Photo accompanying an article entitled ―Snow Suspends Spring‖ in the Milwaukee Journal—Sentinel, March 22, 2008
[UPDATE: March, 2014—As I gradually go back over my old travelogues, I‘ll be leaving the original text intact but adding
additional comments in boldfaced enclosed in brackets to expand on what was originally said. I‘ll also add some additional
scanned photos to enhance the original travelogues.]
I didn‘t really intend to write a travelogue about this trip, and I didn‘t jot down any formal notes of the sort I often do when I
travel. When I set off I basically thought of as just a little weekend getaway. Reflecting further, though, I realized it was actually a
longer vacation than last year‘s Easter trip to New Orleans or my Easter in Alaska the year before. While not so exciting as either of
those excursions, unseasonable weather certainly made this a trip to remember. I dug out a Christmas font for the header to this,
because snowflakes were definitely the theme of the weekend.

We had our annual retreat at school this year, a day when the kids ―find themselves‖ and learn about religion and the world.
We reprised a program we‘d done a few years back on prejudice, and I was thankful that—while it‘s even more dated now than it was
then—it went over remarkably well. [The program was extremely dated the first time we did it, as the main component was an
episode of the Donohue shoe from the ‗80s. I think it worked better the second time around because it was so old that the
kids viewed it as ―retro‖ rather than dated.]

I checked the forecast on the computer at school, and it got worse and worse through the day. What was to be light rain
changed to ice followed by heavy snow. All the weather websites agreed a storm was coming. What they disagreed on (and what was
important to me) was exactly when and where the storm would hit. My original plan for this trip was to head over to Winona, Minnesota
(one of the nearest Amtrak stations) Friday morning. With the predictions becoming dire, though, I decided to change my plans. I
made a last-minute reservation at the Sleep Inn by the Rochester airport [a hotel that has changed ownership at least twice since
2008 and is no longer associated with Choice Hotels], about 130 miles from Algona and 40 miles from Winona. While that might
mean I‘d have to fight bad weather after dark tonight, I would at least get the bulk of the trip out of the way without an absolute deadline.
School dismissed around noon. In the early afternoon my quiz bowl team answered questions as part of a ―Think-a-Thon‖, a
fundraiser for our trip to nationals this summer. [We‘ve since replaced that with our Community Quiz Bowl, an event where the
students write questions for teams of community members and a much more successful fundraiser.] When that was over I
spent a couple of hours getting the communion elements ready for my church‘s Easter Sunday service. While I would not be at that
service myself, as chair of the worship and music committee, I was responsible for seeing that things went off without a hitch. I got
everything ready and placed (sealed in plastic) in the refrigerator of the church kitchen so it could be easily arranged on Sunday
morning. ]I don‘t think I‘ve ever been in my home church for Easter, but it‘s always my responsibility to make that service run
smoothly.]
I had one other responsibility at church on Thursday. Our interim pastor was doing a ―tenebrae‖ service (apparently the
correct spelling, though that‘s not how he spelled it) for Maundy Thursday. [Mentioning the ―interim pastor‖ reminds me that it‘s
been six years now that our church has been in almost perpetual transition since a long-time regular pastor left. We‘ve
shrunk to a fraction of our previous size, but with a new pastor on track to start this summer, hopefully we can start moving
forward again.] This is a downbeat ―service of the shadows‖ that strikes me as really more appropriate for Good Friday. The main
part of the service consisted of eight people reading downbeat Bible selections and extinguishing various candles. I had agreed to be
one of those readers, so I needed to be at church for the 7pm service. Most forecasts predicted the snow should be starting right
around 7:00, so I was more than a bit fidgety as I waited for all the candles to go out. Eventually they all did, and I rushed to the door
the second the service was over.
I stopped briefly at home and then got ready to set out. When I returned to my car, I panicked a bit when my headlights
wouldn‘t turn on as they should. Since it was now night, it was pretty much impossible to get any problem looked at before I left, so I
wasn‘t quite sure what to do. I jiggled the switch a few times, and they did finally come on. I worried the whole way to Rochester,
though, lest they should go out and leave me in darkness.
While the forecast was bad, it was merely overcast when I left. The roads were dry as I headed east on U.S. 18 to Garner,
north on U.S. 69 to Forest City, and then east on highway 3. The trip was uneventful, though I was a bit annoyed to find the vast
majority of people on the road carefully obeying the 55mph speed limit. With gas prices skyrocketing, it certainly makes sense to drive
slower. Since I wanted to beat the storm eastward, I wasn‘t in a mood to dawdle, though.
I turned north on I-35 and sped up to 70mph. (I pretty much never exceed the speed limit on interstates, so my fellow
motorists were less annoying here.) I passed the lone landmark along the interstate in northern Iowa, the Diamond Jo Casino, a
monstrosity in the middle of nowhere near the little town of Northwood. Why anyone would want to go to Northwood, Iowa to gamble is
beyond me, but the place seems to be making quite a go of things. Before long I entered Minnesota, and I soon turned eastward onto
interstate 90.
There were flakes of snow in the air just past Austin, Minnesota (about 45 miles from Rochester), and I decided to follow the
advice of highway signs and call 511 on my cell phone to check on road conditions. Unfortunately, for no reason I can figure out,
calling 511 in south-central Minnesota connected me with a recording in Madison, Wisconsin. The recording apologized that
Wisconsin‘s 511 service would not be available until fall of 2008, and then the phone disconnected. I tried three different times to get
Minnesota road conditions, but each time I ended up getting the recording in Wisconsin.
There were just flurries until I got about 15 miles west of Rochester. Quite rapidly it started snowing heavily. Fortunately the
road was not frozen (in fact the air temperature was actually still above freezing), so while visibility was a problem, the road surface was
just wet. I slowed down a bit, but still went along at a fairly good clip.
I reached the hotel at about ten minutes to ten. I was using a Choice Hotels gift card to pay for my bill. The girl at the desk
was unfamiliar with these cards (a near universal problem at Choice Hotels properties), but she was pleasant about it. She called her
manager, who told her to just clip the card to the folio so he could deal with it in the morning. Without checking the value on the card or
asking for ID or a credit card, she just gave me a key and sent me on my way.
I‘d stayed at this hotel on multiple occasions before, most recently when Margaret and I flew out of Rochester when we went to
New Orleans a year ago. It‘s a perfectly adequate hotel, but there‘s certainly nothing much to recommend it. Booking at the last
minute, I didn‘t even get a particularly good rate, about $75 for a rather cramped room. It did have a TV, though, and I spent a lot of
time watching the local news and the Weather Channel. Southeast Minnesota and all of southern Wisconsin were now officially in a
winter storm warning. The snow was supposed to start sticking overnight and would continue—they said—until about 10am in
Minnesota and until about 2pm in eastern Wisconsin. It was hard to estimate the possible accumulation, but they figured anywhere
from 4 to 10 inches. The heaviest snow was predicted for morning, so I figured the earlier I was on my way tomorrow, the better. [It‘s
kind of odd that I didn‘t decide to book a hotel right in Winona. That might have been a few bucks more expensive, but then I

wouldn‘t have to worry so much about the snow. For some reason I chose Rochester, though, and now I was stuck with that
decision.]
The TV also gave an 800 number for Minnesota road conditions. I called it from my phone and was told that conditions near
Rochester had ―limited visibility with difficult driving in places‖. That was actually pretty accurate for what I‘d experienced, and I was
glad to get a number that actually worked. I was also glad that the snow seemed lighter when I went to bed around midnight.

