[Bambi’s Transcription]

Sunday Aug 13

Arrived about 5:30 pm after a longer than expected ride with my dad - left PA on the DE border at 9:15 am. I worried a bit much for my 78 yo dad - he had motel reservations back in Bennington, and would drive home himself. But he seemed fine, he lives to drive. 

One Feather + Bambi greeted me. I was happy to be on the land - having been in the burbs + city a lot the last 3 mos since returning fr. 10 mos in Asia. I looked forward to having a home base for a while. I’ve been nomadic since ‘04 - 2 years and 2 mos is the longest I’ve been in one place. 

One Feather said she was there to make me feel at home - to help me make this place “my own”. And Bambi had come up to make sure I got here ok. It was comforting + I was thankful as otherwise it’d have been a bit of a shock to be dumped off. 

Monday Aug 14

I slept in my tent last night - the ground being more comfy than the yurt floor. One Feather showed me how to operate things in the kitchen. I walked up to the top + saw Grandfather Rock + communed w/ him. 

Later that day, a dip in the creek. One Feather cooked some nice meals - it’s been a while since I’ve done much cooking + I was thankful for the boost. 

Tues Aug 15

One Feather drove me around the area - truck stop shower place in Rockingham, Harlow’s Farm, Bellows Falls computer access is bookstore, camping supply store, bus depot, bulkfoods, café in Chester where I can drink tea + charge phone, Suburban Propane in Chester where we filled tanks, Springfield Coop, and Aztec Restaurant back in Chester were we filled water containers (unfortunately the big containers were dirty - so had to rely on gallon jugs for “raw consumption”). 

I discover a mouse had moved into one of my plastic storage bins. I’d left it openthe first night. I had chased it out, only to find it had a nest of babies in my clothes! I dumped them on the floor in shock and by the time I came back, the mama had already moved half of them one by one in her mouth. 

Wed Aug 16

One Feather leaves. I’m both excited + nervous to be alone. A guy, Lance, from Keene shows up- he’s heard of “the Faeries” for years and finally stopped in. A transplant from NYC - he’s seeking rural gay community. I ride my bike to Springfield - 45 - 60 min each way. Feels good to stretch my legs + know I can get out to take care of myself. I load up at Dollar Store. I make Vege soup for supper + discover I don’t know how to make a single serving meal - a bummer with only a icebox for a refrigerator. Plus I over bought vege’s for the soup. So my diet will be based on what needs to be eaten. 

Thur Aug 17

Soup for breakfast + lunch. I ride to Chester for ice + 2 hrs of café time to charge my phone. Hathaway, Neal, + Garth from TN stop by - they were visiting Dan Harlow + heard I’d be up for company. While touring the building site, Matt Bucy showed up - he was coming to bring me a few grocieries I couldn’t find the other day- celtic sea salt, WASA crackers, balsamic vinegar...

I take a bucket to the creek + do some laundry - away from the creek with bio-detergent. I am a bit late - so clothing doesn’t dry - have to finish it in the yurt - where it picks up musty smell. 

Fri Aug 18

Spend the day on the land, Obsessively doing crosswords. It’s cool in the AM - so I have a fire in the yurt. I move my little packpacker tent - it was ni a low spot near the yurt and rain is forecast. I set up in a drier spot + then set up the big tent Matt is laoning me. I want to create a “home” in a tent so I have my own space. I’m ansty at nights. With there was an easy way to get to town for social life. Without a wat to charge my phone easily - I don’t feel talking on the phone is a viable option. I read + do crosswards. 

Sat Aug 19

Rain is forecast. I go to the café + charge phone. I discover another mouse nest in my clothe bin. Uggh! Not sure if the same mousemoved back, or if there were two nests. There is mouse shit all over the kitchen. It’s really bothering me not to have “safe secure dry” space for stuff. I left the lid off a food storage tin and was sitting right in the kitchen + a chipmunk dove in the can. I had to sort throu everything to make sure it’d exited. 

Lance showed up for a rieki session. It was good + helped me recenter myself too. Rain started. So my thoughts of riding to Bellows Falls or Walpole (to check out rock climbing spots) are dashed. 

