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Merry Christmas!!

Inspiration. That’s what it takes to write my annual holiday novelette. This year I looked

at my sandal strap tan lines. Ah yes, chasing the endless sunshine across the country; the

campfire smoke tearing the eyes; those wonderful blue jays and bison and bears (oh my).
But let’s not get ahead of ourselves.

Nancy and I are still working in Safeco under the Liberty Mutual logo. Her big news is
completing her CPCU designation (that’s one of those important insurance things). I got
mine in1999, not because of my love of insurance, but because T wanted an expense paid
trip to the annual conference (which was in Boston that year — the fall colors and hiking
were fantastic). This year the conference was in Orlando, and Nancy has been talking
about Disneyworld for years. With a nice piece of the trip paid for, we packed up the
entire family for a September week in sunny Florida. I'm not a real big fan of the entire
mouse ear franchise, but the kids loved it. Walt D really liked spreading his theme parks
around in FL, but we did our best to get to all of them since the odds of coming back are
pretty slim. With 95% humidity and 95F temps, the pores got a really good workout.
We even got one good thunderstorm (six inches of rain in two hours) just to make us miss
home. At this stage of my life, I can say my curiosity of the coastal southeast has been,
for the time being, satisfied.

Somehow I’m still managing to telecommute full time, although I go in the office once a
week to keep a face with the name. It’s been about four years since I struck this
arrangement, and my current managers finally asked “Why”. Hmmmm. Nevertheless, it
was time to create a real office working space better than the spare room. After much
consideration, I found the perfect match for my outdoor personality: a canvas platform
tent. I found a tent maker out of Denver that generally makes stuff for elk hunters, guides
and resorts. Passed them my specifications, built a raised platform out in the green belt,
ran to it power and cable, made some serious awning and splash guard modification for
our wet Pacific Northwest climate, and Presto! My new T-office (tent — office). In the
summer it opens up like a big screen room. In the winter it’s heated to a toasty 80F. I
threw a couple of cots and flat screen in it, so it makes for a cozy movie night with the
kids and very comfortable backyard camping. The only issues so far are during a hard
rain it sounds like I’m in a snare drum taking heavy firing a machine gun. And then at
work they just issued us web cams for virtual meetings. If I show too much background,
it looks I’m calling in from on an African safari.

Jaclyn has some big changes this year. Mainly in size and attitude. She’s about an inch
and a half short of meeting me eye to eye, while stripping the kitchen pantry of food like
a feral goat. She is in her last year of middle school in honors, which has given her
irrefutable worldly knowledge about everything (except how to take out the trash), and
great aptitude with the television remote control and digital recorder. The doctor hasn't
confirmed it yet, but I’'m almost positive there is a leather magnet in her butt that 1s
keeping her glued to the sofa. Fortunately there is ample soccer practice and games to
get her outside, but I’'m pretty sure high school is going to be just a challenging for me
and Nancy as it is for her. The bright side is she enjoys the various school projects



demanded by her classes, and sometimes [ can get her back into the garage like in the old
days. That three foot paper mache replica of an Easter Island statue will be a real keeper
when she moves into that first dorm room. Good times.

Mitch has come into his full stride as well. This year he got glasses, which combined
with his bowl hair cut makes him an easy Harry Potter clone. It’s doesn’t help that he is
deep in the fifth book, quotes characters non stop, and that scar he got on the forehead a
couple years ago is now really paying off. In school he joined the ranks of what is called
the called the Highly Capable program, which provides smaller class size and advanced
work. Jumping from second to forth grade math has been a little challenging, but at least
it’s keeping his mind busy (less time for designing pipe bombs or learning to misspell
‘manifesto’). The thing [ miss most 1s that his curriculum means he’ll skip state capitals.
I’ve taken so much pride over the years of screaming out Montpelier and Raleigh in trivia
games. Mitch also got the Cub Scout bug. Maybe it’s just a uniform thing, but he really
enjoys the pack meetings and earning patches with the other kids in his den. Shortly after
he was born I got an engraved pocket knife for him, just waiting for the day he was
mature enough to handle sharp objects. From what [’m seeing of his natural scouting
ability, 'm thinking he might be old enough to handle it in about another twenty years.