I got up around 6:00 and immediately looked out the window. While there was snow on the ground, it didn‘t really look all that
thick. I next called Amtrak, where the recorded voice of ―Julie‖ told me the Empire Builder was due into Winona right on time. [As I
write this, the Builder has been chronically late, mostly due to freight trains carrying oil out of North Dakota. Many times in
recent weeks the train has been as much as six hours late, and it‘s routinely three hours behind schedule.]
I had a quick breakfast (a waffle and a banana) in the lobby and then called the Minnesota DOT 800 number. They said all the
roads between Rochester and Winona featured ―difficult driving‖ with deep slush on the pavement. The roads were open, though, so I
figured I‘d grit my teeth and give it a try. [It‘s now the equivalent weekend in 2014; in fact March 21 was again a Friday. I was up
in northern Minnesota visiting my brother on March 21, 2014, and once again there was deep slush on the pavement. It would
certainly be nice if spring would actually come when it was scheduled.]
Checking out of the hotel took no time at all. The manager had efficiently credited the gift card, and he gave both the card
(with a small remaining balance) and my receipt to me with no problem. I hauled my bag out to the car, scraped ice off the windshield,
made a little sigh of relief when the lights came on with no problem, and then set off.
The parking lot and the airport access road were both covered with slush, but I made it out all right. Right by Rochester I-90
was really in pretty good shape, mostly wet with a few slushy patches. I drove along at 55 or 60 mph without any real problem. Just
east of Rochester things got much worse, though. The 800 number had been exactly right. There was in fact deep slush, and while I
saw five different plows in the westbound lanes, it looked as if it had been hours since any of the slush had been scraped off of the
eastbound side of the highway. It was snowing very heavily, and ―difficult driving‖ was right on the money for a description of the
conditions. It wasn‘t impossible to drive, but I was not alone in driving very slowly—in most cases well below the theoretical minimum
speed of 45 mph. Only heavy semi trucks went faster, and even they were only going 50 or so. It would take more than an hour and a
half to cover what is normally about a 45-minute trip between Rochester and Winona.
I made one brief stop en route, partly because I needed gas and partly to soothe my nerves a bit. I pulled into an odd little
9
Cenex station in the strange little town of Eyota. After filling up with gas (at $3.06 a gallon, quite a bit cheaper than it was in Algona) I
set off again.
There was understandably very little traffic on I-90. This stretch of interstate is never all that busy, and in bad weather there
were only a handful of other vehicles. That changed when I turned onto state highway 43, though. This is a shortcut that leads from
the interstate up to Winona, and even on a snowy morning it was packed with commuters. That was actually a good thing. It was
snowing more and more heavily (coming down at a rate of two inches an hour, I heard later). Without all that traffic the winding little
state road would have been nearly impassible. All those cars kept it relatively clear, though, and we made our way in a slow-moving
line for the nine miles from the interstate to Winona.
I‘d left my electric shaver at home, so I needed to pick up another one. (I‘d love to know just how many electric shavers I‘ve
bought over the years; it‘s got to be dozens.) I pulled into the parking lot of a Target store, but was surprised to find the place wouldn‘t
open until 9:30am. That seemed a very late time, and they missed out on my business because of those limited hours. [I‘ve since
been to other Targets with similarly late opening times. Target‘s main market has always been trendy twenty-somethings,
and perhaps they‘re acknowledging that those people like to sleep late.] I instead went to an enormous but absolutely empty WalMart store. Without having to fight through crowds, I quickly found what I needed. I used the self check-out lane and was pleasantly
surprised that the shaver didn‘t set off the alarm as I left.
I drove into downtown Winona and stopped briefly at a Kwip Trip, where I picked up some coffee and a danish. I again called
the Amtrak schedule number and found the train was still due right on time. It‘s honestly amazing how little weather affects the train,
particularly when just about anything else you can imagine throws the schedule into chaos. I drove over to the station and found what
appeared to be the last available parking space. [A large part of the lot was blocked off with piles of snow.] I then made my way
inside, confirmed with the attendant that the train was on time (due in about an hour), and had a seat on one of the ancient wooden
benches in the lobby.
I was the first passenger to arrive at Winona station, but before long there were lots of passengers there. The vast majority
were college students from Winona State University, and most had bought their tickets within the last twenty-four hours. The buses had

cancelled their service out of southeast Minnesota, and travel by car was iffy at best. That left the train as just about the only option for
those who wanted to go home or visit friends at Easter.
I did a lot of people watching at the station. It was absolutely floored by the number of people who seemed to have their cell
phones permanently attached to their ears. One girl literally spent the entire time she was waiting talking to someone on the phone. I
can‘t say I eavesdropped much on her conversation, though. Mostly it was just ―uh huh, uh huh‖ and similar responses. [It‘s
interesting that these days people are even more addicted to their phones, but they talk much less. Instead they‘re constantly
texting.]
Perhaps the most interesting people in the station were a middle aged father and his teenaged son. The son was apparently
traveling alone. I gather the father was divorced but had primary custody of the boy, who was traveling alone to be with his mother over
Easter. There‘s lots of red tape involved when minors travel alone, and the station manager had the father fill out an extremely lengthy
form before he would issue the kid a ticket. Once the form was completed, he asked to see both the father‘s and son‘s identi fication.
When the boy got out his driver‘s license, the station manager was suddenly most apologetic. It turned out the kid had just turned 18
(though he did look younger). From Amtrak‘s point of view, he was an adult, so all the paperwork had been totally unnecessary.
Fortunately the father was pleasant about things, and the kid seemed to think it was funny.
While I waited I sat next to an elderly woman who was visiting a friend in Glenview, Illinois. She had taken a cab to the station
and apparently had to call three different companies before she found one that was willing to pick her up in the midst of the storm. It
surprised me that there were multiple cab companies in Winona; I can‘t imagine any of them does much business.
Amtrak‘s ticketing policies made the line at the station all the longer. Almost everyone had actually booked and paid for their
tickets on the internet. Unfortunately, unlike airlines, Amtrak requires you to get an actual tagboard ticket. The confirmation number
isn‘t enough. They used to mail out tickets that were booked online, but now they only send them by Federal Express, and they charge
an arm and a leg for that service. In big cities you can get your tickets from a machine, but at a small station like Winona you have to
queue up and have the station manager print them out. It was a very time-consuming process, and they were boarding the train before
the last people in line had their tickets. [Only a year ago did Amtrak finally go to e-tickets on all their nationwide routes. Now
when you book online you are e-mailed a .pdf document that you can print out or download to a smartphone or laptop
computer. The conductor scans a barcode in that document, which serves as the ticket for your journey.]
The train arrived a little bit ahead of schedule, and we all got thoroughly soaked walking through the slushy mess between the
station and the platform. The train was nearly full before we boarded, and entirely full after. I ended up sitting next to a WSU student
who was also headed to Milwaukee. He was an unusual young man, short and stocky and with a bright red pockmarked face that
looked as if he had been splashed with acid. He spent much of the trip watching a movie he had downloaded to a laptop computer. I
have no idea what the film was, but I‘m pretty sure I wouldn‘t have paid money to see it. It was one of those college boy adventure
flicks that basically pairs copious amounts of drinking with copious amounts of female flesh. Strangely, the kid basically watched the
entire film without reacting in any way to anything in it.
The seats directly in front of us were occupied by a twenty-something long-haired guy from suburban Sacramento and an 86year-old ex-Marine, both of whom were traveling to Portage, Wisconsin. The two appeared to have almost nothing in common, but they
chatted with one another pretty much the whole way. The young man was into his fourth day of traveling, having first taken a
Greyhound bus from Sacramento to Seattle and then spending two nights on the Empire Builder. He was en route to visit his fiancée
and was very relieved that the trip was almost over. The old man also found travel tedious, though he had just been visiting relatives in
Red Wing, Minnesota—just half a day away from Portage.
One thing the two had in common was their opposition to the war in Iraq. The Californian had a good friend who had recently
been killed in the war, and the old man just thought it was a waste of money. Both of them also supported Barack Obama. The young
man was exactly the type of person you‘d expect to see as an Obama supporter, while the retiree had turned to Obama because of the
war. He said he had voted Republican his entire life, but he couldn‘t bring himself to do that in this election. He had been one of those
crossover voters who had helped Obama win the Wisconsin primary.
I spent most of the trip listening to Jesus Christ, Superstar on the walkman I‘d taken with me to Vancouver. I‘m still not much
of a fan of headphones, but at least music played through them doesn‘t bother other people. I have a long tradition of listening to JC,S
every Easter, and I was pleased to have the time to play through two different versions on this trip.
As I listened to the once scandalous and now classical rock opera [it‘s really odd to think that the show could have been
controversial, but it was considered too cutting edge in the ‗70s], I also stared out at the snow. It snowed very heavily all across
Wisconsin. It was relatively warm, and the rivers were flowing freely. Looking out the train window, it looked like a Christmas special
on TV, though. There were fast-falling enormous flakes of snow, the trees were flocked in white, and puffy drifts covered everything. It
was really quite beautiful, but I‘m certainly glad I didn‘t have to drive through it.
Most times recently when I‘ve traveled by plane or train I‘ve jotted notes to help me remember all the various experienced I
encountered en route. I didn‘t do that on this trip, but there were a few people on the train who stood out from the rest. A few rows
ahead of me was a black couple who were traveling to Chicago. Neither I nor anyone else in the car could help but notice them,
because they were so loud they demanded our attention. … Not that I understood much of what they said, mind you. The twosome
most decidedly did not have the cultured oratory of Martin Luther King and Barbara Jordan (or even Barack Obama or Oprah Winfrey).

