Boxing Week In Vancouver
(December, 2007)

[UPDATE: May, 20130 As | gradually go back over my old travelogues,
adding additional comments in boldfaced enclosed in brackets to expand on what was originally said. |1 81 | al so add
additional scanned photos to enhance the original travelogues.]
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Website image of central Vancouver, British Columbia
Twenty-one years ago my brother Steve and | took a road trip across Canada. Our ultimate destination was Vancouver, which
was hosting a waxpolBaltldasyear. aNerhad @ grkak tend at the fair and saw a lot of fascinating sites all over western
Canada. However, while we spent a lot of time there, we saw almost nothing of Vancouver itself. It seemed like a pleasant city,
though, and 1 6dve al way sckiha placesodtintmore detail. Bhisgdar | decided to take the train out west during
the week bet ween Chrdasdpayasongarvisittoleawm aXleaddrs6 west ern metropol i s.

Il visited this year was quite a bit differenthert han

0o be Vancouverds debut as a tr ubRl CenturgWaadouver lodksyand a n d
i ke New York or Tokyo than Seaffastpbaced, Pedglyahnd festtd

r is a place 16d particularly <car enicégetaay.ve, but it

LEADING UPd The 2007 Holiday Season

Friday the 21% was a very foggy day, so almost the second school dismissed at 2:15 | dashed out to my car and headed out
on my way. Ités a fair hike from Alorghpanal wanted tmgo asmushtoethat tipas Igauld et 6 s
in daylight. | made it as far as New Hampton before it started getting dark. It was also right at freezing at that point, and from there on
the roads were just a bit on the slippery side. | managed to make it all right, though, arriving well before Margaret had expected me.

Margaretédés big news this fall is a sunroom she hasbuib@ndl t o]
downsized) the old deck, which was rapidly falling down on its own, and the new sunroom extends out from what was built as (but
never actually served as) the main door to her | iving r oarkably It

spacious. She had a tree set up in there for the holidays, and it was really quite lovely. [The sunroom remains one of the nicest
features of Margaretods home. ]



In the process of building the sunroom, Margaret also updated her electric connections, and the construction process gave her

a motivatontosor t t hrough a | ot of things that had been accumul ating.
and shebés working on cleaning things up in the basement, too.
|l 6d see a |l ot of Margaretods house tohveenr Itdhde innetxetn dfeedw d aWes , e sds

northeast lowa was buried in sixteen inches of snow, with sheet ice covering the roads south of there. It was a pretty snow, like the
kind they make with painted corn flakes on a TV Christmas special. It was especially pretty (and felt kind of strange) when we sat in
the sunroom and could see the snow falling below us. [That is a strange feeling.]

I was amused on Sunday when we went down to shovetwitoshdvelsMar g :
though there was a | ot of snow to move. After a whil e aMamarétghbo
had me hide indoors while she played the fidamsel ileiwacedainly tcoulehaved an
finished the drive ourselves, it was a lot quicker to have the neighbor doit. [ Mar gar et 6s house really is ve
winter. Fortunately the nearby farmer has beemn pveeapyl egpso dnetiag hib
though, and as she gets older, though, | do worry about her being so far from town.]

When we heard travel was not recommended anywhere in eastern lowa (and many roads were literally closed) we decided to
wait another day beforeat t empti ng to go down to John and Janetds, where weod
time by making cookies and candy, both from old stand-by recipes and ones no one in the family had ever tried before. In the latter
category were some bars with a shortbread base, topped with pecans and soaked in a honey-based caramel sauce. They were simply
out of this worl d. Somewhat | ess successful was our att@aerite t o
House in the Big Woods. The idea of making hard candy by boiling molasses into a syrup and pouring it over snow seemed straight-
forward enough. Unfortunately the melting snow added additional water, and that kept the candy from setting up right. The flavor was
okay, but the consistency was somewhere between taffy and slime. [ We wer e foll owing a recipe in a of
Margaret owns,butapparently we didndt boil it long enough. ]

| al so spent a | ot of t h eadthrougtea variety oMeliday daolks she had (lile thd Chrisgmas bodk r e
from the Little Golden Books series that our Grandma Fishel had given Mar gar et back in the early 6
planning materials for the trip | was about to take. | 8d printed out reams of materi al (
time to sift through any of it. One advantage of the snow was that it gave me a chance to look through things. [These days | tend to
print less stuff when I travel, though | still scour at least as many websites as | did for this trip. Instead of printing, | save the
things | want as .pdf files, which | can look at on a laptop or on my Kindle e-reader.]

On Monday the two of us went eo@s tarJoWwhkddivet Wepeobablgaould have Mar g
made it driving separately, but after seeing literally dozens of cars in the ditches along highway 20, | was justasgladIlwas ndét dr i vi
own vehicle. Mar gar et aftlythe dameatime as my lothar Paullandhhis family. a[This evasaind of funny. |
remember us pulling up literally one right after the otherd completely unplanned.] Janet had made delicious soups for dinner,
and we spent the afternoon talking and getting re-acquainted with one gar;g;hg_r.

John and Janet live across the
street from Maquoket
and it seemed as convenient to go there as
anywhere for Christmas Eve services. In
retrospect, | think all of us would have rather
gone almost anywhere else. My niece
Rachel said they needed to decide whether
they wanted to do a modern service or a
traditional service,
There were elements of both, but neither
was done well. The service was simply
dreadful. This is one of those churches
where they donét use
project the words (but not the music) to the
hymns on a screen via a PowerPoint
presentation. [This is a pet peeve of mine,
and ités a problem b
Apraise ' ineso suche
unfamiliar to people (like me) who are
used to hymnals. With music | could at
least figure out the tune, but with just
words ités much more

! -
A view of the sacred screen at Easter (from the Maquoketa First United Methodist

Church) [NOTE: Another issue | have with modern churches is ministers who
insist on calling themselves fPa

They also projected many (but not all) of the other elements of the service, and everything in the church was oriented so it
facedthescreen, rather than the altar. Our family took to joking a
the congregants than anything else in the church.



[From time to time there have been people who have wanted to introduce more modern forms of worship in my own

church. Fortunately (at | east from my perspective) none of tho:
they will, either, because any screen or si mil achitécaiiegfiourab0-yeao r s hi
old sanctuary. About the onl vy g oaidnted wayshipésrthat itlréduces cbstsaby dlimiating s c r
hymnals and (sometimes) bulletins. Otherwise it just seems to be a needless use of technology.]

We even saw part of a movie on the sacred screen. Part of the sermon involved an anecdote from the A Christmas Story, the
movie where an annoying little kid wants a BB gun for Christmas. After telling us pretty much the entire plot of the movie, the minister
showed a portion that he had downloaded on the computer (which almost certainly violated copyright, but no one seemed to care).
Since wedd pretty much been watching the s crneeanvhen it $wiched to@mevie.t [A me ,
short clip from the movie mighthave been considered fAfair useo by copyright stal
mi nutes |l ong and would definitely be pushing things. Li ke most
myself. One of the clearest violations was showing a video of an episode from an old telecourse in my Statistics classes. |
recently found that the course was available on DVD and for down
to do things legally, | checked on what the cost of the license would be and was utterly shocked to find that it would cost $45
per studenté wi t h a maxi mum of $1, 000 each semester. The show was pro
that they would still be charging that kind of money for it. Since they are, | decided it was wise not to continue showing it, so |
instead created a PowerPoint of my own that explores the same topics but uses only brief citations from the original.]

What bothered me mostabout t hi s service was that it[fdTeatby dexdondt ysmyi i
most church services in this genre. While they claim to fAprai ¢
Instead they seem to be all about giving those in attendance a positive self-image.] Indeed, there was almost nothing in the
entire service you could even pretend to call a prayer. They read from the Bible, sang some hymns, and had an endless childre n 6 s
message, but we never got around to praying. [l have this issue with the current minister at my church, too. While most of his
service is very traditional, real prayer seems a bit alien to him.] Nor did the minister ever imply that Christmas should mean

anything special tous orthat we shoul d change our |ives in any way because of
goodwi I | message at the holidays, but there was none of tbhat.
religion. Peoplewant their religion to make them feel good, but they donbd

Christmas Day was quite a bit more enjoyable than
Christmas Eve. We opened presents, had a delicious
dinner, and spent most of the day just sitting around visiting.
My brother Steve couldnét b
rest of us could have a nice visit with him as well. One of
ourmosti nteresting diversions
crackerso. For qguite a fev
pulling British crackers at the holidays, and we had three
different sets of them this year. This year Margaret had
gotten a set o f p rci rzaecskoe rvee rweh
tuned to the notes of an octave. The whistles were
number ed, and they had fAmus
consisted of series of numbers for the whistles playing in
sequence. We had great fun with the toys, and a couple of
the songs didndét ev drhis wasuund
and something all of us in the family still remember
years later.]

