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And now I abandon my sensibilities and write about nature like John Muir
	Four years ago, I was worried about global warming mainly for its implications regarding the convenience of human civilization in the future. Rising sea levels would be a problem, yes, and I liked the consistently clement East Bay weather I'd experienced during my first fifteen years alive. I had a dash of ecological justice, tuned by my mother: yes, the pumping of Mono Lake was atrocious. But at the same time, though I had the abstract idea of nature being beautiful, I wasn't connected to it. (As I mentioned in my first assignment for this class, I was unable to join my father on his long walks for medical reasons.) Yes, nature was beautiful; I could see that from various stunning high-resolution photographs on the internet. I didn't often experience nature's charm first-hand, and I didn't have any personal reasons to protest the destruction of any particular ecosystem. There was a watershed event in how I saw natural beauty and how much I cared for it, though, and that came in the summer of 2005, when my father took me to Lake Tahoe.
	Prior to this trip, I had greatly enjoyed the atmosphere of AIR, a television show set in the summer in rural Japan. Nothing was more gorgeous, I might have told someone. The way the creators of the series handled lighting, colors, and sounds, the way they depicted the flow of a sparkling creek and the buzzing of cicadas—it was simply better than any nature I'd experienced. I approached Tahoe apprehensively. The idea of five days without internet was daunting to me at the time. My father and I stayed in a casino hotel in Stateline, a small town on the south side of the lake, just across the state border. We arrived late in the evening on a Thursday and checked into our room. My apprehension was at its worst as I tried to fall asleep that night.
	Friday morning, after a light breakfast, my father and I visited the nearest beach. It was completely unlike any other beach I'd been to. Instead of being littered with trash, it was littered with bushes and boulders. It was peppered with pines. Bluish shadows lay about in complex patterns on the hot white sand, and chipmunks scurried from brush to brush along trails of fallen needles. The sunlight reflecting off the lake's surface turned the horizon white. Breezes rippling through the pines drowned out the sound of other vacationers at the water's edge. I lay down in the sand and listened to the noises of water sloshing about on the shore, of yellow jackets zipping by in search of picnics, of dark-brown squirrels kicking up sand and dust in a hurry to get nowhere. An expansive cotton candy network of clouds blocked direct sunlight from my eyes and I gazed into the deep blue sky. It was deeper and bluer than the sky ever is over Berkeley. It looked not unlike the cloudscapes of AIR, I thought to myself, and that's the instant my heart clenched with the realization: That gorgeousness is real.
	In retrospect, it seems silly that this evaded me for fifteen years, but that's the way with these things. Aldo Leopold had been killing wolves for years before he tried thinking like a mountain. For my part, I'd been shut off from the true beauty of nature until I visited Tahoe. That one beach wasn't the only place where I felt my heart stir. There were vista points on rocky mountain trails overlooking the lake and its surrounding forests. There were dazzling rainbow-colored meadows where small lakes had once been. Everything sparkled and shone. 
	On that five-day internet-less trip to Tahoe, I realized, along with the fact that nature is beautiful, that nature's splendor could be forever lost along with its destruction. High-resolution photos on the internet don't do justice to the tangible beauty of the natural world. I didn't become an ecological crusader on that trip, but I developed a certain respect for nature, and a wish for it to not be defaced.