Most of their words were unrecognizable, and the few things I did understand were mostly vulgar. I mostly blocked them out with my
music.
Two interesting passengers boarded in Tomah, which is apparently an unstaffed station. I looked out the window as the train
made a brief stop in Tomah. The station was on the right (south) side of the train, though the platform, sidewalk, and street were all
indistinguishable in the snow. Shortly after the train took off again, a voice came over the loudspeaker asking the engineer to stop
because a passenger was outside the train. On the left (north) side of the train there was a woman in a parka holding a suitcase. I
would bet she had run to a nearby grocery store while waiting for the train and ended up on the wrong side when it came time to board.
They only open up doors on the platform side, so had a cook not noticed her as the dining car passed (that was whose voice it was),
she‘d have been left out in the snow. [It‘s not always clear at stations on just where trains will stop, and my bet is problems like
this happen fairly often.]
The other person who caught my attention when boarding in Tomah was a middle-aged man who, like many on this train, had
made the decision to take Amtrak at the last minute. He had no ticket on him, and when the conductor came around he said that he
had priced things a week ago and thought the $87 one-way fare he had been quoted for a trip to Chicago was too expensive. He
decided instead to take the bus. However (most likely because Greyhound was not running) he had opted today to take the train. The
conductor told him the last-minute fare was over a hundred dollars. The man objected, but said he was willing to pay the $87 rate. The
conductor got out his cell phone and called a reservations agent in Philadelphia. He said roughly ―I‘m with a gentleman who boarded in
beautiful downtown Tomah, Wisconsin, in the middle of a raging snowstorm, with all the roads closed. We‘d like to be as nice to him as
we can.‖ The agent apparently got a laugh out of the call, and she authorized the conductor to charge the lower rate. From my point of
view that was still a very high fare. I was traveling from Winona to Milwaukee (about the same distance as Tomah—Chicago), and the
ticket I‘d bought at Christmas cost only $70 for a round trip--$35 one way. I actually paid less than half of that ($30 total), with the rest
covered by a credit Amtrak had given me. If I had to pay $87 or $100+ for a one-way ticket, I‘d likely have made other plans. [Fares
on the Empire Builder have increased dramatically in recent years. That‘s why I‘ve most often traveled south and taken the
train from Illinois, where heavy subsidies have kept rail fares stable.]
Even with the horrible snowstorm, the train remained right on schedule through Portage, the Wisconsin Dells, and Columbus.
Beyond Columbus we entered the suburbs that connect Madison and Milwaukee. The railroad tracks run right next to I-94 through this
area, and it was really strange to see an almost deserted snow-covered interstate, with just a handful of cars crawling along this
normally jam-packed artery.
The only delay on the whole trip came just shy of the Milwaukee train station. We came to a dead stop directly under the
Marquette interchange at the southwest corner of downtown Milwaukee. The conductor soon came on to explain that switches in the
Milwaukee yard had frozen up, and would have to be changed manually. After a brief wait we jerked ahead, then stopped again. We
jerked and stopped two more times before finally advancing into the station. We‘d have arrived about ten minutes early without the
switch problem, and even with the delay we were only about five minutes late.
I grabbed my bag, made my way down the stairs, and trudged through deeply drifted snow on the platform to get to the station.
I was pleased that the first thing I saw on entering MKE station was an advertisement for the Hampton Inn & Suites—Downtown
Milwaukee, the hotel where I‘d be staying for the next two nights.
Back in January Margaret and I had decided to take a train trip next Christmas out to Montreal (something I alluded to in my
Vancouver travelogue). I‘d bought the tickets online, but didn‘t have any actual tickets. Since Milwaukee had a Quik-Trak ticket
machine, I figured this was as good a place as any to print out the tickets so we could board quickly next winter. The trip out actually
requires six sets of Amtrak tickets: LaCrosse to Chicago, Chicago to Schenectady, Schenectady to Montreal, and the reverse.
[Another advantage to switching to e-tickets is that the same .pdf document can serve as a ticket for multiple segments.] I
scanned my credit card, and the machine slowly but efficiently printed out tickets for five of those six itineraries. Unfortunately, it when I
tried to print the Schenectady—Montreal tickets, it said it couldn‘t find the reservations. These was actually the cheapest segment of
the trip (mostly because the state of New York gives a major subsidy to Amtrak), but it was essential for completing the trip. I tried
typing in the confirmation number by hand, but the machine still said it couldn‘t find the itinerary. There was a huge line at the machine
(and general mass confusion in the station—mostly due to bus travelers trying to re-book on Amtrak), so I figured this wasn‘t the best
time to worry about it. I‘d try again to get the final tickets later.
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The Amtrak station in Milwaukee is on St. Paul Avenue between 4 and 5 Streets, south and west of the main downtown
nd
area. The Hampton Inn was on Wisconsin Avenue at 2 Street, two blocks north and three blocks east of the station entrance. It really
wasn‘t all that far to walk, but trudging through the deep, wet snow meant I got thoroughly soaked in the process of getting from the
station to the hotel. My sister Margaret had given me a new hand-knitted scarf for Christmas, and I was glad to have it to provide a bit
of extra warmth in the midst of this storm.
The Hampton Inn and Suites—Downtown Milwaukee is an elegant hotel in a somewhat iffy neighborhood. I opened the brass
doors, stomped my feet on the carpet at the entry, but still dripped across the hardwood floor of the lobby as I made my way to the
desk. A very suspicious woman looked at me as if I were a homeless beggar. Once she found my reservation, though, she perked up
and welcomed me cheerfully. [This is a fairly standard procedure at urban hotels, which I suppose do get their share of riffraff.] She checked me in efficiently and sent me to the extremely elegant elevators that would take me up to my room.

