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During the summer of 2011 I take the opportunity to venture up Tumamoc Hill, a 

unique ŀƴŘ ŀƴŎƛŜƴǘ ŦƛȄǘǳǊŜ ƛƴ ¢ǳŎǎƻƴΩǎ cultural and natural landscape. My 

intention is to discover and interpret its qualities. I am instructed not to disturb 

resident biology and to stay in designated areas. The Hill is the property of the 

University of Arizona. 

I am afforded this unique opportunity by Paul Mirocha through our mutual 

acquaintance, artist Cynthia Miller.  Paul is a professional illustrator and steward 

of the Hill. 

This type of project suits my artistic process well.  It involves immersion into a 

place where work is rigorously executed within a given duration.  During this 

time my thoughts and actions are focused on the site.  My attitude of approach 

is characterized by openness to what passes through my field of vision.  I do not 

need to understand why I make the subject choices I do. Later, in studio, I see 

the evidence of changed thinking in my work.  Each experience of immersion 

tangibly alters perception.  This preoccupation with perception and the creative 

impulse to manifest it visually defines what it means to me to be an Artist. 

Monday, July 25 

6-8:30 a.m. 

I waƭƪ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ άǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƪŜǊǎέΦ ά¢ƘŜ ²ŀƭƪŜǊǎέ are obviously people, not always the 

same ones, who walk the hill everyday between 5 p.m. and 7:30 a.m.  After 7:30 

the site is closed to the public.  The weather is hot and humid so I attempt to 

circumvent the summer situation with an early morning schedule.  I want to 

work with color and practice drawing from observation.  I use pastel for its 

immediacy and rich, silky quality; like drawing with paint.  I find a secluded shady 

spot facing west with a view of the Tucson Mountains.  



 

As I proceed I hear approaching steps from behind and turn to startle a service 

worker.  He lets me know that normally there are Bobcats or Javalina in the 

space I occupy.  I finish up the study and head back down to the car. 

 

That night I dream about a wizened individual on whose weathered visage I can 

see every line and wrinkle.  The dream is dominated by waves of feelings of 

intense closeness from the solar plexus and heart.  I wake up remembering the 

loss of a friend through a tragic accident; grief.  I begin the day with ease and 

ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴΣ ŀ ǎŜƴǎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎƎŜǊ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜΣ ŀ ƳƻǊŜ ά¦ƴƛǾŜǊǎŀƭέ ǇŜǊǎǇŜŎǘƛǾŜΤ ǊŜǎƻƭǳǘŜΦ 

 

 

 



Tuesday, July 26 

7:30-8:00 a.m. 

This morning I park near the base of Tumamoc in Barrio Hollywood.  I sit in my 

car with the A/C on and begin to draw the scene.  Old style columnar Italian 

cypress trees catch my eye. I remember the Italian countryside where I grew up. 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday, July 27 

6-9 p.m. 

I attend a workshop at The Drawing {ǘǳŘƛƻ ŜƴǘƛǘƭŜŘ ά{ŀŎǊŜŘ DŜƻƳŜǘǊȅέ ƛƴ ǿƘƛŎƘ 

David Kish instructs us to the relevance of geometry in the composition of 

arresting and memorable images; precious material.  I will look for this in my 

work.  The universal polygon is the dodecahedron with twelve pentagrams. I 

wonder about the frequent use of geometric shapes in petroglyphs. 

Friday, July 29 

This morning I meet Paul and his son Leo at 7.  He introduces me to the research 

facilities, Javalina hang outs and Saguaro-Palo Verde nurse guild.  

 

 



I notice bees all around us.  He indicates to an Africanized bee hive in a pipe near 

the ground. 

 

We talk about Tumamoc and its 2300 years of habitation; with foundations and 

petroglyphs, use as a surveillance site in both the past and present, its sacred 

and protected status as a research site and its importance to the neighboring 

communities as a cultural landmark and exercise hot spot.  Scientists want to 

protect the site but also find ways to maintain public interest for funding. 

The three of us continue to the summit with Paul carrying Leo in his baby pouch.  

