


DW ARDERN 

P AUNDROMES 

W
e had just finished dinner in the farmhouse kitchen of
my brother's new home in Sebastopol. A Baba-Yaga 

ranch in the redwood hills of the Russian River Valley-new 
to my brother, the timber weathered and kind of crooked 
with scorch marks from surviving the seasonal wildfires that 
now plagued the old hippie towns north of San Francisco. A 
quiet reunion among brothers. Fraternal twins with nothing in 
common anymore except that we'd once been roommatesin 
the same womb. Now aged, like the musty red wine we drained 
from the bottle, content to stew over the secrets of our lives
old and new, known and unknown-and listen to the night's 
symphony of wild things in the woods. 

Quincy had grown a ridiculous beard since I'd last seen 
him, bushy and mottled with rebel grey hairs. He had been 
begging me for months to come north for a visit and see how 
he and Sky were settling into country life with their four
year-old Xavier Cristo and their newborn Radar. They were 
both sort of pudgy and bug-eyed like their father, living the 
unbridled absurdity of what my brother jokingly referred to as 
"la vie en rose." 

"There's a real community up here, you know, once you get 
away from all the summer of love tourist bullshit. Old artists 
and radicals living the hills," Quincy said. "Someplace peaceful, 
someplace to enjoy the quiet." 

"It's almost too quiet," I said. "It's kind of spooky." 
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