The ten-story art deco building that houses this hotel was originally built as a bank. It was converted to a Howard Johnson‘s
hotel about twenty years ago, and in 2006 the place became a Hampton Inn. In the hierarchy of hoteldom, that‘s basically a s tep up,
and this was really a very nice hotel—easily one of the nicest places I‘ve ever stayed. At roughly $100 a night, it should have been. It
actually seemed worth that amount, though. My room (#414) was a true suite, consisting of a living room, a kitchenette, a bathroom,
and a bedroom. The rooms were arranged in ―shotgun‖ fashion—with a long, narrow layout. The furnishings were quite modern, but
they blended surprisingly well with the old architectural characteristics of the building. Everything was well lit, and there were two large
TVs to entertain me during my stay. In addition to the usual bags of coffee, I was given a complimentary bag of microwave popcorn.
There was also a wide assortment of toiletries in the bathroom. The major negative of the room was the view—or perhaps lack of it.
My room overlooked an alleyway, with the boarded up windows of a building whose upper floors had been abandoned across the way.

Hampton Inn & Suites – Downtown Milwaukee

Several aspects of this
hotel room made me think of an
old book Margaret and Brian
had called Motel of the
Mysteries that pondered what it
would be like if a future
civilization were to unearth the
ruins of an old motel and
mistake it for a ceremonial
burial complex. The Hampton
Inn had many of the classic
hospitality industry features they
made fun of in that book.
Among these were the ―sacred
point‖ and ―sacred seal‖ (toilet
paper that had been folded into
a triangular end, which was
then sealed to the roll with a
metallic hotel logo).
Most
noteworthy, though, was ―the
plant that would not die‖. I‘m
not sure I‘ve actually seen a
fake plant in a hotel room
before, but my suite at the
Hampton Inn had two pieces of
plastic foliage, one in the
bedroom and one in the sitting
room. One of them covered
most of a desk, rendering it
essentially unusable.

Like many ―better‖ hotels, the TV channels here were remarkably limited.
They‘d have preferred that I buy pay-per-view movies or pay to play video games,
so it was pretty much the local channels they had available. I mostly watched the
Milwaukee ABC affiliate. When I turned on the TV, ABC was running local news,
and I found out later they‘d pre-empted regular programming all day to run nothing
but news because of the storm. They had reporters all over the area with periodic
updates on how the weather was affecting different things. Pretty much all the
highways were closed, as was Milwaukee International Airport. Almost all the local
churches had cancelled their Good Friday services, and many businesses had shut
down early (often at noon). As of mid-afternoon, nine inches of snow had fallen,
and they were expecting from three to six more inches before the storm ended.
What‘s more it was wet, heavy snow, not the powdery stuff you get in January. The
storm was pushing the 2007 – 2008 winter season into the record books as the
second snowiest winter on record in Wisconsin, with the potential of being #1 if they
got enough snow or if another storm happened even later.
The TV people were the first of numerous locals I‘d hear mispronounce the
name of their own city. It‘s fascinating to me that in Wisconsin parlance the word
―Milwaukee‖ has no ―L‖ in it; it‘s said more like ―muh-WOKE-ih‖, with the middle
syllable somewhere between ―woke‖ and ―whack‖, but definitely not ―walk‖. Having
grown up saying the place as ―mill-WALK-ee‖, the local pronunciation was rather
grating.
I relaxed a bit at the hotel and then set out to explore the immediate

Plant that would not die

surrounding area. If someone asked me for a brief description that summed up downtown Milwaukee, I‘d say that above all this is a
city of parking ramps. It rapidly became clear that about twenty years ago someone decided that parking ramps were the most efficient
form of urban renewal. They‘ve condensed pretty much all the true business downtown onto one street (Wisconsin Avenue), which is
lined mostly with original century-old buildings. [Actually Milwaukee does have a leg up on many other cities in that there is still
any downtown business at all.] Away from that street, though, about all you‘ll see are public buildings (museums, arenas, a
convention center, etc.) and lots and lots of parking ramps. You‘d think the Twin Cities had a parking shortage compared to all the
ramps in Milwaukee. There literally seems to be a ramp on every block.
I later called Margaret on the phone and joked that Milwaukee was like Chicago without a skyline and without Hispanic people.
Both of those observations are true—and I might have added without much of anything going on. While I didn‘t dislike Milwaukee, it
was frankly a boring city. It‘s a big city (600,000, with a metro population of almost two million), but unlike a lot of cities, it seems
smaller than it actually is. The twenty-second largest place in America, Milwaukee is bigger than Seattle, Denver, Miami, or
Minneapolis. From a tourist‘s point of view, though, all those places seem like big cities while Milwaukee looks like an overgrown small
town. Of the places I‘ve been, Milwaukee reminded me most of Omaha, a place about half its size. [Both places essentially seem
like endless suburbs in search of a ―real‖ city.] The lack of a skyline is reflected in the fact that the tallest building in Milwaukee is
Miller Park, the Brewers‘ stadium. The ballpark is in an industrial area way west, not even visible from downtown. In downtown itself
there are only a couple of buildings taller than fifteen stories. Most of downtown is four to six stories tall, and the vast majority are boxy
brick buildings with little architectural interest.
More striking than the lack of
architectural interest was the lack of
diversity among people on the street.
Almost everyone in Milwaukee is either
black or white. In the downtown area the
mix is about 50–50 between those two
races, and I‘d bet that away from
downtown the place (like almost all of
Wisconsin) is overwhelmingly white. It‘s
very weird these days to be in a major city
and not see any significant number of
Hispanic or Asian Americans. In fact,
having compared the place to Omaha in
the previous paragraph, I must point out
Downtown Milwaukee ―skyline‖ … or lack thereof
that Nebraska‘s metropolis has a much
more diverse population than does Milwaukee. The place was mostly German a century ago, and it remains that way (with a few
blacks thrown in) today.
The commercial focus of downtown Milwaukee is The Shops at [actually ―of‖, not ―at‖] Grand Avenue, a surprisingly
successful downtown mall that uses skywalks to connect existing anchor stores and office buildings that have been converted to house
nondescript stores you‘d expect to see in the suburbs. The name is bizarre, since there is no street in downtown Milwaukee named
Grand Avenue. The mall (and its many associated parking ramps) instead straddle a four-block stretch between Wisconsin and
Michigan Avenues. At the east end, next to the Milwaukee River, is a large Borders bookstore housed in what used to be Marshall
Field‘s main Wisconsin store. The mall stretches westward to the Boston Store, an upscale department store owned by the same
company that owns Younkers in Iowa and Carson Pirie Scott in Chicago. (It‘s actually [the company that owned] Younkers that
bought out the other stores.) [Today the Shops of Grand is the only enclosed mall actually located in the city of Milwaukee.
Three other malls built in the ‗70s near the edge of the city closed in recent years as newer, better malls opened farther out.]
I spent quite a while browsing through a variety of stores in the mall. I almost dropped a fair amount of money at a T.J. Maxx
store when I saw a Brewers jacket there that I really liked. Unfortunately they had every size imaginable except what would fit me.
That‘s probably as well, since I really didn‘t need to spend anything. I did have a late lunch (or early supper) at a Culver‘s in the food
court (the only Culver‘s I‘ve ever seen that wasn‘t free-standing), and I picked up some juice at a Walgreen‘s store.
I stopped back briefly at the hotel and watched more of the local news. Then around 6:00 I set out for the evening. Before
leaving I‘d checked what was going on in Milwaukee over Easter weekend. I noticed there were two sports events scheduled, a minor
league hockey game tonight and an NBA basketball game tomorrow. I was able to find affordable tickets to both events, so tonight I
was on my way to see the Milwaukee Admirals play the Iowa Stars in hockey.
[Ticketmaster, the online box office, still sends me regular e-mails trying to get me to buy more Milwaukee Admirals
tickets, as well as tickets to their parent team, the Nashville Predators. Seeing one hockey game in Milwaukee was fun, but I
really have no desire to go back there. I might have considered seeing the Iowa Stars at Wells Fargo Arena in Des Moines,
but that team no longer exists. About a year after this trip the Stars lost their franchise over financial irregularities.]
The Admirals and the NBA‘s Bucks both play at the Bradley Center, one of the few major sports arenas that isn‘t named after
some big corporation. [That‘s no longer true. Naming rights were sold in 2012 to the Bank of Montreal‘s American affiliate, and
the facility is now called the BMO—Harris Bradley Center.] Built in 1988, the Bradley Center was a gift to the State of Wisconsin by
one of two families that are the philanthropists in Milwaukee. (The other is the Kohl family that founded the department store chain of

