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For Fred and Julia 
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Wilcuma 

I’ve heard it said 
that good fences make good neighbors 

 
But an open gate says well come in 

  



 

 



3 

First Light 

An involuntary gasp 
and Faith emerges 
from the morning clouds 
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Tonsure1 

Trees bring light to the shadows 
drink deep from the clouds 

chant with the wind 
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Vanishing Point (Lookout Creek) 

 
I crossed into the old-growth 

 
 
 to find my own voice 
 
 
 
 
 

  

 but lost it in awe
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Shadows 

In the dim-lit understory, 
stunned by a fleeting ray of sunlight, 

a foreshortened shadow races upward 
following an incandescent path 

to nowhere 
 

— 
 

After the storm, 
the tree is gone 

the shadow 
remains 
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 Lasting impressions 

 What would Cezanne 
 have done in the old-growth 

and what could Monet 
have done with the light 
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Haphazard 

A spider seems to depend  
almost wholly on chance 
for even one square meal, as if 
entirely by accident 
a small fly might be intercepted by 
a random collection 
of silk threads splayed 
casually 
among a cedar’s twigs 
 
But this design— 
 this bowl-and-doily1— 
is anything but  
haphazard— 
 evolved over Megayears, 
 placed where food is plentiful, 
 in close range of its kin, 
 and invisible— 
except when it catches 
a stray  
shaft of light 
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Antecedents 

It’s impossible not to see 
 Brâncuşi in every stump,1 
 Giacometti in every snag, 
 or Max Ernst rising from the basalt 
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Cognitive Dissonance 

“experiment, v. To make an experiment upon, make trial of, test, try 
 viz. In experimenting of medicines, he should kill an infinit number of persons.”1 
 
“disturbance, n. The interruption and breaking up of tranquility, peace, rest, or settled condition 
 viz. The slightest disturbance was sufficient to bring them down.”2 

 
 
 Experimentally disturbing a forest3 
 without disturbing the experimental forest 
 tells us much more about ourselves 
 than about the forest 
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 Crossing the Divide1 

 It’s been one too many switch-backs and 
 I don’t know 
 whether 
 I’m 
 coming 
  or going and 
 the water’s flowing uphill. 
 A lonely raven 
 mocks my plight 
 while 
 the trail 
 beckons 
 beyond a shattered bridge 
  



 

 
  



21 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

Opportunity 

A life spent 
 

parsing Penstemon, 
deconstructing Delphinium, 

or construing Castilleja 
 

would be a life 
well-lived 
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Forests of The Anthropocene 

In The Anthropocene, the trees will be 
cleaner 
shinier 
taller 
straighter 
and certainly more functional than 
those they replaced 
whose branches have the bad habit of  
 falling 
at the most inconvenient times 
scattering splinters everywhere 
and littering the ground with seeds that 
are cleaned up by 
small animals 
who have the bad habit of caching them in 
the walls of our houses while spreading 
diseases 
that we really could do without. 
 
I’m sure glad we won’t have to deal with any of that, 
ever, 
again, 
in The Anthropocene1 
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At the Buena Vista Overlook1 

The sign exhorts me to Discover the Buena Vista Overlook! 
so I park and stroll up the hill  
400 yards or so 
in the bright sunshine 
flowing across ancient basalt  
to a magnificent viewpoint where, 
someone has left a bag of dog shit. 

What could possibly go through the mind of the person who  
came thousands of miles to this Buena Vista and,  
driving to the overlook instead of walking 
from the parking area 400 yards downhill— 
 where a trash can stands silently,  
 open-mouthed, 
 to receive bags of dog shit— 
stopped his car so his dog could relieve itself, 
carefully packaged its leavings in  
a blue plastic bag, 
knotted, 
and left in the middle of the sidewalk? 

Does he STAND WITH THE HAMMONDS,2  
will he vote for ANYONE BUTT REID,3 

or did he just not want 
a bag of dog shit in his car 
for the two minutes it would take to drive 
400 yards to  
the waiting,  
gaping,  
trash can? 

At least it was in a bag. 
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Who Was Rob Devleming? 

