otherwise, I’ll rent a car. Alternatively, I could try to extract the tooth myself. Tom Hank’s character in Castaway did such a thing using a skate and a rock. That’s going to hurt and possibly break off the tooth blow the gum line. It will all be in synchronicity between the three variables: authorization and the date of the appointment, and the truck’s repair. Meanwhile, I douse the tooth with a numbing gel.

	I still wanted to do a perimeter check, so I drove the uninsured, unregistered Tahoe. Most of the drive is on private property.
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	One thing I needed to note was how bad it might smell on the inside due to a mouse infestation. I need heat in the winter to defrost the windshield and keep me warm, and the dash heater is where the mice like to nest.

	I turned on the heater and fan, and the stink of mouse piss, shit, and baby goo filled the cab. Not good. The heater is a perfect place for the Hantavirus to nest. Get this virus, and there is no cure, making death assured.
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	I bought some Pine-Sol, which claims to kill 99.9% of all viruses. Is the .01% that it misses Hantavirus? IF I end up dead from a miserable respiratory illness, the answer will be yes.

	This is the replant that is at the end of my driveway. It’s colorful in Spring and Autumn. One day, all the ugly logging debris will be lost inside the Tamarack Forest.
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   Another danger in Autumn, and one not considered until after it is experienced, is that pinecones will roll one foot forward and the other backward, potentially dropping the victim to the ground. Therefore, since the pine tree at the gate area had a great season this year, there were many cones on the ground that I walked on when opening and closing the gate. I have not fallen, but it has been close. Therefore, I raked them into piles and set them on fire. I fear an oldie —most likely a female —will fall and break a bone. A hipbone fracture would require an ambulance to deliver the victim to the hospital. This is why I have Lifeline Accident insurance. Air and Ground.
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	I’m gaining on the Autumn projects for winter preparations. And I have recently added 2000 words to this novella-hopeful. A novella typically has a word count between 17,500 and 40,000 words. As I have mentioned, I will add that a photo is worth a thousand words. You have seen many photos now.

	You’ll be seeing more, and we’ll start with a recon of the scene of the mishap. The point of this exercise is to dissect the conditions around the stump so that I can execute the quickest, cleanest, and easiest extraction of the roadside hazard.

	“Roadside Hazard” is the best description for the obstacle.

	I’ll be happy to see it removed so that I don’t hit it with my plow, or some visitor smashes into it by accident. 
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	On first inspection, I see hope for an easy and uplifting experience. Note how the road is lower than the dirt around the stump. This might allow the tractor’s front bucket to get beneath and lift it up, pulling out some dirt from underneath.

	[image: Image]

	There used to be a large root coming off the right side of its base. It being gone is to my advantage.
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	The first thing I will do is scrape away all the dirt on top of the root system, and with luck, around it. With more luck, the bucket will break many of the exposed roots. These pine trees have large root webs, and if they can bust through the rock beneath, pulling it out would be a bear of a task. 

	If the bucket slips beneath the spot where the broken root is on its right side, as shown in the above photo, the bucket might lift the stump enough so I can slip a canister of Tannerite underneath and close to the taproot. The explosion could destroy the tap root enough to make it very weak. I can also cut the web of roots with an axe or chainsaw if the bucket can’t break them.

	That might be a job for the large Viking axe I displayed earlier. 

	I’ve been concerned about the sign being too close to the work area, but now that I see it clearly, rather than by memory, I see no problem with the tractor bumping into the sign.

	I have two sunny days to work on this project. That includes filling in the hole and smoothing out the road. 
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	The next fun thing to do is the daily perimeter check. You might wonder why I do this. It’s fun, I get photos of views, wildlife, and oddities.
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	The Eagle Caps need more snow. Just my opinion. I know they will receive it.
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	Is this the rebirth of the Lazy Frog Pond? If so, I couldn’t scrape out the bottom with the tractor. I’m concerned about using the tractor without Dalton, the mechanic’s second bout of fixing it, and training me on how it all works. There are some weak points in the tractor’s health that I would like tightened up. Like the brakes, hydraulic fluid leaks, radiator water, and whatever else might come to mind when he is here.

	His visit did not come this weekend. Hopefully next weekend.

	Last night, when I went out to pee, I found this on my deck and in the air. Winter closes in, but the winter’s snow buildup has not yet started. I have three days of sun, so it will all melt away.
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	My favorite wallpaper is back in real life.
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	I drove down to this tree to show an example of a pine tree's root system. It’s a maze, a web, with small and large roots. This one has no taproot grown into bedrock. That’s what I’m hoping to find on the one that must go.
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	With no taproot clinging to the rock bed, the extraction will be easier. I even had a serious look. No tapper.
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	I wanted to photograph the bad-bad-bad stump that broke my truck. We can see how the winter’s snow cover isn’t going to make it any easier to see.
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	Finally, there is a break in the clouds for me to see the Moon, with the First Quarter coming to an end. This is fine with me as I haven’t developed a true working schedule for this Quarter or this Moon.

	“Why not?” You might ask, but you know as well as I that I am not in charge. My truck is smashed; I can’t go to town in any of the other vehicles without risking a ticket for being unregistered and uninsured. The damaged truck wouldn’t go far with a broken steering box.

	At 3:30, I was done with round one of sleep for the night. I got up and greeted the First Quarter Moon with a hearty, “Good morning.”
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	In an email, my friend Dave told me that my idea of using the front bucket to lift the stump was wrong. “Use the backhoe.” I would if I were extracting trees without large root spans. These pines’ root systems are shallow and wide. The one I hit might have a taproot, or not. We’ll see.

	Dave lives on the Washington Coast, where the ground is thick with dirt. I live on a volcanic ridge, hard and deep, with thin topsoil made of volcanic dust and organic debris.

	That’s okay, I like hearing advice on how to do things. It gives me perspective and encouragement to do whatever I want to do my way, using what I have. If that doesn’t work, I have a backup plan and a backhoe.

	The fact that when I used the backhoe, expensive fluid gushed out of it. I might get it fixed one day, but if I don’t use it except in emergencies, I’ll be better off.

	Upon rising, “Surprise!” Big Boy, the largest buck on the block, came by with his harem of does. 
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	Morning coffee with the herd.
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	As you can see, the 10:10 marker is soon to bring out the generator to make up for the electricity shortage in the house batteries.

	The big question—or guess—is how much fuel I will need to get through the winter with the generator as backup? I’ll guess at 15-20 gallons.
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	Today is sunny, and just now, at ten o’clock, the outside temperature broke the freezing mark. I’ll take two hours to organize the inside of my cabin and the boxes of stuff I need to sort. I hate this job as it is never-ending.

	I wanted to at least prep the tractor by filling all its reservoirs with the fluids they need: gas, oil, hydraulic fluid for the backhoe and bucket, and power steering fluid. Alas, the weather turned foul, wet, and cold, so that didn’t happen. Tomorrow the weather is supposed to be better.

	I didn’t think I’d get a photo of the Moon tonight, but I did. I feel as if I were a thief in the night and stole it from the clouds.

	[image: Image] 

	Today’s frustration came with the attempt to set up the new computer. I hate that sort of thing on a good day when all things go my way. The designers and I do not think alike or talk using the same words, nor do they have a real man’s logic. The first thing they asked for was my password. 

	“For what?” I asked. 

	“The internet,” a man with a heavy accent told me, maybe. I can’t stand listening to support agents with heavy accents. 

	“The what?” was asked a few times. 

	After four hours of wasting time with these people, I had to quit, and me with no libations to cry into. The thought of dumping all computer use came to mind. I cannot talk well about the new Dell computers, AI-enhanced or not. There was only one USB port, so I was forced to buy a “docking station” with more ports. What a rip-off. Dell, like so many other places, has young, dumb, and not so much fun people running the show nowadays.

	Last night’s Moon breaking through the clouds might have been an omen, or a prediction of the time I’m going through. Everything is expensive and needs repairs.

	The tractor took an hour to set up with all the gear to top all fluids but one: gas, power steering, hydraulics front and rear, and engine oil. Gasoline is not empty, but I don’t know how long it will run on what it has. I poured 8 gallons into the tank.

	That’s okay, at 4 PM, I waited for a support call from Dell. Next time, I want to buy one all set up and running. The process takes ten hours to run, no one knows the answer to the simple questions, and the whole process is not suitable for my mood, lack of technical knowledge, or well-being. Yet, I have made progress, but that may be a false start. It is stuck at step 1 of the download. There are three steps. Do I call it quits and shut it down, or just let it waste my electricity?

