October, 2012
Dear Family and Friends,
So where was I? Let’s see, we had slept off a rather intense road trip - fortuitously hidden, it
turns out, in the bushes down by the river, as a multinational task force, we read later in the
papers, looked intensely for the perpetrators of a toxic radioactive trail of molten lead and
Ununoctium across half the continent, but never found them (us) - and when we awoke… that’s
where I was.
First we had to clip our nails and trim our hair which had grown during our van Winkle length
slumber. Then we noticed how hungry we were. So we started walking up the hill from the
river, first through a lovely fern forest,

then breaking out of the forest cover,
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and up a steep rock face,

to a misty magical forest of golden leafed hardwoods.

We came upon a house. Well, not really a house, rather an area of lawn where there were some
windows leaning against trees which looked into another dimension where you could see an
intriguing house. We thought at first they were just mirrors, but no, they were windows,
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and it turned out we could actually enter them, and so, pooiip, we did.
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The house was huge, and old. Being around it felt a bit like being in an old photograph.

The doors were open and we let ourselves in, and the interior was swell!

There was no one there. A table was set groaning with local fare – lobsters, corn, melted butter,
and so we sat and gorged, the butter running down our chins.
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This place was so welcoming, we decided to stay here, and call it our home.

After eating, we thought we’d look around for some other people. It turned out the locals had
assembled to welcome us, but they are a bit stiff, although with similar tastes as we in clothing.

I tried hanging with the locs for a bit but it was boring - all they could talk about was the coming
winter and how they had to get prepared, but couldn’t seem to get off the stick.
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They recounted with horror the 31+ inches of snow that fell the day before Halloween last year!
And so we made ourselves comfortable at 41 Tyler Hill Road in Jaffrey, NH.
But, it turned out the place was haunted!
The picture in the living room followed us with its eyes, and a shrouded figure hovered in the
yard moaning during the evenings.

Weird eyeless monsters crawled out of the cellar, and apparitions loomed up and frightened us
when we thought we were alone.

Horribly disfigured BeenieBabies were everywhere.
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The shrouded figure would chase us through the garden and hover above us.
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Sacrificial dolls seemed trivial - till they opened their eyes and looked at us!
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And like something out of Amityville, a war erupted as we fought room by room to rid the place
of ghouls and goblins. In the mornings it looked like bombs had gone off during the night.
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We called in professional reinforcements and the battle raged with these expert demonic
demolitionists tearing the place apart with shovels

and sledge hammers,
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and sometimes just sharpened sticks.
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We would catch the demons in buckets and they would thrash about screeching and then leap out
of the house vanishing into the forest.

A giant pile of debris was formed.

OK, I’ve taken this about as far as my limited time will allow. I suppose I should fess up.
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What has really happened is Ri and I flew here in March, and bought a place in Jaffrey, NH,
returned to CA, and then drove out here in June. We have spent the summer beginning to
refurbish and bring back to original splendor this grand old house. I have a million pix of the
house and exactly what we are doing, and that will all be documented in a separate piece later.
We have stripped the interior of all the horsehair plaster, pipes and wires, recycled much and
salvaged all the trim and doors and other wood, then Ri and I spent months giving it the 100 year
cleaning, and the house is now bare bones (it never had any insulation). For now I am reluctant
to actually go further as I enjoy simply looking at the lovely geometries of the house’s bones.
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I could sit and look at the patterns and how they change with sun angle for hours.
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And the bones are in excellent shape! No rot, just some sagging I’ve bought a 20 ton jack to fix.
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There are some sweet spaces here in this old Queen Anne – this is where I sit with my coffee in
the AM looking out over our 7 acre domain. A black bear walked out onto the lawn from the
woods the other day.
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And as we did in the desert, and just about everywhere else I can think of, we spent some time
contrasting the sharp-angled geometries of the gutted house with the curves of the human form.

- 17 -

But the lovely open spaces were too soon filled. We had all that stuff we carried here with us
and then we had the truck delivered from CA. I shan’t subject you to more pix of Ri unloading
all the trucks and schlepping everything into the new storage container, but I did call in the pros
to move those awful osmium cabinets. Even these hardened professionals were impressed.

Remember the promise of me taking pictures of Ri taking pictures of me? Here’re shots inward
and outward of the new 40 foot long cargo container we rented for the property to stash all our
stuff in. It didn’t all fit so we had to clutter up some of the rooms in the house with stuff.
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LAWN! In southern California we looked disdainfully at lawns, like they were some sort of
criminal activity - waste lots of water, treat it with poisons willy-nilly, run polluting stinkpots to
cut them, and then throw the clippings away! Well we have over an acre of lawn here and at first
we ignored it but eventually we had to buy a mower and get after it. As with most things, Rizona
went ahead and did it while I took pix. The little energizer bunny would whizz hither and yon
while I lolled about taking pix and offering help, like “You missed a spot.”

When we first tackled the lawn it was tall enough for Ri to get lost in! And the weather was hot,
with records broken all over the country in the hottest of summers ever,
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so I got Ri to finish up in a swimsuit. That way it was at least more fun for me to watch!

