By Meade Iischer

Fres Dive e Dl to the end of Toimales Polint at
Point Reyes Mational Seashoreiza delipht almost
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in [ream the acean in roiling hillows, it can be almost mystical.

That was how it was my first lime.

Cimee on the Point Reyes peninsubi, the road branches,
annil e najority of peaple head south toward the lighthouse.
I headed north toward MeClure's Beach, Jusi past (he
Dy thie posd endds at the Flstorie Merce Point Ranch,
well preserved, and interesting in its own way. 1 lowever,
the magic bepging bebind the mnch, on e seward shile,
where the teadl depurts,

Thut day, with hot weather inland, a 20 knot wind wis
blowing waves of [ug over the potnl | stepped oul, sl
welflnin o few yirds, e ranch had disappeared. Visibility
s in fect and vards. Every couplie ofmuinuies the fog would
clenr for just o rmomend, revisling some plece of breillian
scenery, Captured as If by a strabe lght, itwasprinted like
a photo on the eyes and the brain. | coulil see fuinl traces,
[ the pencil o haraly visible under o watercalor, and
then suddenly the scene emerpged in bright sunlight for just
i momend before chisbog ol agaln and opening in fome
ether direction a minute later, Sometimes It would be the
e slde, steep cliffs wod o Bondecing sea, while alotler
times It would be the gentle hills rolling down to plucid
Tomales Bay and the village of Marshall acruss the waler,

Lhis constant shifting oCvisws, this fuxtspasitlon of Hhe
wild shore and the placid share, made this miore than just
o hike. It mods it more e an excursion inteo e natores of
e hman thinking process. We think [n apposites: night
and day, right and wrong, poor and rich, civilized and
wild, O view was 0F ome ol the wililest pleces ol coasd,
e st beeol roslTiaag Taibbs ind bosrta Basbbing oomvecbae T was
loat in the constant interplay, always trying Lo puess what
s wisled | ear ekl

(Once as the fog cleared, | passed a herd of grazing
e clk, 'Lhis is 0 reserve lor (hese splemdid animals, As T
crestesd o il T s Just off the trabl; something wasing in
the wind. Somcthing that did not loolk like the low shrubs
and prasses thalcover rmost ol e poink, Taieppred off (he
trail tar a closer look, and emerging from the fop was.a
very Targe slkunk, woving s il exclledly al e T was
warning mc that he was there and prepared to ruin my day.
‘Lhen | realized thal it was downwind ona Blestering day,
and T would have had to walk around him to get sprayed.
I stepped within 10 feet of the nervous animal before ©
bavckead T, nol Troem e Tl fronn respect o a cresturce
whase home 1 was invading.

ToMALES POINT:

ATOGSHROUDED MYSTERY

Ihere wis o deeply croded canyon just off the trail,
a smyall creck trickling down ity wndoulitedly ending al
the unsern beach, T stepped off the trail and to the edge,
thinking Teould go no further. Lhen, snother short stretcli
of trail appered, and Lwenl o the next “dead end Itonly
ppendd o anolher piece aof trail. Before long, | was almost
o (e heach, having spiraled down into whal seemed like
a tractal. ‘Lhe complexifty of the scenery was growing as
1 worked my way down. Finally, the dark indentations |
noticed from above were now whove me, and they were
deep cives. These caves were large enough to be home
fioe thie mountain Hons and covoles thal live in the ares.

The trall runs along the spine of the point and drops
into the only grove of trees, This §s at a low spot with
stirl g witer about three miles out. Deyond this, the trail
rifes to Tomales IMufand torms to sumd, Thee trail actually
separates do several tradls that meander out toward the
end of the bluff.

At one clenring, Blnd Tock flashed into view, vivid
by thie seeeener sun,. The hirds were caught in mid Dight,
the bright greens and oranges of (he Hedwn and lse plind
visible plong the hroken cliff, and brilliant white wavey
exploded on the rocks, 'Lhen It was gooe, aued 1he lowa
of Lillan Beaely, with the RV campprounds rose from
beyond Tomales Bay and beyond (he i summer grasses
that sloped gently down to the bay, By this thme, | was
fascirunted with the eonastant ﬂhihing hotween opposiles,
el then T remembered that this was (the place where he
Pacific tectonie plule mests the Narth Anerican. This point
wiis ihe last linger of land, the leading edge of thousimds
of miles of plate, including southern Californin aid all
of Laju, It pesemnbled (he praw of @ massive lithic ship,
sterming morth ot two inches per verr, bound for o union
with Alaska several million vears Tromm o,

Asomy imaginabion plaved with this idea, and as
the scenes altermated, L staried (o wonder Tiow s Dike
would resolve ilsell, Wonld Tend on some bay side beach
or seramililing down @ siecp cliff to & wave-swepl covel
Curlosity made me guicken my step, The vegetation had
ch_u_nl:;ud o Lhe fimal section ol the ceall. Onee in sand, was
willking through done habitat in soft sand. 1 was gelting
s0 close to theend thal when the fog cleared, T eould see
il sides of the point without turning my head.

‘Then, suddenly, the (il split, the right tork descended
a few yards to the bay side. The left split to a steep drop
toweards wave-washed rocles. Straight ahead ol me Bodepa
Head drified faintly in and out of the fog, and just belaw
me 1he bluif ended at 2 huge slab of rocke 1t was just obowve
the water line, rivudels of while saler running off it after
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