	Doug put my 4 Blizzard tires on the local Facebook marketplace. $500. That will take a wee bit of sting off the truck’s repair bill. It’s a start.

	I took an extended perimeter check today. First, the regular route:

	There are no signs of life from badgers around this hole. They might have gone south for the winter.
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	High Noon over the Eagle Caps.
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	With high clouds above, as well.

	[image: Image]

	Mt. Howard is not ready for skiers, yet.
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	The pond continues to grow. In five months, life will rebound.
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	Then, once again, the 3500-gallon firefighting water tank will be filled by Darin and his crew.
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	From a different perspective, we see that the Seven Devils are honoring Autumn with a dusting of white privilege. 

	[image: Image]

	[image: Image]

	[image: Image]

	[image: Image]

	Please note all the trees standing on my property. They do so by my will, wit, and negotiating talents. Little me persuaded the International Corporation not to clear-cut up to my property line. I saved fifteen acres of forest around me, providing wind and visual breaks, as well as bullet catchers.
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	This is the North Pond. I don’t use it due to its depth and steep sides.
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	The Sevens from a different perspective.

	[image: Image]

	Tonight is the First Quarter’s finale. Whew! I will guess that I am halfway through this period of disarray. Soon, the stump will be dealt with, and the new computer will either be blown up using Tannerite or be working.

	And the extra snow tires I have for sale will be bought, paid for, and taken away.

	Oh, and a big lottery win will bring a lot of excitement to the next series of Moons.
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	Tip up a tall glass of water in a toast to celebrate today, Oct. 30th 58 years ago, when I got on an army bus in Boston and didn't get off until the 31st at Ft Dix, NJ.

	What happened next was what books, songs, and movies are made of, with the happy ending of the protagonist staying alive to take combat action from the battlefield to the centerpiece of the Smithsonian's National Air and Space Museum on the National Mall in DC. Pure poetry, I tell ya.

	I was nineteen years old and totally psyched up for the war adventure.
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	That’s me in the Smokeship laying smoke to hide the following troop-carrying slicks about to land in some very hostile territory, with the enemy in the thick surrounding jungle.
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	These are some of my combat gear artifacts on display at the Smithsonian’s National Air and Space Museum in Chantilly, Va., present day.
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	 My input includes a complete smoke generator installed on a Huey that has a history of being a Smokeship. I found it at a hangar in Arkansas whilst stumbling and bumbling my way through life on a road trip.

	This is an important part, the smoke ring, where the fire retarded oil was sprayed into the hot turbine exhaust to burst into a thick, streaming smokescreen that protected the slowing to a stop flight of nine, troop carrying soldiers.
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	The historic display is impressive as it continues in original BW “Film/video, books, and songs.” With awards in all.

	How did all that happen? I taught myself how to do what had to be done and did it.

	If you are unfamiliar with my artistic expressions on this matter, visit: bwizard.art.

	“Pay attention, and some money.” Donations accepted.

	Not bad for a country white kid with next to no support behind him. Some, but next to none. Nothing corporate, that’s for sure.

	Meanwhile, back on top of my mountain, I topped off all the fluids in the tractor and started moving dirt, with the hope of uprooting that narsty stump that broke my Ford to the tune of $2000 after I drove, by accident, the front right tire into that damn stump.

	Disappointment set in soon after I was moving dirt around the stump. The tractor does not retain its fluid; therefore, it cannot build up the necessary pressure to dig deeply and steadily. It consumes approximately 1.3 gallons of expensive hydraulic fluid per hour. Still, some dirt was moved, and learning was hard.

	The first dirt moved was to learn how to, and what the tractor could do. It cannot do much with leaks stealing the pressure.

	I drove over to the rock pile and scooped up some crushed lava, which I brought over to some permanent puddles.

	This learning exercise is all about back-blading dirt to be smooth and level with the road.
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	Then, onto the stump. I scraped off some dirt covering the roots, hoping that would make lifting the web of roots easier.
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	Next, I used the backhoe, as I was told it had better digging ability. It dug some dirt, but already it had lost enough pressure due to leakage that it slowed to a stop.

	The first sign of low fluid pressure is the loss of power steering.

	I made an executive decision to use the tractor for the simple tasks it can perform until I have used up all the available fluid. Then, I might have the repair shop take it for the winter and repair the biggest leaks so I can do more next spring, for $200 each way for transport.

	This will put me into hard labor mode. Break out the chainsaw, mall, chain, and shovel. I can use the workouts. It might take a month to complete. 
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	Can you see the fluid on the ground? 
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	This area needs crushed lava rock to cover the mud.
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	On the swooping curve of my driveway that runs around the tower, the north side has a berm created by the snowplow’s blade digging into the dirt and pushing it to the left side of the driveway.

	In the Spring, I will have a long row of dirt spread over the yard. I might plant some grass seed when the time is right.[image: Image]

	There were two wide and deep badger holes here, to the west of the Forest Stage.
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	Herein lies another hole to fill and back-blade.
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	Night fell, and as you can see, we are now under the spell of the Second Quarter. This photo shows the high-altitude moisture that keeps the day cool.

	[image: Image]

	“It’s Sunday, Sunday, Sunday.” Tonight, we turn the clocks back to the proper time. So much better. I prefer early mornings to late evenings. 

	There’s not much more we can do than sit around and wait for the snow to fly. That’s a lie. I have a long list of things to do before the snow covers over the tools and parts I have on the ground, and more dirt to move with the tractor.
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	The Eagle Caps have had enough waiting.
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	Proof that it is Autumn is the tree leaves that tumble, float, and fall to the ground.

	[image: Image]

	I had to don my criminal hat and drive the unregistered, uninsured Tahoe to town for gas, water, and food. My Gawd blocked my turn in front of a State Trooper just in the nick of time. I wanted to call Lauriano to see if he was home, as I have a UPS delivery waiting for me at his house. As I sat on Wallowa’s Main Street, the copper pulled up to the very street I wanted to drive along. They have license plate scanners that tell the cop if any car is not in compliance with the rules of the road. That’s how the cops in Grants Pass found my stolen Toyota sitting in the parking lot of a pizza shop.

	My God likes Lauriano, as he was stuck with the challenge of loosening a nut on a bolt that ran through a vehicle’s firewall. My timing for a visit was impeccable, allowing me to hold a wrench on the inside of the firewall as he loosened the nut on the outside.

	The copper’s path and mine never did cross. Nice. 

	Upon my return home, rain was approaching. More of the God-influenced timing had me home just in the nick of time, as the Tahoe currently has no windshield wipers.
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	I now have two flags flapping in the wind.

	Anyone who disagrees with all that Old Glory stands for had better stay 6 feet away from me if they intend to badmouth what we are as a country.
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	The last shot of the sun on this Sunday evening was sixty miles away in Idaho on the Sevens.
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	That one tree, second from the left, needs to go if it isn’t a needleless Tamarack. I shall investigate. The old-time rule is: “The snow will not stick to the ground until all the Tamarack needles have fallen.” I don’t think it is a Tamarack from this distance. This is not a problem that a chainsaw can’t fix.

	The trick is, the newly planted Tamaracks are a GMO species, and I have noticed that the old-time rule does not apply to these new genetically altered trees.

	Sunday was my day off. I know, same question, “Off from what?” I manage numerous schedules, projects, and other tasks. They all take five to six hours of work on the phone, computer, and a personal touch. 

	The good news is that I went to town illegally the other day using the Tahoe and stocked up on all the survival goods I needed. I’m good until following Monday.

	Last night I caught this celestial neighbor passing by. I patiently await its fullness and then the New Moon, as this one is frustrating.
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	This morning, I did more organization of the unorganized, after I enjoyed this beauty:
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	I’m free of all that, then whipped out this bit of info for the Autumn novella and now…? Anything could happen.

	Not long ago, I bought this excellent self-defense knife. See the angle? It is extracted from a hard plastic sheath and is already in your hand in a very comfortable attack position.
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	It may not look like it, but it is a fixed-blade knife. A person might think it is a folding knife only partway open. It cuts soft tissue and cardboard. Oh yes, I can fight my way out of a dry cardboard box with this little beauty.

	Yes, I’m clutching at straws for stories to add. The bad weather has made me somewhat sedentary. I did well today, cleaning and organizing the inside of the cabin. I’ll make more progress tomorrow. I need more space and better organization for the winter months. I want to display my membership in the Organization of the Well-Organized.

	I think it might be time to have a chitchat with the Big Guy, Gal, or It that watches out for me. I have questions, requests, and favors to ask. 

