1st Qtr, 2017
CloverCroft
Dearest Family and Friends,
We hope this Update finds you all in good health and spirits. We are doing fine.
So, let’s see, where were we…..hmmm….I think I was probably shocking and offending some
of you, but let’s forget all that…..
Oh! Big news! Ri is in India. We finally got our act together, loaded her up with three giant
bags full of gifts and sent her off…..in the middle of a snowstorm!

There, at her home (Orina Cottage) in Shillong, she has been laughing and dancing nonstop, here with Rebecca, and Orina’s new sound system.

a

Here with her niece Gina and two of her glorious grandnieces, Auna and Claire.

And here, of course, with the Boyz!
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What could make anyone happier than holding babies!

Or wonderful adults for that matter?
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And did I mention the Boyz?
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But while they all danced and laughed merrily, I lay here in the cold, abandoned, forgotten,
hungry and naked.

But, Oh! Jiedine, upon hearing of my plight swept in on angel wings and rescued me!
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She came to me as if in a dream – “Uncle, Uncle where are you?”

And once she found me she said “Everything is going to be alright. I am here now. Let me
get you out of this maze. There’s a nice big cookie waiting for you at home.”
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Once she had resuscitated me, and I was fed, clothed and propped back up in front of my
computer, where I really need to be if we are all to survive, she flitted off to get my aunt
Uschi rescued from being trapped in the 20th Century, where communications were still
being done with paper and ink! Good grief! Now Jiedine has her connected to the internet
so that she can “like” and “post” and watch old Dean Martin sketches on YouTube! And
look, she appears to be 25 years younger now!

(That last bit was an inside joke.) My aunt’s email address is ursulabraade@gmail.com.
She loves pen pals. And she has a FaceBook page too!
Jiedine seems to be everywhere all at once. If she isn’t splitting wood, collecting maple sap,
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chauffeuring fatboy around,

or shoveling snow,

she is updating my terribly out of date computers, or whimsically tearing down a wall in
the house! When I exclaim “Jiedine, OMG, you tore down my wall!” she will simply say,
jedi-like, “You did not need that wall, Uncle.” And I will say “You are right, I did not need
that wall…” And then she will steer me back to sit in front of the computer and remind me
gently “Now, write your book, Uncle. That’s a good boy. Here’s a nice big cookie.”
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Boring old landmarks look better with Jiedine here…… ahhhhh.

Somehow, she even finds the time to visit her mountaintop sanctuary and greet the
pilgrims who have come to worship her and seek advice. “There, there,” she’ll purr, as she
pats them on their heads. “Everything will be OK. Here’s a nice big cookie.” And then she
will send them on their way, back down the mountain.

Should any of you need rescuing, or know of a planet to be saved, or a war averted, she is
available, but only on a temporary basis, as I have regressed and am now just a big needy
baby, utterly dependent on Jiedine patting my fat head and saying “There, there….” when I
get anxious, and in this increasingly crazy world there is plenty to be anxious about!!
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OK, Jiedine has ordered me to stop raving like the drunk Uncle at her graduation, and get
on with it, as there are other more pressing matters to attend to!
Rearranging Furniture
I scraped all the paint off the ceiling and prepared a proper bedroom for Jiedine.

And I moved all that “stuff” out of the middle bedroom, and am close to having a sweet
third bedroom with attached bath for guests,

And I closed up the stairway we tore out and created a functioning office space and a man
cave below it! With manly stuff hung on the walls, like ladders and swimsuit calendars.

j

And in the barn I tore down the Third-and-a-half floor (that’s it lying in piles) and am
getting mentally prepared to remove the floor you see here. It was created for chickens
long ago, and I am thinking of removing it and opening up the barn to be truly cathedrallike.
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Wood
For those of you who live this life, the next part may seem mundane, but for those who do
not run the real risk of freezing to death in the dark in winter, this might be fun reading. So,
as winter approached last year, we got to thinking we needed some wood stoves, like good
New Hampshirites, so that we could, well, survive! We set out in search of a nice modern
Jotul stove on craigslist, which would look elegant and be very efficient holding its flame all
night, so you don’t have to keep re-starting the fire. Well! You all know I am not right in
the head, and, you guessed it, I ended up buying something completely different. And not
just one, either! HaHa.
The first stove I bought was this utterly adorable, 100+ year old cookstove. It had been in
someone’s kitchen cooking up breakfasts and Thanksgiving dinners for decades, but had to
be moved out due to health issues. Oh, I grew up with one of these, and I fell instantly in
love with it and it now it sits happily in my kitchen.
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Next purchase was a small, fully refurbished, 100+ year old Watchman’s stove, I figured for
one of the bedrooms. Isn’t it adorable?