The group of us teachers spent the morning of the
26"sitting around Johnds f ami
the morning we made our way up to Dubuque, where we
joined Janet for lunch at a
Bites. The place is apparently owned by a Mormon family,
and while the food was good, it was strange to see a mostly

1 > A historic décor complemented by advertising for Mitt

John, Paul, and Rachel Burrow Romney. (Inside my coat | had a Barack Obama button, but

with their fAcracker crowns 0 ¢lrestrained myself from putting it on in the place.) [l was
Christmas Day, 2007 one of the earliest Obama supporters, and I still like our

President now that heds i nt ocrittizes fremetioeaight fort beingntoo libevsh if dngthiny ¢ gees him as
abitofasellout whoobés too quick to compromise with the conservatives.
governor of mostly Democratic state) was even in the race in 2008, since it was McCain who ended up being the Republican
nomi nee. ltdés interesting that it was Romney (in a much more
President in 2012.]

Margaret and | stopped at Hy-Vee in Dubuque to buy gas. We then made our way out of town and back up to her place.
That 6s when my trip really began.



Wednesday, December 26, 2007
Decorah, lowa to Northwest Minnesota via Winona

I quickly transferred my stuff from Mardg aar eftadlss eT rsatcakretr [teoa v
There had been a bit more snow since wedd |l eft, which haddicept b
and | slid badly on it as | attempted to back out and turn around. Margaret 6 s ol d car was parked at the ec
it as | pulled out.

| did manage to make it to the road, but that was just the beginning. Margaret lives at the bottom of a very steep gravel road,
one that had not been plowed since the mo s t recent snowfall. ltéds not easy to get u
road are the reason Margaret has a four-wheel drive vehicle. [Her new car is not four-wheel drive, and | gather she was stuck at
home more than once this winter.] | shifted into first, gunned the engine, and managed to get a good start. Unfortunately | had to
stop again partway up the hill. There was a pick-up stuck there, blocking the road. The truck belonged to the pastor of Glenville

Church, a Lutheranpar i sh just a couple miles away on the main road. The m
he got stuck on the way out. He asked me to get into the truck, shift it into low, and gun the engine while he pushed. It was a struggle,
but we managed to get the truck up to the top of the hill. | said a little prayer and got my car up there, too. The rest of the gravel is

mostly downhill, and while it was slippery, going slowly in low gear | made it through all right.

Once | got to pavement (Old Stage Road), | made fairly good time, though there were still some slick spots in places where
trees blocked the road from wind. | made my way over to Waukon, where | stopped for a car wash and to use the restroom. From

Waukon | followed highway9 east to Lansing, where | turned and went up highw
was in New Albin was. The only time | distinctly remember was twenty-five years ago, when my college friends Rusty Martin and Kris
Baughman were marri e d . Rusty and Kris have been divorced | ongewventhohgatn t h
about that wedding. |l &m not sure | 6d recognize e-mahés wftmyRakd
on them. (Hedés wor ks for tdhnesurprseva all ®¢hose of usavho knew Rim in thg past.) [Doing this revision
prompted me to do an online search for Kris Baughman. (Kris never changed her name when she and Rusty married.) . Most
ofther esul t s | sifted through were actually about a boy from Ut ah
across a Facebook page that 1 6dm pretty sure was for the woman of
livesintheKansasCi t y area, and sheds | ooiksilndg trhaetshee rd afiyesa.r]t h mot her

The roads got a bit more slippery as | entered Minnesotad s t i | | nothing dangerous, budedtdgr ea

be careful on the curves. | made my way up to Winona, where | stopped to buy gas at Dino Mart, a Sinclair convenience store that had
gasoholfor$2.899. [ Mi nnesota now has the distinction of having Americads
gallon of gas in Winona sells for $4.19°, which is even pricier than itis in Honolulu. By compari son, %in Algeananow
| still had quite a bit of time to kill, so | had dinner at a Perkins in Winona. Perkins is a 24-hour breakfast place, and it was actually the
breakfast menu | ordered from. The service was slow, but the ham and eggs with rye toast were really quite good. The meal was
supposed to come with hash browns, not that | really needed them. They forgot to bring them, though, and when | complained | got a

substantial discount on my meal . Since | wasnodt foethistrp;tHatywasrdefihitely anggod way to startrthéngs.

I stopped at a Wal greends st o$wedish gingdr copkiesamdrgea rslniacc kasn d( shpeerch ffilc:
Fl at zo) tthettrail. ) Waéagtreenbds i s al most always a good place to buy s
most grocery or convenience stores.] | al so picked up some scissors and a comb. |

lost somewhere in my car. Fortunately at 49¢ another would hardly break me.

| thought | remembered exactly how to get to the Winona station. However | made a couple of wrong turns and ended up right

back at the Walgreends | 6d j ust ndeeng dround Winona, mever onceafibding & sigh ithdttsade n m

AAmtrako. Eventually | did find the station, though, and | stil
Winona is where they switch train crews for the Empire Builder, so the stationis f ul | of crewmen. Ther e

deals with customers, though, and he was extremely overworked this evening. The man managed to check me in, and he also sold me

a ticket for a future trip 10811 bueh smogdek tripn foom Wimona tb Milwaukee.) Theg man noted h a t

that the computer said the train was due in on ti me. H othraewa® r , ¢

likely not actually the case.

| called Margaret and then settled into one of the old fashioned wooden benches in the station. | started reading through
Di c k é&rChriétmas Carol and watched the attendant check in numerous other people. Most notable was an elderly woman in a
wheelchair. Amtrak trains are not really handicap accessible, but they did their best to accommodate her. The man explained that
theydéod take the woman out to the platform in an electriaoaogcant ah
be riding in to herdesti nat i on. That destination happened to be Minot, Nor t
travel between Winona and Minot; for two irrelevant cities they carry a surprising amount of traffic.

Since Winona is where the new train crew originates, the new conductor was in the station. Around 7:30 he took tickets and
passed out seat tags to all the passengers. We learned the train was in LaCrosse at that point, and that it should be arriving in Winona



at 8:090 twenty minutes late. Around 8:00 the station attendant pushed the handicapped woman out to his cart, and at 8:05 the
conductor marched the rest of us out to the platform. The train did arrive precisely when announced, and the conductor directed us to
two different coaches, both of them in the front section of the train (the part bound for Seattle, as opposed to Portland).

This was a full train. There were no more than a handful of empty seats in the car | was directed to, all of them singletons
next to occupi e dursthosetofsus assighedl to this caefilled yp literally every seat available, both upstairs and down. |
found a seat on the aisle near the middle of the car, just in front of the steps that lead down to track level. My seatmate was a woman
who livedint he Chicago suburbs but was originally from North Dakot a.
by side. While the woman was not unpleasant, she and | said almost nothing to each other the entire trip.

[One of my least favoritethings about Amtrak is that they normally dondét as
for an empty seat on a nearly full train and then feel t hat y ou
theydd do I|i ke airl idingmssésdaiedamspecific seate Thep daim that with all the pairs of cities people
travel between, thatodéds i mpossible, but 16d think in the computer

We left Winona at 8:20, one of numerous needlessly lengthy stops the train would make on its way westward. | spent much of
the first leg of the trip reading the local newspaper. The big news in southeast Minnesota was about drinking problems at Winona State
University. Apparently WSU is one of the top ten schools nationwide for binge drinking. | was intrigued that the article mentioned a

concept Mar gar et and | had seen on a TV news-pmpepgingduri MApptahen
common practice among coll egz gdiudgegdht beftmr ggett hedlya md adkc dwt for a
Needl ess to say, when they get drunk before they even fdofofmorei al |
alcohol-related problems. Students apparently al so cal igamkebs fipreistinguish it from t he
drinking. ltds not Ilike itds really anything nedvwith similar eesutsnabde r p

consequences. | gather it may be more common now than it used to be, though.

We arrived in Red Wing at 9:15. A family of four that was seated in two rows across the aisle exited there. The car attendant
warned, though, that no one should change seats, as every single seat would be needed for passengers boarding at Minneapolis.
When possible Amtrak tries to reserve pairs of seats for couples traveling together, which certainly makes sense.

They pad the Amtrak schedule at various points, and that padding allowed us to get into Minneapolis (the station is actually
just off University Avenue in St. Paul) essentially ontme. [ I n 2013 theydére actually moving the
historic station in downtown St. Paul. Next year a new light rail line will provide a direct connection to Amtrak from the whole
metro area.] The previously empty seats were filled by a group of twenty-something black people who were extremely loud and
somewhat vulgar. They kept talking and laughing until well after midnight, which made it more than a bit of a challenge to sleep.

