
July 17, 2017

Hello from the West Coast! 
For those not aware, this past week I have embarked on a road trip to the Pacific Coast, 
alongside my boss—International Pop Sensation, Trella. When Trella suggested I 
accompany her on this journey to find the “true artist within her”, I could not believe my 
beautiful luck. This issue as well as the next, will give an inside scoop on the events that 
have taken place on this spiritual pilgrimage. I hope you enjoy!!!

Albuquerque, New Mexico

As the god-forsaken state of Texas slowly grew smaller in our rear view mirror, we were 
faced with the sudden realization that we had no place to sleep. As if by fate, a new 
AirBnb listing presented itself and suddenly we had a destination. The setting? A 
sunflower garden behind someone's house, in which we set up our tent. The host? Self 
appointed, The Best Harmonica Player in the world. We sat alongside other guests (A 
stockbroker turned philanthropist, his girlfriend who said three words the whole time, and 
a backpacking scientist), as our host described his most recent open mike night in 
Albuquerque where he claimed to be revered as “One Of The Greats”. He served us duck 
eggs in the morning and sent Trella an email the next day asking her if she would like the 
honor of  “playing alongside of him at Carnegie Hall in say…about five years” (direct 
quote). 
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Music News: 

Trella has released a video 
recording of a new song called 
“Prove me Wrong”. It's one of 
my favorites she's ever written 
so check it out! 

Book Corner: 

I have just finished Daisy Miller 
by Henry James, which was 
good but did not exceed 
expectations.  

I am currently in the middle of 
The Lost Continent, by Bill 
Bryson (one of my favorite 
authors).  

Quote of the 
Moment: 

“I want to feel all there is to 
feel, he thought. Let me feel 
tired, now, let me feel tired. I 
mustn't forget, I'm alive, I know 
I'm alive, I mustn't forget it 
tonight or tomorrow or the day 
after that.”  

- Ray Bradbury 
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Mojave Desert, California

Unbeknownst to us, camping in the desert during the months of June and July are not very 
popular, probably having to do with daytime temperatures reaching 112 degrees. So it was 
through our ignorance that we were shocked in finding as we arrived at our campsite, our 
complete isolation in the heart of the Mojave Desert. The night started innocently 
enough. Wine flowed, I read poetry, Trella wrote music, and we saw more stars then I 
knew existed. We settled early in our tents and drifted to sleep. Then the wind came. It 
howled through our tent, bending the stakes, billowing the thin sheet of fabric that 
supposedly protected us from the outside world and effectively spilled my wine all over 
the surface of the tent. It seemed to be whispering “bears, cougars, coyotes” in my ear. 
Frantically, on my phones waning battery life, I google searched “are there bears in the 
Mojave desert”, “will wine attract cougars”, and about five other similar queries. My 
research told me what I already feared. We were done for. After much deliberation we 
decided to cross the 15 feet of exposed desert from the tent to the safety of the car. It was 
the most terrifying four seconds of my life. Dawn came, and with about 30 minutes of 
total sleep, we emerged and stood dazed as the sun rose over the quiet desert. As we 
watched the brilliant color rise over the mountains, and without taking her eyes off the 
sun, Trella simply and adamantly stated “We are never sleeping in the @%&$# desert 
again”. What we've learned is that you really never know what can happen when you are in 
the Wild West.

San Diego, California 
(A Rags to Riches Story)

After finally reaching the San Diego beach after our night in the desert, Trella and I 
decided that we would very much like to sleep in a bed and take a shower. So we booked 
the cheapest hotel we could find online. You can imagine our surprise when our GPS took 
us to the front of The Manchester Hyatt Hotel in the center of San Diego with sweeping 
views of the city and the bay. Somehow we paid only 40% of the cost of a regular hotel 
room, and we lived like kings (aka we took 45 min showers and watched cable tv). I feel as 
if I must apologize to the concierge for the appearance of our arrival, half deranged, 
sunburned and in our bathing suits. He surely thought we were confused, homeless and 
had only accidentally wandered in, because he very gently and sympathetically informed 
me I could have as many pieces as I wanted of candy from his desk.
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The Most Wonderful 
Day of the Year 

Before I began my journey across the 
continental U.S., I celebrated the best day 
of the year and a member of the BB News 
teams birthday with all of my favorite 
people. An accidental seven mile beach 
walk, sun-poisoned toes, and suffocating 
heat couldn't put a damper on my joy. 
Thank you Kara, Sara, Katie, Troy, Lauren 
Lea, Local Musician R&, International Pop 
Star Trella, Keri, Dylan, Keara and of 
course now 26 year old Bryson for making 
it such a beautiful day.  

Other Significant Events: 

Hallow bones played a show  

Trella and I had a send off party 

We went to Rosepepper 

Got to see old friends Grace and Philip in 
Austin, TX 

Went to the Grand Canyon 