Petroglyphs, pictographs, arborglyphs, trail registers, graffiti. For as long as humans have possessed self-
awareness, we have sought ways to assert our presence, our identity, and our persistence in a world that 
is, fundamentally, indifferent to us.1 Our responses to these various forms of self-assertion also can 
reveal our changing relationships to the world around us. Petroglyphs, pictographs, and arborglyphs are 
revered and protected as windows into the past, when people were (we in the 21st century think) more a 
part of nature. Now we position ourselves further from nature, and although graffiti appears, seemingly 
ironically at times, in art galleries and museums, it is generally reviled. 

It is as unknowable why an ancient graffitista painted three figures holding hands on a rock approaching 
Lower Calf Creek Falls as why Rob Devleming sharpied his name on a random madrone growing out of 
a rock overlooking Rainbow Falls. Maybe it has to do with all that falling water  

Or perhaps they both only needed to say I am. 
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Ants Are People 

My mother always says that people are just like ants, and the noted myrmecologist and conservation biologist, E. O. Wilson, 
endured years of ignominy from his colleagues at Harvard for implying, in Sociobiology: The New Synthesis, that lessons 
learned from ants and other social animals could be extended and usefully applied to understanding the human condition. 
With all due respect to both my mother and my esteemed colleague, I think they got it backwards: ants are people. 

What do I mean, ants are people? We see ourselves everywhere and in most anything. Geological features such as New 
Hampshire’s Old Man of the Mountain are as well-defined in our imagination as are the real faces carved deliberately onto 
Mount Rushmore. Moss-covered tree stumps conjure up the Madonna and Child. Common names for animals, plants, and 
even mushrooms are imbued with anthropomorphisms: Painted Lady butterflies, Monks-hood and Corpse flowers, and the 
Old Man of the Woods mushroom are but a handful of the innumerable nom de plumes we have bestowed on the Earth’s 
diversity.  

We go further. Animals and plants in films and cartoons, literature and music, and fine art are endowed with human 
characteristics. Pairs of large eyes replace myriad small ones or compound lenses. Pairs of arms and legs replace legs-only 
that come in more—sometimes many more—than two multiples of two. Not only do we fear for our own safety, we see fear 
as an explanation for interactions among different kinds of animals or animals and plants. No longer do animals show 
behaviors that are like fear; now we study the ecology of fear among them. And now we are ready to christen the time that 
we live in The Anthropocene. 

Our explanations of nature’s diversity and complexity have completed the transition from simile to analogy to metaphor. 

Metaphors are useful heuristics, but the world around us is unnecessarily and unfortunately simplified when they are taken 
to be literally true. Ants are not people. Indeed, ants are no more like people than people are like ants. Infusing human 
characteristics into the world around us may make its complexity seem easier to comprehend, but taking the world for itself 
reveals remarkable and perhaps fundamentally incomprehensible diversity, heterogeneity, and interactivity.  

So put down the selfie-stick and leave Echo to Narcissus. Sometimes a tree stump is just an extraordinary stump.  
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In Memoriam1 

Angles of blue-black obsidian 
diffract the morning light; 
colors that 
stand in mute remembrance of 
 all who walked before 
 here 
 in this place. 

This place— 
 now the white man’s wilderness 
area 
 and a place for reflective 
solitude— 
was  
in earlier millennia 
a thriving center 
a nexus of trade2 
among Native peoples 
 —descended from immigrants 
 like all who have been  
  are  
  will be 
 born in this land that today 
 we call North America— 
and who  
 lived 
 loved 
 laughed 
 cried 
 died 
 here 
 in this place. 

 
 
 
And who, 
when “discovered,” 
already had been decimated 
by white plagues— 
 so much more effective 
 than the obsidian points 
 honed here and  
 given traded sold to 
 friends hunters enemies— 
and who could barely resist  
the onslaught that continues  
to this day 
 in this 
 in every 
 place. 

 — 

Unappeasable 
the white man turns inward 
rages against himself— 
 his proclivity to spawn with 
 anyone anything anybody 
anyrace— 
and the peoples he creates 
in his mind 
 —images supported by his fraud 
 maintained by his hatred 
 perpetuated by his state— 
and in his place. 