Funny, the simple life (no elec/hot water) is grating on me. Years ago I sought it out and horse farmed. This time my choice wasn’t so conscious. 

Sun Aug 20

Rained all night. Rough sleep. Reality dreams leave me feeling unrested. The coy dogs weren’t so active - usually I hear them. 

Some wet spots in the yurt + kitchen. Cooked oatmeal on the stove + let it sit while I went to the toilet. Came back to hear mouse cries - luckily there weren’t from inside the pot, but rather under the stove-range top. 

That really congealed my feelings of frustration about not having secure space for my stuff. I think it’s compunded by being nomadic and trying to keep centered. I’ve been putting off waging war on the mice. This is the worst experience I’ve had with them. When I farmed, they’d try to live in the walls - not in my stuff!  And I usually nipped them off in the bud when they tried to move in. 

Here I’m clearly on their turf. I’m trying to ask them to leave + raise the vibrations. Soon I’ll root thru everything - the stored tents / tarps in the yurt. And I suppose get some traps. Everythign smells like mouse pee in the yurt and kitchen. 

Rainy day makes me yearn for a warm house + hot tub + movie. Lo + behold Jim + Jay from Boston show up + take me to Harlow’s for lunch + shopping for produce + to fill up the water jugs - what an awesome treat! Then they take me to visit Moss overnight where we hear of Burning Man scultpures Moss, Twinkle Toes + crew have been building. Awesome pasta dinner + hot tub! And good “family” conversations. 

Mon 21 Aug 

Jim + Jay drop me off about noon. I start Homoland Security + route out the terrorist mice. Mama mouse + her nest have torn into a stored screen / awning. I dump them in the woods. Mama abondoned her kids. Another couple of mice come out of a camp choir bag. I feel bad about the mama + kids, but figure I’d given them warning having kicken twice out of my stuff. 

Tues 22 Aug

An excursion. I ride my bike to Walpole to check out rock climbing on Fall Mtn. It turns out to be a steep hillside + no way to do anything safely w/out crash pads and/or rope + belayer. I was dismayed too that it didn’t seem very active as I’d hope to find some climbing community. I went to Ocean State Job Lot - got some batteries, mouse traps + a pillow. Eyed some plastic storage bins, but they were too big to carry home on bike. The riding was nice + I thought of riding over to Washington NH to visit my niece who works there summers as a camp lifeguard. Then my grip on my shifter started failing + imperiled a enjoyable ride home - not being in top shape yet made me fear for my knees + enjoyment of the 12 - 15 mile ride back to Destiny. I stopped at the hardward in N. Walpole + Sam’s Army/ Navy in Bellows Falls - no bike parts. The shifter help up enough for me to get home. And the 1 hour ride wasn’t so bad - even though the gradually uphill. The driveway at Destiny is the hardest. I walk most of it. 

I set the mousetraps I got today. Prayed for the kitchen chipmunk - and she found the trap first, but managed to get loose. I hope it trains her to keep a distance. Within an hour, all the traps got visited. One mouse dead. Two traps licked clean but not tripped. 

23 Aug Wed

Luckily Bambi lives over a bike store. He he can get a new shifter. The store says the whole shifter needs replacing. I want to contact SRAM to see if I can just get the grip. 

Meanwhile my 20 yo niece visits from Washington NH where she summers as a lifeguard. I’ve not seen her in maybe 8 yrs. So wonder how we will relate. I cook up a ginger basil bean almond + sprouted lentil stirfry + brown rice + wonder if she will like it. Julia shows up + indeed likes vege’s. We get along easily + chat + get to know each other. She’s international relations major at Conn. College + will be doing her senior thesis on the effects on NFTA on Mexican working class families in Mexico. No douobt the strife of her parents who aren’t geting along is good practice for int’l relations. We hike up to the grandfather rock + then to the labyrinth - her first time - I tell her to a make a wish and walk it. She tales me to the Vermont Store + they nicely allow me to charge my cell phone while we browse. I get some Dover books on sale - Alice in Wonderland, Peter Pan, + Capt. Coregeous. Julia gets some herb mixes for her mom. 