	Not yet. The new day has me adding more photos and text from yesterday. As I mentioned, daily journals require constant updating; otherwise, the time and meaning can easily overwhelm the journalist, causing them to lose track of their own life.

	We’ll start with these two pup pine boomers—Autumn’s newbies. Siblings.
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	I thought yesterday’s afternoon was pleasant enough for a good Eagle Cap photo. No, it wasn’t. Moisture stole the mountains from view.
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	It might get cut down before the snow flies.
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	The pond is more than a puddle now, but just barely.
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	The logging operation opened the view of the tower from the pond.
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	This is the Beaver Moon, so I’m told.
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	It will be the brightest Moon this year due to its closeness to Earth
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	Today it is very windy. Such a blow that the wooden flagpole blew over and broke when it hit the ground. Doug told me the wind gusts blew over 30 mph at his house, and he lives in a hole.

	“Flag down! Flag DOWN!” It’s a national tragedy.
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	“Will someone please fix this?”

	“I’m on it, boss.”

	If I fix it this year, it will become a shorter flagpole. That will be easier for me to take down and stand back up. If not, it will be another ‘next year’ project. How about an aluminum pole, with a rope and pulley for easier flag exchange?
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	I should have known that much of my timing in life comes from the Moon’s influence on my schedule, not my impatience. Good to know.

	A quick look at the redesign of my two flags flying down to only one due to the high winds.
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	On our way down the hill, we found this county grader smoothing out the road up to the corrals, where the property goes from county to private.

	Two nights ago, at 3:30 a.m., I needed to pee. It was time, six hours after I went to sleep. I will admit, I was still half asleep as I approached the door to open it. That is when my right foot got hung up on a lump under the rug when I stepped back, and I fell backward, totally out of control. I landed on the lower part of the spine, specifically the sacroiliac joint. The right rear side of my head smacked the corner of a cabinet.

	I felt no back or head pain, only a bit of discomfort when I got back up at 5:30. I took a moment to assess the condition of my lower back. I had the idea that the fall may have done precisely what I would have asked a Chiropractor to do: align the sacroiliac. That misalignment came from the face-plant on July 7th due to whiplash.

	I chuckled to myself when I noticed I have begun next year’s project of repainting the inside of the cabin by knocking off some paint on the corner of this cabinet with the back of my head. So, I was busy at 3:30 a.m.
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	There’s more that came with this Beaver Moon, merchandise from afar.
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	I’ll show it all once the packages are opened: noisemakers from China. I think they will be suitable for the upcoming illustrated anti-abortion music video. The sound will represent the fetus’s heart beating at 160 beats per minute. That is, IF they live up to their sales pitch of producing soothing sounds. I have no faith in Chinese goods. I take that back; I have great faith that the goods made and shipped from China have flaws in their design and manufacturing.

	Ah, here are two of the three Panda Drums I purchased. Wait! That sounds wrong. I bought a bundle of three drums, and I only received two. See, shoddy shipping is often associated with products from China.

	Here’s the shipping invoice stating what I’ll receive:

	
		
				Items in this shipment
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				Professional Bundle × 1
Black / Black / Black
VOLUME - 20% OFF (-$73.80)
 

		

	

				
		

	
 

		

	
 

		

	

	This is all I received: two drums out of the three:
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	I like the idea of laser-cut shapes out of hollow metal around an upside-down bowl. I was testing the big one out using the smaller mallets. The smaller mallets are for the smaller drum, and the bigger ones are for the larger one. I don’t know what the middle drum will use, as I don’t have one.

	Yes, I’ll be making a noise video using these drums, the bona-chimes, and possibly some Humming Blade.

	Imagine the sounds made by a growing fetus in a womb, the sounds of life all around it. Its mother’s heartbeat as well as its own. 160 bpm contrasted by 60 or so of the mothers, as well as blood pumping through the veins, and the gurgling of digestion. 

	Then add the distress of the fetus hearing the suction of an abortion device and its panic to convince the mother not to allow the murder to happen. “I don’t want my brain and body sucked out. I’m sure you didn’t. Look at you now, such a great life that came with the normal exit as a whole human being.”

	You can read the lyrics to the antiabortion song in Life Immaculate. Oh, that’s right, you need a copy to do that. I recommend the $15 eBook over the $60 paperback. Three novels under one cover. A mere five bucks each as eBooks, or twenty bucks each in paperback.

	“No one knows what waits for the dead.” That’s the premise of the tall tale. Yes, there is plenty of speculation, but the truth is, no one on this Earth knows. I, being the fiction writer that I am, have a great idea, and it is in that story. It removes all the stress and worry about Judgement Day, Heaven and Hell, and the punishment that comes with being bad and not a true believer in someone else’s megalomania.

	This morning began with a smile and a sunrise.

	[image: Image]

	A sunrise always puts a smile on my face. The Big Guy had high hopes of putting smiles on as many faces as he could. Their sexual aroma brought a smile to his face.
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	With his nose down low, he inhales the invite. 
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	There are invites in every direction. Will he make up his mind as to which one, or is he coming to terms with the fact that they are all interesting?
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	Does the two-legged interloper need to be dealt with?
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	The Sevens stand tall in the clear blue sky.
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	I have researched ways to address this hazardous road condition. First, I’ll dig around it so I can cut off most of what is above the ground.
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	This is a start. Once that is done, and the ground is frozen or dry, I’ll put some berms of dirt around and over it, all but the side that is against the road.
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	Even if the tractor worked ever so splendidly, I wouldn’t use it today. The recent rains have made the ground too soft, and the heavy tractor would make deep ruts. It was early, and the morning sun had only begun to melt the frost on the ground.
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	Here comes the pond, growing on rainy days.
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	Next project: the broken flagpole.

	Yes, it had its days of proud display. Now it is rotten, old, and broken. I can fix that by replacing it with a new tree. A red fir will last another twelve years. I won’t know as I won’t be here. I thought about buying a metal pole, but why? Save the money, have some fun.
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	I gathered all the debris and put it on the metal hood sled to haul it to the fire pit. There will be a burn tomorrow. There is a lot of junk wood that needs to go away.
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	This happy Pine Boomer squirrel provided late afternoon’s adult supervision. Only because it is very nosey. 
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	Two things happened next. First, the early darkness came with a cold front at 4 p.m. I was done anyhow, so there was no complaint from me. Second, another celestial beauty gave me another smile. A nice one to end the day. 
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	As I plopped my body onto my bed, with my head on the pillow, out my window, the Moon sat happily in space. “Good night, Mr. Moon.”

	The above led to greeting the day with, “Good Morning, Sunshine.”
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	As well as “Good morning, Buckley.”

	He was up early trying to feed his worm.
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	This is the worst time of year for litter tossed out by the bugs.

	These two are lying in the apron of my driveway. There are two dozen more going in each direction on Whisky Creek Rd. The social question is, will someone go out of their way to scout out such treasures, pick them up, and haul them to the recycling bin for the $$ reward?
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	A nature question is: With the Tamarack losing their needles now, when will the snow begin to stick on the ground? Once the needles have all fallen, will the snow stick?

	[image: Image]

	The tamarack do pave the forest roads with their golden sheen.
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	The snow ain’t sticking all that much in the high country yet.
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	The pond is covered with a layer of ice. That’s a good sign of winter’s approach.
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	Again, the chippers do like the warm Autumn morning sun.
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	This new day is cloud-covered, French for 'sans soleil,' meaning no sunrise. No smile from that, but there is one from this:

	Last night’s Jupiter/Moon congregation. 
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	We are moving through the third quarter, but not without hiccups. 
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	My Thunderbird email has died. It might be Microsoft’s end of support for Windows 10, or the expiration of the SSL (?), or some other cyber mystery.

	Rumor has it that next week I will go to Lewiston, Idaho to have a bad tooth extracted, and do more shopping. That is when I will set up my new computer, as I’ll have grid electricity to download the ten hours’ worth of files. Files that should have already been downloaded at the factory, in my opinion.

	I might switch to Proton Mail from Thunderbird. I might. I might buy a new computer, perhaps an HP, and abandon the new Dell mindset of cutting corners and reducing costs, which is all about making the consumer buy external components that were not installed at the factory, along with operating files. 

	My having to download files that I believe should already be in place is a sign that I'm working for Dell. I want a raise.

	On Monday, I called the VA, and the rumor that I would be going to Lewiston was confirmed. I have an appointment with a dentist in Lewiston in a week. The VA will reimburse the cost of gas to and from, and if I submit a hotel bill, they’ll send me back 55% of the cost. Monday night, I’ll stay at an Inn America for $94 using my own dime. Tuesday night, I’ll stay at the Hampton Inn, and getting 55% back will ease the pain of the upgrade.

