The Evergreen Path 

Summer  
Through the thick, multi-green forests, peeks a distant sky of palest blue.  Metered rustling tree boughs provide soft percussion for the symphony of hawks, jays, and eagles, gulls, crows and sparrows.  Verdant landscape, the warm pale yellow sun, sparkling clear waters, and all the luscious scents of fertility permeate my senses.  Snowy majestic mountains surround the area like cupped hands presenting a love offering to the gods.   The days are long, fifteen hours at Solstice, and fairer than anywhere else I have ever been.  There is a sense of deep peace and sacredness in this place.  Joy abounds … in a true artist palate of pastel colors and in the grand spaciousness of life outdoors.  Everything is possible and all promises are fulfilled.  I am transformed by the beauty of this place.
Fall  
A quiet merger of color and atmosphere begins to form.  A distinct crispness fills the air and a cooling of the evenings foreshadows the subtle shift of seasons.  Gently the deciduous trees begin to undergo the age-old ritual of letting go, surrendering to the processes of Nature.  Leaves ever so softly hint at the cacophony of colors that are to come.  Quietly greens fade to yellow and brown, to golden, rusts and garnets.  Gradually, the skies wane from azure to the lightest of grays.  Slowly the clouds form and the grateful earth accepts precious nourishment from above.  With reverent thanks the evergreens reach for the rain.  With ardent appreciation the ground opens its pores to drink in life.  Soon enough the days are wild with wind and wet and swirling, dancing seeds and leaves – past lives and potential for the years to come.  There is a movement underway that brings us to readying the caves.  The birds and animals are leaving.  The salmon are returning to spawn and die.  The harvest is over and we are provisioned for the cold time to come.  The days are shrinking and grateful are we all and ready for a quieter time.
Winter
This is a season for inner work: reading, writing, and contemplating – long cold evenings spent quietly, waiting, in the presence of a toasty fire, hot drinks, humor and grace.  Most days are wet and overcast, but never boring, the sky parading a virtual rainbow of grays, a smorgasbord of precipitation, from drizzle to drenching downpour and sometimes to snow.  Even the green trees appear to be shaking off the wet now.  It is a time of huddle up, heads down, hearts reflective -- my cats are asleep most of the time.  This is also a time for allowing.  There are only eight short hours of dim daylight at the Solstice.  The days hardly ever seem bright now, except for the occasional outstanding ones which appear as glorious sunny cracks in the heavens – magnificent crystal clear glimpses of pale blue sky and fair, flaxen sun, sometimes lasting a whole day or two.  These wonderful moments are gracious reminders of the promise of spring to come and a knowing that all is well.  
Spring
Green!!!  There are shades and shades of green –- yellow-green, blue-green, emerald green, teal.  No wonder this place is called the “Emerald City.”  And there are blossoms and flowers everywhere.  First come the multi-hued irises and daffodils, then the brilliantly colored tulips, then the gorgeous rhododendrons. Look at the beautiful pink cherry trees, the white apple trees, the yellow scotch broom bushes.  Late spring brings peonies and roses – It’s a virtual Garden of Eden!  Spring is a time for dreaming and wandering and enjoying the beautiful outdoors.
These words are dedicated to my dear friend Patti, who, with warm heart and gentle touch, was the first to make me welcome to this beautiful place.
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