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Sandra Elms and I, bundled up against chilly 40 degree temperatures
assaulting Odessa, greeted each other in the parking lot of the
Comanche Trail Park for our last visit of the year. This area had been
the focus of our year long assignment to document the seasonal
changes in a Draw Habitat for the Sibley Nature Center.

This unusual draw originates at the southern end of town, is sliced into

two sections by | -20, and contains elements of Urban Forest habitat since plants and seeds have been
transported into it from town by water, wind and man. On one hand it is a tamed and urbanized patch
complete with paved paths, an artificial stocked pond, and regulation parking lots. On the other hand,
wilderness rules the furthest reaches in a thick stand of soapberry trees escorting a low draw choked
with cattails, sunflowers, and other vegetation thriving in often temperamental moisture conditions.

We found the pond encircled by rugged local
citizens trying out their new Christmas fishing gear.

We were driven by curiosity to see the cumulative
effects of an atypical drought desiccating Ector County,
which had not recorded a single drop of moisture for
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had left a footprint o

Devoid of seeds, a yucca pod provided a glimpse of its
beautiful tortoise shell interior.

" The only green spotted on the edge of the draw was that
| barely clinging to life on salt sage tips.
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And then we broke through the border of trees and the
¢ view of the draw lay before us, and we collectively
gasped at the heart rending beauty of the scene.

W Whoever believes that there is no remnant of beauty in
® winter has eyes that are blind indeed, for the stunning
colors of Nature wash over the mantle of the Earth in

tans and umbers, ivory and yellows, a landscape of
{ saturated artistry.
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Stripped of their leaves and greenery, the skeletons of life in the draw
stood mutely around us in every direction. Perhaps it is no accident
that plants with their rigid cell walls remain long after life has ceased,
saying here we stand, a reminder that the world turns with its seasons,
that life itself comes and goes but never ever disappears, a hope and
promise held within the shapes and shades of the neglected days at
yeards end, desert monol iths.

Bare ground? Does it
exist at all? Peer
down, look where you
stand upon the good

#@ s Earth.
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¥+ retracted in the throes of death, vivid tones altered but
¥ reminiscent of the previous stages of being, this final
one not to be neglected by the wakeful omniscient
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w7l designer, now splashing a palette mixed and muddied
through the passing of the months, now blurred into maroons, beiges, a hundred shades of brown. But
each tiny part nonetheless carefully tipped, shaded, bleached, blended; and every step we took was
matched with deep sighs of joy and surprise, and a desire not only to linger but to rush and see it all!