- 20 -

Why New Hampshire? ‘Tis a wonderful place where bridges are covered,

But seriously, it is the lakes and mountains, so accessible,

and the seasons, so dramatic,
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And, of course, the weather, so changeable! Here I am in a self portrait just a couple miles from
our house, at only about 2500’ elevation, in 40 knot winds, horizontal rain icing over the rocks,
in September! Fantastic.

So the nearest town of any size is Keene, NH. I will go there Oct 20th to take pictures of their
pumpkin festival. What a way to finish up my summer here.
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Nearest actual city is a place called Boston. Gonna have to change sports teams. Anyone know
the names of the teams up here? We visited briefly and at times it seemed we were in jolly old
England, but much of the population appeared to be smart young Asian women, and try as I
might I could not figure out the name of the place - the locals kept saying “Hahvud. Hahhvudd!”
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Jaffrey Township is the home of Mount Monadnock, a lovely rocky peak.

Upon close inspection on this perfect Fathers’ day, the summit is crawling with people as this is
one of the, if not the, most hiked mountains on earth. I look forward to lonely winter hikes.

Here we are at the summit with Pompelly Ridge and Dublin Pond behind us.
The green deciduous/pine forest stretches forever.
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Here’s the view from Pompelly Ridge looking towards Jaffrey (left of center behind Thorndike
Pond). Can’t really see the place as there are are no high rises and the forest cover is thick.

So Ri and I spent the summer cleaning up the huge mess caused by the gutting of the house.
And then with a loud keracckkk the season changed and the temperature plummeted.

The lamentations of the locals reached fever pitch as they labored to lay in enough wood to stay
alive through the winter, which is surely going to be harsh this year. Which reminds me of a
haiku written a while ago:
Old man gathers sticks.
Anxious glance at greying skies
filled with fleeing swans.
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I will close with some autumn pix - after all, these seasons are partly why we moved here.

View towards Keene from Monadnock.
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Dublin Pond

Detail of serene raft/dock seen at left in above pic. Ahhhh.
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A Jaffrey farm with Monadnock behind.

A lovely dirt road through backwoods Jaffrey.

- 30 -

Ri in nearby Bellows Falls, VT.
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Sometimes the fall colors simply defy accurate description.

Fall foliage along the Contoocook River a mile downstream of Jaffrey
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Speaking of the Contoocook River, our property has 1,100+ feet of frontage on the Contoocook,
an unusual north flowing river, and here are some scenes from our land. Summer.

Autumn.

Looking down river towards Jaffrey in March.

The river level was
very low at the time as
the damn at Jaffrey
Mills was undergoing
multi-year repairs.
Repairs now complete
and the level now back
up to base of trees.
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More autumn.
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Sunrise.
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Summer ferns.

Autumn again.

We have a lot of work to do cleaning up the dead wood along our river front and fashioning
some docks and boathouses and other cool spots to hang out and launch water craft. This is
going to be so much fun!
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Our house, and some other fine Jaffrey Buildings.
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Some autumn miksang,

And, so winter is a comin’ in, and we’re not only singing “Goddamn” loudly, we’re bailing out
for India! We’ve spent the summer here with only a toilet, that flushes but we have to carry the
water to it, one electrical outlet in the basement and cold water from a hose. Been fun, but all Ri
has to wear is swimsuits for the most part, and there is no heat or insulation in this place, so it is
time to leave. In fact, Ri already left Oct. 12th for India, she stopped in CA to feed Aibor and
Arri, is at this writing in Singapore en route to Shillong, and then I am leaving here Oct. 25th to
join her in Shillong – for 6 months!
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Lots of work yet to do to make this place liveable, but what an adventure it will be.

We are learning all about the different types of insulation, heating and cooling systems, lighting,
windows (we have 50-60 and they all need replacing with energy efficient models!), and
designing things like a new dome for the tower, etc. etc. For you hobbyists and dreamers out
there I will send under separate cover the details of the work we have done and will do here.
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And we are ready to work, as this New Jaffrey Gothic shows.

And we look forward to many more season changings here.
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We have a phone line here in Jaffrey but we’ll wait to give you that till we return in Spring. We
have kept the old 805-969-0321 number at Arri’s and he checks that periodically (or shall I say
sporadically).
Our cell phones will be in suspension mode because there is no international roaming in NE
India where we will be most of the time.
Ri has a home phone there and there is a 12.5 hour difference in CA to India time now (and 13.5
hour difference upon Daylight Savings ending Nov. 4). We will be ahead of you in time. We
cannot call out overseas from that phone but can receive calls on it. By arranging via email for
us to be there on standby we can talk if we have to. Dialing from US it is 011-91-364.252.1790
Our emails will still work
paj.geo@gmail.com
rizona8@gmail.com
Our mailing address there is:
Orina Cottage
Motinagar West Road
Shillong, Meghalaya
793014
India
And stuff actually gets there quickly now.
Lots of Love and Best Wishes,
The Jeschke Family
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