I'téds not exactly easy topaidtiepuloar lay twhaeém y oou @meg ce@rvetnie ai sl
know and are trying to avoid disturbing. | found the most comfortable position was with the seat upright and my head down on my

knees. When the seat attendant passed out pill ows, dlhprobablydidght
l ook that way, but 1 6ve never be e%he gohorerlywchnoerned akoatdne and edlly seemedgquite n s e
upset that | hadnoét reclined the seat fully. I ¢ an 0 tticadyydifferent p o s
with the seat back, and i n that dpabostibtimpiognintolmy deatimaiev §Andiherethingd disliket a n t
about Amtrak is that they donodt have armrests between the seats
passenger his own personal space. Wintruldioguon my reigmbor.] Thisfwayeshe ahdil Wweee | 6 m
on separate levels, where we were less likely to disturb one another. | tossed and turned all night, awakening whenever there was a

stop and often when there wasnoffrest,though.di d manage to get at | east

Thursday, December 27, 2007
Northwest Minnesota to Northern Idaho

We got back behind schedule overnight and were quite a bit behind by the time we got to Grand Forks. Just past there,
around 7am | declared it morning. It was still veryd ar k , but | decided it was pointless to
really start coming up until 8:15, when we were near Rugby, North Dakota, and it was not truly light until 9:00. Being both at the
western end of the time zone and further north, day really does come very late here.

| had intended to listen to audiobooks while | was traveling. | had packed enough books on tape to occupy hours on the train,
and | had purchased a Walkman® personal tape player with headphones so | could listen without disturbing others. It may seem odd,
but |l 6ve never owned such a thing. When they first camepricadt (r
|l 6ve also never much cared f or h etahdepyh osneeesm t oT hiesyodlraet eu niciosnifeonretrasb | f
is no longer an issue now that tape players have all but been replaced by I-pods and the like. Even the Sony name brand was well
under $20. So | figured |kéMhadtgbewecasonableavaytta pgss theatime.l i st eni ng to boo

Unfortunately, while | had the audiobooks and the walkman®wi t h  mer, gdtétdend t o pack the headp
entertain myself with more traditional diversions. Mostly | read. | finished A Christmas Carol and then read the book Dove. Dove is an



autobiographical account by Robi
older you may remember reading about Graham in the National

Geographic. Back in the 660s he b
to sail around the world alone. It would probably be illegal for him to

attempt such a trip today, and his parents would probably be

arrested for letting him try it
though, and his account of it made an interesting read. (I found out

later the book is manly recommended to middle school boys. Its

vocabulary is certainly |l ess c¢h.
embarrassed to say it interested someone several times the age of

its recommended audience.)

[Graham would have been 16 at the time of his
adventure in 1965, and i f he ma
wel fare would be all over his p
hard to believe the trip was allowed to set off on the trip. The
journey took literally years to complete, with long pauses along
the way and various land adventures. In the middle of the
journey Graham (then 18) married his girlfriend, who had flown
to South Africa to join him. \

- \ still married all theseyear s | at er . For deca
[he true story of living a fAback to natureo |if
a 16-yenr-old boy §§ ' apparently wrote another book (Home Is the Sailor, which is

now out of print) about his life after sailing around the world.]
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| had packed eighteen bottles of fruit juice (some orange,

‘”‘"‘"“"‘}“""""l" some apple, and some fdAmixed fru
to discover adven H-C fruit punch. 1 6d periodical
and | cookies and pretzel snacks | 06d

were much cheaper than food would have been in either the diner or
the lounge. The lounge had orange and cranberry juice available.

ROBIN LEE GRAHAM

The bottles were slightly | arge
TN 7Tr 1 3 they should have been at $2. 75st
WITH DEREK L:l: "__,L $3.29 at K-Mart. Pretty much everything else in the lounge was
e momble Tt o stk T et similarly overpriced. The only thing | actually bought there on the
= Washingjou Fugt . way out was coffee. At $1.75 it was no bargain either, but being a

long-time caffeine addict, it was more or less a necessity. : M n ' D :

The coffee Amtrak served was supposedly from Green Mountain Roasters and

boasted that it was certified organic (one of the more meaningless terms in the food

industry) and fione of the worl dodés besttoo n‘.‘ l n:n
weak. | actually preferred some coffee | picked up from a vending machine in the

station in Minot. For 90¢ | got more coffee, and it was strong enough to have flavor. |

also bought a couple of newspapers in Minot, and reading them from cover to cover

also helped to pass the time.

| traded seatmates at Minot. The woman from Chicago left, and | moved over
to the window seat. The aisle seat was soon taken by a mother whose two girls were
on the other side of the aisle. = They were just taking a short trip over to Williston.
Theydd apparently been to Minot on a sh
gotten for Christmas. Apparently they
When the woman called her husband to let them knowwhen t heydd be
station, she told him they wanted to stop at J.C. Penney in Williston on the way home.

| did something 16d never done bedb
sent a text message on my cell phone. While the kids | teach seem to forever be
itextingod each other, | 6ve never before
was able to text Margaret (with the messages sent to her e-mail account) to let her know
where | was as the trip progressed. Each text message used only one-third of a minute FETE IR T EE 2 5 it W -
on my cell phone, and the messages coul
reception range (which is often true in places like North Dakota and Montana) it would
send them as soon as it recognized a signal. | texted Margaret mostly because she had an easy to remember e-mail address. Before
another trip, I ma-ypailstaltite lish ih theephongp ¢ d pldé @s d® t hat, and |1 6ve also tex
phones. | n addition | 6ve wused text messages to notify students of
someone who uses my cell phone alot, but | am glad to have it these days.]

Empire Builder logo



Minot is more or less where the Midwest ends
and the West begins. It got noticeably drier west of
there, and the landscape got significantly rougher. There
had been general snow cover all the way through Minot,
but it got lighter and somewhat patchy west of there.

We got into Williston at 12:30 Central Time.
Williston is almost on the Montana border, and the
Mountain Time Zone begins just west of there. We
turned over several passengers at Williston, and | got a
new seatmate. He was a young man named Derek who
played basketball at a college in Bismarck, about three
hours southeast of Williston. His destination was Shelby,
Montana, which is in the foothills of the mountains clear
across the state. [This stood out because at the time
my church was in the process of searching for a new
minister, and one of the candidates was an Asian
woman originally from Boston who happened to end
up at a church in Shelby.] His girlfriend would be
picking him up there, and
near Helena, about 150 miles south of t her e
> : S e spending pretty much the whole day getting there. | had

The Empire Builderi f r om Amt rakos webs gpjce chatwith the guy as he waited for the conductor to
come around to take tickets. Once he had the seat check, he went back to the lounge and spent pretty much the whole afternoon
working on his computer. (There are no electric plug-i ns i n most Amtr ak coaches, 0 welhbeford W
anyone cared about such thingsd so the lounge is the only practical place to use a laptop.) [This has changed. These days pretty
much every Amtrak coach has been renovated t diorhmmogtdraips|tooggh] at t he

Having the basketball player go back to the lounge essentially gave me a single seat for most of the day. | alternated between
reading, people watching, and staring out the window. My brother Steve may disagree with me, but frankly eastern Montana strikes me
as one of the wugliest places | 6ve ever been. I t 6rg lamdn Everg fifteed | vy d
mi nutes or so wedd come to a ratty Ilittle town with gravledd shaws
thought | was in Nevada from all the little cement block gambling halls.

Almost all the way westward the old Great Northern Railroad (now the BNSF or Burlington Northern Santa Fe) parallels U.S.
highway #2. Through most of Montana this highway is absolutely empty. | saw fewer than a dozen vehiclesd exclusively pickup
truckso a | | af t er n otame.shouldertess soadawittt avspeed limit of 70mph. Even the fastest traffic went about the same
speed as the train, though.

Across the aisle from me through most of Montana was a couple that consisted of a college baseball player and his anorexic
girlfriend. They probably should have booked a sleeper for all the making out they did on the trip. There was nothing they did that was
really inappropriate in public( 1 6d be seeing that | ater on, once | grs thoughpandtizen c o u v
were definitely the people all the people-watchers in the car were watching. [ | t 6s i nteresting that | dondt
as | write this revision. | guess they were a bit less memorable than | thought.]

In the middle of the afternoon many of the sleeping car passengers made their way to the diner for a complementary wine and
cheese tasting. They didndt have that feature when Mar gariet an
addition. [We did experience something similar when we took the City of New Orleans train a few years later] Ther e j ust i
lot of interest on the day-trip through Montana, and an event like that would break things up.

The afternoon service stop in Montana is at Havre, a surprisingly important little city that is literally in the middle of nowhere
just south of the border between Saskatchewan and Alberta. We were 1% hours behind schedule getting into Havre, but we still stayed
in the station over half an hour while they emptied the toilets and restocked the diner. | picked up the local papers and was amused
that they still had the Bear Paw Bulletin and TidBits, both of which are basically shoppers wl
and pieces of trivia. | entertained myself on the way to Portland by reading through those publications, and | did so again this
afternoon.

The Areal 0 | oc davre Dalywewsa fler nearly & page with an AP article speculating the outcome of the lowa
caucuses. (Their prediction that Hillary Clinton would win in a squeaker turned out to be dead wrong. [Especially on the Democratic
side, the caucuses are all about organization, which was what led Obama to victory.]) The big statewide story was that a
Bozeman man had recently climbed Mt. Everest. The top local story was about a Hispanic man who had rescued an elderly deaf man
from a burning building.

There was another local story that would also be of at least minimal interest back home. The Havre Regional Airport (one of
those places that makes Mason City seem important) was switching carriers. The new operator (which will provide two flights a day to
Denver) is Great Lakes Aviation. Great Lakes, which normally does business as United Express, was founded in Spencer, lowa. The



|l akes they refer to aren6t Superior and Eri e, but the stismamedodi e
after. Spencer no longer has passenger air service, but Great Lakes still services its planes there. A fair number of the students |

teach at ILCC end up working for them. [Now that Delta has abandoned small airports, Great Lakes is again serving lowa. It is

they who now provide service out of Mason City.]

| was also reminded of my ILCC job when | walked to the restroom and noticed the person immediately behind me. He was a
college boy. He was apparently a high school student enrolled in a college credit math course, and he was doing his homework on the
train. (Why he had homeworkovert he hol i days | dondt know, but he had tons of it
calculator and the sketches he had made on graph paper, | 6d be:
numerical analysis or college algebra. He certainly worked hard at it, which made me wonder whether he was bright and really liked
the material or whether he was really struggling to understand it [most likely the former].

