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Editors Preface

We join Cleophna following her ‘escape’ to America, 
where she alleged the discovery of the 

“Meteor Raspberry” at the end of Summer 1979.

She is joined by her parter and colleague Jason Aurum 
(referred to only as “J” in the Authors record.)

The author has described her motivation for travel to 
America with Jason as being to escape the influence of 
“The Professor”, who we learnt in the last entry of her 

Summer Field Notes to be her father.

The Autumn Field Notes begin on September 1st with 
Cleophna and Jason arriving back in New York to plan 

their next move...

Subsequent Editor’s notes can be seen in green Times 
New Roman.
Where the author has used Latin Terminology, we have 
translated in Italics.



This is the true and accurate record 
of Miss Cleophna Teece, as written in 

the years 1979-1980.1

1. The Editors cannot confirm the 
following entries to be true and accurate



SEPTEMBER 1st, 1979:
Some TIME OUT in New York.

What an unusual city. So much 
promise but it finds itself now in a 
sad condition. We have been 
given ‘Fear City’ pamphlets advising 
we don’t walk the streets after 6pm. 
However, I suspect that J remains in 
correspondance with The Professor 
and so I take that time to walk the 
streets alone, considering my 
options. It feels lonely and grey 
here - the only brightness being the 
kindness of strangers.

Like tonight, I almost walked into 
an elderly gentleman by the name of 
Chuck. Seeing my distress, he was 
friendly and conversational. He 
suggested he might know somewhere 
that would cheer me up. Inside a 
forgotten looking building on XXX and 
XXXX2 we passed through a junk shop 
lined with hundreds of open jars 
containing myriad wonderful 
aromatics. We were led in to a wide, 
opulent back-room filled with people 
chatting, drinking and playing chess.



Without me saying a word Chuck placed 
before me a dark brown bottle and 
blocks of Dark Chocolate. “Here” he 
said, “this will remind you of the 
simple joy of childhood”.

And he was right - as I took a sip 
I was reminded of happy days in the 
UK, drinking Dandelion and Burdock 
on lazy Sundays in front of a warm 
hearth and sketching the botanicals I 
had found that day.

Burdock
(drawn from 

memory)

2. Address obscured by the author.



3. ‘Fen Li’ translates as ‘seperation’ from 
Mandarin Chinese and is a homophone for ‘Pear’.
4. Obscured by the author.

Poached Pears Recipe:
2 large Pears,
1 measure Cognac
1 measure Cascara infused Vermouth
Chuck’s ‘Spiced Pear Leather’
tsp Cacao Nibs
tsp Angostura Bitters



September 3rd, 1979:
FEN LI.3

Last night I cooked for J and I one 
of my favourite dishes - Poached 
Pears - but made from a dried 
‘leather’ of pear I had never 
experienced before. Chuck gifted it 
to me, as he knew it would peak my 
fancy. All the rich cream of the 
pears I know, but with the decadent 
spice of anise, cinnamon and clove. 
I’ve no idea the origin of these 
fruit, but their flavour in extraordi-
nary.

I can’t shake the feeling J is in ca-
hoots with the Professor and so to-
night I chose to further my expedi-
tion for the XXXX4 alone. This simple 
dish was my way of saying goodbye.
I slipped out in the early hours and 
just walked the streets. Now I find 
myself in the foyer of the American 
Museum of Natural History, with 
little idea where to go, and what to 
do next, the cream sweetness of pears 
and bitterness of separation still on 
my lips.



The Carosellos Travelling ‘Home’

5. The Editors were unable to find any evidence of ‘The 
Carosello’ being in New York at this time



September 6th, 1979:
Joining the Carosello.5

Three days spent listless, cold and 
alone but now all that has changed. 
Walking without aim the sounds, 
aromas and lights of what revealed 
itself to be a travelling circus drew 
me in and has guided me to safety and 
happiness amongst its band.

The troop who call themselves the 
‘Carosello’ have taken me in with 
open arms and I find myself travelling 
down the East Coast with them. They 
have introduced me to a beverage they 
describe as “the cure for all woes”.

A combination of foraged mint, 
Bourbon Whisky, a strange Artichoke 
Amaro from their native Italy and a 
beer made from Peaches we picked up 
on our way through Georgia. 

