Sedona Arizona

By Christopher Oleata

     At four-a.m. I left San Diego towards East County, the Imperial Valley and through Yuma. The misty glow of dawn poured up from the horizon and the rocky earth was warm and pink. I drove through Phoenix like it wasn’t there and stopped in Rock Springs for gas at the old station with “1000’s of knives,” and “a real rattlesnake.” The landscape changed to mountains, mesas and silvery Juniper trees as billowing thunderclouds bubbled above.

     Sedona is a tiny magical tourist town of art galleries and t-shirt stores surrounded by fancy houses hidden in the forest. Tall sculpted cliffs and towers rise on all sides painted in colors of red and orange stripes. The forest pushes up the ravines and clings to every ledge and shelf adding strips of green to the view.

     I went mountain biking the first afternoon, up a rocky red trail through twisted trees. I reached the edge of the forest below a huge red wall rising to towers of many names. There are the Nunns, Steamboat, Snoopy and many others. Their contorted shapes beg to be named and they all are.

     The rubber tires roll quietly over the slick rock and I come upon families of dear that bound off in silent huge arcs into the forest. Following the airy trails of birds I spotted a fox, big and dark with a large fluffy tail. It scampered quickly over the road and up rocks below the trees, I suppose to its’ hidden den. My friend Tom tells me about a Ringtail cat that keeps harassing them by running on the roof of their house at night. Watch out for the wild pigs called Javelenas. They’re aggressive and move in packs during sunset. They ate the cactus out front and it looked like a car had run it over. At night we hunt scorpions with a black light. They glow neon green poised and ready to strike with their painful stinger. They are very scary looking.

     Today while hiking along a rocky stream bed in an amazing canyon we saw many interesting things. There is an ancient Pinyon Pine nearly five feet thick. It must be six hundred years old. I found a beautiful crystal at the base in the dirt. In the capital of new age thinking there must have been a cosmic meaning to the find. We continued up the forest to native ruins in caves along the giant red rock walls. A small snake undulated through the rocks of the ancient home. Shards of pottery littered the ground in the cactus patches. We hunted for arrowheads and marveled at the impossible views of this box canyon paradise.

     The short drive back into town took us around Thunder Mountain made famous by Disney’s roller coaster that copied its’ form and the fact that it gets struck by lightning more than any other place in the USA. The third day I went mountain biking below this great mountain. Over big rocks and through riverbeds I hammered swiftly by thorny bushes avoiding the cactus patches and big dead trees. Two tall mystic spires reflected the afternoon sun in bright red and orange. Descending into a canyon I lost the trail, following tracks into another riverbed towards the sound of cars. I had to jump a barbed wire fence, easily throwing my bike over first and cruised the highway back through town to Tom’s house. A long scratch on my leg revealed a line of thorns I plucked one by one. Elated and tired I spent the evening drinking beer in the art studio and working on a new large painting.

     Sedona is a form of Paradise, full of sounds, colors and experiences of bliss. But with every gift comes a price and this Eden hides many bills. As I sat on the wood floor working on my painting leaning against the wall, I wiggled my bare feet, sipped a cool beer and spun around to paint a new angle. It startled me, a spider just inches from my foot. A tiny brown one with a big abdomen. Quickly I squished it, suspending the Buddhist in me. Could it have been the common and certainly deady Brown Recluse? Alone in the house and with no health insurance I did not want to find out. Then in my mind I listed the other deadly friends of Sedona. There are several kinds of rattle snakes, other deadly spiders, mountain lions, cliffs to slide off of and of course the ever-popular UFO sighting and alien abduction.

     So I turn again to the ever-regal and royal Prism Violet aqnd dip my brush to bring out the deep purple shadows and beautiful subtle joy of this place, this wonderland of good feelings. I ride the cosmic snake of this adventure and thank the spirits for giving me the intelligence and luck to make this trip. I spin then in wonder within this eddy for a brief moment in my life capturing the wonder that is Sedona Arizona.