We had spent the entire day crossing one of the flattest, driest parts of America, and just as it got to be sunset there were
finally mountains in sight. While we only got a glimpse of the Rockies, it really was a spectacular sunset. All the bright reds and
oranges made me wonder if there had been forest fires somewhere that were polluting the air.

At 6pm we got into Shelby, only forty minutes behind schedule. The basketball player left the train, and | could see him on the
platform greeting his girlfriend with one of those pick-her-u p  h u g & exped to&ee in the movies. The baseball player and his
girlfriend also left at Shelby, as did several other passengers. The only noteworthy new passengers were a mother and her two sons.
The mother wore a fur stole, which is not the sort of thing you normally expect to see in the coach section of a train. She smoked like a
chimney, racing to the platform at every stop that promised to be longer than a minute or twod whether or not it was designated as a
smoke break. Her sons were extremely well behaved, but they had a rather melancholy look to them and they spoke in quavering,

holl ow voices. Indeed the younger sonds voice was al moEsnergencd.ent i
That was right when child abuse was just beginningtoberecogni zed, and the boy on the TV show
child syndromebo. I have no reason to believe these chil btebmut had
them.

The younger boy was seated next to a college-aged girl who was traveling out to Seattle to visit friends. He asked the girl to
guess how old his mother was. That would be a hard question, since she had peroxide hair and wore far too much make-up, but she
also had the prematurely old face of someone who has smoked her whole life. The girl politely guessed the mother to be not much
ol der than she herself was, and bot h tthwo ,h no tshaeird atnhde thbhoey ,b ofiyb ubte as
pretty. o He went atractive hisl mother wasbao ubt e ahuotwy | must confess | real ly
conversation to overhear.

Before | ong we entered Glacier National Par k. I't was epthet c h
curves and grades, so | could definitely tell we were in more rugged country. Out of boredom as much as anything, | went back to the
|l ounge, where | bought a can of Pepsi ($2), mostly becwiedgotthet wa

can home safely, when | took it out to school, a gust of wind caught a hold of it while | was getting out of my car, and it became litter
rather than a collectible.

We reached the tiny town of Essex at 8:40pm. Essex is home to the Izaak Walton Inn, which has an Amtrak stop right outside
its back door. Technically this is just a flag stop, tihst atppear t
traditional for guests at the inn to line out outside and wave at the train when it goes by. It was snowing fairly heavily when we got to
Essex tonight, but they were still there waving at us. | felt properly welcomed and waved back at them. [This summer Margaret and |
will be staying at the Isaak Walton Lodge onourway back from Cal gary. No doubt wedl |l be
the train as it passes. It will be interesting to see things from the other side.]

Besides the terminals and Minneapolis, the most important stop on the entire Empire Builder route is Whitefish, Montana.
[Actually Minneapolis/St. Paul is probably more important than Whitefish, and Milwaukee may be as well. Whitefish is a major
stop, though.] Whi tefish is a ski resort just we st of i§kla Misseula, afdaButte., an
Especially in winter, the station serves literally hundreds of passengers each day. We made a long stop at Whitefish, as they unloaded
tons of ski equipment for people who would be weekending at the resorts. | made my way past the smokers on the platform and on into
the half-timbered station. They had a used book library in the station. Passengers could leave or take a variety of paperbacks, but they
were asked to leave a suggested donation of $1 for the service. | left a buck and picked up a small volume on baseball history. It
turned out to be duller than | had imagined it might be, but it did pass a few hours.

A rather | oud group of young adults (16d bet | usdudsetkheltraimwas | v
so crowded, the conductor had given all the Whitefish passengers specific seat assignments, rather than just having them seat
themselves (the more typical Amtrak practice). A newlywed bride had been assigned to the seat next to me, and her husband had
been given a window seat sever al rows back. Under st an d ashwithythet hey
husband. While it was a bit of a chore to gather up my stuff, | was certainly happy to oblige. As a bonus, the person on the aisle next
to my new seat was leaving at Sandpoint, Idaho, just a couple of stops further on. Not many people board in the wee hours
[particularly at small rural stations], so t here was a good chanceermobétdfthhmighte an empty s



I might as well have had an empty seat there already for all the hospitality my new seatmate provided. | said hello, and she
nodded as | made my way past to the window seat . meSlhwndérligernaps ur n e
she didndt sShewaknotunptedsans iut she might as well have been mute.

The new seat was directly next to the stairs that led down to the toilets. At first | got a rather nasty whiff of them, but then
shortly after that the car attendant announced that there was a problem and the toilets in our car were closed. For the duration of the
trip, people in our car would have to use the toilets ismeltitie cosc
wasnbét really a problem from there on. I managed to sl eep surpr

Friday, December 28, 2007
Northern Idaho to Vancouver, British Columbia

€ Surprisingly well indeed. | noti ced wh ekawharnywe gotta $pokarte,aandl e f t
there was movement as they split up the train into two sections. Fr om t her e i t-8cur haub(ehich waa actudily closer to
four hours on this particular run) on taeayanBquicedaieakiast aver the lbudsgeakerd t r
when we got to Ephrata, which made me decide it was officially morning.

The weather had definitely changed overnight. We had obviously gone through freezing rain. | could see out the windows, but
thick ice had collected at the sides, and there were blobs of ice in random patterns here and there around the glass. Outside the world
was white. There was snow in Whitefish, but it looked light and patchy. In central Washington the snow cover was thick, and it would

remain so almost all the way to the coast.
| et —

, I made my way to the rear coach and used their toilet, which
ﬂ wasnédét nearly so clean as ours
another day or the additional people using it, but it really was filthy.)
Then | decided to have breakfast in the diner. While none of the
diner meals is exactly cheap, breakfast strikes me as the best overall
value. (Lunch is definitely the worst.) | had scrambled eggs, bacon,
hash browns, a buttermilk biscuit (that seemed to be leftover from
yesterday), and coffee for $9.
restaurant would charge, and the food is similar in quality to what
youbd get at Per ki ns oare a@ditionalt of
course, but they would be in a restaurant as well. A bonus is that
there is no sales tax on Amtrak purchases.

Even though the diner was nearly empty, they insisted on
seating people in multiple parties together. | was seated across from
a couple from North Dakota who were visiting their son who lived
north of Everett. This was the
- rapid succession. Just before Christmas they had gone east to visit
Website picture of what | had for breakfast on Amtrak their daughter in Baltimore. The couple was retired from farming, and
they were really enjoying traveling around the country. They were interested that | was a teacher and were quick to tell me that their
grandchildren attend Catholic schools.

We were about halfway between Ephrata and Wenatchee when | finished breakfast, right in the heart of apple country. The
countryside was filled with orchards, which in | ate Deceastmbhgeto wer
think of apples as a r owheyareimpWashingtdn. Tthd redtlppsunes keecwele plantschaaraw straight, just
like corn or beans.

The seat next to mine had been empty since Sandpoint, and | was rather enjoying the luxury of a double seat to myself on
what was still a very crowded train. The car attendant assured me that the empty seat would fill at Wenatchee, and | made a point of
tidying up and making sure my stuff was not blocking the available seat. Oddly, when we left Wenatchee (an hour and fifteen minutes
late) the seat was still empty. In fact, | think it was the only empty seat on the entire train.

| was amused by the seat tag that one of the Wenatchee passengers had been given. The code
for Seattle is SEA, but his handwr i tt edlegda days, when i

ASAE0O stood for the stuck wup boys[anmhg thelmost Snngyma
jerks on the UNI campus]. This guy had the sort of old-time hippie look that is typical of many people in

t he Northwest, hadd hadenditt hnnikel | with the brc
SicMA ALPHA EPSILONM My itinerary called for me to get into Seattle at 10am. There was a forty-five minute layover
ther e, and then |1 6d catch a thruway bus (contra

While they apparently often hold those buses so connections can be made, with the train running more



than an hour behind schedul e, | wasnot sure just how the dapgpnnec

though, and | figured if worsec ame t o worse, they6éd put me on that one.

As the crow flies ités really not all that far from Wenetche
close to straight in the Cascade Mo u nhoarihauksfrom Wdnatahee Ho. Everett on Agtalo d =~ w e
Today webdéd need all o f hedvasnowanrite Cascadesd. both ifi theeair and @nate ground. The temperature

was just barely below freezing, with all the streams flowing freely. There was no question that it was winter, though. The mountains

were fully covered from foot to peak, and the evergreens in the forests were bent over from the thick snow that covered them. Whole

towns were literally buried in snow. | recalled my sister talking about getting feet of sow when she was growing up out in Colorado.

