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3rd Quarter 2015 Update  
Town of Conway 
 
Dearest Family and Friends, 
 
Things are constantly changing, aren’t they?  Sometimes for the better, and sometimes for the 
worse.   And change often brings us back around to where we’ve been before.  Right now, Russia 
is embarking on another campaign using brute force in the Middle East.  A Clinton or a Bush 
might be our next President.  Child poverty rates in the US are back to where they were in 1965, 
and income inequality rates are where they were in 1928.   The Know Nothing Party of the 1840s 
is back with almost precisely the same platform – fear the immigrants and screw the Pope!  
Atmospheric CO2 levels have risen to the same concentrations they were 800,000 years ago.   
 
Is there any good change news?  Well, yes there is.  Some terrible scourges, like polio, are being 
relentlessly hunted down and eliminated.  140 million people around the world have been 
recently lifted out of absolute poverty.  And one thing I have noticed, which I do not remember as 
a child, is this luxurious, vast forest cover, going on unbroken for hundreds of miles here in the 
Northeast US.  I first noticed it while crossing NY recently, where only a few gentlemen’s farms 
remain for horses, but mostly, right up to the road, stand 50-80 foot tall trees.  A forest cover so 
thick you can’t see into it until Autumn when the foliage drops off.  As a child, the forests seemed 
sparser, shorter, thinned and beaten up, perhaps due to recent logging.  And the Androscoggin 
River then was a “dead” river, so polluted by the paper mills which were being fed the cut timber 
that it could not support life!  Sure, there are pests from overseas eating our forest in places now, 
but it seems to me they are healthier and fuller than when I was young.    
 
Old Growth Forests 
After settlers had cleared the land for agriculture, and then paper and textile mills and industrial 
scale logging had fed off what was left or off what had grown back, there were almost no original 
forests remaining in New England.  Somehow, through luck or design, not every acre of forest 
was cut down, and little pockets remain today just about as they were 500 years ago, and I went 
in search of those few stands of “old growth” forest in NH.  They are different than second and 
third generation forests - more hardwoods, more “open” at ground level - and I communed with 
my old leafy friends.  On the left in Pisgah State Park, and on the right, on the slopes of Mt. Nancy.   
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At one particular site of old growth remnant, I had walked up Nancy Creek to Nancy Cascades, 
and sitting there at the cascades, just where the wood cutters had run out of energy on the 
steepening slope and where the old growth still stood, I pondered the beauty of it all, and my 
thoughts went, as they often do, back to Meghalaya and the natural beauties there.  I have a Khasi 
friend named Nancy and we collaborated on this shot below, she providing the selfie of her 
beautiful eyes and me draping and framing her features in the eponymous Nancy Cascades.  The 
result made me happy as I blended two parts of the world I am especially fond of into one 
pleasing image.    

 
 
All right, deep breath, where am I now, where was I last update, where should I be, where would 
I rather be?  Well, here’s one thing that doesn’t change – this Quarterly Update, coming at you 
like it or not! 
    
I should be in India right now taking the pix for the 2016 Calendar.  Circumstances, however, 
have led me to stay here, and I will publish again by remote control, and return later to India.   



 iii 

Ri and I are back together! 
Big news!  Ri finally got back here to NH and we are now stuck together like Siamese twins.   

 
 
She is now a tourist instead of a permanent resident.  Much the same as when she first entered 
this country forty-some-odd years ago.  A retrograde change which cannot be easily undone.  We 
see now where we made our “mistake,” but the rules are hard and fast.  One thing that irks me is 
that she is now ineligible for Medicare, which seems unfair.  Oh well, we will see if a letter writing 
campaign can fix all this.  And what of my India status?  Three months ago, I submitted the 
paperwork to get my OCI status in India, a paper shuffle usually taking only six weeks, yet still I 
wait!  Ri’s visa is good till end of January, so perhaps at that point, a return to India is in order? 
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“Why New Hampshire?” People Always Ask.   
I have tried to articulate this before, but people keep asking and it is best said in pix.   The clarity 
of the fresh water is one thing - here sun dappled sand visible below the crystal-clear water’s 
surface at the foot of forest clad and rocky topped Mt. Chocorua.   

 
The White Mountains are also blessed with a large expanse above tree line – all that talk of 
forests and we all know how I love to be in that exposed environment, where the weather is so 
fierce that trees cannot grow!  Here I am at Lakes of the Clouds on Mount Washington.   
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I feel comfortable here too amid this architecture, these old and very large structures made of 
wood, and still standing after hundreds of years!   Here, the 1775 Meeting House in Jaffrey. 

 
 
And of course there are the seasons to love.  Maybe “bug season” is no one’s favorite, but right 
now it is Fall Foliage and County Fair season and the forests and farmers are putting on their 
colorful shows.  In the background of the pic below is one of those familiar wooden structures, 
this one a large wooden barn with a “cupola” on top.  Barn cupolas were designed to be both 
architecturally pleasing and functional to allow venting of air from the barn.  Wouldn’t it be 
totally cool to own such a grand building with a cupola!?  
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Kayaks 
And what better way to see the beauty here than out on the water, silently gliding along under 
your own power.  We bought ourselves some kayaks and now cruise on lakes, lily covered ponds 
and rivers, like the Saco River, on the right below,   

     
and take in the view above and below the water. 