	I then ran through the valley doing errands. I can see from my bank account that I have most of what I’ll need to get me through the upcoming sequester.

	The last-ditch winter prep effort will be made in Lewiston. What else am I going to do there but eat, sleep, shop, download three computer files, and lose a tooth?

	Two days off this forested bump will be refreshing. The worry is, I will be living in a petri dish of contagion. I’ve had it happen too often at this time of year. I might start taking some immune booster herbs.

	On my way home, I saw this cloud as I drove through the valley. I knew that by the time I rose to the crest of the ridge by the pond, the sun would have its way with the cloud-canvas.

	[image: Image]

	Yep. Fun was had by all.
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	It looks busy amongst the moisture and reflections.

	I’m going to dissect and inspect the following two segments of the photo with crops that will isolate the details I want to see up close. 
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	The Seven Devils have more depth due to the snow.

	[image: Image]

	[image: Image]

	The day after Veterans Day was a disappointing learning day. Yes, the road hazard of the $1860 stump had to be dealt with. I studied it and came up with the compromise, should extraction be a problem. If I could easily cut the bulk of the stump off, that would be best.

	I can try, with my limited tools and wit. I have only a small chainsaw with a blade shorter than the width of the tree.
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	“Look at the old man go. He ain’t holding back.”
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	“Put your back into it.”
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	I did, and was reminded by the pain increasing between my shoulders that I tripped and fell the other night, landing on my sacroiliac. That was just what it needed. The counter-blunt-force trauma upon that bone between the hip bones’ bases allowed the stiffness caused the face-plant in ’24 to move up the spine into the area between the shoulder blades. From experience, I know that it is an ephemeral source of pain that will lessen within a short enough time, two weeks, if I practice a fundamental understanding of basic physiological conditions. “Pain is the monitor. Rest is the cure.”

	After I made that one cut, I knew ‘easy’ was not going to be used in a sentence to describe the physical time and effort needed for a quick extraction.  Oh, yeah, I was already at the end of my attention span.

	PLAN B: Bury the stump under a mound of dirt. 

	 

	The good news is that I have a tractor. It will be expensive in fluids, but I’ll get that sweeping curve smoothed out and wider for better snow dispersal as I round that curve with a white spray hissing away from the plow. 
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	After I packed up the gear and idea, I shot this photo, which doubles as a Guest Register: Elk, deer, and turkey, although the turkey prints are old.
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	The Third Quarter is more of the same Demon Moon. It removed my email access, and subsequently, my banking needs were altered due to a change in bank ownership. As a result, I was unable to log in to either account. I wanted to read all the good wishes from veteran fans as emails and check my banking balance. 

	The Moon isn’t providing much in the way of quality photos.
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	Its space-dwelling cohort, Saturn, did better at breaking through the clouds.
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	I didn’t want to, but I had to rerun the valley today. I had banking questions to ask, food to buy, and, as it turned out, friendly local people to meet. 

	The BIG GIG was to wash the big sleeping bag. It was only fair. It has been two years, with a month in the summer sun, open and solarized.

	Along the way, I noticed a milestone was about to be surpassed;
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	On Veterans Day, I did one thing special: I called veterans who are on my contact list. The sad news is that the number of calls to make has dwindled greatly. It’s now more of a list of the dearly departed. It happens; that’s a given.

	No Moon poked its face through the clouds last night. This morning, I had but a second to capture the Fourth Quarter of this Moon. Alas, the bladder required my attention first. After that, the Moon was clouded over once again.

	This is to be the way of the night sky for a while. Technically, it is the rainy season, soon to be followed by the snow season; clouds accompany both seasons. 

	This forked antler buck, his second year of the rutting season, came to Brian’s Breakfast Dancehall for both: food and fun.
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	With his nose directing his chase, he chased all the does around.
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	None wanted his youthful endurance.
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	I forgot to mention that during yesterday’s foray through the valley, I picked up two bags of fresh herb for my winter’s enjoyment.
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	Both weighed approximately the same, at 50 grams.

	I have two grams of Magic Mushrooms, given to me by a hunter. I want more. Why? Why not? It’s a way to feed my multiple personalities, which helps me feel accompanied, not alone. Toss in the animal friends, Gawd, and the ongoing voices in my head, the party will rage on until Spring.
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	Smaller amounts were offered as gifts, but I chose to buy some, as gifts are good, but the grower needs income from his laborious horticultural interests. 

	Today’s weather will dictate my strategy for working outside or inside. Rain will fall, but the timing and amount are not reported. I want to top off all the fluids in the tractor so I can build that mound of dirt around the road hazard stump. Or stay inside out of the narsty weather and do more organization of the inner cabin. I’ve been bringing in items, not taking them out. 

	I don’t want to add the expensive hydraulic fluid only to have it leak out with no work being done by the tractor. Additionally, I’d like to have it topped up when the mechanic comes by for an inspection to determine where, why, and how it leaks so much. The leaks solve the problem of freezing water within the fluid once it is completely drained, either due to leakage or intentional action.

	Only 660 words to go to reach the Novella word count. Only five weeks of Autumn are left. Once done with this writing project, I’ll move on to the Permission to Die novel that will fill out the Wille He Maykett Saga.

	The new day coming held no significant lure or excitement that I could sense. We’re midway through the Fourth Quarter. 

	What important act would take place to make the day’s actions seem worthy of something special? The weather was wet, so I ran through the valley again. I had ordered some mouse traps, the good ones with the foot release, and I needed them. I was down to two traps. I now have twenty and will begin an extermination, ephemeral as it will be. The mice run away with the traps if they can. In the summer, I find them 20 feet away from my yard, having been caught on a leg or tail.

	The weasel came and killed many mice, and there were none for about six weeks. Nice. Unfortunately, not all the mice in the fields can be killed due to their sheer numbers. Endless reproduction is their strategy for survival. Slowly, they exited the fields and forest around me to repopulate my property. 

	With the vital shopping done, I felt like I needed some quality time with Doug, so I took him out to lunch at the Cheyenne, after I gave him a fresh bud of herb. We had a toke to set the mood. We had a great discussion and left the restaurant full and happy.

	Back at his house, he told me to, “Wait. I have something to give you.” 

	I waited. On his return, he held out a hand, closed fist down, and I matched its location, putting my hand underneath his, ready to catch whatever he was about to drop.

	“For the cause of your constant creative endeavors, friendship, and fun,” he explained.

	He dropped this little beauty in the palm of my hand.

	I give a lot of my work away for FREE on my website, with a note that ‘Donations’ are accepted. The note is hardly ever acted upon—once every five years, or so. 

	The bar of what is now considered a standard of donations is one of these:
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	Yes, the color is gold, and the words explain that it is one ounce of Fine Gold, which is 22 karat, not pure 24. Its value as of this morning was: 
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	2025 1 oz American Gold Eagle

	$4,427.98

	(If you had one with the text spelt backward, it would be priceless.)
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	2025 $50 1-oz American Gold Eagle

	$4,390.89

	I will say, I was, and still am, pleasantly shocked by the sheer kindness shown. Its value replenishes a comfortable amount of cash on hand that I like to have. You know, “Mad Money!” Its value covers the cost of the solid silver Haynes flute and the tractor, or other expenses that my whimsical purchasing has incurred. There are many things bought on a whim, like this estate.

	This gift resets the bar of exceptional donations. Feel free to step up and contribute; not as much, but each illustrated video on my website has a cost of $2500. If I received 1,000, 2.50 donations, then I’d have that money back to spend again. That’s just a thought of encouragement as I write out loud. As you’ve heard me say, “Being a creative genius ain’t cheap or easy.”

	Try it sometime, if you don’t live it already. You’ll see.

	Tell your friends and family to join in the fun. Buy them an eBook for the Holidaze Celebration, the New Year, if not for their own well-being.

	Right now, I sit waiting for the tractor mechanic to show up and give the beast a look-over to see if the massive leak and weakness can be discovered. How much will it all cost to fix? I have some extra cash to spend. It only leaks when I use it.

	A weak part of a tractor’s design is the lack of immediate knowledge, where the back or front is when working the dirt? Today, I worked for three hours on the tractor. I didn’t screw up, but I could have if I hadn’t mentally caught an unseen accident that was about to happen. As I was headed under a tower guy wire with the backhoe sitting tall, I realized the impending catastrophe if the tower’s guy wire contacted the backhoe boom. The devastation could have had life-changing implications—possible death or crippling. As well as the loss of a historic landmark and icon of an era gone by.