that name.) [The Bradleys founded an electronics manufacturing company that has since been acquired by Rockwell—Collins.
It‘s interesting that BMO—Harris Bradley Center is now owned by the Kohl Family.] It is the newest part of an enormous
complex of indoor facilities in the northwest corner of downtown. At the south end of the mess is the Midwest Airlines Center [now
called Wisconsin Center, since the demise of Midwest Airlines], which is the city‘s main convention complex. North of that are the
Milwaukee Civic Theatre (which seems to be mostly empty [it apparently hosts concerts occasionally]) and the U.S. Cellular Arena
(formerly MECCA Arena), a 1950s stadium where the Bucks and Admirals used to play. It now hosts arena football (the Wisconsin
Bonecrushers) and indoor soccer (the Milwaukee Wave). [The Wave still play there, but the Bonecrushers are now the Chicago
Knights. The facility also hosts University of Wisconsin—Milwaukee college basketball.] On the east side of the complex they
have the Milwaukee Athletic Hall of Fame (featuring about three people I‘d heard of an dozens I hadn‘t) as well as a marker
commemorating the QWERTY typewriter keyboard, which was invented on this site back in the 1860s.
With the snowstorm still raging, the whole area around the sports and convention complex was pretty much deserted. Both
the Bradley Center and the U.S. Cellular Arena were having events tonight, but pretty much no one seemed to be going to either place.
When I reached Bradley Center, there was almost literally no one there. They were having a promotion where they would give away
free boxer shorts to the first 3,500 fans in attendance, but there were well under 1,000 fans in an arena that could hold almost 20,000.
At one of the intermissions, the owner of the team got on the P.A. and said a heartfelt thank-you to those fans who had come. He
noted that with the freeways closed, it was impossible to get in from the suburbs, so ―we‘re thankful to the die-hard city fans for being
here‖.
The nice thing about being at a minor league hockey game was that
I could afford one of the best seats I‘ve had for any sports event anywhere.
For $17 I was able to sit right behind the glass (the ―boards‖) by the home
bench. (An equivalent seat at tomorrow‘s NBA game would have cost $180.)
[Had this been an NHL game, I‘d likely have paid several times as much
for a much worse seat.] I sat directly behind player #40, a number that stood
out because it is the number Brad Nelson, my baseball playing former student,
has worn more often than any other. I made a point of rooting specifically for
this player, Finnish left winger Antti Philstrom, and he had a very good game.
[Of course I had to look up Antti Philstrom while doing this
revision. He is a Finnish player who will turn 30 this fall. He apparently
was called up to Nashville not long after the game I saw, but he ended up
playing exactly one game in the NHL. He played for Finland in the World
Hockey Championships in 2008, and led the national team with five
goals. He also played on the Finnish national team at the Sochi
Olympics. He currently plays in the Kontinental Hockey League (which
is spelled with a ―K‖ in Western script) in Russia. The team he plays for
is in the city of Ufa, a place of over a million I‘d never heard of. Ufa
happens to be the capital of Bashkortostan, a mostly Moslem constituent
republic of the Russian Federation in the Ural Mountains north of
Kazakhstan. I‘m sure Ufa isn‘t really where Philstrom wanted to end up,
but—just he‘s still had a decent career.]
The game began with a really bad rendition of ―The Star-Spangled
Banner‖. A rather hoarse girl raced through the song and slaughtered the high
note near the end. She interrupted herself, exclaiming ―oooh‖ when she
missed the high note, but she still got a smattering of applause at the end.
The Admirals are hockey‘s equivalent of a AAA baseball team. They
are affiliated with the NHL‘s Nashville Predators (interesting since Nashville is
Antti Philstrom in a Nashville Predators sweater
home to the Milwaukee Brewers‘ AAA affiliate), and about half the players
either have played or will play in the National Hockey League. The Admirals have really ugly uniforms, with a strange black and teal
color scheme and a cartoonish picture that looks more like a pirate than an admiral. The uniforms also feature the old Milwaukee
Brewers logo, a light blue ―M‖ stylized to look much like a catcher‘s mitt with a yellow baseball in the middle. The Brewers haven‘t used
st
that logo in decades, but here it was on 21 Century hockey uniforms. The announcer referred to the team as ―the boys of winter‖, so
perhaps having a baseball logo on their uniforms was appropriate.
The game was really very good. Since the arena also hosts the Bucks, they were able to give the Admirals a ―big league‖
treatment in terms of announcements, Jumbotron video coverage, promotions, and the like. One annoying aspect was that they also
charged big league prices for their concessions [also true at most AAA ballparks], which was why I made due with a bag of peanuts
($4) and a single cup of pop ($5) for the whole game.
Hockey games consist of three 20-minute periods separated by intermissions. The actual game was fast-moving, and they
filled the intermissions well. Probably the most interesting thing between the periods was watching the zanbonis condition the ice.
While the two monster ice machines made their laps around the track, they played this country-style song over the loudspeaker:

Well I went down to the local arena
Asked to see the manager man
He came from his office, said, "Son can I help you?"
I looked at him and said, "Yes you can..."
I want to Drive the zamboni...hey
I want to Drive the zamboni...Yes I do!
Now ever since I was young it's been my dream
That I might drive a zamboni machine
I'd get the ice just as slick as could be
And all the kids would look up to me
I want to drive the zamboni...hey
I want to drive the zamboni...Yes I do!
Now the manager said, "Son, I know it looks keen
But that right there is one expensive machine
And I've got Smokey who's been driving for years."
About that time I broke down in tears.
‗Cause I want to drive the zamboni...hey
I want to drive the zamboni...Yes I do!