This year for the family trip to the grand daddy of all national parks: Yellowstone. I even
towed the tent trailer. The route was down thru Idaho, in from the south, then home via
Montana. Tt was just under two weeks of pure Americana. We camped at Craters of the
Moon NM, walked the lava fields, crawled thru cave-like lava tubes, and saw amazing
stars. Next was the EBR-1 facility (energy breeder reactor — first generation of peaceful
atomic power). We got to hit buttons and spin dials on the old control panels, walk all
over the nuclear core, and bask in pure 1950’s science. But no visit to Idaho would be
complete without seeing the Potato Expo and Museum. Other than finding out some
fascinating facts about russets, we also made them back up their saying “We Give Free
Taters to Out of Staters.” As for Yellowstone, we set up camp in Grant Village off the
shore of Lake Yellowstone’s West Thumb. From there for five days we radiated
outward. The history there is rich and we absorbed it all. There were countless thermals,
canyons, waterfalls, wildlife, and millions of tourist who were a danger to themselves and
others. 1 pride myself on being able to fix anything, but I can’t fix stupid. I was able to
successfully offset my feelings of utter helplessness with lots of day hikes, big campfires,
and a constant stream of Forest Gump quotes.

Well, that about it. I could go on and on, but let’s end on a high note. Merry Christmas
to you and yours, and a happy holiday season to all.

Pave, MNaney, Jacilyny Mitch

PS: Photos on card L-R: Kids in front of the post office at Fort Yellowstone, family above Lake Yellowstone, Kids at
Disney wild animal thing.



Mountain Man Yearin Keview

The ]5t'L' annual snow camp kicked off Januarﬂ in stHEc. We f:i'na”l:) made it to the coveted Methow
\/a”cg, snow lovers Parac:isc in north central Washingtom. In true SK gas]ﬁion, we rented an unheated
12x12 cabin in a trailer Park. Other than burning old Xmas trees for heat in a was]‘aing machine tub burn
barre], we got in some great snowshoe miles in the 20]" weather. A coup!c of the guys cven did wine
tasting and most enjoyecf some iivejazz while sipping micro brews at an old school house turned tavern. |
guess we are Showing our age.

Orcas |sland in the San Juan |slands was another continued ]:cbruar[j tradition with Jaclﬂm. Tcmps
were ,prcttﬂ kind this year, but we got a gooc] dose of rain over our four ciag camp at Moran Fari(. T—icr
[egs are rca”}j strctc}-ling out these c{aﬁs, which means next year we are c]oing some real miles. And she’s
takimg some of my daypack weig]’ﬂ:. Alfter seven years of doing this triP, | think her time with Dad is

waning. But we still have one or two left.

N\a}j broug!ﬂt slnrimping in the [ood canal. [ made Jac Pun up the pots from 200 feet J'ust to build
character. | he weatherwas unusua”g sunny and almost pieasant. And those little fella’s tasted fine witl
butter and gar[ic over heat. Dut t}ﬁcg did get me in the end: | lost my wallet. PBut Pm t;‘lini&ing the risk of

icﬂintitg theft is Prettg among, shellfish whose eyes EXPEOFC when thcg come to the surface.

]\/hdl Mag also found me re-tracing the famous Fress Expc&ition of 1 889 — first party to cross the heart
of the O[ﬂlﬂpfc mountain range. [t took them six months of lﬁarclsl‘rip to cover the 48 miles. | and a ‘hiking
friend did it in just over 50 hours. OIC course, we had a trail and our gear StriPPcd to the bone, but the
various barefoot river ford crossing, the hours post l‘xoling and route ?inding at | ow Divide pass, tou.sglﬂ
spring mountain weather, and the twenty mile AaH out of the chute still gave the laocifj a good dose of ache.

Junc‘: was the | _ake Qyinault (_ancer bike ride. Tl’xirt\zj miles Aecp in the rainforest that ]FJBF’PCHS to hit a
sof” cla\z:; and full sun. This year | decided to break down and geta t—ert, somet}ning | do 5paring to avoid
t-shirt overload. T he random color this year was hot Pinic. O]h wr:”J at least it takes the attention away
From my kilt.