	I did not make the mistake, and I live to report it.

	Badger holes are a risk to auto parts and ankles. After I spot the holes in the pathway, I like to fill them in. I found that I can use the tractor to do the job. Back-blading. I’m not good at it yet.
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	Today’s view of the Eagle Caps is indicative of Autumn’s change to winter.
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	The valley is tidy, green, and lush, featuring a mix of light and dark backgrounds. 
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	Today’s tractor work involved burying the road hazard stump. I started to build a dirt barrier around as a collision barrier. There will be more dirt to come.
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	I dug a hole where I don’t need one. Filling it in on purpose is harder than digging it out by accident.
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	I’ll install the snowplow on the ¾ ton truck and work the dirt with it. It might be easier now that the tractor's work has loosened the dirt. 

	I just noticed that this document now qualifies as a novella in terms of word count, with 15,254 words. All lined up in sentences, and stacked as paragraphs, with many photos.

	 

	Here comes the New Moon at 11% phase announcement.
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	Twelve hours later, it’s back with less to show for itself.
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	For Sunday Communion, Reverand Brian S came up carrying two bottles of communion wine.

	“Killer Red!”
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	The Right Reverend took up space on a folding chair, and we had a sermon on the mount through both bottles.
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	Brian has been a heavy equipment mechanic for most of his career. We went looking for a part number for the tractor’s hydraulic pump. Here’s what we found. I doubt this is the number we were looking for. It’s a number to start with when asking a junkyard pro.
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	The next day was THE day I headed to Lewiston, Idaho to have a bad tooth extracted.

	The trip started at 11 a.m. and I drove the 20-mile trek along the yellow-needled road through the forest. This is a pleasant change from dust and dirt. I can’t drive this way once big snow falls. It’s too far out if one gets stuck.
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	A mere 2.5 miles away from the end of this road, where it connects with Hwy 3, I came across these wind-downed trees.
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	Remember the statement I recently wrote: “Too far out to call for assistance?” So close to the intersection with the highway, yet so far away. Yes, I thought about driving over the narrow ends of the horizontal barriers, but the recent expense of fixing the front-end knuckle on this truck after that surprising bump from the road hazard stump shied me away from that idea.

	I also felt insecure that I did NOT lock the safe at home, and at this point of frustration I considered having a hit on the bong just to ease said frustration would be a good idea.
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	It was a 20-mile trip each way, 40 miles total, and at 20 mpg I wasted two gallons of fuel. Luckily, I had enough to make the 120-mile drive to Lewiston.

	At home, as I entered the cabin, the suspense of the safe not being locked was high. Suddenly, the extra miles added to the trip made the delay worth the while.
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	Yes, I had a hit on the bong which calmed me down and put me back on the road, having gathered the tree extraction tools. 

	I had a good look at the road hazard stump and felt good about my decision to bury it. It needs more dirt dumped over it and reflectors stuck in the ground around it.
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	I cranked up the chainsaw and did the required cutting.

	Yes, I only cut a wide enough space for my truck to fit through. Keeping this road open is not my job.
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	I hooked a chain around the logs and pulled them out of the road.
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	When I looked up, there were two people watching me. Sasquatches? No. It was David from Wallowa, and his friend Jessy from Portland.
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	Their broken truck was right around that corner. David did drive over the fallen trees and crushed his transmission’s pan, killing the driveline.
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	I asked him how I could assist. He requested a ride to Wallowa, or at least to a place where he could get cellphone reception. I suggest he walk toward Wallowa or climb a hill on either side of the road. 

	“Just get out from underneath the forest.”

	While David helped me with moving the logs, Jessy walked as I suggested, and then David’s phone rang. Reception was not too far away. 

	With the road cleared, D and J arranged for a friend to come get them, and I continued my way toward the big smoke of Lewiston.

	Sure enough, David’s broken rig was just around that first corner.
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	As I mentioned, I was almost to Hwy 3, and I was soon driving on it.
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	It’s like riding on the back of a black snake as it winds through multiple draws. It descends from sky-high to the natural water level of the Grand Ronde river.
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	Sooner than later, I drove into Washington State.
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	The VA authorized the payment of the tooth extraction, fuel expense, and one night’s hotel. That should equal a few minutes of killing in a war. I decided to spend two nights in Lewiston. The dental appointment was at 8 the next morning, and I wanted to arrive stress free, not knowing where ‘there’ was. Plus, I easily had two days’ worth of shopping for winter supplies, a new computer, and some socialization with friendly strangers. I did have a place to take a willing volunteer to remind me about how a woman works.

	I bought the first night at a hotel that used to be well maintained. I was disappointed to hear it had changed owners and their maintenance level was down the hill. Still, it was good that I had a bathroom to spruce up my normally unkempt body. I didn’t want to offend a man who was about to be sticking me with a needle and extracting a tooth.

	I arrived on time, and everybody was nice to me, and I to them. It was early in the day for some folks to enjoy some light comedy relief. I have a gift for making people laugh. It’s a healthy way to start a day. 

	Don’t tell the VA as they might remove the ban that prevents me from walking through any VA hospital and clinic’s doors without a police escort. For a quick reminder, they are just now learning that some of their clients are trained and experienced killers. Warriors who are fun, unless they are provoked.

	If you are wondering what I’m doing about that totally wrong judgement call on their part, “Me being a threat and disruptive.” I’m working on it. I decided to let the time for the ban to run out, hoping that they will extend it. Plus, I’m gathering a heap of evidence and support, names and numbers. No. I’m not doing anything to provoke them. I never did in the first place. 

	I find that the mindsets of the younger folks lack a sense and tolerance for humor. Their lives will be shorter than if they knew how to laugh at life and its many quirky personalities.

	I intend on using the debate strategy developed by Socrates: Ethos, pathos, and logos are modes of persuasion used to convince an audience. Ethos appeals to credibility, pathos appeals to emotions, and logos appeals to logic and reason.

	How appealing is that?

	I’m good at all those communication traits.

	Here’s proof that the tooth was removed. 
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	The most pain came from the injections. Yes, the top broke off, and it is upside-down top to bottom on the root. That’s the difference between how I work and that dentist works. He put the pliers on the top of the tooth, and I would have pushed the tool deeper into the gum and grabbed more of the stem. But most of it is there. A souvenir. I’ll glue it together, buff it up, and frame it.

	Let’s not forget that I have an upcoming project of bear and elk teeth removal. A comparison will be made. Maybe frame them altogether. 

	This is the $69 room, bought from United hotels, so it is cheaper than going directly to the chain.
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	The next night, with 55% paid by the VA, was more upscale. Hampton Inn. $169, but my price was less. It was high ground. Whenever you can, take high ground.
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	This is the stink machine of Lewiston, the paper mill. 
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	The view looks down on the lower-level Inn of America hotel from last night.

	[image: Image]

	Remember the FREE financial windfall I mentioned earlier regarding that ‘gold’ coin? Well, it turned out to be a joke. I do love a good joke, even when it is played on me. I already started spending the $4000 from the alleged gold coin. Alas, when I took it into the local coin dealer, she said, “Let me put it to the test.” She reached over and grabbed a magnet. Gold is NOT a Ferris metal; hence a magnet has no effect on it whatsoever.

	When I saw this happen, my heart dropped like a piece of Ferris metal.
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	The gifter knows how I like to give waitresses a choice: A cash tip, or a quarter ounce silver round with Indian/Buffalo stamps, and the qualification of .9999% silver.

	I think he might have been attempting to mimic my magnanimous behavior, but he missed the mark by the truth. I’m thinking I should hit the round with a torch and see just how much gold plate drips off. If any.

	Lesson learned is: If you are going to invest, or hope whatever you have is gold, bring a magnet. 

	With a new computer, an HP, not a misleading Dell, a new office chair, as this one has a lumpy seat, a new Secondhand sweater, 100 feet of braided nylon rope, enough to hang myself from the top of the tower, food stuff, and fun, I headed home around noon.

	I ate well, talked to dozens of fun strangers, did not bring home any female baggage, and no tooth pain. Mission accomplished.
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	There it is, home, aka: Skyship, where the clouds come to me.
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	Driving up my driveway, I was not surprised to see my deer friends waiting for my return.
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	Ahhhhhhh, my bed, my mountaintop, my forest, and my world.