 — 

 
 
 
Refracted through obsidian’s mirror—  
 black skin 
 blue uniforms 
 blood red— 
we now see all those who in this place 
 walked before 
 walk now 
 keep on walking 

 — 

We mourn the murdered— 
 every name 
 every face 
 every person— 
in every place. 
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Revolution 

After a fire hot enough to crown, 
the Bear Grass flanked 

by Scarlet Gilia and Penstemon 
proclaim their independence 

 from the shadows of oppression 
 

Bees hum 
butterflies dance 

and woodpeckers feast 
on a cornucopia of riches 

 
While 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

vultures ride the thermals ever higher 
and seeds of counter-revolution 
take hold in fertile ground 
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Angle of Repose 

Its toes  
 clutch  
 the soil, 
 poised, 
 at the angle of repose; 

 caught 

 on a hillside— 

 slumping 

 sliding 

 gliding 

 collapsing 

 ever so slowly 

 into the cataract, 

 waiting, 

 far below 
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Double Vision

Trees of War 

They march up the hill and into the meadow 
like a herd of Daleks1 bent on extermination 

 
These remorseless invaders 

must be stopped dead in their tracks 
whatever the cost 

lest our rare, 
precious, 
beautiful, 

fragile blossoms be trampled 
and the wide-open spaces 

vanish once again 
into the brooding 

close darkness 
of trees 

In a Field of Weeds 

It takes decades for our fragile, precious seedlings to 
take root among the little weeds— 

daisies, 
paint brushes, 
lilies, 
and licorice-root— 

escape the jaws of mule-deer, 
and finally feel the sun on their heads 
 
And it takes centuries 
for our needles to accumulate  
and transform the soil 
so that those selfsame weeds 
can no longer thwart 
our manifest destiny 
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A Splash of Purple 

In a rainforest one can be overwhelmed with green. 
 
Don’t get me wrong—I like green 
and there are so many shades of green 
in the forest that I am often green 
with envy that plants do green 
so much better than Sherwin-Williams does green. 
 
But early this morning  
I was hauled up short by 
Digitalis purpurea— 
 

anchored in the gravel bar 
a refugee from construction debris 
washed from above in a landslide 
some call it a weed 
others call it invasive 
I call it beautiful 
because— 

 
it stopped my heart  
in a splash of purple. 
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Metamorphosis 

 Maybe a dead tree  
isn’t really dead 
but only 
 sloughing off its 
 chrysalis of bark 
 split wide open 
 sinews tautly visible, 
 reaching for the stars 
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Sisters 

As the oldest of three 
—two boys and a girl— 

I wonder… 
 

What would it be like 
to be a bachelor in the shadow 

of Three Sisters1 
—one filial, kind, and faithful beyond her years; 

one hopeful, patient, and vain; 
and one charitable and loyal, with the temper of the young— 

— 

swaddled in lava 
edged with trees 
crowned by ice 
silent forever 
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In a Clearcut 

I was so focused on finally getting a photograph of  
 a Western Tiger Swallowtail that— 
 even after I catalogued the photos  
 two days later— 
I didn’t even notice the bee,  
 whose name I may never know 
 maybe one-fifth the butterfly’s length  
 and one-twentieth its weight, 
 perched on the adjacent thistle 
 in angled mimicry, 
 transparent wings spread wide 
 to catch the morning sun. 
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Caught in Amber 

Such long odds that 
a single drop of resin 
in a forest of dying trees 
could embalm a fly 
and— 

buried for millennia 
transmuted into amber 
tumbled by the æons 
tossed upon a seashore 
discovered in a bell pit— 

be set upon  
a woman’s breast 
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Time 

The pollen is spent, the cones are set; 
the flowers have gone from snow  
white and scarlet to gold and indigo; 
the twayblade1 but a fading shadow  
 
The mid-July light rakes more sharply than the solstice; 
afternoon rays illume 
tumescent Devil’s clubs2 calling birds  
for late-season meals graced with 
salmonberries pendulous by the stream 

 — 

My eyes are keener 
my soul, lighter 
and my voice, quieter 
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Your Story Here 

  



 

  



53 

ConTextual Notes 

These complementary photographs, poems, 
and prose were taken and written while I was on my 
way to, and during my tenure as, a Scholar- and 
Writer-in-Residence at the H. J. Andrews 
Experimental Forest, June 15 – July 14, 2016. 
Sometimes the photographs came first, other times the 
writing came first, and yet other times they came 
together, but all were subsequently post-processed, 
revised, and polished while I was working my way 
down the Amazon River in November 2016. My stay 
at the Andrews was supported by the Long Term 
Ecological Reflections Project. My work in the 
Amazon was supported by the Museu Paraense 
Emílio Goeldi in Belém, Brazil and by a Dimensions of 
Biodiversity award, number 11-36646, from the U.S. 
National Science Foundation  

