The Chugash peaks might not even exist.  How could one know looking at the torn cotton line that even lopped the tops of the mountainside trees….perhaps those spars are just posts and don’t extend into that obscurity?  The inlet and sky can’t be distinguished from each other in the not so distant view.  This day has no blue or gold just a soft silver, a pewter feel.

There is a bright light though, a promise. 

