At last, the Owens Valley gale force winds had subsided, and our plans to hike up to Franklin and Sherifa Wolff's hand built ashrama became a reality. The construction of this ashrama took place between 1930 to 1950. My dear friend Tamara had brought her dog, Riley, with her on her trip to see me in Keeler for the hiking adventure. We began our trek up to the ashrama Wednesday, April 5th. The final approach to the trailhead on the rough dirt road by car had my old 1980 Mercedes 240D working hard in 1st gear.

I was thinking of Franklin as I drove up the steep grade, negotiating my way to avoid the large rocks protruding from the middle of the dirt road. It was when I was a mechanic at the Chevrolet dealer in Lone Pine in the early 1980s that I met him. Somehow, he had heard that a Mercedes-Benz mechanic was newly employed there, which was me, and he had his personal assistant, Seth, drive him there for some repair work to his 1964 Mercedes 220S. After some discussion, I learned that Dr. Wolff was a noted philosopher, and that Seth was a graduate of the Royal College of Music in Stockholm. As Seth & I talked about various classical music composers, and as I professed my love of Franz Schubert's chamber works, Seth let loose that Dr. Wolff had a Steinway baby grand piano at his home, and that Seth also loved Schubert. At this moment, Dr. Wolff became quite animated, and begged me to come to his home and do some recitals there with Seth. So, rough plans were made for me to bring my cello with me to see what Seth and I could do. 

Dr. Wolff's home was (and still is) situated at the base of Lone Pine Peak at around 7,000 feet above sea level. I was told to arrive on one Sunday morning at ten o'clock. What I did not know was that at that time, Dr. Wolff would be giving his weekly Sunday philosophy lectures, which were usually quite deep: he was reading excerpts from his book “The Philosophy of Consciousness Without and Object” (a book he later gave me). After that was a light lunch, and after that, Seth and I did our best to perform some Schubert cello sonatas. We did them well, considering that we'd never played together before. And we received enthusiastic applause from an audience of one, Franklin Wolff. Sometimes, his granddaughter Doroethy was there too. We came to give our recitals every month or so, sometimes to an audience of guests who lingered after lunch to hear us. Dr. Wolff enjoyed these times, as did Seth and I.

Franklin passed away in 1985, and so did our Sunday afternoon recitals. A couple of years after his passing, Doroethy contacted me, telling me that she had a gift to give me. I drove up the dirt road to the Wolff home once again, and after welcoming me into the house, she gave me Franklin's favorite hat. I remembered seeing him wearing it. The old charcoal gray Dorfman Pacific fedora was a perfect fit. As it turned out, Dr. Wolff and I have the same size head: 7½. I still have and cherish his hat. I sometimes let my mind wander when I place his hat on my head, and try to imagine just where that hat has traveled, and Dr. Wolff too.
On this day, April 5th, 2017, Tamara and I hiked up to the ashrama. Although I had made this hike several times before, I had never done so while wearing his hat. I wore his hat the whole way, up the trail and down again. It was something I had been wanting to do for a long time, and on this day, I made it happen. Upon entering the ashrama, I removed his hat out of reverence. A few minutes later, I walked back outside, away from Tamara. There, in a private moment, I looked lovingly upon the ashrama that he and Sherifa had built so long ago, and still it stands. I put the hat back on, and walked again inside, keeping the hat on. At that moment, I came to realize that his hat was now, at long last, my hat. Standing near the center of the ashrama, I could feel him smiling at me, and I could hear his laughing at the crazy world beyond his time, at his and Sherifa's sacred ashrama, and with me.

I was moved by this moment. I gazed again out the windows of the ashrama, and while the views looked the same as before, they felt different, and I felt worthy of my new hat for the very first time.
