
Lessons from
the unLoveLy

by Linda Gommel

	 Some	people,	even	many	peo-
ple,	think	that	the	desert	is	unlovely	
–	brown,	dry,	everything	dead	look-
ing.		You	can	drive	from	Big	Bear	to	
Lucerne	Valley	on	Highway	18,	and	
the	contrast	is	stark.
	 In	Big	Bear,	there	are	lots	of	
trees	that	smell	so	fresh	and	
wonderful;	the	lake	so,	so,	so	.	.	.	
wet!		Wildflowers	grow	everywhere,	
seemingly	all	summer	long.		The	
air	is	warm	and	sometimes	hot,	but	
the	hot	ain’t	nuttin	like	the	hot	of	
the	desert!	Everything	about	it	is	
so	inviting,	so	inviting,	in	fact,	that	
on	weekends	you	can’t	even	move	
from	one	end	of	town	to	the	other	
in	good	time!		(This	is	before,	and	
hopefully	after,	our	ridiculous	over-
reaction	to	a	little	virus	that	locked	
everyone	down	in	their	homes.		But	
then	why	were	the	freeways	so	
busy	within	a	few	weeks	after	the	
lockdowns	started?)
	 So	you	drive	from	the	wonder-
ful	mountains	down	Highway	18,	
and	come	almost	immediately	to	
spectacular	views,	threatening	your	
safety	as	you	stare	out	over	the	
vast	distances	while	you	negotiate	
that	next	hairpin	curve.		(Sir	William	
is	particularly	interesting	to	ride	
with.		He	CANNOT	keep	from	look-
ing	here,	there,	and	everywhere!)		
What	do	you	see	from	Highway	
18?		Long	distances	of	BROWN	
–	brown	hills,	brown	mountains,	
brown	plants,	brown	desert	floor,	
brown	very	dry	lakes!		
	 Ewwww,	you	think.		Who	would	
ever	want	to	live	there??		I	am	
guilty	as	charged.		I	remember	
thinking	that	as	my	mother	drove	a	
few	of	us	down	that	highway	many	
years	ago.		
	 By	the	time	God	brought	us	to	
the	desert,	I	didn’t	think	a	thing	
about	it,	except	for	the	first	few	
times	the	big	winds	blew	so	much	
of	that	BROWN	dirt	into	every	
crack	and	crevice	of	our	house.		
It	wasn’t	long	before	all	of	us	who	
came	to	live	here	grew	to	appreci-
ate	it	for	its	unique	beauty	and	
interesting	critters.		
	 The	first	few	years	we	lived	here	
were	blessed	with	what	I	think	
people	call	super-bloom	springs.		
Lucerne	Valley	was	carpeted	with	
so	many	wildflowers	that	you	
couldn’t	walk	in	the	desert	without	
crushing	many	of	them.		And	then	
there	were	regular	July-August	
“monsoon”	storms,	giving	us	spec-
tacular	shows	of	lightning	darting	
around	huge	gray	and	white	thun-
derheads,	sometimes	silently,	and	
other	times,	to	our	doggies’	dismay,	
accompanied	by	loud	grumbles,	
booms	and	crashes.	
	 The	sunrises	and	sunsets	here	
are	legendary,	especially	in	the	
theater	of	Lucerne	Valley.		On	the	
many	clear	days,	the	changing	