A Splash of Purple 

This was inspired by one of the four focal sites for Long 
Term Ecological Reflections at the H. J. Andrews 
Experimental Forest. This site is a gravel bar along the 
northwest bank of Lookout Creek that was deposited 
during the 1996 flood and now supports a young 
forest. Researchers at the Andrews think that foxglove 
seeds were washed down to the gravel bar by 
floodwaters from construction debris left on roadsides 
higher up the watershed 
Photograph: Foxglove (Digitalis purpurea) and red alders 

(Alnus rubra), H. J. Andrews Experimental Forest, Blue 
River, Oregon 

Angle of Repose 

Photographs: Western red cedar (Thuja plicata) (left); log in 
Lookout Creek (right), H. J. Andrews Experimental Forest, 
Blue River, Oregon 

 
 
Antecedents 
1Although the most familiar version of Constantin 

Brâncuşi’s Torso of a Young Man I is the polished 
bronze at the Hirshhorn Museum in Washington DC, 
the first version was carved from a forked maple 
branch and mounted on a limestone pedestal. The 
original is in the collection of the Philadelphia 
Museum of Art  
Photographs (left to right): Lodgepole pine (Pinus contorta) 

stump, Bryce Canyon National Park, Utah; Lodgepole pine 
(Pinus contorta) snag, Obsidian Trail, Oregon; Basalt 
outcrop at the junction of the Pacific Crest and Scott Trails, 
Sisters, Oregon 

Ants are People 

Photograph: Stump (Mother and child), Lookout Creek 
Trail, near upper trailhead, H. J. Andrews Experimental 
Forest, Blue River, Oregon 

At the Buena Vista Overlook 
1The Buena Vista Overlook is a stop on the Auto Tour 

Route within the Malheur National Wildlife Refuge 
(NWR), located about 50 km south of the city of Burns, 
Oregon. 

2The Hammonds provided the flashpoint for, but did 
not support, Ammon Bundy et al. to stage an anti-
government, armed occupation of the Malheur NWR 
headquarters for 41 days in early 2016. The Bundies 
were arrested, but subsequently acquitted of 
conspiracy and firearms charges 

3Harry Reid was the senior senator from Nevada and 
one-time Majority Leader of the U.S. Senate. He 
retired from the Senate in 2016. 
Photograph: View from the Buena Vista Overlook, Malheur 

NWR, Oregon 

 
 
Caught in Amber 

Photograph: Ponderosa pine (Pinus ponderosa) resin 
droplet, Myrtle Creek, Oregon 

Cognitive Dissonance 

1R. Carew tr. J. Huarte (1594) “Examination of Mens 
Wits,” xii. 181, OED Online. Oxford University Press, 
June 2016. Accessed 28 June 2016 

2J. Tyndall (1860) “Glaciers of Alps 1,” vii. 49, OED 
Online. Oxford University Press, June 2016. Accessed 
28 June 2016 

3Understanding the role of ”disturbance” on forest 
dynamics is a core research topic of the Long Term 
Ecological Research Program at the H. J. Andrews 
Experimental Forest: 
http://andrewsforest.oregonstate.edu/, Accessed 28 June 
2016 
Photograph: Douglas fir (Pseudotsuga menziesii) and sign, 

Watershed 2, H. J. Andrews Experimental Forest, Blue 
River, Oregon 

Crossing the Divide 
1Divides separate watersheds, in this case, crossing 

from Watershed 2 to Watershed 3 at the H. J. Andrews 
Experimental Forest 
Photographs: switchback between the watersheds (left); 

Snapped Douglas fir (Pseudotsuga menziesii) in Watershed 
3 (right; panorama taken with Samsung Galaxy 6 
SmartPhone), H. J. Andrews Experimental Forest, Blue 
River, Oregon 



 

 
 
Double Vision 
1The Daleks are a science-fictional race of 

extraterrestrial cyborgs. Their conical robotic shells 
encase a living body. They roam the universe in small 
packs whose only goal is conquest and domination of 
anything they encounter 
Photograph: Alpine meadow with Pacific silver fir (Abies 

amabilis) trees, Carpenter Complex, H. J. Andrews 
Experimental Forest, Blue River, Oregon 

