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an oversized brown sweater. She looked as though I’d awoken her from hibernation. 

She appeared old for her age and a little annoyed. I kept thinking how striking it was 

that this lady and that dog spent their days up here in isolation, and wondered if she 

chose that life because she disliked people. I said, “I just wanted to let you know I am 

here, so I didn’t surprise you.” She gave me a nod and parked herself at the counter in 

case I wanted to buy anything. I took a stroll around the museum and familiarized 

myself with the history and plight of the Alaskan miner, and really enjoyed their poetry 

and songs. I could also sense that she really 

wanted to go back upstairs, so I cut my visit 

short and headed for the end of the trail where 

I knew there was a bridge. 

 “Have you seen the bridge? 

I ain't seen the bridge! 

Where's that confounded bridge?”  1

There was only one problem: the “confounded bridge” was underwater.  

Left foot chases right 

Because my feet know the way 

My mind can wander 

As a person who believes that just about 

everything is a sign, I surrendered to that fact 

that even though I was already pretty soaked 

1 Led Zeppelin - “The Crunge” 

 

http://www.definitions.net/definition/bridge
http://www.definitions.net/definition/bridge
http://www.definitions.net/definition/Where
http://www.definitions.net/definition/bridge
http://www.definitions.net/definition/confounded
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from the waist down, crossing the bridge was going to result in being colder and more 

wet, so with a loud sigh I made my way back down the hill...but not before a quick selfie 

at the top. 

As I slowly made my way back down, I stopped along the way to pick 

berries and look for fish in the stream, and do silly things like that. Feeling my fingers 

touch the leaves and the dirt and the trees, I imagined that 

Native hands 10,000 years ago felt the same textures and 

tasted the same fruit. I imagined the sounds I was hearing at 

that moment had also been heard by ancient ears as part of 

the soundscape of daily life, not through the ears of a 

woman who was unknowingly in the process of 

self-discovery through their environment.  

        When I made it down to the main parking lot where 

people could park and catch the trail halfway up, I took my shoes off, sat on a fallen 

tree, and had a good cry. I remember texting Stephanie to let her know that I was 

having a rough time, just in case she was having one too. The place was empty 

anyway, and all I could hear were thousands of birds singing at the top of their tiny 

lungs as soon as the rain let up, and the constant, thunderous pounding of waterfalls 

and rushing streams. I didn’t want the rain to stop. I didn’t want to go home where 

everything seems so gagged and bound by rules, so compressed and chaotic. I knew 

just as well that the time had come to say goodbye to the trail and go back to the hard 
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road, because the contrast is what makes each one unique and special. My logical self 

kicked in and shoved the emotional self to the side, inner tantrum subsided. 

Cheeks red, eyes red too  

Tears are the salt of the earth 

They water her roots 

I didn’t meet anyone new that day; I didn’t count the museum lady. I’m sure that 

energetically I lacked the capacity to take on another new conversation with a stranger; 

my tank was empty. I headed into a dark Irish-themed bar, and sat alone at a 

two-person table under a neon lucky clover in the back corner, and did some processing 

over a couple of pints of Guinness. There never seems to be a table for less than two 

people; otherwise they sit you in a line at the bar where no one faces each other. 

I walked back to the main bus terminal without a second thought, made my way 

back to the Nugget, and made one last stop at the Breeze-In. I didn’t officially sign off 

with the clerk, but I did in my mind. I went back to the Super 8 and packed my bags 

early since my flight shuttle was expecting me at 4 AM. 

The shuttle was delayed a bit since three men had won the fishing derby and had 

huge boxes of frozen halibut to be loaded into the van. It was a nice distraction from the 

fact that I was leaving. The flight itself consisted of Hunter S. Thompson journals to 

keep my mind distracted by dark humor, and free Cokes and pretzels. It also helped 

that the arrival plan included picking up my car in Oakland and driving to San Jose to 

meet my sister for the Rush 40-year anniversary tour concert. That was a very big day 

for me, one I’ll never forget. 
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Upon reflection, it’s interesting how many people assumed that since we met, we 

should stay in touch and continue the journey together somehow. Dave from Flagstaff 

on the fjord cruise, who complained about the lack of fresh fruit, was on my mind as I 

remember avoiding his text messages while I was walking through Fred Meyer. He felt 

like a weight at a time when I was 

supposed to feel weightless. Compelled 

by manners to respond, my final text to 

him included this photo from the grocery 

section, accompanied by a polite sign-off. 

Sorry Dave, I’d be gone before any fresh 

produce made it to Juneau. 

Every new person you meet opens a new part of you, whether big or small. 

These experiences take residence in your memory if you’re willing to be a good listener. 

It also takes a lot of energy and you have to protect yourself from dead weights and 

negativity, because people come in all flavors. Discernment is the most useful tool a 

person can utilize in these circumstances.  

In a world filled with land, sea, history, culture and people, the best way to feed 

the desire to learn about the beautiful diversity of humanity is to fully immerse oneself in 

various environments. Take the opportunity to breathe the same air, feel the same heat, 

feel the same wind, witness the same sunrise and sunset, and hear the voices of 

different people. In return, they’ll benefit from meeting you too. 

 

 



Makuh 45 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Stephanie and I at Chilkoot Lake, Haines, AK 
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