	Back from the road trip to Lewiston, waking in my own bed, I caught the sun rising.
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	I wrote on the Autumn novella for six hours yesterday. This is what happens when a journalist skips a couple of days of tallying up the events.

	Later that day, after the long stint of writing, I needed to go check the perimeter. I found evidence of Hoons at work and play—teens on wheels out to leave a mark or two.

	The cardboard box lid target and bullet holes leave me believing these were the same hooligans who hammered the Closed Road sign and blew up the appliance with Tannerite.

	My questions are, are they talking to me with signs of violence, or are they just out to destroy property for fun?
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	Seeing that they are not discriminatory on which property the damage occurs, the tire tracks show that they lost control of their rig and bounced it off the road berm. 
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	On top of the home ridge, I found that an atmospheric lake hung over the valley all day—no sunshine for the lowlanders. 

	I’m so glad I always take high ground.
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	There’s no fun under that cloudbank. 
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	Over by the pond, looking due west, the sun kissed the sky good evening, and said, “See you in the morrow, if you are above the ground fog.”

	[image: Image]

	I decided to milk the scene for all the sun had to offer.

	[image: Image]

	[image: Image]

	[image: Image]

	To show the temperature, the pond ice states how the day was subfreezing.
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	I found that the fog wasn’t only hovering over my world of sun, but it was also covering this photo on the computer screen.
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	The next morning, I was thrown back into cyber hell: MS would not let me use any of its programs, including Word, without entering my login credentials. “Yeah, buttocks, I don’t know them as they were never sent to me.” How rude! To make it worse or better, it was the weekend, and my internet guy at Staples doesn’t work on weekends. I needed to wait until Monday to write this on my new computer. The good news is, I still have the old computer as backup, and it saved the day.

	The new AI-enhanced computer will most likely go up for sale.

	It was no surprise to me that, yet another day came

	The ground had a skiff of snow on it. Just enough whiteness to make a difference.
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	I had a trash burning pile. This nigh-onto-empty butane canister was in it. Yes, its ignition brought me out of my fire gazing trance.

	You can see how it is imploded on the bottom end and exploded on the top.
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	I wait for the empty patches to fill in.
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	I say, using my best guess from what I know about all the birds and beasts within this forest, that this wee bird is a pygmy hawk.

	If I enlarge it anymore, as you can see, it pixelates grossly.
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	Here we see the gals headed up for a snack.

	[image: Image]

	With the fellas along for the walk. The photos are blurred due to shooting through the front windshield.
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	It’s time to install the snowplow, and maybe the chains. I need to research how much fuel the truck needs. If the fuel needs a serious top-up, I’ll sneak it through town to the gas station. No chains are needed.

	By 1:45, I got partway through the plow removal process yesterday, but I came to a halt due to the loss of three R pins and a cable hook. A trip to Wallowa solved this problem, and it was cheaper than going to Enterprise. It saved 34 miles of driving. I was rolling downhill just after 2 P.M. Time now runs short in the afternoon. Add clouds, and the daylight disappears quickly; therefore, driving home before four o’clock is the wise move, avoiding the suicidal tenancies of the wildlife, I made the right call to keep the trip short.

	At the other end of the clock spectrum, the deer don’t come around until the sun rises.

	[image: Image]

	For today’s entertainment, I’ll finish installing the snowplow now that I have all the bits and pieces. Three R pins, one U bolt, a cap for one of the tractor hydraulic fluid drains, and a tape measure. All good things to have when needed.

	[image: Image]

	Of course, the drive down my tall hill was worth the effort to witness the beauty in which I live. It is essential that I surround myself with nature’s greatness. In the news, I see where normal people live. No offense meant, but I’m sure glad I’m not normal.

	I mean, another look at the Sevens, now with white caps, gives a glorious sense of calm.

	 [image: Image]
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	See, just after four P.M., the ride is influenced by something that could turn dangerous. I refused to slip the driveline into 4x4, just to test the tires’ grip.

	[image: Image]

	The pond had a new look. The spots are where rocks and debris are exposed to the warmer air outside of the water. No, not the results of bullets, although the thought did cross my mind.

	[image: Image]

	It’s two days before T-day. By this evening I’ll have the plow installed.
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	Maybe the rear tire chains, too. But not if I’m going to drive it to town for gasoline.
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	Let’s get to it. Oh, damn, you’re not here to help. That’s okay, I’ve got this.

	That was a good plan, but then the phone rang and it was the computer tech from Staples ready and willing to work more on my email problem.

	A change was made; one I had to approve of only because it was the only way to get me the email address of: bw@bwizard.art. I liked, bw@bwizard.art for email, and bwizard.art for my website. 

	The tech put the Gmail’s URL on the home page list of favorites. I sent out one to-self email testing that link. It was received and returned. Nice. The system was working...but only that one time. It wouldn’t work after that. These internet ghost problems are all out of my element.

	I have a developing medical issue. Oldies develop new issues all the time. This one is when my right arm does receive the mental commands I give it to lift, as in raising a glass of liquid to my lips or touching my nose. Nope. The mental commands fall on deaf nerves.

	It will do as I request IF I also move the right arm in the same direction. Another loose wire in me noggin. Face-plants will do that.

	It’s T-day! I will pig out on three apples, not one right after another. I spread them out to make the joy last longer.

	I’ve thanked myself for being so dedicated to constant self-improvement. Thank you for reading my novella and other stories, including email. My penchant for writing ain’t much, but it’s a part of the lifestyle I have lived for decades on end-since 1971. Seventeen novels, soon to be eighteen, heaps of songs, short stories, and more pure fun. It shows just how unordinary my life has been, is, and will be. 

	That is IF I can get some cooperation from the Moon, and other outside influences. Of late, life has been a challenge to simply hang on to what I have. The first quarter of this Luna cycle hasn’t been any less challenging than the past eight quarters.

	We are in the Second Quarter of this Luna cycle. It has shown no sign of working with me for the good of every man, woman, and child.

	The 30,511th day of my post-womb life has been fun so far. Worth the wait. There is excitement regarding my near future. It all revolves around the Smithsonian gig on October 31st, if I get the curator's, Roger, go-ahead. You saw him in the award-winning documentary, doing the same level of dedication to the combat gear I donated to the Smithsonian’s Air and Space Museum in ’09 at the Udar Hazy Center in Chantilly, Va. This is a project that I documented and live by. From the battlefield into the National Museums. Yes, plural. 

	[image: Image]

	Here's the first Second Quarter sunrise.
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	Next, yesterday’s sunrise.
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	On this morning’s perimeter check, I saw the ground speckled with the future.

	The Devils were up and ready to play, all gussied up in white.
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	No badger activity, only boomer squirrels.
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	Winter sun isn’t leaving much to the imagination for scenic beauty.
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	From here, we see how far above the valley moisture and smoke I live.
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	With the pond next to me and the tower to my rear.
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	Would I, could I, get a pair of figure skating skates?

	I hope not. If so, there will be pain.
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	I like ice puddle art. I should get above it, shoot downward and centered.

	[image: Image]

	I installed the plow, even though I made myself a problem that stalled me from plowing. I couldn’t find the original R Pins that will hold the plow up and stable. For a quick fix, I used two nails, bending them over after passing them through the holes in the mounting bolts.

	The next day, in town, I bought new pins. I wanted to replace the nails with them, but the nail idea was a good one in a pinch. After 40 minutes of trying to remove just one nail, I ran out of patience and drove the truck anyhow, keeping an ear tuned to any sounds that depict that support bar from falling to the ground. It would thump and bump until I brought the truck to a stop. I just plowed the high points and sides of the driveway, all the way down to Whisky Creek Rd.

	Here are some examples:
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	I passed the stump I’ve been burying. I’ll show it again after it is fully buried.
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	I like to scrape the dirt that has slid and rolled onto the road.

	Up and down, both sides.
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	Anything that I missed, I’ll get once I have the blade weighted with snow.
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	Down, down, and around.

	[image: Image]

	[image: Image]

	Then another “today” rolled around again, just like it always does. 

	“It’s all the same day, man,” to quote Janis Joplin.
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	I caught the little bugger white-mouthed, with insulation from the double-wide insulated sleeping bag drying on the clothesline. I bought a new one, single wide. It works just fine, and I have blankets to cover the cover. I wasn’t sure where I would store the bulky cover. Now I know, over the water containers, or batteries to keep them from freezing.

	[image: Image]

	Talk about thieving: I had a look at my website and found it has been pilfered. My Hitchhiking Man video is gone, and the new website has been replaced with a copy of the past site and then made inaccessible. Digital Cyber-Grand-Larceny. It’s the theft of intellectual property. Someone is going down. Just point them out to me, I’ll take care of the rest.