The view of Tucson and environs is all encompassing.  Breeze keeps the heat 

down.  We continue our conversation about creating a field drawing class 

through TDS involvement and potential magazine spot.  Paul leaves and I 

continue my walk to the observatory at the south end of the summit.  I make a 

quick one hour pastel on toned sanded board of the view to the south with 

diverse monsoonal cloud forms. 

                        



I squeeze in a study of the shadows cast by a creosote.  I am sitting in the shade 

of the old observatory.  This is the only way I can work at this time of day in this 

temperature.  I rush the drawing. 

 

[ŀǘŜǊΣ ǿƘŜƴ Ƴȅ ŎƻƭƭŜŀƎǳŜ aŀǊƛŀ ŎŀǘŎƘŜǎ ŀ ƎƭƛƳǇǎŜ ǎƘŜ ǎŀȅǎΣ ά[ƻƻƪǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ 

ƳŀŘǊƻƴŜέΦ  CŜŜŘōŀŎƪ ƛǎ ƛƴǾŀƭǳŀōƭŜΦ 

During these studies I become more aware of the difference in depicting near 

and far.  Close up details contrast with the cool haze of the far distance.  There 

are countless radio repeaters and transmitters up here.  The mess of wires and 

poles make scribbly lines of linearity in the natural world.  The hill top location 

Ƙŀǎ ŀ ǎǘŀǊƪ άǳƎƭȅέ ǉǳŀƭƛǘȅ ǘƻ ƛǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǇƻŎƪŜǘǎ ƻŦ ǎǳƴ ǎǘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ōƛƻŘƛǾŜǊǎƛǘȅ ŀƴŘ 

many petroglyphs.  The ancients spent time up here. I wonder about water and 

exposure.  The white observatories and shacks remind me of Greece.  

 



Todaȅ L ƳŜŜǘ YǊƛǎǘƛƴ ǿƘƻ άǇƛŎƪǎ ǳǇ Dƛƭŀ aƻƴǎǘŜǊǎέ ŀƴŘ ǿƻǊƪǎ ŦƻǊ aŀǘǘΣ ŀ 

Herpetologist.  She is helpful and agrees to open the gate for me to drive up at 7 

each morning. 

I leave the Hill with mild heat exhaustion and travel home for a long nap.  The 

top is intense; ghosts and radiation.  I feel a sense of accomplishment.  Later, 

when I take the ŘŀȅΩǎ ǇŀǎǘŜƭǎ ǘƻ .ŀǊōΩǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŦǊŀƳŜŘΣ .ŀǊōΩǎ ŀǎǎƛǎǘŀƴǘ .Ǌƛŀƴ 

remarks favorably on the south view. He likes it, this is good. 

Monday, August 1 

7:20-11 a.m. 

This morning I drive up.  I set up on the west side of the main structure adjacent 

to some Javalina in the shade.  I have never been so close to them.  They do not 

leave but rather are curious and come to check me out, sniffing and bristling.  I 

feel intimidated and leave to explore a more eastern location with camera. 

 

This area is stark; it is rocky and barren with debris, concrete and an  

 



NGS marker.  

 

Still, I want to study the brittlebush on the west side, lit by the morning sun with 

dark volcanic ground setting off the orangey-yellow spent flower stems, so I 

return to the spot.  I end up speaking to Larry, the service worker.  He is 

informative about the Javalina. 

ά!ǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŀƎƎǊŜǎǎƛǾŜέΚ L ǿƻƴŘŜǊΦ 

άbƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƘŜŎƪƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ƻǳǘΤ ǎƳŜƭƭƛƴƎ ȅƻǳέΣ ƘŜ ǊŜǘǳrns. 

Reassured, I set up again only to hear deep grunts of what seems like irritation 

from the bushes behind me.  I appear to be blocking their access.  I move to the 

courtyard and study a smaller brittlebush with new, vibrant growth in 

compromise. 

 



Steps: 

1.  Determine format and composition 

2. Choose palette; limited split complimentary 

3. Map shapes with line, measuring relationships carefully with attention to 

negative space between branches 

4. Fill in highest highlights and darkest darks.  Pay attention to direction of 

light and cast shadows.  Emphasis on light, contrast and color 

temperature 

5. Large shapes first, then smaller shapes 

6. Final details 

7. In studio take a long look at work.  Minimal tinkering; crisping up of edges 

and emphasizing color temps. 