That 6s exactly what they had here in Washington. Peopl e twhow had
theyéd ever seen. | c o0 u | sch moseimpreasive digit. wi th that; it wa

| was very glad to be going over
Stephens Pass in the Cascades in a train that
weighed countless tons rather than in any sort
of a motor vehicle on the highway. The train
tends to serve as its own plow (although we
could see actual plow trains parked on sidings
near the pass). U.S. highway #2 continued to
parallel the tracks, and it was definitely not a
road | 6d want to drive
headed up the pass, presumably headed to a
ski resort at its summit. They all stopped
partway up to put chains over their tires, and
even with added traction they were struggling to
make it to the top.
seemed to be using old-fashioned snowplows
on the road. In lowa these days we have
massive plows that really can cut through
enormous drifts. In Washington, though, they
were attempting to clear a major highway with
not much more than the blade the farmer used
to clear Margaretods dr

The railroad actua
the pass atall. Itavoidsa pass that
all that high (4100 feet) by going through the Photo from a backpacking website with scenery very similar to what the
eight-mile Cascade Tunnel. We stopped just Empire Builder passed through in central Washington
beyond the tunnel because there was supposedly a problem with one of our locomotives. A freight train on the other track stopped
and assisted our engineer in making whatever repair was necessary, and in about fifteen minutes we were moving again. It was
literally downbhill all the way to the Pacific, but with the winding tracks, it was still slow going.

Photo: Jeffery Feyton

The vegetation changed as we made our way down the mountlyai ns
lower deciduous trees that had shed their leaves were mixed in. The snow lightened up (though it was still more than we had back in
lowa) the lower we got, and before long we were in a forest of still green deciduous trees. Snow was falling among the trees like you
might see on a fall day back home. By the time we reached the outskirts of Everett the snow finally turned to rain, and it might as well
have been springtime.

| couldndét help but notice that gas in Washington waheprigesi t e
were all over the place, but the cheapest priceforthecheapestgradewas$3.119. I 6m stildl not really wused
prices, and whil e | got a taste of 306s | as[té snudnmetr ,appedasr sstlidnm o
get used to seeing 46s at the start of the prices this coming su

We were still in the Cascade foothills at 9:50, ten minutes before we were supposed to arrive in Seattle. They had projected
that our ETA would be around 11:15, half an hour after my bus was scheduled to leave. Shortly after making that announcement they
announced that Vancouver passengers should exit the train in Everett, which is about an hour north of the terminal. They were
diverting the bus to stop there, so we could make our connection. We were nearly to Everett, and it turned out that when we got there
we had to wait nearly an hour for the bus to show up.

It would really make more sense to have Everett be the default connection for servi ce t o Vancouver. |
pl easant station than Seattle, and ités also a | ot cl iopgadewsdals t he
on an express bus thatdés desi gned tes;cannecimgsviphdrairts is pneafiepthoeightb et ween t h

Everett is an old industrial city that has morphed into a suburb. The train station is part of an urban renewal project that is
attempting to bring new life to a very run-down downtown area. Its main purpose is to serve commuters who take Sounder commuter
trains south to Seattl e. The place also houses the | ochadses@Ge ey h c



public library and city hall. The station was very formally decorated for the holidays, which made it stand out that there were absolutely
no other Christmas decorations in downtown Everett.

The couple | had eaten breakfast with met their son at the station. Unfortunately they also found their luggage had been sent
onto Seattle instead of leaving the train with them. The station attendant assured them it would be coming back up on the Cascades
train this afternoon. Their son told them it was no big deal, but of course it would be a hassle to have to come back to claim the stuff.

I quickly read through the local papers and a rather encyclopedic booklet that explained how to use the local transit (which is
surprisingly cheapd as low as 50¢ for a bus ride and only $4 for the longest possible ride on the commuter trains). Then | had coffee
and a scone ($4.39) at a pretentious little coffee bar iwo rtl lideéd s ¢
cof feeso. Perhaps it was. |t certainly t astiette statiok enlike onftHe ¢ran, but
they brewed it strong enough that | could enjoy the flavor. The most entertaining thing | saw while | sipped my coffee was a train of
eight enginesd nothing else, just engines.

There were only about half a dozen people making the transfer from the Empire Builder to the thruway bus [which struck me
as surprisingly few]. Most interesting among them was a young man with a fiery red beard who had boarded the Builder at Cut Bank,
Montana. He was from Cut Bank but actually lived in Portland. His wife was from Vancouver. He
for Christmas and was now going up tisawifeshadsbeen wonkingin Qrégbneoid GhristmasDay, y f o
so she had gone north yesterday on the Cascades train.

At 11:30 the station attendant announced that the Vancouver bus had arrived. | wheeled my luggage out to the busway,
where a red and white CanTrail bus was parked. The driver was a sixty-ish Chinese man. He opened the storage bay beneath the bus
and seemed annoyed when | placed both my brown wheel-prabsebtagetttend m
blue bag in the tiny overhead bins, though.

The bus was almost entirely full. Once we boarded there were maybe five or six empty seats on board. All the other
passengers had boarded in Seattle, and only a few of them had connected with any train. [Interestingly, though, most of the
passengers had booked their tickets through Amtrak, and a lot of them were disappointed that they were taking a bus rather
than a train.] | sat next to a woman from a small town on Vancouver Island who been doing her after-Christmas shopping in the
States, taking advantage of the Canad.isaplumnied |Sheahadappardntlyataantthiscousr i s e
numerous times. In downtown Vancouver she transfers to another bus, which boards the ferry for the crossing to the island. She gets
off in Nanaimo and waits there (probably at the same shopping center where Steve and | had lunch years ago) for family members to
come and get here.

It was awkward leaving Everett. While the station is literally right next to Interstate 5, there is no exit nearby (which is probably
another reason t hey dodcénnectiorg. kVée séemed <o warkler all gshroagh the decaying downtown before we

finally got on the freeway. I-5 i t sel f was absolutely packed. Itds six |l anes wunti
in areas that looked very rur al the road was full of traffic, and the 60mph =
population.

We fought a variety of precipitation as we made our way northward. It was probably good there was as much traffic as there
was, because much of that precipitation was in frozen from. There was snow and freezing drizzle, but | think the busy highway was
merely wet, not really slippery.

I spent a fair part of the trip northward f itHekama gne tbay giveaut Ca n a
on airplanes, and its wording is definitely geared toward those arriving by air. The form was complicated (and worded awkwardly in

both French and English), but eventually hriodsiqupstioned out | coul d h
It took about an hour and a half to get from Everett up to the Canadian border at Blaine. Buses are not allowed to cross the
border on I-5 . Instead we had to take the | d"Streeté XriuckCustomsWas hiThgtsen f ewh ip
IiveinorhavefriendsinBlainepresumablycareaboutBthStreet; pretty much everyone, though,

technically fAtruck customso, this i s apdtwrthehi dorder rodtirely haeks upifoendoreb o r d
than an hour in both directions. The car lanes at truck customs most often move faster than that.

Before we reached customs we stopped at PAC-CAN, a set of twin duty free shops on opposite sides of theb or der . |
even get off the bus, but several people stocked up on cheap cigarettes and booze. Others used the restroom or bought pop or water.
We stopped for about fifteen minutes and then pulled forward about fifty feet to the customs building.

The only time | 6ve crossed a border by bus before was in Eu
European borders was a joke. Unless there was a reason to suspect there might be a problem, the luggage stayed in the storage bay
underneath. An officer came on board and either checked passports or just waved us on. The delay was a few minutes at most.

In the post-9/11 world, crossing the U.S./Canadian border by bus is quite a bit more involved than that. We arrived at the
border shortly after 1pm, and it was almost 2:00 when we finally got done with the formalities. The bus parked outside the customs
building. Then the driver put on rubber gloves and unloaded all the bags. He placed the bags on a conveyor belt similar to what youd d



find at baggage claim in an airport. Once the bags were there he directed all of us to enter the building and claim our bags. Only after
everyone had claimed their bags would the customs agent (a surly young blonde woman) start processing people.

People could go to the agent one family at a time. However, the vast majority of people on the bus were traveling alone, so it
took quite a while for the individual agent to get to everyone. She was very thorough in her questioning, too. My interview was typical,
and it lasted a couple of minutes. She scanned my passport and asked where | came from and why | was going to Canada. She
seemed to find it particularly odd that someone from the Midwest would be coming to Vancouver for just a short stay but seemed
satisfied when the train trip across the Rockies was part of the vacation. She wanted to know if | knew anyone in Vancouver and kept
pressing that question repeatedly. She went through a variety of questions about things | might have with me that would not be allowed
in Canada and didnét seem to believe it was possible | di chniyt
luggage, but she didndt.) She asked me to s how sdiddwouldand taen asked
what my employment was in the States. Finally she was satisfied and let me proceed.

With both me and the others she processed, the agent seemed most concerned about people immigrating to Canada. While |
got lots of questions, she seemed to be doing quite a bit of racial profiling as she interviewed others. A black man in front of me was
questioned more than twice as long as | was, and several Asian people had their luggage searched. A Hispanic couple was not
allowed to enter Canada. They were detained and told they would be walked across the street to the U.S. customs station, where they
could wait for a bus back to Seattle.

Everyone else re-boarded our bus, and eventually we made our way onward. Just across the border we made our way
through a series of tr af f iBctiskk Columbiapand sfoppad td let off aSingte passtrgdr at the Baodific Bay
Resort in Surrey. | have a feeling many people book this hotel thinking it is right along the beach. | n f act i tods well
view of nothing other than highway 99, the northern extension of I-5. [Seeing the place brought to mind the movie Whi t e Men
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Jump, where a resident of a tenement calledathmét Viestwai i @ wameat h ene

We joined highway 99 and made our way northward. Therebs
were into urban sprawl. We were supposed to stop in Richmond (where Vancouver International Airport is located), but apparently no
one wanted to get off there. Instead we made our way down a series of highways that were not quite freeways (multilane highways
with some exits and some stop lights) through New Westminster and Burnaby. Eventually we came out onto Knight Street in the
eastern section of the city of Vancouver.