	How to fix the problems…? I have no idea beyond throwing money at it. I don’t want to. I would if it made me money, but it only costs. I’m going to let my Gawd set me up with the cure.

	I awoke this morning thinking that the website theft was a good thing. I will write a fictional story that will blame my true guess of who did this dastardly deed, Muslims who follow the Islamic rule: Be friend the infidels, gain their trust, and then kill them however you can.” I imagined myself without that money and time sucking asset. One more gone the way of music and artworks. One less thing to think about.

	Autumn looks and smells like winter with its frozen air, white ground, and cold temperature.
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	This is the last Autumn Moon, waxing full. I like the sound of that. Soon I will be freed from this discipline and be a better man for it.
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	The sun sets by 4:30.
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	And there is not much to it.
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	I can sit tight for a while and look again. The view can open to something more dramatic.  I like it more dramatic.[image: Image]

	Here we see proof of the center of gravity, or so it may appear. The spot would be the center of the pond. The deepest and warmest part.[image: Image]

	The Moon will be full tonight. Maybe this will be the energy it takes for the website to be returned. I can only hope. I’m sure you are dying to order some eBooks to pass out as gifts. Books are a present that can be repeatedly opened and read by many readers. I suggest Space Hunts.
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	It appears that the boys are back for the winter. I hope they had a great summer’s wandering.
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	The view out my windows reveals how winter will win control over the ground cover soon. The view includes a new look through the west window.
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	With icicle inclusive roofs.
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	I miss the flapping of the flag. I can fix that, and I might.

	[image: Image]

	I was hoping the insulation thieves would leave some for me to use over the plastic town-water containers that are stored outside in the Kitchen, but no. The Pine Boomer squirrels need to sleep warmly as possible, too. Just ask them.[image: Image]

	Their playing helps keep them warm. There are two of them chasing each other, as they love to do. One on the inside, with one on the outside.
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	Doug had a long drive through the frozen fog today, as seen by this look at Mt. Emily over by The Big. He invited me to go along for the ride, but I said no. Instead, I cleaned and organized the inside of my cabin. I’ll finish that task today, I hope.
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	I’ll be settled in soon. I would like one more trip to The Big and two more trips through the valley. I’m debating if I should buy the animules and feathered dinosaurs some sunflower seeds. At $38 per 40-pound bag, I’m not sure I should. After that, I will be prepared to hunker down.

	[image: Image]

	Hunkered down on top of the High Country.
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	Above the ground fog of the valley.

	[image: Image]

	There will be possible bobcat sightings, and some photos too, if I’m lucky.

	

	[image: Image]

	I’m thinking, just for something to do, I might keep the ridgetop plowed. The memories of being stuck several times last year make me reconsider the efforts.
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	I found these mouse trails down by the gate. “The enemy is at the gate! Prepare traps.”

	Can you see all the mouse tracks in the snow?
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	Tomorrow night this will be full.
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	The house batteries are holding up well. After nine hours of low sunlight and me on the computer trying to solve the website issue, the juice lasted all day. I still had enough juice to get me to tip-over-time.
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	I’m ready for the first big snowfall. 
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	The Full Moon came and went, with no resolution for the website issues. No big snowfall yet, either

	At this moment, I’ll say, “I think the end of this Autumn Report is overdue to lack of interesting events.” Dang, but good.

	Autumn has turned wet, which is normal. At this elevation, the moisture should be white due to the cold air. This is an El Nina effect, with warm air coming up from Hawaii, and more than freezing temperature coming down from the north.

	In looking at the future weather report, December will hold this El Nania air pattern into next month. The Lazy Frog Pond is filling quickly with the runoff.

	[image: Image]

	It looks like an enlarging embrio.
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	Get used to grey.
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	The new day arrived and it changed its Monika from tomorrow to today. Nice. I was going to make one more supply run to The Big, but then I found out it is Saturday. I don’t like to go anywhere on the weekends. Not all stores are open, traffic is heavier, especially at this time of year.

	Just when I had plans to get the tractor running and take advantage of all the ground softening rain, wind, and air temperatures, it started to rain. 

	Okay, how boring is my life? Make a plan and hear Gawd laugh. 

	Yes, the day was a run of the mill day of busy work, snacks, and a nap. I got a few things done. I gained space by moving a few boxes into the powerhouse. 

	I packed up my Panda Drums for storage. They can handle the weather extremes, they're metal.

	Although the center of the floor is now empty, I intend on filling it with a 3x5 rectangular worktable. That gives me much more tabletop space, and floor space. The goal will be to not need it all.

	So, ho hum, I think I’ll tip over soon.

	And then the rain came, for days. During my early years on this mountain top, December second was good for two feet. Now, not so much. The weather has changed, and I’ll be planting banana soon.

	The Lazy Frog Pond gains depth, width, and girth.

	Two days later, there’s more.
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	The ruts in the mud are my Autumn bane. They lead to nothing good. 
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	A guy could get to feeling as if he is lost in a fog.
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	Look! It can always be worse.
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	Yes, it could be lost in the snowfall.
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	Riding that tractor would only make bigger ruts in the saturated ground. One less task to fiddle with.
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	Now we’re getting the full whiteness of Snowcapped Mountains.
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	We’re blinded from a view of the Sevens.
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	Here’s a look at why I don’t have two feet of snow. The Pineapple Express. “I don’t go to Hawaii. I let Hawaii come to me.”
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	All we can do it enjoy a Hawaiian Dusk.
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	Mt. Emily got two feet of new whiteness.
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	The pond is truly back.
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	When will it all be white?
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	The past few days were cold, windy, and wet. I wrote in this novella and PTD. The latter is off to a good start, I think. On this morning’s perimeter check I stopped to look at this years old mushroom family growing on a stump. Everything looks good, I guess.
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	The pond has stabilized its level for a few days. This is the first year it has had this much water in mid-December. There is usually snow on ice by now.
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	The wane falls mainly on the sane.
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	The dawn is on, again. Good to see it. I’ve had a few bleak mornings of late.
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	The sunup caught my attention as it was suddenly bright in my eyes.
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	Another day, another perimeter check. Look at the clear sky over and around the Sevens. Nice.
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	The Eagle Caps look good. There’s smoke in the forest. Slash piles.
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	I topped off the fluids in the tractor and did 2.5 hours of fun smoothing and leveling out the driveway. I used both the tractor and the snowplow.
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	Here’s some good landscraping.
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	This is the road-hazard stump now…buried. I’ll sink a few reflector ladened posts in the dirt around it. I might slap it silly with a 2X4 to flatten the sides.

	[image: Image]

	[image: Image]

	From Moon to Sun.
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	Finaly the circus is back in town.

	This bouncing entertainer has cheeks full of sunflower seeds.
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	And the intent to hide them in the cedar chip barrel.

	[image: Image]

	Inside it stashed the winter’s tucker. I exercised patience to catch the little bugger as he came out.
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	And out it came its with mission accomplished.
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	I always wondered what made the tunnels into the cedar chips. I thought mice were living down there. Nope, just a Pine Boomer’s stash house for seeds.
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	I had a physical stress test today. I climbed this ladder to look into the cistern to see if there were any dead rodents. None to report. But there was a stink bug struggling to survive. The water was cold, it was tired, and time was running out. Luckily, the Man was around and curious. He opened the lid to the cistern and the bug saw him looking down. 

	“I’m down here, struggling to survive. Can you help a bug out?” I imagined it called.

	“Yeah, sure.” I looked around and saw a hoe attached to a long handle. It was the one I used to extract the dead Red Digger last Spring.
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	I climbes down, grabbed the hoe, and climbed back up the ladder. In one felled swoop I lifted that bug up and onto the sun-warmed top of the cistern. It was exhausted, too cold, and scared. Would the man now crush him for being a bug?

	Nope, I attempted to climb back down, but little did I know that the ladder was not firmly set onto the ground. 

	[image: Image]

	The dirt was wet-soft, and the rigth leg sunk into it, allowing the ladder to tip sideways.
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	I could not fight the pull of gravity, again, and I quickly deduced that I was ground bound.

	I reached up and grabbed the rim of the top hole and fought the pull of gravity as best I could. I kicked the ladder away from my feet, and swung my legs to the right. I lowered myself down until I had some secure footing. 

	The results of the physical stress test was, I’m doing well, building back my strenght and agility. This is good to know. Now I can be more daring.

	Or, I could have ended up between the building and the cistern, punctured, cut, broken and bruised. It happens, but not this time.