colors	as	the	sun	breeches	the	
eastern	horizon	or	sinks	down	
below	in	the	west	are	interesting,	
with	bands	of	red,	orange,	yellow,	
and	sometimes	blue	constantly	
changing.		The	light	on	the	can-
yons	play	with	the	shadows	as	the	
light	dawns	or	dims	at	both	ends	
of	the	days.
	 So	what’s	unlovely	about	it?	On	
the	surface,	it	can	look	unlovely,	
especially	to	the	uninitiated.		So	
much	of	the	vegetation	is	scruffy,	
spiky,	thorny,	and	seems	dead.		
That	is,	until	rains	come	and	
miraculously	transform	the	“dead”	
vegetation	into	something	green,	
alive	and	maybe	even	bloom-
ing!		There	are	many	secrets	and	
surprises	like	that.
	 I	discovered	one	such	surprise	
about	a	week	ago,	as	I	was	leaving	
our	house	to	come	to	work.		Years	
ago,	I	bought	a	couple	of	artichoke	
agaves	and	planted	them	in	my	
little	cactus	patch.			Sir	William	ran	
a	drip	system	to	them	and	the	other	
cactus	so	that	they	would	thrive,	
not	just	barely	survive.		(Moral	of	
that	story:	don’t	give	cactus	too	
much	water	or	they	grow	like	a	
weed!)		Over	the	years	one	of	the	
agaves	spawned	little	agaves	all	
around	it,	and	the	little	agaves	
became	big	agaves,	and	more	little	
agaves	sprang	up!		Pretty	soon	I	
had	a	BIG	patch	of	agaves.
	 So	as	I	was	leaving	the	house,	
I	noticed	for	the	first	time	a	tall	
spire	coming	out	of	the	center	of	
the	mama	agave!		I	mean,	TALL!		
It	had	to	be	8	or	10	feet	tall,	with	a	
stem	the	size	of	my	arm!		It	looked	
so	much	like	an	asparagus	that	I	
called	it	a	Giant	Asparagus.		Near	
the	top	was	a	point	of	shingled	
leaves	that	over	the	days	peeled	
back	as	multiheaded	flower	buds	
pushed	their	way	out.		The	spire	
grew	taller	and	the	tip	of	the	
asparagus	spear	grew	smaller,	as	
the	“leaves”	peeled	back	to	reveal	
more	buds.		As	of	this	moment,	
the	buds	are	still	pushing	out,	but	
they	look	like	they	are	almost	to	
the	top	of	the	spear	and	will	soon	
explode	into	hundreds	of	white	(?)	
blossoms	all	around	the	top	few	
feet	of	that	spear.
	 I	spoke	to	God	about	that,	in	
awe	of	His	ability	to	make	some-
thing	so	spectacular	and	beautiful	
out	of	something	so,	well,	desert-y	
and	ordinary,	even	ugly	in	the	
eyes	of	some.		But	isn’t	that	a	kind	
of	lesson	for	us?		Doesn’t	He	do	
that	with	humans,	too?		We	really	
are	pretty	ugly	inside,	many	times,	
but	He	can	make	us	blossom	into	
new	creations	if	we	let	Him.		Wow,	
what	a	thought!
	 Another	example	I	found	on	our	
driveway	is	my	little	Joshua	Tree.		
I	have	planted	several	Joshua	
Trees	on	our	place	because	I	love	
those	ugly,	prickly,	nasty,	unique-
to-our-desert	trees.	About	three	
years	ago,	I	bought	one	from	the	

Garden	Club	at	their	plant	sale,	a	
particularly	nice	one,	and	the	when	
planted,	it	grew	like	crazy,	happy	
in	its	location.		Then	Sir	William	
happened.		During	a	wet	spring	
two	years	ago,	he	was	mowing	the	
weeds	with	our	little	tractor	mower	
and	mowed	right	over	the	little	
Joshua,	mangling	it.		He	knew	how	
much	I	love	that	tree	and	was	sure	
he	had	killed	it.
	 Yes,	I	was	upset,	so	upset	I	
couldn’t	look	at	it.	But	after	a	few	
weeks,	I	decided	I	should	at	least	
give	it	water	and	see	if	it	would	
respond.		It	was	a	mess,	but	it	still	
had	some	green	on	it.	So	I	began	
to	hand	water	it	weekly,	and	talk	
to	it,	and	assure	it	that	I	loved	
it	(OK,	so	some	of	us	go	over	
the	edge!).		Last	spring	it	began	
sprouting	in	four	places!		We	were	
thrilled	to	see	it	fight	back.		But	
then	as	winter	set	in,	it	seemed	to	
die	back	again.

	 I	kept	watering	it	by	hand,	and	
the	sprouts	never	completely	died.		
This	spring,	the	sprouts	have	come	
roaring	back	and	the	Joshua	looks	
happy	again.		It	has	a	wonderful	
green	center	with	smaller	sprouts	
of	green	around	it.	
	 Again	a	lesson:		that	little	tree	
almost	died	due	to	a	catastrophe	
in	its	small	world,	but	it	never	gave	
up.		It	was	rooted	in	the	soil	and	
had	enough	life	that	it	did	what	it	
had	to	do	to	make	a	second	life	
for	itself.		It	says	to	me	that	life	
is	a	struggle,	but	we	must	never	
give	up.		If	we	are	rooted	in	God’s	
ground,	we	will	have	the	strength	to	
keep	on,	creating	a	second	life	for	
ourselves	if	necessary.
	 And	then,	there	is	the	Jimson	
Weed	(or	Datura	to	the	desert	
snobs).		Who	would	ever	expect	to	
find	such	beauty	on	the	side	of	a	
desert	road?	