And finally, now that I was on a roll, I needed something dramatic for the sitting rooms - a
statement piece, if you will. I drove all the way to Vermont to pick this one up - a 110 year
old coal burner (which also burns wood). Needs refurbishing, and new chrome, but burns
good! And the windows are all still the original mica! A more appropriate statement of
course, would be “OMG, what have I done!?”
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Now, just hook the stoves up and go, right? Not q uite. In the sitting room, first I had to
remove the cabinets and the decorative brick arch.

Then, to change the shape of the hearth, I had to remove all the carpeting!

Finally, I built a new hearth pad, moved this beastly stove into place and fired it up! Wow is
it ever INefficient! It rips through wood! But looks good and throws a lot of heat.
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Oh, but this about wood, not about character flaws. All around our property we had cut
down dead and dying trees that were unsightly or threatening the house and barn. I used
an arborist to do most of the felling of the trees, so they didn’t fall on the house! or me!

and then I did the rest, first de-limbing the trees, moving brush to the brush pile for
chipping, then sectioning the wood for burning, then splitting the wood, and then hauling
the split wood into the barn.
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Quite an operation, often using the trailer to move loads of wood around.

We ran out of fair weather, and just as winter was setting in I made a mad dash using the
van and moved the last dry, un-split wood
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into a pile inside the tractor garage where I could swing my splitting maul.

Work, work, work, all through the fall….

At times, it felt as if I was being swallowed up by all that wood!
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But once I had the bahhhn full of “hahd wood adryin,” I felt a little more relaxed about the
coming deep freeze.

And as a final piece of the security pie, I found a perfect generator on craigslist and now
have that at the ready in the barn, should the power go out for an extended period and I
need to run my furnace in the house to keep all the pipes from freezing!
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A final two images of wood. Day break and chores to be done…..

Patterns in the wood, left beneath the bark, by bugs….or perhaps aliens?
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Frost
One of the important things Jiedine is here to do is help me get my Frost book published.
Taking the pix is probably over, unless we get some more cold nights, so it is time to put
nose to grindstone! Here is but a sample from this quarter, to demonstrate the range of
moods I captured. I am really excited about the book.
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Jiedine is also here to “knock on doors.” She has been accepted to great schools in India
and Europe to pursue her Masters, and has some time, so I suggested she come here and
knock on doors and present her magnificent self and see if we could get some Universities
here competing to get here into their programs. By competing, I mean offering her
financial aid, because the costs to attend a good school in Europe or the US as an
international student is, well, completely insane! More on this in the next Update.
u

The Rest of the Fambly
Arri is advancing through school towards….a BSc in Nutrition, perhaps? Some sort of premed degree? He is just really loving it right now. He has a scientist/Zen master’s curiosity
about how stuff works – what are the exact chemical reactions when healthful food is
consumed and muscles are built? Arri is notorious for not sending me pix of himself, so
here are two pix of Arri, to remind us that……well, that time passes…..

Aibor and I are discussing getting my Gro-Gen concept moving forward. Hey, you are never
too old to try to change the world! Will have to go to CA where he is this summer to move
that forward – oh boy, road trip!!

v

Here is a very rare pic of Gina’s entire family. I say rare because everyone is always so busy
that they are rarely in the same spot at the same instant. That’s Claire on the right, who we
will probably speak more of soon, as she is building a rocket ship in her backyard, not
having the patience to wait for some silly government program, to take her to Mars.

Oh!

Jiedine

Ferna

Auna

Let me repeat that. OH!!
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and Claire!