Therebs
pl aces | 6ve been, i tlikepHonolbola.b $oythehsoMarkcauvenchearly built stucco and cement block homes set on
tinytreef i I 1 ed | ot s. Knight Street is mostly a business strip,
American city, they are packed more closely togetherandar e more | i kely to have fiparkadeso

We probably passed two dozen gas stations as we made our

at any given time there is exactly one price f or gas i n all of metro Vancouver. It s

quickly adjust their prices if any one changes theirs. Today the price on all the signs was $1.10", a most unusual price indeed. Canada

a

nothing about Vancouver that |l ooks particull[®falthe Can

and
(rart

C

has always priced gas using every tenth of a cent, not just tmllowe have in the States. I/t nsteadt o a | | y

an amount that would make the price seem less than it actually is. The price is, of course, a buck ten a liter. At the current exchange
rate, that would work out to about US$4.08 a gallon. | suppose | should be thankful for $3 gas when | see prices like that. [According
to the GasBuddy website, those same stations on Knight Street are charging $1.44° per liter in 2013, which at the current rate
of exchange works out to about US$5.05 a gallon.]

At precisely 2:45pm (15 minutes late) we arrived at Pacific
Central Station on the outskirts of downtown Vancouver. Pacific
Central is alsocivVanpcowwaemdsstiant
directly across the street from the former Expo grounds where the
worl dés fair was held back in 6E€
smal |l er ver si tmon 8tationf; thére veag mothiag at all
familiar about the place. | do
east when we got off the SkyTrain downtown.

I hadndét eaten anything sinc
was more than four hours ago. There was a McDonalds in the
station, and | thought | might catch a bite there. This was one of
several pl aces | found that pri
fact their menu board didndt |I|is
just various wraps and saladsd all at astronomical prices (like $7.99
for a salad). They obviously sold the more traditional McDonalds

menu items, as thatoés what every
coul dnodt tell you what any of .t
Website photo of Pacific Central Station since the service was abysmally

(on a sunnier day than when | was there) out.



Theredéds a pleasant I ittle park in front of the stationoon Gui
there was certainly nothing to worry about ther e . I f there were any unsavory c¢haHeednt er s
Vancouver, by the way, the drizzle was not freezing. It was merely cold and miserable.

On the other side of the park is the Main Street SkyTrain station. SkyTrainisVancouver 6s rapid transi:
largest fully automated railway. The thing works pretty much the same as the driverless trains that shuttle people between terminals at
airports all over the world. The big difference is that while most of those serve five or six stops in a relatively small area, SkyTrain
serves dozens of stations scattered around various parts of four different cities. [It really is an amazing system.]

Steve and | were among the first people to ride SkyTrain, which was firs t built for the worldoés f ai
realized it was an automated train. It was one of the first places | rode public transit, and mostly it just seemed new. In 1986 it really
would have beenveryadvanced t ec hnollgotgaysystea eventddayds st i |

While this was where we got off each day Steve and | went to the fair, Main Street station was completely unfamiliar. In my

memory, | pictured Main Street as an underground station (which the rest of the downtown stations are ) I'n fact [Theds e
station is partially enclosed by surrounding buil di hdidgementberthe I t
busy street that separated the station from the fairgrounds. Today the lone remnant left of the fair is Science World, a geodesic dome

that | ooks |Iike a clone of the one at Epcot Center in Omndlando.

SkyTrain was one of the first public syahsemdb syskembngo uWhe
the train back in 0686, there were always guards in the fGrealytai ons
surprise to see a guard stationed just beyond the vending machines today. [Apparently in 2011 they began installing turnstiles in
the stations because of rising fare evasion] Vancouver ds high tech vending machines are
found in many cities. They seem more prone to malfunctioning, though. Mostst at i ons have about half a do
to find more than about two that are in proper wor ki ng Illtakedans,. S
but not bills or credit cardsd or perhaps the other way around), but getting one that does everything as it should is rare.

SkyTrain was apparently extremely expensive to build. Even with a federal grant, the provincial government (which owns the
system) spent over a billion dollars on an expansion of the system (the Millennium line, which opened in 2002). However, since there is
no human operator, the trains are extremely cheap to run.adolldr ans
on every bus ride they provide, but they come out more than a dollar ahead on ever SkyTrain ride.

Individual fares on Vancouver transitar e based on a zone system, and theydre ne\
Vancouver costs $2.25 (about US$2.306 and t he pri ce r ose t oRidés2a Zore 2 df @ome 3rcesabetveen $L.5 ) .
and $5, depending on the distance and time of day. The best deal by far is a day pass, which costs $8 and is valid anywhere in metro
Vancouver. | put two Canadian $5 bills in the vending machine andgotapass and a fAt wonie", thgoldOratmeadi a
inside and silver on the outside.

SkyTrain comes with amazing frequency, roughly every two minutes at most timesofday. [ | t 6 s act ua4rhiputee ver y

atoffpeak hour s, b u tre dftbnattiad the teains dome imamost any other city on earth] 1 6d mi ssed a tr
was buying my pass, but another soon pulled up to the phogplasicr m.
cars with rounded edges that date from that era when almond was thec ol or f or everything. These da)

little bit dated, but they still run perfectly well, and TransLink has kept them immaculately clean [which makes them stand out in a
rather grungy city].

While it was mid-afternoon, the train was still fairly crowded. | pushed my way on board with my luggage, and a guard who
was inspecting tickets directed me to a seat that was supposed to be reserved for the handicapped. | followed her direction and sat
down, even though | was riding just two stops.

The | inear induction motors on SkyTrain provide a much smoo
jerking, rattling, or sudden starts wohroossthapmsg. i nThehree dbsa caklgw aoyusn da
only indication there is that youbre moving.

Theyodve revised the announcements on SkyTrain since the time
additional line and lots morest at i ons than there used to be.) Theydre still gi v
than it did all those years ago. The voice announced that the next stop would be Stadium, and then the doors opened. There was a
chime, and the doors closed. The chime sounded again and there was a clunk as if the door were trying to close again. Apparently
someone had held one of the other doors on the train open, and w

Stadium station is right at the entrance to the subway, which runs through what was once a freight tunnel beneath the main
downtown area. BC Place Stadium itself is right at the west end of the former Expo 86 grounds. Apparently the stadium (which looks

almost identical to the Metrodome in Minneapol i s) was built for the fair, but | donodt

BC Place is all the former fairgrounds Some of it beenregévéldpédd not
into high-rise condo mi ni ums . The condos make the area (given the neighbort
majority of Vancouver. Large parts of both the city arselareadast sub



of Wrigley Field) or the Upper East Side of Manhattan. It also looks a lot like pictures you see of Hong Kong or Kuala Lumpur, which
makes sense given that virtually all the condos were built by Asian developers.

The disembodied voice announced that the next stop was Granville, and we soon entered the station of that name. | got up,
and the guard suggested | use the handicapped exit at tnywggégar en
up multiple staircases, | followed her advice. The station was immaculate, but the elevatord though apparently brand newd had been
badly scratched up by vandals.

The bad thing about taking the elevator was that | had no idea whatsoever where | was once | reached street level. Had |

taken the normal exi t , | 86d have come out at t-dffestre@mntha heartof down®wnrthatdastsurrblemdedl by a ¢
the main shopping district. I 68d have just turned | eft dtheekevater and
| came out at the corner of two streets | hadndét hear ddualfs.ondlst Bt
Company department store, though it exits to the street instead of to the store. The Bay was a block further north than it appeared on

internet maps |1 6d checked out beforehand, and being at -fouhthsoffar e

city block before | realized just where | was and got properly oriented. | did eventually figure it out, and | headed south down Granville
Street.

The subway station was at Granville and Dunsmuir, in the heart of downtown. My hotel was at Howe and Drake, at the far

south end of the downtown area. It looked to be about six blocks away on everymap | 6d checked out. I f o
named streets, that was about the distance. In addition to streets, though, there were lots of alleysd some of which had their own stop
l'ights. |l 6d estimate it was dlhmostotedact ITyhad 6dmi lae ffari am hti tkee , s teastp
in the rain.

The luggage was especially annoying because all the sidewalks in downtown Vancouver have a composite paving that seems
to be as much gravel ansonal symdnita ¢ivie the feel of didkit ii mke ictobbshb |l ierstt o ne s . I't was
luggage on that surface, but as the little wheels rolled on the stones it made enough noise to announce my presence for blocks ahead.
| was embarrassed to say the least, but | held my head high and just kept on walking.

Granville Street is one of those places that lets you
know youdre not in Kansas a
the subway station features elegant department stores,
jewelers, and the like, but as you head southward it rapidly
changes to a much more seedy type of business. While
pornography is tightly regulated in Canada, they do a land-
of fice business in fAromanti
after store after store sold strange battery-operated devices,
edible lubricants, anything you could imagine that could be
made of rubber, and Ainti mat
are best left to the imagination. The stores are mixed in
among fAtheatresodo that are n
entertaiiment 6 by scantily c¢l ad
papers that at night prostitution is apparently a big problem
on this stretch of Granville. | was never in this area late
enough to verify that, but it would certainly be no surprise.