Recipe for the Carosello:
7 part Bourbon and Peach Melba Beer
1 part Rye whisky
a dash of Artichoke Amaro
Crushed: Mint, Hazlenuts and Ice



6. The location provided appears to have been blanked 
out with a thick, dark red substance.

Form:
Complex Vine structure, fruit in 
shades of red and green.
Flavour/Aroma:
Savoury tomato, dry grape, 
herbacious, light bitterness.

Sketch in Ink of the Tomato and 
Grape Hybrid Vine.

Leaf:
Typical of 

Tomato Vine.

Fruits:
Tomato 

marbled red 
and green

Grape
Unusally 
large.

Vibrant, 
bright red



September 20th, 1979:
Discovery of the Tomato Vine Wine.

I have been amongst the glorious 
souls of the ‘Carosello’ for two 
weeks now. Having travelled now all 
the way to XXXXXXXX6 they offered 
to show me their home. For days we 
crossed dense swamp land, a truly in-
hospitable place, until it appeared. 
A dilapidated but beautiful Chateau 
in the French style rose up. Five 
floors of white stone and terracotta 
peeking out behind the thick foliage 
of green vines.

Leaning out of a top floor window I 
discovered that the vines, planted 
long ago, were a natural hybrid of 
bright red grapes and small green to-
matoes. Excited by the strange qual-
ity of this fruit I tried to explain 
to the Carosello just how unique it 
is. They simply smiled and placed in 
front of me a glass of light green 
wine they make from this extraordi-
nary specimen. Unbeknownst to them, 
these gentle people have a cultivar 
unique in the world.



7. Again, obscured by The Author.
8. The Editors could find no evidence that 
‘The Professor’ or ‘J’ were pursuing The Author.

Sketch of Apple branch, in 
Applewood charcoal.



September 30th, 1979:
Camping and enjoying the Autumnal 
Windfall.

The time came for me to leave the 
Carosello and seek in earnest the 
XXXX7 Flower, the true purpose of this 
expedition.

Again, I have set off on foot in the 
hope of evading The Professor and J8.

I have walked here now for seven days 
but the land here is kind. I have a 
full belly thanks to an abundance of 
wild apple trees who shed their boun-
ty so freely at this time of year.

I’m sitting here now, with a smoky 
campfire of Applewood crackling away, 
snacking on apples and wild corn 
‘popped’ on the fire – and it’s 
beautiful.



Details of flower and seed for 
identifying Wild Carrot.



October 13th, 1979:
Finding the Wood For The Trees.

Three weeks into my trek and I’ll ad-
mit that I have struggled to find food 
and sources of water recently. There 
has been no rainfall, the land is 
frozen, and foraging has proven lit-
erally fruit-less.

For all my struggle and endeavour, I 
realise that I simply could not see 
the ‘wood for the trees’.

I am surrounded by old Silver Birch, 
whose trunks I have tapped for their 
water, which tastes sweet like Maple 
Syrup. Around my feet are the shoots 
of wild carrots and with the little 
corn left in my satchel I can 
continue my journey.



October 15th, 1979:

I believe that J and the Professor 
have caught my trail. I awoke late 
today, went to harvest my Birch Wa-
ter and when shrouded in the trees I 
heard voices.

Two men were rummaging through my 
camp. They were too far away to defi-
nitely identify them, but I saw them 
take several sheets of my Field 
Notes. Fortunately I had all my 
essentials in my back-pack, so I 
could flee quietly.

I believe my best course of action is 
to head in to the barren lands of the 
Texan desert, surely, they will not 
follow me there.9

*
Form:
Dark green flesh. Berries have tough 
white skin with a red seeded center.
Flavour:
Red Pepper, Cucumber, Raspberry, 
White Chocholate.



October 21st, 1979:
Discovery of the Cactus Berry.*

I engaged the services of a guide to 
cross the Chihuahuan Desert, with the 
aim of hitting an oasis, not on any 
map but known to a rare few. A small 
self-sustaining settlement has ris-
en around the oasis, and I had heard 
rumours of an interesting plant that 
allows them to live in this area.

The plant is a berry producing cac-
tus, which the locals turn in to a 
drink as a cure-all and celebratory 
beverage.

The plant is unnamed by the locals 
but revered, to a theastic degree. 
The town elder warned me of consum-
ing the beverage as an outsider, but 
welcomed me to do so if I was open to 
the risks.

I’ve never been accused of being 
risk-averse, so here we go...

9. The Editors could find no evidence the persons in 
question were those referred to by the Author.



10. The Editors note that The Authors state of mind, 
following her experimentation with the ‘Cactus Berry’ 
was unknown at this time. 