• Lucerne valley market
• “Do it Best” hardware 

•  Wash n shop 
• Crossroads Center

e-mail	address:	Market.Hardware@
lucernevalleymarket.com

website:	lucernevalleymarket.com
Proud to be a member of Lucerne 

Valley Chamber of Commerce

LImIts & muLtIPLe PrICInG
Please, unless otherwise indicated, ON AD 
ITEMS  NO MORE THAN 6 TOTAL (including all 
flavors or varieties) OF ANY ITEM, PER FAM-
ILY, DURING THE AD PERIOD, AT THE SALE 
PRICE, except in produce and meat, which are 
limited to normal retail quantities, or which carry 
limits specifically stated.  Sorry, we must reserve 
the right to further limit or refuse sales.
ON MULTIPLE PRICING, when purchasing items 
in quantities more or less than the multiple stated, 
the register is built automatically to charge the 
“each” price times the quantity.  (Example: Price 
of item is 3/$1.  The price of: one = 34¢,  two = 68¢,  
three = $1,  four = $1.34,  five = $1.68,  six = $2.00).

Hardware & Variety
Ad effective 5/20/21 to 5/26/21.   supplies limited to stock on hand.

Echo REcycling
==========

On the Northeast side of the parking lot.
open mon. - sat. 9Am - 4Pm

Closed for Lunch Noon to 1PM.
Closed Sunday

Aluminum Crv ..... $1.65lb

#1 Plastic Crv ...... $1.28lb
 Pricing good thru May 25, 2021

          servICes At
  CrossroADs Center
LUCERNE VALLEY MARKET  
  & HARDWARE                           

248-7311

WASH N SHOP COIN LAUNDRY   248-7311

FIRST FOUNDATION BANK   248-2717

DR. ASHOK MELVANI M.D.   248-1070

 ECHO RECYCLING   760-220-4232

AT THE SERVICE COUNTER  In the store
• COPIES     • FAX SERVICE   
• PACKAGE EXPRESS -- UPS only
• PAYMENT STATION SCE, Frontier & Verizon

PRESCRIPTION DELIVERY   242-4900
  Rancho Drugs – Tues. 11AM,  Wed. & Fri. 2PM

to KnoW more ABout those 
Who sPonsor thIs store;  
see http://thenewlightcls.com 

Kwikset
Polished Brass
single Cylinder
Deadbolt

Full	10	year	mechanical	warranty.	5	year	
finish	warranty.		In	Aisle	4A.		#224987

$999

We will be giving you other information in this space until the 
hardware shortages caused by covid, etc. have normalized.

the CovID Passport: 
fascism at hand

	 	By Jay Valentine  (excerpts)
	 Naomi	Wolf	[liberal	Democrat	
–	LG]	is	perfectly	accurate	warning	
that	the	COVID	Passport	is	an	
unassuming,	mild,	reasonable-
sounding	concept	that	will	lead	to	
untold	catastrophic	civic	conse-
quences.		She	is	way	out	front,	and	
we	should	all	pay	attention	to	her.
	 The	COVID	Passport	is	the	door-
way	to	fascism	in	your	lifetime,	on	
your	doorstep,	and	there	may	be	
no	turning	back	once	it	happens.
	 Her	thesis	is	this:	the	COVID	
Passport	creates	the	platform	on	
which	to	add	all	kinds	of	different	
data	types	(information	from	social	
media,	credit	card	purchases,	
whom	you	were	with	from	your	
geo	location	info	on	the	phone)	to	
profile	every	citizen	and	then	take	
action	against	all	of	them.	.	.	.