While Granvile was amusi ng, it
pleasant street to walk down. Just one block west was . L____ — -
Howe Street, which was completely different. Howe is One of t h e first results in an i

designed for businessmen anc (Anotherresultshowed ayoung ladybegging, with a cardboard
towers, government buildings, and hotels. While the luggage si gn t hat said ATOO UGERARD CRASC
still rattled unmercifully as | rolled it along, | definitely fit in better here than | did on Granville.

Eventually | made it down to Drake, the final traffic light at the south end of the city. Since much of Granville is a pedestrian
mal | (and a | ot of what i snot i s ubway Ime),draffc thfougll doentotvnofollawe thes streetsc t i o
immediately east and west of there, Howe and Seymour. At Drake, most of the lanes of Howe angle off to form the Granville Bridge,
which carries traffic down highway 99 (and then Interstate 5) to Seattle. A single lane continues south on Howe from Drake, essentially
the first exit ramp off the expressway. My hotel was located on that exit ramp.

Crossing Howe Street to get to the hotel was easier said than done. You can only cross at marked crosswalks in Vancouver,
and it became quickly clear that absolutely no one jaywalks here. There was a crosswalk at Drake Street, but the light was definitely
timed to give Howe the primary right of way. | waited nearly five minutes before it changed and | could cross.

My home for the next three nights was the Quality I nn abe Fal
a very nice hotel. Its location was strange, though. The seven-floor building was built on top of a parking garage and next to an office
building and an elegant condo tower. It was across the street (or the exit ramp or whatever) from a Best Western and a Travelodge,



and within two blocks of both elegant hotels and places that would rent by the either the hour or the month. Immediately to the west
was the Canadian headquarters of Ticketmaster. Beyond t thewucke
the same stuff |1 6d seen on Granvill e, b House, ghe shelterdor runawag youdth, was tvo
blocks east, on the other side of the exit complex at Seymour Street (and conveniently close to both the Granville and Davie prostitution
zones). Underneath the bridge approach were a self storage service and a taxi company. One night | counted over seventy taxis
parked outside their headquarters.

i

A very pleasant
Hispanic woman checked me
in efficiently. | was redeeming
hotel points for a free room,
and | was pleasantly surprised
that the reservation had gone
through without a hitch. She
directed me to a brass-door
elevator, and | made my way
up to the sixth floor and down
the hall to a very pleasant
room. The walls of the room
were brick (interesting in a
relatively new building), and
the furnishings were warmly
colored wood. An enormous
window looked out over the
Granville Bridge, the condo
towers on the old Expo site,
and provided a nice view of
the whole downtown area.
(I'é6m gl ad nonthe
Howe Street side, as the other
rooms would have overlooked
s the narrow alley between the
View from Room 616 i Quality Inn at False Creek, Vancouver Quality Inn and the Ticket-
master building.) A Southwestern style painting hung on the wall, and the bathroom was tiled in an Indian design. [The Southwestern
décor was kind of strange in Canada, but it did look quite attractive.]

"y o [ )

| took a quick shower and then set out exploring. | walked over to Seymour (northbound highway 99) and made my way
northward through the east side of downtown. Most of Sey mour seems to be trying hard t prhag
would be a good description for just about Ithdsthat miigh f¢eh yore atenvirdron
the fringes of downtown. Nothing came acrossas particul arly unsafe, but it wasndt a

| turned east on Pender Street and made my way through

Vancouveros Chinatown. They c
Chinatown, though Toronto made that same claimd and having seen
bothl6d personally put my money on

at the entrance to Chinatown the
fair. The gate marked the entrance to the Chinese pavilion at Expo
86 . I didndét speci fi c dudtiacertainlefiniar
well in Chinatown.

Just east of Chinatown is an area | knew ahead of time

would be seedy. fiDownt own East:
of Vancouver itself as fCanadab
skid row (supposedly t he worl dés | argest),

very similar to the southeast part of downtown Los Angeles. The
century-old buildings here are some of the most architecturally
interesting in Vancouver, but the area has been in decline for
decades. Today beggars roam the streets and junkies shoot up in the
all eys. While this was not at ¢
rowo, Il 6d find in the next few
be found all over Vancouver. Vancouver has just about the mildest
climate in Canada (only Victoria, on Vancouver Island, is warmer in _
winter), so it attracts homeless people from all over the country. It Chinatown Gate | Vancouver

also has the same youth-or i ent ed cul tur e vy oud dcis€oj witllcorrespon8irgly highlrages af drug 8tause. Mucha
of the city has the feeling of a ratty college town, and begging and public drug use are among many questionable activities that just
seem to be taken for granted here.

wa s
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| actually had areasonfor coming to Downtown Eastside, though things did
Vancouver Police Museum, which is housed in the former police precinct #1 near Main and Cordova, in the heart of DTES. | found the
new police headquarters , but I coul dndt seem to | ocate the museum. Since |
around aimlessly in such a neighborhood, | decided it would be wise to head back into more civilized environs.

| headed west on Cordova, past several missions with handwritten signs on their doors saying they were full to capacity. | also
passed any number of people asking if | could spare a buck or two. The beggars in Vancouver are quite different from the population
as a whole. Vancouver overall is young and diverse. About half of Vancouverites are of Asian ancestry (more than half of them first
generation immigrants), with Anglo-Canadi ans (i . e.: whites) second among the ethni
of Hispanicpeopl e in Vancouver (something | donét really think of i n
Europe and the Middle East. Unlike the city, the beggars are invariably old and white. Pretty much all of them were gray-haired or
bald, and every single one of them was Caucasian.

While | didndt give Vancouvero6s homeless any of my money, |
been. The Afull o signs on the missions wme & these pgeople realy didehave oo ¢ k
alternative to |iving on the street. I also know f r omingtirhmetiog s |
Vancouver. In particular, there is almost no available rental property. Those apartment towers are all condos, for sale starting around
half a million doll ars. I f you cané6t afford a down payment, the

[There has been quite a bit of controversy in my own community about rental property recently. A couple of
developers have been seeking zoning variances to allow them to build apartments on what currently are essentially
abandoned lots. The neighbors have been quite vocal in their opposition to the changes. Essentially their argument is that
renters will destroy the neighborhood. To hear them talk, to be a good citizen one must be a land owner. As alifelong renter |
find that attitude rather offensive, and | do wonder just where

'y
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Just west of 2
Downtown Eastside is the
nicely scrubbed and heavily
patrolled tourist-oriented
neighborhood of Gastown.
Gastown was the site of the
originally  settlement  of
Granville, the place that was
later re-named Vancouver.
Quaint brick streets are lined
with old buildings that have
been re-born as pricey hotels
($200/night minimum),
elegant restaurants (entrees
starting at $35), imitation
British pubs, and countless
gi ft shops.
thing here, but it was
interesting to see.

| made my way to
Waterfront Station, an
elegant old train station that
now serves as the downtown
terminal for SkyTrain and | : 3
also for commuter trains that % / = s
run out to the distant suburbs : '
(like Maple Ridge, where
Steve and | camped when we
went to Expo). | made my
way down to the subway and
boarded an eastbound train.
It was rush hour now, and |
was glad to have boarded at
the terminal. By the time we
got back to Granville the train
was packed with people
heading home from work.

’

O BN,

=

The famous steam clock in Gastown i Vancouver, British Columbia



One of the original era of SkyTrain cars, in the subway in downtown Vancouver
SkyTrain runs on an elevated guideway from the old Expo grounds through eastern Vancouver and on into the suburbs of
Burnaby and New Westminster. Itthencrosses t he Fraser River on @ Sky Bonlytrgigeoa cablebktay wor
structure that looks a lot like the new Mississippi River bridge at Burlington. South of the Fraser is Surrey, the same place where | had
crossed the border into Canada. This part of Surrey is very different than the part down by the border, though. With over 400,000
people Surrey is the second largest city in British Columbia (trailing only Vancouver itself), and its central area comes across as more
fi ci ty obuth.hlaxitedatBurrey Centre station, in the middle of a sea of office towers and condo towers. | walked a couple blocks

south and came out at Central City Mall, which occupies the first floor of the vertical campus of Simon Fraser University.

lhadr ead that the Surrey Centre area was not particularly safe
crime rate in all of Canada in 2007. The walk from the station to the mall was uneventful, though, with the biggest danger being icy
sidewalks. Being inland, Surrey is just slightly colder in winter than Vancouver proper, so what was rain back at my hotel was mixed
snow and ice out here.

| spent quite a bit of both time and money in Central City Mall. The main place | went was Zellers, the down-market cousin of

Hudsond6s Bay Company. Mo s t Z e IMares tidoagh the feeling she stoees baveais more tike Targetme K
[Interestingly, Target is entering Canada in 20130 primarily in locations that Zellers abandoned. The Bay closed down all their
Zel l er 6s st olbeught anatherké af headphones so | could use my Walkman® on the way home, and | also picked up the
DVD of The Simpsons Moviewh i ch | 6d uadas khedl nfodr gt t ¢l think lovatch€dhthat mdvim axactly once, and |
honestly didndédt much care for it. Ev e nt Simdsdéng DVDs, bhoygle, arid the maviees a ¢

an essential part of that.] They had a sale on underwear, so | picked up some shorts. | also got some Sesame Sticks candy. When
Margaret and | were making Christmas cookies and candy while we were snowed in, one of the recipes we ran across was for this very

product, which is basically a brittl e olfy sa sPaonei sshe eddesl iicna chyar da ncda
on the train trip home. When | checked out the cashier (a young man from somewhere in south Asia) scoffed at my Visa card and
pointed out that | could save Hawasqudetups$elt5 twhiatth la dfii Gl nudbt Zaepdpdl yc afrodr

commission he got on those applications. [ | recently read an article about this ver



companies would actually give commissions for club memberships, what they do instead is tie them to employee evaluations.