Ju?ﬂ found me hiking in the Blue Mtns in the southeast Portion of the state in the | oucannon area. Our
o5 mile route was cut short when at the five mile mark the trafljus’c vanished. We understood this was
Primitfvc wilderness area (mostly horse Pacicing), but several hours of cxp|oréng games trail and
oricn’tecring broug]nt us no nearer the Promincnt trail on the map we were SCeking. Sincc water was
dcpenc{ant on Iocatimg natural springs and the risk of missing them going cross country was too l’ligh we
modified the trip and sa[vagc it bg visiting the Orcgon PButte fire lookout. |t was a fine Piacc to Pitcfﬁ a

tent or two with slplcndid views. Amazing how drﬂ the country was this carl3 in the summer.



G
With summer in ngh gear, itjust Flew }33 | actua“y ended up talca'ng off three weeks in /—\ugust. T he big
Fam{iy campout in Kelso was hot, sunny, with the usual inner tube time in the river and coals under the
dutch oven. | also found mﬁscif on top of Mt St Hcicns. A|t%ough Pve been to the active volcanic
summit several times over the years, this was the first with an actual Pcrmit (requircd) on the actual route
{sug)gcstcci]. Wit}‘l an a1pinc start we began our ascent on a Per?cct rnorning Low ClOuGtS sockec{ in
eve:yt?‘ning under four thousand feet, giving us airP|ane views and a Pristin@ sunrise vista. Crampons bit

the snow crust with solid traction, making the elevation open and ﬁnjogab[e

After Yellowstone came the kid hikes. [Tor the younger kids, it was the \Nas'ningtom coast. | he best
weather you can l‘!OPC for is gcnera“g 657, Partia”y clouclgj and Eig'ht wind. |nstead we got 851, open
skies. bctwccn tree climbing} tide Pool explo ring, sca stack scaliﬂgj and poking at a massive dead sea lion,
the kids also got to actua“g 5WIM in the ocean. Crazi,j‘ With sandy beach stretches and ancient [ndian
petrog\i{:sj it was nine miles and a 1ong weekend that made a lot of memories {:orgrowing kids. [Tor the older
kids, it was rﬂcacﬂight Pasin and ]nga”s [ ake at the base of Mt. Stuart in the Aipincs | ake Wilderness.
VAN COUPIC thousand fect oFgain and solid upper digit miles from the trailhead, nary a comp[aint was heard.
\Which is surPrising, because it was [I’cera”g Frcczing. Faclking for summer in the middle of august, we didrt
quitc expect the }-lcavy cold front that kep’c dagtime lﬁighs in the mid 40’s with a | OmP% wind from the north,
and the upper teens for the lows on very clear nig]ﬁts. At one Point | had to climb in my slccping })ag at
two in the aFtcrnoonjust to warm up. In the end we walked away with great VIEWS, 5ood stories, and a

group of kids thatjust loved as!(ing their Dads qucstion from old Trévia| Fursuit cards from the 80’s.

T hen there’s Yosemite. T his one took a Planc and rental car and a lot of trail mix. Someone hatched an
idea to climb tﬂaif Dome, and it took seed with three of us. [ ven doiﬂg the cable route makes fora fomg
daﬁ. TfW@ﬁt\fj years of expcricncc made this triP crjofjahic. An alpime start to avoid the 85 morning
temps, wraploiﬂg knees on the downs to reduce imPact, swaPPing socks and using antiperspirant on the
feet to kecp them cirg and friction free, taking a filter and hgdrating continuous13, all Paid off tenfold. \We
spcint an hour and a Eal]c on toP amd gazcd over magnigicent sheer faces of granitc ] tr}j not to remember
the rest of the week in the Yosemite \/a“eg. Thc Peopic, dcvclopmc—:ntJ the Public pool with a Pcrmancnt
sign that reads |f you have had diarrhea in the last week P|case do not swim.’ Jo%n Muir is ro”lng in his
grave. Put like Yellowstone, some of the unique and majcstic bcautﬂ can still shine thru if you can filter

out the distractions and ca[:uturc his vision.

T he fall hike found us in a |ndian summer on an carig Oc‘cobcr weekend at aPtig named | _arch [ ake. The
tamaracks were in solid gold as the forest drank in the last long rays of a distant summer. Tﬂi”s were fire
red with lﬂeatl—]er, and the subtle whiff of sweet dccag as the annuals droppcd their faded canop’cs. Miles
were casy and camp was goo&, with mirror reflections at our lakeshore camp. [For the first time someone

3ctua”9 did some gishing, and adding alittle pan seared lake trout to the menu was a nice change of pace.

| think Jve rambled enoug‘h. Kcep !ﬂking, my friends. - dw