Memories(?) of the Diner



October 23rd, 1979: 
Dreaming(?)10 of Home Comforts.

I awoke yesterday disoriented and as far 
as I could tell, in the middle of the 
Chihuahuan Desert. Not a soul, a plant, 
or sign of civilization in sight. That is 
until I spotted the Diner, in a spot I 
would swear was empty moments before. 

The Diners interior was not what I 
expected - lace curtains, oil paintings 
of the Yorkshire Dales and doilies coated 
the room.

An elderly woman greeted and seated me 
with a generous smile and warm gesture. 
As I slid in to the red leather booth, 
without a word exchanged the woman placed 
in front of me a steaming hot bowl of 
rhubarb crumble with lashings of custard 
and a perfect cup of Earl Grey Tea.

The familial warmth and comfort soon put 
me in a deep, dark sleep.

Awaking today, my head nestled on a sand-
bank - no Diner in sight, just a dense 
woodland, it seems that without knowing 
how I have reached the edge of the 
desert.



Quick sketch in pen of the 
Scandivarians Cabin

11. The Editors believe they were able to find 
‘The Gentleman’ based on the information and sketch 
provided by The Author. However he refused to com-
ment.



November 1st, 1979:
Meeting the Scandivarian.

I have been walking through this 
woodland now for over a week. Fortu-
nately there are scatterings of 
Rosehips, Cranberries and Cherries, 
which I have been foraging along the 
way. 

I was drawn by the aroma of a wood 
fire to a log cabin, nestled amongst 
the trees. I was welcomed inside by a 
gentleman who spoke little, but 
offered me a nip of his own Aquavit, 
as well as a Gin created from the 
very botanicals I had been carrying 
with me. We shared this over slices 
of Black Forest Chocolate Cake and 
stories of the woodland. 

I explained to the man why I was lost 
in the woods, and the little I knew 
about the rare flower that is the 
purpose of this expedition. Kindly, 
he reassured me that all would be 
well, and that tomorrow he will lead 
me back to the relative safety of 
civilization.11



Elderberry



November 3rd, 1979:
Arrival at Lammas.

The gentleman true to his word walked 
me to the edge of a small, quaint and 
typically American town.

I was delighted to discover they were 
holding a Harvest Festival which they 
call “Lammas”.

The town was lined with Elder Trees 
heavy with Elder Berries, and bees 
flitted around busy at their work.

I tried the local specialities, 
Elder Berry Juice, and their 
Elderflower Honey, surrounded by the 
heady aroma of the fallen autumn 
leaves.

And more excellent news, I met a 
young couple who agreed to allow me 
to join them on the long drive to the 
West Coast.

The Professor and J could 
not feel further away.



Nevada ‘Late-Harvest’ Strawberry



November 11th, 1979:
A Town Called Strawberry.

Along Nevada State Route 892 we 
stopped in a ‘Ghost Town’ known 
simply as Strawberry. There once 
stood here 12,000 trees and enormous 
fields of strawberries.

Now though the land is abandoned, 
barren, but beautiful in it’s own 
way. Among the scrub we found a few 
hardy strawberries still 
perservering, despite the cold. The 
fruit was sweet, rich, and 
decadent - somewhere between 
Strawberry Jam and a cold bottle 
of sweet wine, with hints of stone 
fruit.

Sitting in the cold, crisp, still 
air, tasting these remarkable and 
resilient fruits was a rare treat.



Editors Note.

This book represents the 2nd of 4 Field Notes penned by 
the Author leading up to her disappearance at the end 
of May 1980. The notes and accompanying content in 
Book 1 were recovered by Jason and submitted to the 
Editors for publication.

The 3rd book covers the period of 1st December – 27th 
February 1979 and will be available from Below Stairs 
Publishing from 1st December 2021.

Brambles and Blackberries



November 27th, 1979:
In the Bramble By XXXXX12 Sea.

After months of travel, I have finally 
arrived on the West Coast.

The last week I have been following 
a Bramble lined water course that 
started as a small stream, grew in 
to a wide river, and finally decended 
over a cliff in to the great body of 
water that stretches beyond sight and 
imagination.

The salty, peaty aroma of the sea air 
lies heavy alongside the late season  
Blackberries and bright anise aroma 
of the brambles.

I believe I have escaped the clutches 
of J and The Professor - next I head 
XXXXXXXXX12,in honest pursuit of the 
XXXXXXXX12 flower.

12. Obscured by The Author.
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