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The Journey

Windy Hill


It’s early, the sun still low in the east. The day is clear with scattered clouds lazily floating by overhead. I head out of my house at 111 Tanoak Dr and greet the day with a smile. Lucky is looking at me, raring to take a run across the street at my school, but today he stays leashed. Today is my big adventure. I head out of my large, circular driveway, into the street and follow the road up a slope to the left. 

After a few minutes of walking under the sagging boughs of the ancient oak trees lining either side of the street, I finally reach the “T” intersection that signals an end to my road and the beginning of another. Ahead of me is a wall of brush and trees and berries and bush all intertwined with each other as if to ward out intruders from reaching the mystery waiting on the other side. A small path, barely visible, leads into the growth and I bury my head down into my arms and plunge into the mat of plants and twigs, without fear, without hesitation. 

Darkness surrounds me. The light of the morning sun struggles through the canopy around me, trying desperately to reach the mossy ground. Small branches scrape my cheeks as I continue into the woods. The dampness and lack of sun drop the temperature from the 70’s into the 50’s. It’s like a splash of cold water on your body…invigorating and refreshing. I hear the wind blowing through the trees above me and the sound of life scurrying away from my intrusion into a place not my own. The light grows brighter and the brush less thick as I continue charting my course through the unknown until I finally emerge into a vast prairie of tall grasses, browned by the warmth of the sun. The plain slowly rises up and up and up until it merges with the side of a hill…the two thousand foot hill I set out to climb today, Windy Hill. 

I stop and look. Hawks soar overhead looking for whatever small morsel of food it can while deer lazily graze the grasses halfway up the hill. One of them senses my intrusion and looks at me from afar, then drops its head and continues to eat as if to say “I see you…but you’re ok! Come on up!” With Nature’s permission, I smile and set forth to conquer my own, personal Mt. Everest.


I was 14 years old during my first trip up the side of Windy Hill. This was the first time I really went off on my own, with purpose and determination and I’m glad I did. Adventures like this helped me to find myself and connect to the world around me. It was probably one of my first opportunities to view something with my own eyes for a change. I was alone…no one around me to influence my perceptions of things as I took my climb. In remembering that day, I keep thinking about words from author Robert Thayer’s Life Place: Bioregional Thought and Practice. He mentions, “A life-place…will be judged…on whether it contributes in a physical sense to the fulfillment of needs of life on earth.” (5) I was in that life-place that day, in every sense of the word. Everything around me had its place. No waste, no worries…everything contributing to the total needs of the place. Hawk to rodent to grass to fertilizer to tree and back to hawk. I sometimes stop and think about that trip and how lucky I was to have experienced what I did. With all the turmoil and craziness in the world today, I have a hope that everyone might make a trip up their own Windy Hill someday. The connection to that place changed my life that day.

Bezerkeley


That’s what people that live there call it. Bezerkeley. I lived there for over 4 years and in the San Francisco Bay Area for most of my pre-adult life. It’s where my parents moved me after I finished my junior high school classes. It was hard to leave my Windy Hill adventures behind, but was necessary and needed for my life at the time. I play the drums, you see. I’ve been playing the drums for 32 years now and at the time of my Berkeley move, had been playing for 11 years. My parents wanted to foster my talent so they looked at all the high schools in the country for the one that had the best Jazz Big Band music program and Berkeley was it, so off we went!

Berkeley High School is six square blocks smack-dab in the middle of Berkeley. It was nothing like my junior high school which was all woods and grass fields, streams and trees. The whole city of Berkeley was nothing like I ever experienced before, actually. My first impression was that everyone in the city was clinically insane. To say there were some “colorful” characters in Berkeley is to say that moisture is the essence of wetness. I remember the man in the pink dress with ZZ Top beard and bra on the OUTSIDE that wandered up and down Telegraph Ave day in and day out, talking loud and saying nothing. I remember actual Hippies shopping with their re-usable bags, tie-dyed hemp clothing and patchouli aroma climbing into their 1972 VW Bugs and speeding off down University Ave toward a life I would never know. I can still remember creating a special tile for my art class that would eventually be included into the famous Berkeley Peace Wall across the street from my school. 

