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Wind in the Night

Fierce dry winds in the night spawn

a week of indiscriminate wildfire
devouring rural vinegard, inaccessible
coastal canyon and tame urban
neigh]aorhoods alike — windblown
flames running ahead of snaking

wi11cl~whippecl rivers of flame

In spared Sierra Foothills, the air
smoke-laden, toxic, yet wind-~dried
pincushion pods open on chestnut trees and
let fall their plump, gleaming chestnut-hued
shells. They fall onto already wind-littered

forest floor and lie still as you did

This the seven~year memorial month of youy cliagnosis

and last quiet breath — some fires rage undetected

No hallowed eve, no All Saints, nor even Dag of the Dead
marker. Rather a full 2 days before the bonfires and candles
of those more famous ritual Feast days begin their

raucous oy grave calendric procession

No more the wind carelesslg given, carelesslg
taken, until we give and take and give and then
take no more. Not by fire, but into the earth
released, so make again of your body for me,
Mother, the whole world! The whole world

and braille to these chestnut gathering hands

that fingers may seek not to hoard or hold

but better to see, touching and touched, come

to true thanksgiving, come truly to know
still breathing gift
Yakshi
10-15-17

the ever-proffered
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"Evil is Incomprehensible,
But so is Good" *

~) By Diane Pendola

When | read these words of Raimon Panikkar, | felt moved
to tears. Immediately my mind was seeing the images from the
mass shooting in Las Vegas. The TV news had been talking
incessantly about the shooter, trying to find a reason for why
he had opened fire on thousands of people at an open air
concert. He had no criminal record, no record of mental illness,
no fanatical affiliations. Why? Perhaps there is no why.
Perhaps evil cannot be penetrated by our desire to
understand it.

But simultaneously my mind also went to loved ones
shielding a friend, child, lover, or spouse with their own
bodies. My mind went to people who ran back into the
exploding gunfire to carry wounded strangers away from harm
in their own arms and on their own shoulders. Evil may be
incomprehensible but so is this spontaneous and self-
forgetting goodness, this love that transcends fear and the
immediacy of death.

It is this love that moves me. And as | speak with others,
it is this love that moves us — this kindness, this
incomprehensible light hidden in the human heart, that reveals
itself in such moments of crisis. We are facing many crises,
many difficulties, even here in our own community and our
own personal lives. But | am confident that this light within us
will guide us. It has so far. Though it may be incomprehensible
to our minds, our hearts seem to know how to follow.

* Raimon Panikkar, Mysticism and Spirituality, p. 233

Yuba River Ranger District News
By Kevin Kidd, Visitor Information Assistant, USFS

Our offices will be closed November 10th for Veteran’s Day
and November 23th for Thanksgiving.

Fuelwood cutting will be open until December 31st, but
standing dead hardwood can only be cut until November 1st.
For fire safety, you must still call in (288-3231) to hear what
the project activity level is before you go cut forest wood.

Backdoor yard waste burn permits are still currently
suspended.

NOAA rain totals are measured from October 1st to
September 30th every year. For the year we just completed,
October 2016 to September 2017, the Yuba River Ranger
District office measured 113.62 inches. January was the
wettest month with 31.75 inches, and July was the driest with
zero rainfall. For this new rain year, as of October 20th we
have had 0.7 inches of rain. Have a Happy Thanksgiving!


