Having customers check out without using club cards reflects negatively on the cashiers at evaluation time. The companies

want customers to use the cards, because t $pendinghabite.rTad stored @ah ase on ¢
this information themselves, but they also make money by selling the data to direct marketers.]

| went back to the SkyTrain station and caught an inbound train. | re-crossed the river and went back a few stops to a very
familiar station [at least by name], Metrotown. Metrotown was the station where Steve and | boarded SkyTrain each day we went to
t h e wo r |AdtiEedimefitavds mear the end of the line, and it was a park-and-ride we could get to fairly easily.

I could pretend that the station |l ooked familiar (thougtt it
not hing else about the Metrotown area was remotely si mildesaribed o h ¢
parking in a patch of gravel in the middle of some run-down warehouses. The Metrotown neighborhood | saw on this trip could not be
more different than that description. Vancouver has been big to push what they call transit-oriented development, meaning housing
and commercial development within walking distance of the various SkyTrain stations. Metrotown was the first and has grown into the
|l argest of these developments. The center of t me&,Mdthreotlawm esd ms
in British Columbia (and one of the ten largest in the world). Surrounding the mall are numerous condo towers and office towers, one of
which houses the regional government for metropolitan Vancouver. The towers line Kingsway and Willingdon, the two major streets in
the area and continue over to Patterson, the next SkyTrain station to the west.

Metrotown is in Burnaby, the third largest city in British Columbia. (The capital city of Victoria, by the way, ranks fifth in the

province.) Metro Vancouver includes only about a dozen ssplsor ate
an ill-defined term here, since the primary government is regional. While there is a Vancouver city council (that can be rather fascist
with its fApolitically correcto ordinances), most t hi ngeughbuhthet af

Lower Mainland region.

I made my way through the skywalk that connects Metrotown station with the mall. | found a directory and pondered what
route | might take past the 400+ stores on the premises. My first stop was at a Hallmark store where | picked up a bunch of postcards.
My brother Steve likes postcards, and since it would be dark and dreary most of the time | was in Vancouver, | figured postcards would
give me a better memory of the scenery than any pictures | might take.

Next | went to a little stand in the middle of the hatolthatay ¢
smooth ltalian ice cream. For $3 (plus 14% tax) | had a small dish of kiwifruit gelato that was awesome. After dessertlwent f or a
dinneré much needed, since | really hadnoét eaten si nc eervedoattwd diffgrent |
places in wh a't they ©bill a sfood tobr®| whho W glds hamgetslty, it di dn 6rhe fissttwas k e
Nandods, the South African chain Margaret and Inatddinc spicpdasceamade i n
fromperiperi peppers that are native to Mozambique. For $8 | @bt a
so | also went to Opal, a Greek food chain based in Calgary that apparently just opened a branch at the Mall of America in Minneapolis.

[ Sadl vy, Mar garet and | tried to eat there @éaeplacedhby moMNahhai
franchise.] | parted with $7 more and got another chicken kabob (this one much less spicy), together with a Greek salad and pita chips
(a slab of pita bread that had been fried on a gril!l anthe sidhen

dishes were better at Opa!. The Greek salad was mainly tomato and green pepper cubes, with olives and just a few shreds of lettuce
thrown in. It was topped with feta cheese and served with a very tangy vinaigrette. The pita chips were also excellent, much better
than Nandobs tasteless rice.

After thoroughly stuffing myself (and parting with the equivalent of $17.50 in American money, including tax), | did a bit more

shopping. I went to the Metrotown | ocation of t he Ba ygetherhWhilee |

the shirtcamewit h cuf f | i nks, it was very much a &assnuoavear entaidatetat a(night @dup). d e s «
[ The shirt is nice, but itds not something | wear verly wduletynot |
have gotten the tieatall[ and | dondét remember today whi c h, exceptdhatitheygmere havirtg a salee B a

on all their clearance merchandise where in addition to 40% off the lowest clearance price on the shirt, | could also get any clearance
item of equal or lesser value free.  After scouring the entire store, the tie was the only other thing that remotely appealed to me.

Next | we nt to Chapters, which is Canadads ans wwkstoréthattBonoder 6
problem with people drinking coffee, socializing, and r sechobliamlg b o
a CD they were pushing by two twins who we rAmericapldo[rvemitd by viahsen dwti nhr
was honestly a bit on the dull side]. | also picked up a tube of chocol ate covered c
normally think of. Instead of soft, creamy centers, these were dried cherries covered in dark chocolated sort of like elegant raisinettes.

They were different, but really quite good.

My final stop was at The Looni e Bin. This was a doll arlllstor
bought there was more postcards, it was interesting to sift through all the junk they had on display. [On those rare occasions |
happen to be in malls, | really love browsing through dollar stores. | do get areal kick looking over all the junk.]

It was shopping at Metrotown that gave me the title for this travelogue. All the stores, both here and throughout Vancouver,
were having fABoxi ng Dalei® &f coBrael teditional Britihaisagerfay the day after Christmas. Here, though, they



were extending the celebratonfrom t he Feast of St. Stephen all the way through Ne
w e edand not just in stories about shopping, but in anything that referred to the final week of December.

I had used most of t he gofieh @t MSMairg@i lasa sUmnaen sodt avashtime td ré-stock my funds. |
found a Bank of Montreal ATM on the lower level of the mall, beneath the food court. The ATM asked several more questions than its
American counterparts, but | eventually got four crisp $20 bills without a problem. As a bonus, even though the machine said a $3.50
fee could be a€aradedntoanmdhibel der so, when the transaction went
precisely the exchange rate of US$1.02 per Canadiandollar. [ | dondét think 1 d6dve ever paid a fee a
the cheapest place to get cash outside the U.S.A.]

$1.02 was the official exchange rate, though stores were most often accepting U.S. currency at a discount of $1.10. Either of
those rates is dramatically different than what the U.S./Canadian exchange has been in recent years. The CBC ranked the parity of the
Canadian and U.S. dollars as their biggest news story of 2007, and given that the loonie was worthonly70A a few years b
huge | eap. As the worl ddéds second | argest oi l producer, Gtawill a d a
continue to soar unless the Canadian government takes steps to lower it (which they may, as Canadian industries like auto plants are
suffering greatly as their products become unaffordable in the States).
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Canadian money has changed a bit since the last time | was up north (and quite a bit since that trip Steve and | made out to
Vancouver). There are only three bills in common circulation in Canada todayd worth $5, $10, and $20. Fives are blue, tens are
purple, and twenties are green. The twenty has a not too outdated picture of Queen Elizabeth, while the other bills feature early prime
ministers of Canada. The back of the five shows kids playing hockey, the ten shows the Peace Arch on the B.C./Washington border
along Interstate 5, and the twenty shows a native wooden scul
Anthropology. (Having two of the three scenes being from the Vancouver area was interesting to me.) The back of each bill also
features literary quotes from Canadian authorsi n bot h Engl i sh and French. The only poem
Fi el cloacasipanies the Peace Arch on the $10 bill. The bills are extremely high tech, with holographic foil strips running along
them in addition to all the microprinting and watermarks youdd e

The back of the current Canadian $5 bill. The text reads (in French and English): The winters of my childhood were long,
long seasons. We lived in three placesd the school, the church, and the skating rinkd but our real life was in the skating rink.

Since $5 is the smallest bill, you get a lot of change in Canada. The pennies, nickels, dimes, and quarters are essentially the
same as t hey 06 wWdhe samevsizg, <oloh and shape as their American equivalents, but made of lighter metals. [In late

2012 they stopped producing pennies in Cana d a , and as of mid 2013 theydre no | ongel
change is that by the end of 2013 all Canadian bills will be made of plastic.] The Queen appears on the front of all those coins,

and various wildlife (a maple leaf, a beaver,amoose, etc.) grace the back. These days the
Aitwonie", worth $1 and $2 respectively. The | oonie is mnhefae or
brass figoldodo i s tdwirt ecoaungtrrygt,chvhiin eeithe twonie is quite similar

Spain. Unlike other places where high value coins are common, | will give Canada credit that the stores always seem to have sufficient
change. |stilldon 6 t hdvingkag@ocket full of valuable coins, but at least the system seems to work in Canada.

There was a bit of commotion as | exited the mall. A private security guard (such people are everywhere in the Vancouver
area) was in the process of kicking some high school kids out of the mall. The young people were white, and the guard was south
Asi an. One of the girls sYouwudreed jatst he_guaYduoawoddhicyg v e@ditinteth _ Us