I had never seen such a clash of races, cultures and opinions in all my life. You would think that with all the different people and ideas in the city, that just getting along with each other would be a monumental task, but it wasn’t at all. The city was actually brought closer together because of all the differences! It was like living in a giant blender that created the most delicious smoothie you ever drank. I’ve lived in over 35 locations in my life and I’ve still not found a city that can match Berkeley’s sense of community and ideals. Over 100,000 craziods packed together in 10 square miles of waterfront and mountainous terrain…what a trip! My parents taught me to always be respectful of different peoples and ideas, but Berkeley was the place where I was finally able to put those teachings to the test.

L.A. Recollections


What was I thinking? Thick, choking smog, blackening your lungs with every breath you take. Once you arrive, you’re getting a sickness unlike any you’ve ever had before as your body desperately struggles to kill the millions of tiny germs that want nothing better than to end you. One hundred thousand cars on a thirty mile stretch of freeway, baking under one hundred degree heat from a sun that won’t set. Ever. Three hours to travel thirty miles!! Are you kidding me? Insanity all around you, everywhere you go, go, go, go, go! People are more versed in being rude to each other than pleasant it seems. Living in the middle of twelve million people…and being completely alone. The attitudes of the elite mixing with the smell of the poor, creates a toxin that poisons your very soul. The hills are continuously ablaze in a never ending inferno, raining black ash over everything while pyromaniacs giggle like school girls and strike another match. Concrete trees in a concrete forest and no green in sight! Day after day after day of nothing but the same damn crap. What’s the point of this hell on earth? Why am I here? I’ve got to save myself! This isn’t me. None of this is me! I feel like a fish on a fryer for God’s sake! I’m getting out! I finally see the light! Hasta La Vista, L.A.! The Northern wind is blowing…Washington, here I come!

The Man in the Basement


It’s actually a very nice basement as far as basements go. It has plush dark blue carpet and power outlets! There’s a big window to look out, if I ever opened the blinds. I have my own bathroom with a steamer shower and there’s a party room down the hall with a pool table, darts, slot machine, HDTV set, poker tables and more. More than all this though, is this basement belongs to my best friend in the world, Jed, who lives upstairs with his wife and two kids. You see, Jed was the one to provide me with a place to stay after my LA Escape. He could tell I was unhappy as soon as I got down to Smell “A”, as I called it. I was lost down in that hellhole and he knew it which was why he offered me his basement in his home to re-coop and restart my life. 

Moving up here was the best thing I could have done for myself. As soon as I crossed the border into Washington from Oregon, I physically sighed and relaxed. It’s the trees I think. Something about the trees and things of nature tend to make me feel good, imaging that! I guess my soul needs it; that connection to places and things that I found that day on Windy Hill a quarter century ago. I was born in Seattle, so this place is in my DNA. People complain about the rain. People tolerate the rain. I need the rain! I need it like I need air to breath. It washes away my troubles and invigorates my very being. It gives me everything I love and need in my life. 

I finally started seeing again with the eyes of my youth when I was in LA. I don’t remember exactly when I lost the ability to see with those eyes, except that it probably happened when I entered high school. That’s when I became extremely busy with my schooling and my music and I just didn’t have the time to “see” like I used to. I had lost my way. Something down in LA gave me back my vision and I was finally able to recognize the direction my life needed to go. It was like in Annie Dillard’s Pilgrim at Tinker Creek, “The secret of seeing is to sail on solar wind. Hone and spread your spirit till you yourself are a sail, whetted, translucent, broadside to the merest puff.” (35) Well, the wind was blowing north for me and I was finally, absolutely ready to set sail.
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