First Light 

Photograph: North Sister (Faith) from Obsidian Cliffs, 
Oregon 
See additional notes on Sisters 

Forests of the Anthropocene 
1The Anthropocene is a proposed name for the 

geological epoch initiated when humans began to 
have perceptible impacts on Earth’s climate and 
dynamics of its ecological systems. Scientists so far do 
not agree on when the Anthropocene actually began. 
Some date it to the mid-20th Century and the first 
atomic explosions. Others date it to the beginning of 
the Industrial Revolution in the late 18th Century. Still 
others date it to the origins of agriculture over 12,000 
years ago. For a current discussion, see E. S. Brondizio 
& J. Syvitski (2016) “The Anthropocene,” Global 
Environmental Change DOI: 
10.1016/j.gloenvcha.2016.04.006, 6 May 2016 
Photograph: Summit of Mount Elden, Flagstaff, Arizona 

 
 
Haphazard 
1The liniphyiid spiders and their sheet webs evolved 

nearly 100 million years ago (“Megayears”). They are 
one of the most diverse and successful families of 
spiders on the planet. Many genera of liniphyiids spin 
“bowl-and-doily” webs. For more on the evolution of 
spiders and their webs, see T. A. Blackledge et al. 
(2009) “Reconstructing web evolution and spider 
diversification in the molecular era,” Proceedings of the 
National Academy of Sciences, USA 106: 5229-5234; and 
P. P. Sharma & G. Giribet (2014) “A revised dated 
phylogeny of the arachnid order Opiliones,” Frontiers 
in Genetics DOI: 10.3389/fgene.2014.002554 
Photograph: Liniphyiid spider web, Rainbow Falls trail, 

Three Sisters Wilderness Area, Oregon 

In a Clearcut 

This was inspired by another of the four focal sites for 
Long Term Ecological Reflections at the H. J. Andrews 
Experimental Forest. This site, along the 1501 Road, 
includes a forest stand managed by the U.S. Forest 
Service for species and structural diversity and an 
adjacent privately-owned forest plantation that was 
cut 10 years ago and replanted to a monoculture of 
fast-growing Douglas fir 
Photograph: Western Tiger Swallowtail butterfly (Papilio 

rutulus) and bee along the 1501 Road, H. J. Andrews 
Experimental Forest, Blue River, Oregon 

 
 
In Memoriam 
1This was written at the end of a week in which African-

American individuals were shot by police in St. Paul, 
Minnesota and Baton Rouge, Louisiana; five police 
officers were shot by a sniper in Dallas, Texas; and 
terrorist bombings in Afghanistan, Iraq, Bangladesh, 
and Saudi Arabia killed hundreds of civilians. It is 
dedicated to all those who have lost their lives to 
terrorism, state-sponsored violence, and hatred, and to 
the living who pick up the pieces and continue on 

2For a good introduction to the importance of the 
Obsidian Cliffs—in what is now the Three Sisters 
Wilderness—to trade among Native American 
peoples, see T. J. Connolly, C. E. Skinner, and P, W. 
Baxter (2015) “Ancient trade roots for Obsidian Cliffs 
and Newberry Volcano toolstone in the Pacific 
Northwest,” Pages 180-192 in T. L. Ozbun and R. L. 
Adams, editors, Toolstone Geography of the Pacific 
Northwest. Archaeology Press, Simon Fraser 
University, Burnaby, British Columbia, Canada 
Photograph: Obsidian, Obsidian Trail, Three Sisters 

Wilderness Area, Oregon  

Lasting Impressions 

Photographs: Pacific silver fir (Abies amabilis), Lookout 
Mountain (left); Western hemlock (Tsuga heterophylla), 
Lookout Creek (right); both at H. J. Andrews Experimental 
Forest, Blue River, Oregon 
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Metamorphosis 

Photograph: Lodgepole pine (Pinus contorta) snag, Obsidian 
Trail, Three Sisters Wilderness Area, Oregon 

Opportunity 

Penstemon, Delphinium, and Castilleja are three 
hyperdiverse genera of flowering plants that are 
taxonomically and phylogenetically confusing. They 
are common in alpine habitats throughout the western 
United States 
Photograph: Penstemmon rupicola, Lookout Mountain, H. 