8. Apply some of the dayΩs solutions to previous unresolved studies. 

As I sit on the courtyard path observing said plant, a couple approaches with 

questions concerning the site. 

Visitors:  Are we allowed to be up here now? 

aŜΥ  ²ŜƭƭΧL ŘƻƴΩt think so.  You can be here between 5:30 p.m. and 7:30 a.m. I 

ƪƴƻǿΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŎƻƴŦǳǎƛƴƎΦ (Actually, there is plenty of signage at the bottom of the 

Hill). 

V: Oh, you are an artist? 

aΥ ¸ŜǎΣ LΩƳ ǎƪŜǘŎƘƛƴƎΦ 

V:  Will somebody yell at us? 

aΥ  L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ so; people do work up here though. 

V:  What is this place? 

M:  Research site for the U of A. 

V:  Oh yeah! My biology teacher told us about this place.   What goes on up 

here? 

M:  They study plants, animals and people.  Archeology, you know, for over 2000 

years. 

V:  How do they do that? 



M:  They count, monitor, dig and record data through photos and drawings.  Did 

you notice the silver cactus bands?  I think they measure swelling and shrinking. 

V: Thanks. 

M:  Bye. 

The courtyard I work in has long established imported botanicals including a 

much pruned old mesquite tree and euphorbia.  There are gravity fed water 

holding tanks and pipes strewn throughout the landscape.  Rock lichen is graphic 

and vibrant.  I am reminded of higher altitude granite landscapes and lichen 

eaters. 

 

The courtyard has other interesting architectural structures including this empty 

steel and glass greenhouse.  

 



and massive (non-native) columnar cactus 

 

It is relaxing to explore without needing to draw. My senses are alert to Javalina 

and the unexpected.  I am thankful to Paul for filling me in on the west side rock 

ŀǊǘΣ ŎŀŎǘǳǎ ƎǳƛƭŘΣ WŀǾŀƭƛƴŀ ǿŀƭƭƻǿ ŀƴŘ ŀǊŎƘƛǘŜŎǘǳǊŜΦ {ŜŜƳǎ ǘƻ ōŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿƘŀǘ LΩƳ 

interested in. 

 

This is a unique opportunity to study Javalina but they are not thrilled with my 

presence.  I have in mind ǘƻ ƻōǎŜǊǾŜ ǘƘŜƳ ŦǊƻƳ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎ ǎƻ ǘƘŜȅ ŎŀƴΩǘ 

smell me. 



Today I notice more wildlife including a large black and bright yellow oriole and a 

very small gray and yellow Virden.  Bees collect pollen from the sweet acacia 

which has the overpowering scent of roses in bloom.  A baby bunny hops across 

the path. 

 

The temperature is tolerable with sporadic cloud cover and high humidity.  Air 

conditioned buildings are refreshing and the charts and graphs on the way to the 

restroom clarify the research objectives of the site, so I learn a lot on my άpottyέ 

breaks.  I pay attention to this information after working in and from the 

landscape and especially after visitors ask me about the area.  It is this inquisition 

which heightens my perception of purposes aside from field sketching. I hear my 

ŦǊƛŜƴŘ [ƛƴŘŀΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘΣ άLƴǉǳƛǎƛǘƛǾŜ LƴǘŜǊŀŎǘƛƻƴέ ƛƴŎǊŜŀǎŜǎ ƳƛƴŘŦǳƭƴŜǎǎ 

and integration.  This experience is like a residency especially with the public 

component.  It would be beneficial to live on the Hill. This would make it possible 

for more transitional dusk, dawn and night work when wildlife emerges, ideally 

under the full moon.  

I head home for a nap, exhausted.  I am not used to being so exposed to the 

heat.  It does not suit the Northern European in me. 

Wednesday, August 3 

7-11:30 a.m. 