The labyrinth has helped me - I prayed for clarity ease + flow - and just woke up happy. I’ve been stuck in some weird - for me patterns the last year - mundane fears, stuck in my head, + worry. I used to always travel + life alone - but since departing for Asia - it’s been grating + I get all these obsessive fears like disease from mouse turds. And second guessing / making decisions has gotten uggghly. One of my goals for my time at Destiny is to sort our my intentions + sotries of life to [Michel’s Transcription] live a more pleasant reality.  When I lived in SF I was so embodied in my Reiki practice that I’d merely Reiki things away – I got beyond the paradigm of “catching colds” etc … and was living a more metaphysical = empowered reality of choosing how to be.  The last year I’ve flipped into a fearful reality.  It actually took me a week to remember to caste a circle and set the interior to live free to harassment + danger alone on this Destiny land of 166 Acres.  In contract, when I was hiking Mauna Loa 1 ½ years ago I started having trboule breathing fully from altitude + I asked my body to acclimatize to the elevation + it did.


THANK YOU LABRYTH!

24 Aug – THURS.


Thanks to Bambi I tracked down the SRAM corporate # + found I indeed have to replace the entire shifter.  A bit aggravating as I’d like to have my entire stipend saved for travel when I leave here.  But I guess the larger picture is abundant flow!


I’m excited to see that there may be some good mtn biking trails new (1 – 1 ½ hrs away) and also looking forward to doing some bike touring as I get in better shape.


It started raining during the night unexpectedly so I had to get up + put things under cover.  Luckily it only drizzled.  I got up @ 6am and pulled my tend so it’d be dry to haul to Periwinkle’s gathering this weekend.


Built a fire in the Yurt to dry things out before packing.  I like it a lot better when it’s not raining – mainly because of the lack of water proof + mouse proof space here.


Another mouse caught in the Yurt.  The other traps licked clean, but not tripped.  As I’ve been writing, I’ve heard mice digging in the tarp pile.  Then I heard one trapped in the plastic trash bin – it kept hopping trying to get out.  I put on my Homoland Security Hat and aimed to relocated the mouse to the middle of the woods.  While I walked, I saw two heads peering up.  And when I dumped the can out, three mice came out!  One headed toward the crate.  Hopefully they’ll find nice new homes in the stone wall.


I think I’m coming to better terms with the mice.  I was really hesitating to trap them and look at things metaphysically – to look at the “mouse” within me + to see what lessons about material things, attachment, + conditional love.  I’m more in a place of empowerment + seeing that they choose to try to live here when I’ve asked them not + that they choose to find the traps, etc… the reality is the overlap of our choices.  Death is a part of life.


The Chipmunk I wish would just learn to look in the compost outside.  I don’t think she is nesting in the kitchen.  It’d be so much easier if they would shit + live outside + not tear up tents + clothing + at least wait 20 minutes before they ravaged an unattended dinner plate, etc…!  As it is I don’t dare leave anything unattended for a minute.


I laugh at myself.  And see that they could as easily say the same about me living on “their” turf!


I just had a major realization about my metaphysical mouse musings + see that I was trying to figure things out + blame myself – rather than to “release the pattern creating the [mouse infestations]” and take on the pattern of peaceful, safe, space for me and my + Destiny’s “stuff!”  That’s a general pattern of intention that I’ve found works best in my healing practice – to simply release the unwanted pattern + become, BE, the desired pattern – letting the details work themselves out.  The details may be things like streamlining and organizing + not hording / keeping stuff unnecessarily.  And can include direct physical actions, like wiping down counters, trapping mice, keeping things flowing.

25 AUG – FRI


Pack to go to Periwinkle’s.  Slept in Yurt my 2nd night.  Not so bad on floor.  Overnight.

[TO BE CONTINUED…journal continues.  Contact michel@mdubois.com if you’ve come to this portion of the journal and want to let him to know hurry up finishing the transcription.]