Website photo of the Zamboni at Bradley Center

Performed by a group called the Gear Heads, ―I Want to Drive the Zamboni‖ is apparently as much of a standard at hockey arenas as
―Take Me Out to the Ballgame‖ or ―Cotton-Eyed Joe‖ is at ballparks.
Hockey probably has more substitutions than any other game. Except for the goalies, pretty much all the players come out
after just a couple of minutes on the ice. There are entirely different offensive and defensive combinations, and—at least at this level—
every player seems to have one or two others with whom he shares playing time. Sitting behind the bench I could constantly see
players getting ready to go in, literally jumping over the barrier, landing on the ice, and skating on into the pack. Meanwhile the players
coming out would skate through the narrow gate by the bench, remove their mouth guards, and find their place on the bench in one
motion. It was really fun to watch the guys go in and out.
I stayed through the whole game, which the Admirals won handily. Then I made my way back through slightly lighter snow to
the Hampton Inn. The hotel‘s back entrance was via a parking ramp just to the north. A security guard was patrolling the entrance to
the ramp. He eyed me very suspiciously when I didn‘t scan a parking ticket in the machine before going up in the elevator. However,
he didn‘t say anything, and I made it up to the hotel entrance without incident. I watched some more of the storm news on TV and read
through a variety of tourist brochures to figure out what I‘d do tomorrow. Then I drifted off to sleep.

I was up around 7:00 this morning, but lounged around the hotel for quite a while. I spent much of that time having breakfast.
Hampton Inns always have a nice breakfast spread, definitely superior to most other ―midrange‖ hotels. This morning the main items
were sausage patties and miniature waffles. [In general I like the mini toaster waffles better than the big Belgian waffles many
hotels serve these days.] I also sampled from an enormous tray of fresh fruit, and I had an individual cup of yogurt. Coffee, hot
chocolate, and two types of juice completed a very hearty [if not particularly healthy] breakfast.
It was still snowing fairly briskly when I set out for the day. The TV people said the city of Milwaukee had already gotten about
14 inches of snow, with another inch or two expected this morning as the front moved out over Lake Michigan. Heavy as that was, it
was actually slightly less than they had in the western suburbs along I-94. It was really kind of hard to judge the snow totals, because
the snow was so wet it quickly settled. If this same storm had come in January, the same amount of precipitation would easily have
yielded two to three feet of dry, fluffy white stuff.
It wasn‘t easy to walk this morning. In addition to deep drifts, places where snow had been shoveled had developed a thick
film of ice, making the sidewalks slippery at best and in some cases all but impassible. I definitely had to watch where I was going to
get anywhere.
I first made my way back to the Amtrak station, which was now almost deserted. I went up to the desk and explained to the
woman there the problem I‘d had getting my ticket for Montreal. She punched a few keys and quickly diagnosed the problem.
Apparently Amtrak had changed the schedule on the Schenectady—Montreal leg of the trip by something like 33 minutes. While from
the point of view of a cross-country trip that was irrelevant, any change of more than a half an hour is considered ―major‖ by the
computer, constituting a different itinerary than what I‘d booked. She quickly identified that there was no connection problem (we‘ll
have an overnight layover in Schenectady) and printed up the tickets. She also stapled them with the others I‘d gotten and put them in
folders for convenience. This was definitely a good start to the day.

I went back to the hotel and did something I don‘t think I‘ve ever done before—I used a hotel safe. [I think I may have used a
safe in a foreign country before, but I‘m pretty sure this was the first time in America.] I put the tickets (quite a lot of value
between Margaret‘s and mine) and my passport in the room safe in my closet and took the key with me. [Another advantage of etickets is that they have no inherent value. If you lose one, you can just reprint it. They‘re supposed to ask for ID to verify
that each passenger has his own ticket. While they don‘t actually do that much, the probability of someone using a stolen
ticket is fairly low. Refunds can only be given as Amtrak credit to the originally ticketed passenger, so there‘s not much to be
gained from trying to steal an e-ticket.] Like many such safes, this one had a sticker on it that said I‘d be charged a $1 fee whether I
used it or not. I think such fees are ridiculous. If the hotel wants to raise the price of the room, they should do so in the advertised price
rather than slapping stupid fees on guests after they check in. Since they saw fit to charge the fee, though, I figured I might as well use
the service and keep the tickets safe. I dropped them off and then set out again. [I‘ve learned that at most hotels you can request
that the safe fee be removed from your bill. In fact, most have signs at the desk that say precisely that. It would probably not
raise a single eyebrow if a guest used the safe and still requested a refund, but I‘m too honest for that kind of deception. I still
think the whole idea of a safe fee is absurd, though, and I‘d far prefer that hotels just consider safes an amenity in the same
category as the television.]
While it wasn‘t particularly good out, there were lots more people out this morning than there were last night or yesterday
afternoon. I made my way north and west to the convention center, where I enjoyed the shelter of a block-wide skywalk that covered
the street and sidewalk.
My destination was just west of the convention center, the Milwaukee Public Museum. Operated by Milwaukee County (an
entity that seems to be more important than the city government), the public museum is an enormous institution that combines various
aspects of history and science under one roof. I paid a rather hefty admission and made my way up the stairs to the first of three main
levels.
The first thing I saw is an exhibit they call ―The Old
Museum‖ that re-creates what the original museum was like
when the place was founded over a century ago. The eclectic
combination of stuff (from dinosaur bones to Japanese dolls)
was displayed in elegant Victorian cabinets. Most people just
whizzed on by this exhibit (which mostly was just filling an
awkward space at the landing of the stairs), but I found it
fascinating.
Just to the right of this was the entrance to the
museum‘s temporary exhibit space. The current temporary
exhibit was one I could have seen three years ago when I took
the quiz bowl team to Chicago. ―Body Worlds‖ had a yearlong run at the Museum of Science and Industry then, and it
has since been touring the country, with shorter stays in a
variety of lesser-known museums. (It reminded me of when
Margaret and I went to Portland and visited the same
―Chocolate‖ exhibit I‘d seen earlier in Chicago.) I found Body
Worlds too expensive when I was in Chicago before. It still
was ($20 admission), but I splurged today, as much to have
something to do indoors as anything else.

Postcard of ―The Skin Man‖ – Body Worlds

Body Worlds is a collection of human bodies that
whose ―owners‖ donated them to science with the
understanding that they would be used specifically for this
project. The bodies were preserved for eternity through a very
new process known as plasticization, which essentially
amounts to extracting the blood and replacing it with plastic
resin.
The bodies have then been deconstructed and
reconstructed to highlight the various anatomical systems.
The final specimens are then posed like sculptures and
accompanied by good explanatory text. In addition to the
humans, there are also plasticized animals ranging from small
birds to a horse.
The plasticization process yields a result that
honestly looks fake. The exhibit looked more like an art
museum filled with resin sculptures than an exhibit of actual
human bodies. [The rather clinical sliced up bodies they

