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Feliz Navidad y Prospero Año Nuevo,

It has been a very dry, but quiet, year here in Northern New Mexico.  The bark beetles have been having a field day, killing our ponderosas and piñons.  (The poor saps, that being the problem - the sap is their natural defense against the beetles.)  But, fortunately, no big fires here, at least.  We feel sympathy for the Southern Californians.

Actually, reconstruction from our fire, now three years ago, is still going on.  An enormous project involving a flash flood abatement in Pueblo Canyon is finally in the final stages, but roads in the "bar" (which I finally understood to mean "burned area reconstruction", not a new saloon) are all torn up.

We are easing more into a retirement style of life, but I still spend time as a guest scientist.  (Just re-submitted corrections to "Neutron Stars for Undergraduates".)  Traveling a bit more now.

In fact, we were in eastern Southern Cal this May, before their fires.  In view of the SARS outbreak, we canceled the idea of traveling East and opted for West.  A driving, sometimes camping, trip of 5000 miles.  Largely visiting national parks and monuments. In NM and AZ, Chaco Canyon, Canyon de Chelly, Montezuma's Castle and Tuzigoot, with a one night stay at a funky old hotel in Gallup (the Tom Mix Room!).

We got our REI tent zipper repaired in Phoenix, where we also got together with the Best Lady in our wedding and her family.  Then on to Joshua Tree, Sequoia, and Kings Canyon, with an overnight stay in Fresno with my squash doubles partner and wife.  Then to Yosemite (overcrowded, for us, but a quiet hike to a sequoia grove off the beaten track).  Our furthest point west was Sacramento and their gem of a railroad museum.  Heading back east, over the Sierras through Downieville, zipping through the Lake Tahoe area, and down to Mono Lake and Death Valley.  From there to Lake Mead, Zion (Kolub Canyon, Willow Creek), Pipe Springs, and the Grand Canyon North Rim.  And home.

Most of those places we had never seen before.

Summer was spent mostly at home, clearing out the brush and small trees in what used to be called the Margaret L. Silbar Wilderness Area (that is, our "back yard", out to the lip of the canyon).  More fire prevention, with some help from the county in cutting down and limbing some of the bigger ponderosas.  So far we haven't lost a tree to the beetles, but the two big ponderosas in the front yard are looking a little sick.  Watering them regularly.

Then, in mid-October back on the road for another month-long driving trip, this time to Colorado and Northern California.  Combined with several squash tournaments and visits with cousins and a niece.  The itinerary this time, besides Colorado Springs, Evergreen, Boulder, and Eagle-Vail, included lonely long stretches across middle Utah and Nevada.  In CA, it was Lassen Volcanic Park, Shasta State Park (old gold mining town, great museum), and Lava Beds NM.  Up into southern Oregon - Klamath Falls and Ashland - and then back down along the California coast on CA-1 towards San Francisco.  I don't know if we ever saw a redwood tree before, but certainly not in those dense, dark, misty, mysterious groves.  Stops in Mendocino and Sonoma counties to taste a few wines.

After San Francisco (doubles tourney) we circled south through Yosemite again (snow this time, much less crowded) to Fresno, Paso Robles, and up the coast on CA-1 through Big Sur and Monterey.  More wine tastings.  After a very nice stop at San Juan de Bautista mission, on to Berkeley for the singles tourney.  Then, unable to get over the Sierras because of snow, down to I-40, heading for home.  We're just now getting through the unpacking and putting away.

And a lot of those places we had never seen before, either.

So, we are now moving into the Holidays.  We hope you all have had a good, healthful year.  Hopefully, the next one won't be such a political and environmental disaster.  Maybe we can even not re-elect our most unconstitutional president.

    Dick and Maggie Silbar
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