	Screws like these could have impaled me. 

	[image: Image]

	The landscraping muddied the snowplow. I’ll lift it up and the rain will wash it.
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	Later that night, there I was, minding my own business, as per usual, sleeping, dreaming, enjoying, when suddenly there was a fast moving and distinct crashing sound coming for my head. More than the occasional mysterious bump in the night. It was a large windblown Ponderosa Pine falling through the cabin’s roof.

	[image: The image shows a nocturnal scene with a tree's branches illuminated by a bright, possibly artificial, light source, against a backdrop of a red roof.

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

	Luckily, when I added some insulation to the roof, I also added a beam over my bed, just above my head. Forward-thinking and backward stinking once again saved the next day. From day one I could imagine one of the trees to my west crashing down on me as I slept.  It was a good call to prepare, and I credit my Gawd for the warning, and myself for acting on what was predicted.

	It missed my head for the most part, although my right side and jaw did take a hit. I’ll feel that tomorrow.

	This is what was on me that I tossed down.

	 [image: The image depicts a cluttered room with scattered papers, a fallen bookshelf, and a table covered in various items.

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

	Remember how I pushed the logging company NOT to cut the trees to my west as that is where the hundred mile per hour winds come from? Well, the wind came. Such winds blow trees over, break them in half, and if lucky, uproots them. Therein lies the bump, snap, crack and thump upon my upper body that woke me with a start. Luckily, I woke up to enjoy another death-defying walk-away.

	Another foot of droppage and my head might have taken a new shape. My head was missed from being impaled by a 5-inch round branch by inches. 

	I spent the morning assessing the damage, and feeling good about being alive and unscathed. I do love a clean win and a well-deserved rush of endorphins.

	At 1 pm I called Donny, the roofer who installed the new roof. His son, Brenden, is an arborist. They both came up and got right to the job of clearing the tree from the roof and installing a temporary tarp. 

	Here’s a good example of how I got lucky. The ground the tree’s roots were embeded in was super soft due to rain. Instead of snapping off to come crashing in on me it was uprooted, therefore slowly tipping over. 

	[image: Image]

	If the top snapped off like this bigger tree’s did:

	[image: The image depicts a lone, weathered tree with bare branches against a cloudy, overcast sky.

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

	The top could have been moving 40 mph by the time it hit my roof. That would have given a different ending to this note.

	The other end missed my truck. Nice. 
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	The top broke off when it hit the ridgeline.
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	In the daylight I noticed more trees tipped over on the outer perimeter.

	 The high wind not buffered by the tree’s previous windbreaking stability was removed by the forest mismanagement of clearcutting.  
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	The bad news is, I have a tree inside my house. The good news is that I’m still alive, as is the tower. I was wondering how the tower’s strength is holding up. I believe it is well.
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	On the east side, there is the trunk of the tree on the house and the top of the tree on the ground. I dragged all the debris away from the front of the house.
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	There is snow and rain headed my way. I need that hole in the roof sealed up before that happens. Donny and a his son Brenden, showed up after dark, which is still early, 4:30, to patch the hole before the weather turns. They worked hard and steady until 7 pm. 

	The first thing they needed to do was to stabilize the tree by notching it so they could slip an upright log beneath it.

	[image: Image]   [image: Image]

	Knowing the tree was stable allowed Brendon to get to work making the big tree smaller.
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	It was an ongoing process that led him back to where he started.
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	Progress was good.

	[image: Image]

	Finally, the dark-work-shift was over. The tree removed, and a tarp put in place, as snow was coming, then rain.

	 

	[image: The image shows a red house with a ladder leaning against a roof, under a light source.

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

	A flap was put over the front hole, as well.

	[image: The image shows a small, dimly lit house with a red roof, blue walls, and a window with a reflective, shiny surface inside.

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

	Before I tipped over, I had the receipt for the labor and expertise.

	[image: The image displays a QuickBooks payment confirmation for $825.00 for Casper Tree Service LLC, dated January 16, 2026.

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

	Through the night, its snowed and rained, with wind, and not a drop of rain came through.

	The wind was so strong that it pushed the gate further open than ever.
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	I needed to make a perimeter check and see how many downed trees there were around me.
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	Many is the answer.
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	I now wait for Donny to show up and put the winter patch on the roof. That could happen today, the 20th. Autumn ends tomorrow. Today is predicted to be sunny. I want to sleep in my own bed on top of the loft tonight. I’ve been sleeping, or trying to, on the floor. The ambient temperature in the cabin has been held at 58 degrees day and night.

	I did receive 6 inches of snow right after the temporary patch was installed. That would not have been good to have fall inside the cabin. Then two more inches came the next day, along with rain. This made the temporary patch essential for comfort and less work.

	All physical damage to me body has healed. I still suffer uncomfortable tighness and pain in the small of my back caused by the July 7th, ’24 face-plant. There is no chiropractor available locally, and I’m not going anywhere to find one.

	So let’s see how this novella ends. I’m right on time as the New Moon happens around 6 am today. This would make the roof patch project a New Moon event. It’s a great way to end the Old Moon and start the New Moon. Winter begins around 7 am tomorrow morning, the 21st. My hope is that the roof patch will be in place by then, and I can get the relaxing winter under way.

	Here it is 1:44 am on the 20th. I need to get the cabin prepared for workers to install the patch. I really can’t do anything in that regards until dawn brings light to the horizon, and the sun is up. The deck and area around the cabin needs debris and snow removed.

	I tipped over for another two hours of sleep after around 3 am, then got up and prepared for workers. I cleaned the work table outside for the cutting of wood and metal. 

	Remember a week ago I was wondering what could happen to end this story on an exciting note? Well, it happened. I wasn’t killed by the falling tree. Close, but as it has been said, “I’m a hard man to kill.”

	As you were shown, a tree removal team came up and removed the tree from inside my cabin, at night. Good thing, too, as I received six inches of new snow. The tarp they put over the hole held the snow at bay, meaning it didn’t fall onto my bed area.

	[image: Image]

	This is the next to the last sunrise of Autumn. Tomorrow’s sunrise will be two hours before the turn of the season. It will also be the beginning of a New Luna cycle. 

	The production timing for this project was astronomically impecible. 

	 [image: Image]

	The stress and pressure is off, kind of. There will be a bill of approximately $2500. Donations accepted, but this is only phase one of the repair. The building’s structure took a serious hit. The roofer couldn’t do the fram repair due to his license. I have months to find someone to come up and finish the project in the Spring.

	 Yes, I have insurance, but it is weak. The stronger insurance policy I had was removed by the insurance company’s incompetence. I had to let them go, and I could not find a replacement. Therefore, the mortgage company put a weak, forced, insurance policy on the cabin. Ironically, such forced insurance is more expensive than normal insurace, so I was told. All the repairs should be covered, but I have no faith in corporate insurance companies. They are run by crooks, thieves, and scumbags. This has been my experience.

	The first insurance adjuster had to come from Spokane, Wa. I spoke with him and he said he’d come down to inspect the damage soon. I asked him what kind of vehicle he would be driving. He said, “A fuel efficient two-wheel drive city car with a small clearence between the body and the road. 

	I told him to rent a 4x4 truck, on his dime. Otherwise, he’d be risking his life just thinking about driving such a POS to Wallowa, Co. from Spokane.

	My bet is, they will cancel the insurance, pay nothing, and then demand I pay off the mortgage, or foreclose on me.

	I will then burn it all down and disappear. 

	Here’s the other side of the roof, repaired, too.
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	This is the crew that did a great job.

	[image: Image]

	The repairs are now in the category of: To Be Continued in the Spring.

	As for me, I have an exciting ending to this season’s report, and the whole story. I lived to write it. I can handle the odd face-plant, tree falling on me, and all the attributes of Parkinson Disease. I walk like the old man I am, and I don’t like it. Very unsteady, too. But fun to watch from afar, I’m sure.

	 For the upcoming winter project I’ll write, Permission to Die. Now all I need to do is live until next November for the train ride to D.C. That could be worth its own video. Do some time in DC working the media perhaps, doing the dedication at the NASM on the Mall, and it all ends, or changes when I dicide what to do next. Home or wander? I’m cancelling all international travel until I recoup all the money I’ve spent this year. I’ll be broke by Dec. 15th. Not to worry, I’m a professional poor person.

	If you want updating photo letters, just let me know. If you say nothing, that will mean you are not interested. No harm nor foul in that.

	Thanks for reading what you could, did, and wanted to. You can always rescroll it.
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