   
 
The Van Got a Facelift 
Instead of buying a new car, I put a bunch of money into my old van, which just turned 222,222!  
A new headliner, lots of mechanical work, a new paint job, and doesn’t she look sweet with her 
new kayak hat, which sets her off in the crowd.  It’s like Kentucky Derby every day for our van! 
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Caffeine! 
I had quit caffeine, right?  Didn’t have any caffeine, in any form, for 6 months.  But I couldn’t 
shake the feeling that Uncle had become a dull boy.  No snappy repartee, few flashes of brilliance. 
And I kept reading about the health benefits of caffeine.  So, I fell off the wagon and drank some.  
However, another very dramatic event happened at the actual same moment as I ordered my 
first drink of caffeine at a Starbuck’s, which got me pumped up naturally, so I am not sure now if 
there has been any change in my demeanor or appearance.  Right?  I mean after my first cups I 
appear to be the same guy, on or off caffeine, right? 

 
Well maybe, after being back on the crank for a while, I have noticed that caffeine appears to put 
a rosy color in my cheeks and make my hair seem fuller! 

 
 
A Blood Moon 
Speaking of a ruddy complexion, while the Mormons freaked out about the end of the world, 
science had calmly and accurately predicted a full eclipse of a harvest moon on Sept 27.  In fact, 
such a blood moon is not that rare, and one that was known to be imminent was used by 
Christopher Columbus over 500 years ago, to frighten natives into subjugation to his god.  Abuse 
of science!  Anyway, here in NH we had a perfectly clear and cold night for the show and the 
eclipse started a few hours after sunset, so it was entirely visible.  It was a fabulous event. 
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The event started with a very bright white moon, and very large as it was at its closest point to 
the earth.  So bright you could read a newspaper in the moonlight.   

    
 

And then slowly but inexorably, the bright moon was eclipsed by the earth’s shadow…. 

     
 

Until the moon turned red and the Blood Moon was upon us!!  And all the religious nutjobs 
jumped en masse into the volcano!  Yeah, right.  If only! 
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And the Blood Moon was there in the sky for quite a long time.  And the world stayed plunged 
into darkness, and a gazillion stars were visible, even the Milky Way! 

      
 

And then the process unwound, and the full moon slowly came out of our shadow and was bright 
white again. 

     
 

And you could go back to reading your newspaper.   
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Miksang and Contemplating Architecture 
I am still doing my miksang. 

   
 
Here, this little “forest” is actually tiny fungi and whatnot growing on an old wooden windowsill.   

 
 
It turns out too that quietly contemplating architecture is a form of relaxing meditation.  Another 
thing I have always done.  I had a chance in August while the van was being worked on at one 
point to wander around the Keene State College campus.  Classes were not yet in session, so I had 
the place to myself.  Even here in this sleepy backwater, there was abundant architecture, and I 
found peace searching amongst the angles, reflections and shadows, the old and the new. 
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Pete and Ri Bought the Farm! 
Not figuratively, or even metaphorically, but literally!  We actually bought a farm.  A five acre 
farm…..with a name!  CloverCroft.  (croft being a small farm or plot of farmed land.)  Here we are 
with the previous owners, who had worked so hard here for 40 years(!), as we perform the 
solemn ritual of “the passing of the pitchfork.”
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In this close-up you can see that Lynn really doesn’t want to let go yet, while Jack already has his 
eyes closed and is dreaming of sunny Florida and lazy days fishing!   

 
CloverCroft certainly has a long and productive history.  Having been a farm for 200 or so years, 
going through a nursery and a piggery and a full-on dairy farm phase, and Lynn once collected a 
thousand eggs each day from her thousands of laying hens!   
 
CloverCroft is a farm graced with an enormous barn, or “bahhhn” as they say hereabouts, with a 
cupola.  Recognize that shape?   I can now attest – it is definitely cool owning such a structure! 
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The first two floors of the barn are rich with memories.   

 
 
A thousand opportunities for Miksang. 

       
And what a cleanup project it will be.  Jack and Lynn did the yeoman’s work of cleaning out the 
barn, but after decades of livestock and thousands of chickens, there is a lot of cleanup still to do.  
Funny, one of the first paying jobs I can remember, when I was probably no more than 11 years 
old, was cleaning out the Boynton’s chicken coop, which had several feet of chicken shit built up 
in it.  The choking dry dust and the smell are still fresh in my mind, and here I am, over fifty years 
later, about to stir up that same chickenshit dust!  Everything old is new again! 
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Ahhh, but the third floor, that shall be my realm!  My very own cathedral. 

 
 
A thousand opportunities for contemplating architecture! 

   
 
Or perhaps it is here that I shall preach!  Perhaps in the nude!  We shall “raise the rafters” with 
joyous song as I shall extoll the virtues of……..well, I’ll think of something worthy of extolling!  
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And here is where we will put in the bowling alley!  And to the left perhaps an indoor pool!   