	 Let's	take	a	little	stroll	through	
some	basic	data	concepts,	and	you	
will	get	it,	I	promise.
	 Your	name,	height,	weight,	eth-
nicity,	political	party,	residence,	car	
you	drive,	products	you	purchase	
are	attributes.		You	are,	in	data	
land,	the	sum	of	your	attributes.
	 If	all	we	know	is	your	name,	ad-
dress,	age,	sex,	well,	not	much	to	
deduce	here.		Let's	add	your	social	
media	posts,	your	friends,	your	
friends'	social	media	posts,	the	
orgs	they	joined	—	well,	now	we	
are	getting	a	fuller	picture	of	you.
	 You	know	that	Big	Tech	is	doing	
this	now.		Of	course	you	do.	
	 You	are	on	Amazon	and	look	at	a	
pair	of	hiking	boots,	and	every	time	
you	hit	the	enter	key,	even	doing	
email,	you	get	an	ad	for	hiking	
boots.		That	is	your	profile	coming	
from	your	computer	cache	and	
cookies.		Somebody	collected	it.	
	 What	if	it	isn't	hiking	boots	you	

seek,	but	rather	you	want	to	go	
to	the	Trump	store	or	the	Bernie	
website?		You	just	added	political	
attributes.		Those	define	you	in	
ways	you	never	imagined.		Your	
profile	grows.	.	.	.
	 The	COVID	Passport	is	a	very	

differ-
ent	
animal.	
It	does	
three	
key	
things	
that	
lead	to	
catas-

trophe:	1.	It	forces	everyone	to	join.		
2.	It	can	aggregate	data	from	any	
source	to	"enrich"	your	profile.		3.	It	
is	in	the	hands	of	the	government,	
and	we	all	know	how	trustworthy	
they	are.	.	.	.
	 The	United	States	Postal	Ser-
vice,	that	same	group	who	dumps	

mail	under	bridges,	cannot	make	a	
profit	with	a	monopoly,	and	cannot	
track	your	package	out	of	state	is	
now	collecting	social	media	info	of	
people	they	find	threatening.	.	.	.
	 What	Naomi	Wolf	is	warning	
about	is	that	there	has	never	been	
a	comprehensive,	mandatory	plat-
form	to	collect	and	aggregate	all	
this	data	about	American	citizens	
by	the	government.
	 The	COVID	Passport	is	that	
platform.		When	it	begins,	the	gov-
ernment	could	enable	your	credit	
score	to	be	impacted	if	you	do	not	
agree	with	its	health	regs.		Your	job	
in	constant	threat,	your	life	now	run	
by	those	same	nameless,	faceless	
robots	behind	the	No	Fly	List.
	 When	this	happens,	who	you	
gonna	call?		The	FBI?		Take	it	to	
court?		Good	luck.
	 So	take	this	one	seriously.		This	
threat	is	far	worse	than	anyone	
thinks.		And	it	is	at	hand.

on the LIGhter 
sIDe

Contributed.
Reporters	interviewing	a	

104-year-old	woman:	'And	
what	do	you	think	is	the	best	
thing	about	being	104?'	the	
reporter	asked.	.	.	She	simply	
replied,	"No	peer	pressure.'

===============

===============
The	nice	thing	about	being	

senile	is	you	can	hide	your	
own	Easter	eggs	and	have	
fun	finding	them.

===============

I've	sure	gotten	old!	I've	had	
two	bypass	surgeries,	a	hip	
replacement,	new	knees,	
fought	prostate	cancer	and	
diabetes.	I'm	half	blind,	can't	
hear	anything,	take	medica-
tions	that	make	me	dizzy	and	
subject	to	blackouts.	Can't	
remember	if	I'm	85	or	92,	but	
thank	goodness,	I	still	have	
my	driver's	license!

===============
I	feel	like	my	body	has	got-

ten	totally	out	of	shape,	
so	I	joined	a	fitness	club.	
I	decided	to	take	an	aero-
bics	class.	I	bent,	twisted,	
gyrated,	jumped	up	
and	down,	and	
perspired	for	one	
hour.	But,	by	
the	time	I	got	my	
leotards	on,	the	
class	was	over!

===============
Know	how	to	prevent	sagging?	

Just	eat	till	the	wrinkles	fill	out!
===============

It's	scary	when	you	start	mak-
ing	the	same	noises	as	your	
coffee	maker.

5	days	later	.	.	.