The Girlz passed out of Class 11 in first division and have started Class 12. Hooray for
them! I am soooo very proud of them! They work so hard, and there are so many potential
distractions for young women in a big city, but they somehow manage to stay focused.
They are such a joy to know! Here are two of Daphi’s and Bapyn’s selfies from their
Instagram and FB pages where I think their individual characters come through strongly.

Suklang is a very good girl and a very good student and Rizona even coaxed a beautiful
smile from her, sitting in Orina’s kitchen having a snack. And Mem (Rebecca’s daughter),
here with her best friend, continues to enchant us with her amazing adorableness!
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Sunny is back in school! I think this is a very big deal, and we are all sooooo proud of him!
He is so sharply dressed, and serious too, anymore, that I call him “Professor.”

Bolti is waiting for his results from Matrics, and practicing his moves for when he is a
famous performer. Bolti now has his very own electric keyboard at Orina to practice on.
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Abul is sitting in a field, somewhere in Arunachal Pradesh, Buddha-like, waiting for
inspiration. She misses Shillong, and Shillong misses, perhaps even needs, her calm and
gentle presence.

Here is a pic of the study group on the front steps of Orina. The lovely Lorraine (Rebecca’s
sister), front row right, tutors the gang in the Arts, and Ibanylla, front row center, tutors the
Maths and Sciences. That’s Suklang on the left, and Bolti, Sunny and JoJo (Rebecca’s son) in
the back row.
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A “Good” Winter
We had a good winter – lots of cold and snow! If it is going to be winter, then that’s what
we want. Here is a pic on New Year’s morn, across the street at Sherman Farm.

That’s the way – if it is going to snow, then we want to be literally buried in snow!
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We especially love the shoveling of snow. That’s a 3 foot long yardstick leaning against the
snow in the pic. Do crabapples have any other purpose but to look artful?

And how things close in and squeezing the car in and out of the bahhhn is an adventure.

The garlic patch, almost entirely gone, under the snow.
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And why just have a snow storm, when you can have a blizzard? Here the wind blew the
falling snow so fiercely it came through a crack in the barn door and built this lovely
sculpture!

Clovercroft by starlight.

cc

and moonlight,

and at sunrise
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and sunrise on New Year’s Day….
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and here, something frightening in the sky! What evil has Trump let out of its bottle now?

And here, like a painful memory, is unfinished work from last year, coming out of
hibernation and revealing itself as the snow melts. (These are not small pieces of wood!)

ff

Nudes!
So I was out shoveling the driveways and the snow off the roof one day, turning blue, when
I……what’s that? You ask me what the hell I am doing? Well, I am shoveling, obviously. It’s
what we do here in winter. Oh! You mean naked? Well, umm, gosh, you seem surprised.
Don’t you shovel snow naked? No?! Oh……well you don’t have to shout.

Hmmm, OK. Let me try this then. I was out doing my chores, chopping wood and hauling it
into the house, when I…..

What’s that? You say that’s insane!? Well, I wouldn’t call it insane! I mean I have to heat
the house……Oh, you mean doing it naked. Well, I am quite careful with the splitting maul,
so there’s no danger of cutting off my….. Oh, you just meant doing it naked is insane. And
stop yelling at me. Really? You don’t chop wood naked? But, surely you all do things
naked, don’t you, besides just taking your baths! I mean, really! What? Oh, yes, well there
is that! But I can’t talk about that! There are young people who read this who aren’t
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supposed to know, or even think about that sort of thing. Ok, let me try this….I was
shopping at the supermarket one day, and………what? You just want me to stop with the
nakedness, puhleeeeeease!? Oh……OK…..
So, has anyone figured out why I am doing this? I mean, really, why on earth would a
shapeless old man get naked and take selfies, and then show them to people!??? There is a
method to my apparent madness. As you long term readers know, the sight gag in the past
was always, how would I manage to squeeze in a picture of Ri in a swimsuit in the
Quarterly Update. I usually found a way. But Ri has grown shy, being a grandmother and
all, and so I have found this sight gag, as nausea inducing as some may find it, as a way to
foment a readership outcry to “bring back the swimsuit pix!” So, dear reader, I leave it to
you then. Email Ri. Beg her to start doing the swimsuit pix again, so old and fat Uncle will
stop getting naked like this! It’s unhealthy. For the viewers!!
All our love and best wishes.
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