 
 
And in this space?  Here is where we shall keep our toys.  Boyz Toyz with huge engines that rattle 
the windows when fired up!   And we shall move earth about the croft with those machines! 

  



 xviii 

And there is even a silo!  50 feet tall and made of solid steel!  Part of the old dairy farm operation, 
and it even still says “Drink Milk” on it.  Sweet!  
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Here I am up about six feet above the ground pointing into the 50 feet of void space created by 
this empty silo.  What a thrill to own such a……..thing! 
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“Pray tell us, Uncle Tumbleweed, what shall you do with your silo?”  “Well,” says I, “I shall use it 
to run science experiments!  I shall drop a golf ball and a canon ball inside from the top and see 
which one, in the absence of any winds, reaches the bottom first!  What, say you, that has been 
done before?  Well it sure is hard to think of anything new nowadays, isn’t it!”  But I shall surely 
find a use.  Perhaps I shall put a giant fan at the base and blow air upward and just float there in 
the air, doing summersaults.  Or fill it with water and practice deep dives.  Perhaps I shall paint it 
a shocking flesh pink and have a yearly Kanamara Matsuri–type festival.  The locals will love it!  
Or I shall build a doomsday rocket inside - a rocket to take my grandchildren to a distant planet 
when we have finally ruined this one.  Ahhh, the possibilities are endless! 
 
And there is of course a grande olde house, with lots of history.  Lynn and Jack gave us a 
document they found in one of the walls with some the oldest owners’ names (Webster) on it 
dated 1824, so this may be the original old farm hereabouts.    

 
 
The tin ceiling in the dining room, and one piece of the lovely old furniture which came with the 
house.   
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Some detail on the front door and two of the upstairs bedrooms.   So nice when rooms are empty 
and uncluttered, no? 

   
And here is the whole package from the North Lawn.  The grande olde house, the bahhhn, some 
outbuildings and the silo.   

 
And this is Ri with the “I’ll be damned if I am mowing this lawn with a push mower!” look on her 
face.  (Hey, as long as she does it in a bikini, like she used to mow the Jaffrey lawn, I will be happy 
to buy her a big riding lawnmower.  And there, I managed to sneak in a bikini pic!)    
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Our new address is  
CloverCroft 

10 Palm Drive 
Center Conway, New Hampshire 

03813 
USA 

 
Cool address, right?  And I am now back in the very same zip code in which I grew up.  Albeit in a 
very different environment.  I grew up in the rarified air of South Conway, while we are now in 
the agricultural area of East Conway.  Very different parts of the same zip code.  So, have I really 
come full circle?    
 
And what of the house in Jaffrey?  Don’t know at this point.  May sell it.  May not.  Still love the 
notion of the place, but needed to be closer to the White Mountains.   
 
And what of the others? 
- Arri is the one stable Jeschke as he continues to work, take courses and live in Santa Barbara.   
- Aibor continues to burn up the golf course and tennis court, and yes, we are still working on 
having him move here(!).   
- Jillian, my niece’s daughter, is so cute they have made life-sized dolls of her, and we picked one 
up at Hannaford’s the other day. 
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- Bolti, in his quest to be the Indian Beibster, is putting together a group. 

 
 
Daphiralin turned 18!  Here she is third from the right, surrounded by Family and friends.   

 
Bapynshisha (second from the left above) passed her admission exams (as did Bolti!) and will 
take the dreaded Matriculation Exams in March! 
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Abul continues to try to stuff Maths into Sunny’s head!  (Look at her.  I told you she was strict!  
But doesn’t she look good when she’s laying down the law?  Kinda makes a fellow want to be 
naughty and not do his homework!)  And some things don’t ever change, do they, as Sunny would 
really still much rather be playing football.     

 
 
Jiedine is coming to America!!  Ferdy and Gina, her parents, and Claire and Auna and Ferna, her 
sisters, are so excited for her, as are we all.   
 
Suklang and Shara and Jew and Rebecca and Lorraine and so many more to mention!  Hopefully 
some pix of them and others in the next update.    
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Boots on the Ground 
 
We have been talking about change in this update.  Ri and I, over the years, have been through 
many changes with footwear, especially with boots.  We remember, and still have in containers 
somewhere, the stiff and merciless all-leather heavyweight climbing boots with French names, 
and the rubber-bottom, leather-upper, felt-lined snow boots, and the Thinsulate overboots 
designed to go over the rigid climbing boots; and oh how we love the modern, lightweight, 
Goretex, breathable but waterproof, stiff enough, but so soft that from day one you never get a 
blister boots, and we do not wish really to ever return to those days of blisters. 
 
Well, more change has come, and a new boot has been introduced to the lineup.  Allow me to 
introduce you to Muck Boots.  Designed for slopping around in the muck.  Something we will be 
doing here on this farm in this fertile flood plain of the Saco River.  Muck boots.  I like the sound 
of it.  Perhaps a Church of the Muck Boot up on the third floor! 

 
My goodness!  We own a farm!  Whatever shall we do now!?!  Stay tuned………. 
Lots of Love and Best Wishes from the Jeschke Family. 