J. Andrews Experimental Forest, Blue River, Oregon 

Revolution 

Photograph: Patjens Lake Loop five years after the Shadow 
Fire, Mount Washington Wilderness Area, Cascadia, 
Oregon 

Sisters 
1The Three Sisters, unnamed by Native Americans but 

christened Faith, Hope, and Charity by the European 
settlers, are a set of stratovolcanoes in the High 
Cascade Mountains of western Oregon. The two 
oldest, North and Middle Sister, are dormant, but the 
youngest, South Sister, last erupted about 2 000 years 
ago and has shown signs of renewed activity in the 
last twenty years. The smaller stratovolcano to the 
south of South Sister is Mount Bachelor (far right in the 
photograph) 
Photograph taken from atop Lookout Mountain, H. J. 

Andrews Experimental Forest, Blue River, Oregon 

 
 
Shadows 

Photographs: Lightning-killed Western hemlock (Tsuga 
heterophylla) at Lookout Creek, H. J. Andrews 
Experimental Forest, Blue River, Oregon (left) and western 
red cedar (Thuja plicata) at Rebel Creek, Three Sisters 
Wilderness Area, Oregon (right) 

Time 
1The northwestern twayblade (Neottia [formerly Listera] 

caurina) is a diminutive and beautiful orchid 
2The Devil’s club (aptly named Oplopanax horridus) is 

common on stream-sides throughout the Pacific 
Northwest. It has spines almost everywhere on the 
plant except for on the flowers and fruits 
Photographs: Oplopanax horridus, Lookout Creek, H. J. 

Andrews Experimental Forest, Blue River Oregon (left); 
Neottia caurina, Cone Peak Trail, Tombstone Pass, Oregon 
(right) 

Tonsure 
1Tonsure is the practice of shaving the hair off the top of 

the scalp while leaving the sides unshorn. It originated 
in medieval Catholicism as a sign of religious 
devotion and humility, but was officially abandoned 
by the Church in 1972. Among non-believers, tonsure 
can be used as an indicator of sympathy or mourning. 
In old-growth forests, it is common to see a pile of 
bark, needles, and decomposing duff in a ring around 
the bases of living and dead trees 
Photograph: Douglas fir (Pseudotsuga menziesii) growing 

above Lookout Creek, H. J. Andrews Experimental Forest, 
Blue River, Oregon 

 
 
Vanishing Point (Lookout Creek) 

Photographs: Bridge over Lookout Creek (upper trail head) 
into the old-growth; Old-growth forest along Lookout Creek 
Trail, H. J. Andrews Experimental Forest, Blue River, 
Oregon  

Who was Rob Devleming? 
1One of the first modern assertions of an indifferent 

nature is in Emerson’s statement in his 1836 essay 
Nature (James Munroe & Co.), that “there is throughout 
nature something mocking, something that leads us on and 
on, but arrives nowhere, keeps no faith with us” 
Photographs: Graffiti on madrone (Arbutus menziesii), 

Rainbow Falls Overlook, Sisters Wilderness Area, Oregon 
(left); Pictographs, Lower Calf Creek Falls trail, Grand 
Staircase-Escalante National Monument, Utah (right) 

Wilcuma 
1In Old English, wilcuma referred to one whose coming is 

pleasing or desirable. Its origin is traced to “Me is, 
cwæð heo, þin cyme on miclum ðonce; & þu eart leof 
wilcuma” in the Venerable Bede (ca. 8th century; 
translated 1890) Ecclesiastical History of the English 
People, IV. ix. 290], OED Online, Oxford University 
Press, June 2016. Accessed 7 July 2016 
Photograph: Front gate, H. J. Andrews Experimental Forest, 

Blue River, Oregon 

Your Story Here 

Photograph: Interpretive sign boards at head of Discovery 
Trail, H. J. Andrews Experimental Forest, Blue River, 
Oregon 
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 Photography Design Layout 
 
All photographs were taken by the author; all but one (see 
ConTextual Notes) with a Nikon Df digital camera and a Nikon 
28–300-mm zoom lens. Post-processing of raw-format images for 
contrast, highlights, color balance, and to remove random dust 
was done using Adobe Lightroom and Adobe Photoshop 
software. 
 
Design and layout by the author using Microsoft Word 2016, 
Adobe Acrobat, and Adobe Photoshop. 
 
Typeset in Palatino Linotype and Gill Sans Monotype. 
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