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The early 
smoke from 
points west 
gave way, 
and the rest 
of June was 
unusually 
cool and 
wet, almost 
freezing in 
the 
mornings, a 
dusting on 
the 
Mosquito 
Range.



Forest flowers after hailstorm.



Young deer at dawn.   
Coming to kill us all.   
The dogs wake me.



These pictures were 
all taken in June with 
my phone, almost all 
on walks from the 
house. 

July will bring its own 
beauties, notably 
columbine and the 
gems of the alpine 
tundra.  But June is 
special, too.





Cliched, but 
couldn’t 
resist. 

The aptly if 
redundantly 
named 
Beaver 
Creek, with 
Silverheels 
in the 
background.





I think 
photography, 
at least what I 
do, is largely 
happenstance, 
propinquity, 
luck. 

 
Pride would be 
silly. 

This image may 
be the best, in 
terms of formal 
structure, I’ve 
ever taken.



Morning 
coffee, with 
my wife.



There’s no big idea here, 
little artistic ambition.  
An “assemblage”?  More 
of a sampler.  

A few images came out 
well, I thought, perhaps 
worth sharing.  Some 
good color contrasts. 
Musings on photography. 

And big animals, 
souvenirs of the time and 
place, maybe even a little 
kitsch.  Nothing wrong 
with any of that.









Weeds?









Homage to Eliot Porter





A tarn at 
treeline on a 
gray day. 

Mohawk 
Lakes, north 
side of 
Quandry. 

Touristed, but 
nonetheless 
have seen 
many 
mountain 
goats. 

Not this time.



Continental Falls 
drain the Mohawk 
Lakes. 

Magnificent, this time 
of year especially. 

This is an upper 
section — the Falls are 
much bigger. 

Not sure why I could 
not get a photograph 
I really like.



Speaking of unachieved photographs: one of the chief magics of this place is the 
combination of silver trunked aspens leafing out, with lush grass and bright flowers 
beneath.  First almost all yellow, in June, and then more reds and blues.  Grass and 
flowers don’t belong on the floor of forests, so the eye is pleasantly surprised, hence the 
magic.  I’ve failed to photograph this magic for years; these are a few of this month’s 
efforts. 

The problem is the camera does not see the same way we do.  The mind edits, so that a 
blanket of flowers “catches” the eye, and there is a sense of verdure, of large animals 
moving amidst the silver columns.  The camera, in contrast, registers flowers as mere 
sparks, conversely emphasizing the deadfall and patches of red soil, dwarfs mountains 
with nearby trees and the sky above, and the like. 

(A conventional reading) of Cezanne is wrong about this.  An apple is not equivalent to 
a face, visually or otherwise.  We see what is important.  The Range, a bear, the curve of 
a deer’s neck (other curves!), or a bright flower mean more, loom “larger.”











Bluer skies might 
have helped. 

But June was 
mostly rainy,  
which was why the 
flowers were so 
spectacular, the 
grass so lush. 

An ancient tree 
called a limber 
pine, scree field, 
Sheep Mountain.











Walking the dogs behind 
house. 

Sudden bad moment. 

Luckily the dogs didn’t 
close. 

Snorting and stamping. 

Violence averted.



I went back to 
photograph.  Stupid.  But.  
More stamping and 
snorting.   

I have seen one, but only 
one, clearly larger bear in 
this forest, and I wasn’t 
this close, over rough 
ground.  I walked away. 

It had been a long time 
since I had felt afraid in 
the woods, as opposed to 
on the road, in hospitals, 
the usual places. 



Same creek, 
different 
pond. 

I take the 
same pictures 
over and 
over. 

They are 
never just 
right. 

Cannot be.



Happy 
Hour at 
JB’s 
place, 
watching 
weather 
on the 
Range.





End.