The first day of overcast, drizzle and COOL temps.  Wonderful!  The diversity of 

cloud forms around the hilltop is exciting and uplifting.  Rain saturates the 

ground and enriches the colors of rock and plant.  I see the site anew. 



 

I find a rocky east facing hillside area with petroglyphs which include spirals, 

circles, sticks with legs and a linear figure line peck. 

The sky is dark, moody and dramatic with sporadic Virga and rainfall all around.  

¢ƘŜ ǎǳƴΩǎ Ǌŀȅǎ ǎƘƻƻǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ clouds. 

 



I set up for a pastel sketch from this view on the steps of a shed protected from 

strong updrafts. 8-9 a.m.  Afterwards, I mosey down the road, seeing many more 

potential studies including twisted barrel, rangy ancient creosote and red tailed 

hawks hunting but I do not stop as I am determined to draw the brittlebush I 

found yesterday prevented by fear of Javalina.  This hawk pair pictured on a 

sunny day are the same hunters from today. 

 

I come back to the Javalina hang-out and brittlebush area to settle in for a study.  

I choose a bush for its balance and rhythm.  It is complex and I want to map it 

accurately.  Positive and negative shape id facilitates the process.  This is a study 

of the branching pattern of the brittlebush. 10-11:30 a.m. 



                 

.ŜŦƻǊŜ L ƘŜŀŘ ƻǳǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ L ǎǘƻǇ ƛƴ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ YǊƛǎǘƛƴ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ LΩƳ ǳǇ ǘƻΦ  Lƴ ǘƘŜ 

Ƴŀƛƴ ƻŦŦƛŎŜ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƭƛōǊŀǊȅ ǎƘŜ ǘŀƭƪǎ ǘƻ ƳŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŜǊ Ƨƻō άwrestling 

rattleǎƴŀƪŜǎέΣ LΩƳ ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎŜŘΦ  {ƘŜ ǎǘǳŘƛŜǎ ǘƘǊŜŜ ǎǇŜŎƛŜǎ in Oro Valley and travels 

out to the Barry Goldwater bombing range near Yuma.  She remarks on the 

ŘŜǎƻƭŀǘŜ ƭŀƴŘǎŎŀǇŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ άǎƘǊƛǾŜƭŜŘ ŎǊŜƻǎƻǘŜǎέΦ  ¦ƴŘŜǊ ŀ Ƙƻǘ 

sun she observes little movement in the field and so finds reptiles by following 

the tracks they leave ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘΤ ǘǊŀŎƪƛƴƎ όƭƛƪŜ ŘǊŀǿƛƴƎύΦ  Lƴ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘΩǎ ŜȅŜ L 

imagine massive numbers of lizards frolicking all night long; herds of Gila 

Monsters!  We need to make sure the scientists of the hill participate with the 

artists of the hill.  

Today I notice a change in thinking and increased interest in the Hill as subject.  

My experience has been humbling and real. 

As ŀ ǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘ ŀǊǘƛǎǘ L ƳƛƎƘǘ ōǊŜŀƪ ǘƘŜ ŘŀȅΩǎ ǎŎƘŜŘǳƭŜ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀȅΥ  CƛŜƭŘ ǿƻǊƪ 

4-5 hours a.m., inside for a break 2-3 hours to rest and recap, research and 

organize data, then field work 3-4 hours in the later afternoon, then inside for 

ǎǘǳŘƛƻ ǘƛƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŘŀȅΩǎ ŎǊŜŀǘƛƻƴǎ ŀƴŘ ŦƛƴŀƭƭȅΣ ǊŜŦƭŜŎǘƛƻƴΦ 

 

Thursday, August  

7-11:30 a.m. 

aȅ Ƴƛǎǎƛƻƴ ǘƻŘŀȅ ƛǎ ǘƻ ŎŀǇǘǳǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŎŀŎƻǇƘƻƴȅ ƻŦ ŀƴǘŜƴƴŀŜ ƻƴ ¢ǳƳŀƳƻŎΩǎ 

summit.  On the hike up I see a barrel cactus about to bloom, inspired by the 

rain, and an interesting saguaro in stages of growth and decomposition.  I am 

especially sensitive to road scars in the landscape. 