used to have at the Museum of Science and Industry in Chicago
honestly seemed more real.] That may be just as well, because it‘s
honestly just a bit creepy to be walking amid all those dead bodies
and more realism might have just added to that feeling.
While the exhibit was more than a bit bizarre, I must say it
was also fascinating. I also learned a lot about the body and came
away with a greater understanding of health and disease. It probably
wasn‘t worth the money, but it was a very interesting exhibition. I
picked up some postcards and a coffee table book in their gift shop
that are interesting mementos.
Once I‘d seen Body Worlds I explored the rest of the
museum. The place really is enormous, though there‘s not much
there that‘s exactly ―must see‖ material. They do have an interesting
display on life in old Milwaukee (a romanticized look at an unspecified
time in the vaguely distant past), and there are some interesting
exhibits on various ecology-related topics. Then there‘s ethnology.
About half the museum‘s display space is devoted to what in another
era would have been called ―strange lands and funny peoples‖.
They‘re politically correct enough not to use those words, but that‘s
still essentially what they‘ve got on display. There were some of the
featured people I knew quite a bit about. The way they treated those
groups led me to believe that all of their ethnology displays were
dated at best and fictional at worst. They implied, for instance, that
the Inuit lived in igloos, and they had a walk-in polystyrene snowdome that was supposed to give the feel of Eskimo life. There was a
similar fake hogan showing how the Southwestern Indians live. While
the Navajo may have traditionally lived in hogans, not very many of
them do today. Pretty much no Eskimos ever lived in igloos except in
emergencies. They used to live in wood or eathern huts, and today‘s
Inuit mostly live in pre-fab mobile homes [which is how they are
depicted at the equivalent museum in Anchorage]. I found similar
The Skateboarder – Body Worlds
errors in their treatments of people from Mexico, the Andes, and north
Africa. Given that, I can only assume the treatments of cultures I knew less about were equally bad. [That said, I should point out
that the social studies books I used in grade school had all the same errors in them. Even when they tried to romanticize
native people (which was much in vogue in the ‗60s and ‗70s), they did so through stereotypes.]
I spent most of the morning at the Milwaukee Public Museum. By the time I left it had stopped snowing, and the temperature
had gone up dramatically. The streets and sidewalks were all covered in slush. I trudged westward through the stuff to the Marquette
University area, which also features a lot of stately old homes. Were it not for all the slush, this would have been a very pleasant walk.
Unfortunately, after going just a couple blocks cold water had seeped through my shoes and completely soaked my socks and feet.
The jeans I was wearing had about a five-inch ring of water at the bottom, as if I‘d forded a creek in them. While I was having a good
time, I must also say I was cold and wet and miserable.
I decided to warm up by having a sit-down lunch. I went to a place Rachel Ray recommended when she visited Milwaukee on
$40 a Day, the Midwest Diner. [$40 a Day is no longer on Food Network, and I really miss it. The modern equivalent is Diners,
Drive-Ins, and Dives, which has a host so obnoxious I won‘t watch it.] While ―diner‖ describes their menu, it really doesn‘t
describe the type of establishment the place is. It‘s an absolutely enormous restaurant that fills most of the first floor of a large office
building. The décor is attractive, if dated. Every surface is covered in either fake blue marble or blond wood veneer. They had vases
of plastic flowers on every table, and plastic greenery decorated the windows. They‘d placed plastic Easter eggs among the greenery,
and they‘d strung paper garlands of alternating egg and bunny ear shapes all over the ceiling. It made for an interesting atmosphere.
Rachel Ray had a Wisconsin cheese omelet here, and I had one as well. I added ham bits to the omelet, and I also had some
good coffee and some very bad canned juice. My bill was about double what Ms. Ray had paid, (around $10, plus tax and tip), but then
those $40 a Day shows were made a few years ago; everything is a lot more pricey than it used to be.
They served both breakfast and lunch selections at the diner. At the next booth down from mine a family of four was seated,
and they had a wide variety of orders. The mother ordered eggs benedict, but requested that they be prepared with no meat. Her
teenaged daughter followed that theme by ordering vegan lasagna. (I have no idea what goes into that, and I probably don‘t want to
know.) The waitress approved of their orders, saying that while she wasn‘t a vegetarian herself, she couldn‘t bring herself to eat pork.
She was less approving of dad and the young son, though. They were definitely carnivores—and, worse, they both had pig meat. The
father had barbecued spare ribs, while the boy had pancakes and rather disgusting looking sausage links (they looked like miniature
bratwursts). When their meals came, everyone in the family seemed to like them. There was definitely no sharing across the table,
though.

There were three waitresses working at the Midwest Diner. Two of them seemed very efficient, the sort of people who could
balance five plates and a coffee pot, all while taking someone‘s order. Unfortunately, I had the third waitress. She only had two tables,
but that was two too many for her. She seemed to do everything in slow motion. Once I was seated, it was nearly ten minutes before
she offered me coffee and another ten before she finally took my order. She never did refill the coffee, and I had to ask another
waitress for the check. I gave a chintzy tip, but honestly I think anything was probably too much.
[I recently read someone‘s blog entry that implied that customers should always tip well, even if they get bad service,
because of the horrible wages people in the service industry earn. I beg to differ. While I would prefer that everyone earn a
living wage and there be no tipping at all, if customers are expected to contribute to service people‘s income, they should pay
what is appropriate for the work performed; poor service should bring a poor tip. What‘s more, many tip-dependent
employees don‘t earn that bad of incomes. Unless it‘s extraordinarily dead at a restaurant, a good waiter should be able to
bring in well over minimum wage in tips—and very often much of that income is paid in cash and isn‘t reported for tax
purposes. The people who are really paid badly are the kitchen staff (the assistant cooks, busboys, and dishwashers). Their
base wage is higher than the waiters, but they can‘t supplement it with tips.]
I got even more soaked walking back to the hotel. In addition to sloshing through the slush, I got sprayed by cars that whizzed
by on Wisconsin Avenue. I was literally shivering when I finally got back to my room.
I used the same creative method of drying things out I‘d used in Florida when I had clothes that were drenched in sweat—the
hair dryer. By pounding my shoes, socks, and jeans with hot air, I managed to dry them out. I steamed up and stank up the room in
the process, but at least my legs and feet could be dry again.
… Not that the dryness lasted all that long. When I set out again, I managed to keep my jeans relatively dry. The shoes and
socks were hopeless, though. I was reminded of when I was a little kid and I‘d run around the neighborhood in Mt. Pleasant when
everything was flooded in the spring. My feet were wrinkling up and my waterlogged shoes sloshed just as they did back then.
I left the hotel and crossed the Milwaukee River to the area known as the East Side. This is the most residential part of
downtown, though no one will ever confuse the place with Manhattan or the South Loop. There are lots of old warehouses that have
been converted into loft apartments, though, as well as countless coffee bars and sandwich shops catering to the local residents.
While I knew exactly where I was going, it was a little bit tricky to find my destination. That‘s because there are many
intersections in Milwaukee where the street signs are missing. [I‘ve since been to other cities that also had missing street signs. I
suppose it costs money to fix broken or vandalized signs, and the municipal governments are struggling with their budgets. I
personally think directional signs should be a priority, though. Not only do they help visitors (and locals from other
neighborhoods) find their way around, but they could be invaluable in an emergency.] At others the signs were there, but they
were obliterated by snow. I was able to walk up Water Street to Pleasant, though. I then re-crossed the river and walked a bit further
north on Commercial Street, an oddly-named street that is almost entirely lined by newly build condominiums.
The lone exception to the condos was my destination for the afternoon, the Lakefront Brewery. Milwaukee is, of course,
known for its beer. Two of the biggest breweries, Pabst and Schlitz, went bankrupt back in the Reagan years, leaving Miller as the only
major company making beer in Wisconsin. Years ago I‘d seen the outside of the Miller Brewery, which is across the freeway from the
ballpark in a bleak area at the west edge of the city. They offer tours, but every source I‘d seen said those tours weren‘t nearly as
interesting as the Anheuser Busch tour I‘d taken in St. Louis [and the most recent tour I‘d taken at Anheuser—Busch wasn‘t
anything very special either]. They said instead I should tour this microbrewery. Having done the tour, I can say to anyone reading
this that if you find yourself in Milwaukee with time to spare, the Lakefront Brewery tour is just about the most interesting thing there is
to do in the city.
The Lakefront Brewery is housed in a very nondescript building located literally under a bridge northeast of downtown
Milwaukee. After crunching my way up their salt-covered walkway I paid $5 and was given four wooden tokens and a large plastic beer
cup. The hostess told me I could exchange the tokens for free samples of their product, and I was free to drink before, during, and after
the tour. She also said that at the end of the tour I could exchange the empty plastic cup for either a free pilsner glass with the
company logo on it or a six-pack of one of their lesser-known beers (one I think they‘d overproduced and were trying to get rid of).
While I did have their standard product, if I didn‘t drink, I could have also gotten home-brewed root beer in exchange for the tokens.
They also had free snacks to munch on with the beer samples, and they gave out a coupon (which I didn‘t use) for a free draw of
Lakefront beer at any of a dozen local bars. Put together with a tour, that‘s very good value for a $5 admission.
I got a draw of India pale ale and had just taken a couple of sips when they announced the tour was starting. There were
about twenty people on the tour—most about my age, but ranging from college age to senior citizens. We followed a very portly
gentleman down some narrow steps to the basement, which is where all the actual brewing takes place. The man began by saying,
―The Germans used to call beer liquid bread. As you can see, I‘m very well fed.‖ He kept the tone light throughout the tour, but he also
did a good job of explaining and showing us what goes on in the brewery. The basic process really isn‘t all that much different than
what goes when they make Miller or Budweiser, but the tour here was much more ―up close and personal‖.

Lakefront Brewery – Milwaukee, Wisconsin
Lakefront was started in 1987 by two guys who got tired of their neighbors constantly asking for samples of their home brew.
While they have grown rapidly, they still produce, as the guide pointed out, ―about as much in a year as Miller spills in a day‖. Today
the place has six employees, all of whom can do every job—brewing, packaging, shipping, and giving the tours.
We spent about half an hour walking past the tanks where malted barley, water, yeast, and hops come together to make beer.
The man explained that the different varieties of Lakefront‘s beers come from combining these ingredients in different proportions and
introducing each at different points in the brewing process. Three of their beers break from the four ingredient tradition, however. They
have cherry and pumpkin flavored beers (the pumpkin was the one I could have gotten a six-pack of for free if I‘d wanted to) that
supposedly are designed to showcase Wisconsin ingredients. They also make a gluten-free beer that uses sorghum instead of barley
as its base ingredient. While I have known people who were gluten-intolerant, I never knew beer was a concern for them.
One interesting comment the guide made was that the process of brewing purifiers the beer. This was important fifteen years
ago when Milwaukee‘s water was contaminated with cryptosporidium from raw sewage that had been dumped into Lake Michigan near
the drinking water intake. Even though more than 100 people died and 400,000 became sick from drinking the contaminated water,
beer made in Milwaukee remained perfectly safe to drink. [This has actually been true throughout history. Beer gained popularity
in England as an alternative to the cholera-laden water of the Thames.]
At about the midway point on the tour we passed a sight that was familiar to the Milwaukeeans on the tour, Bernie Brewer‘s
chalet. Throughout the history of County Stadium, whenever a Milwaukee Brewer would hit a home run, Bernie Brewer (a lederhosenclad German stereotype of a mascot) would emerge from his chalet in left field and slide down into an enormous beer stein. They have
a more cartoonish version of the same thing at Miller Park today. When County Stadium was razed, they auctioned off various items,
including the chalet. Lakefront bought it, hoping to give visitors the opportunity to take a ride down Bernie‘s slide. ―We had dreams of
an amusement park,‖ said the guide. ―After all, Busch Gardens had to start somewhere.‖ He went on to say, ―Unfortunately we soon
found out the world is run by insurance companies—insurance companies and lawyers. Since we can‘t let you go down the slide, as a
consolation prize, why don‘t you get out your tokens and have another beer?‖ At that instant another employee pushed out a portable
tap, and the drinks flowed freely. I had a Riverwalk Steinbrau, which was darker than I‘d normally care for, but not bad.
After we all refilled our glasses, we walked through a narrow door. ―This,‖ said the guide, ―is where brewing stops being an art
or science and starts being a business. Even for a microbrewery, it‘s not really about making beer, it‘s about selling beer.‖ The room

we were entering was filled with stacks of kegs, and beyond that was another room filled with crates of bottles. This was where the
beer was packaged and prepared for shipment.
The guide showed us how the kegs were filled and explained the rather crude language used in the process. If you‘ll excuse
me, I‘ll pass that explanation along to you. Each keg is sealed with a rubber cork-like device called a bung. The bung fits into an
opening called the bung hole—and, well, you can let your imagination figure out what else was in the explanation.
The bottling room had a poster on the wall showing a scene from the TV show Laverne and Shirley, whose title characters
supposedly worked in a Milwaukee brewery. In fact the place they theoretically worked in the ‗50s likely looked much like La kefront‘s
bottling room does today. It‘s not exactly state-of-the-art, but it does get the job done.
There was one more portable bar set up beyond the tasting room, and we all refilled our glasses with another pint. I had a
traditional pilsner this time. This was the closest to generic American beer and was probably my favorite of the group. We made our
way back up the stairs to the tasting room (where most people redeemed their fourth token—I kept mine) and gift shop. I finished my
third beer and redeemed the cup for a very nice glass (one they were selling for $4 each, which alone covers most of the admission). I
also picked up a T-shirt. I even toyed with the idea of getting a sampler pack of all their various beers, but I thought better of it. If I ever
happen to see the stuff in a store, though, I may pick up more of it. [I haven‘t seen it anywhere since. Apparently it‘s available at
Chicagoland Walgreens and 7/11 stores, so I might pick some up the next time I‘m in that area.]
I took a slightly shorter route back downtown, heading west to Martin Luther King Drive (also known as Old World Third Street,
though neither of the ethnicities that those names imply seemed to be anywhere close to the neighborhood—it‘s mostly a ―white trash‖
area). I made my way back to the parking ramp by the hotel. The guard was not there this afternoon, but an electronic voice from the
pay station commanded me to ―pay for your parking before you go upstairs‖. Since I had nothing to pay for, I ignored it and made my
way back to my hotel room.
I decided not to dry out my shoes again yet, since I‘d be going out almost immediately. This time I went over to Border‘s,
where I spent quite a while browsing. [The entire Border‘s chain closed a couple years after this trip. Apparently the downtown
Milwaukee location has become a Planet Fitness gym.] I then did a bit of window shopping elsewhere at the mall and got an early
supper at Arby‘s in the food court. Then I went back and did thoroughly dry everything out with the hair dryer.
I still had about an hour to kill before my evening excursion to the basketball game. I filled most of that time reading through
the Journal—Sentinel and the various free papers I‘d picked up on the street. Probably the most amusing was The Onion (the Chicago
humor paper), which had an article on Barack Obama‘s candidacy with the parody headline ―Black Guy Asks Country for Change‖. The
article took Obama‘s pleas for ―change‖ literally, as if her were a homeless person panhandling for quarters.
The local paper had a front page article that got me in the mood for tonight‘s game. It was telling the bad fortune of
Milwaukee‘s scalpers. Apparently the shaky economy, combined with the poor fortunes of the Bucks, had combined to make this a
very bad time for quasi-legal ticket dealers. I‘ve never bought tickets from a scalper in my life, and I certainly don‘t intend to start now.
It was interesting to read the article, though.
I saw some of those scalpers as I made my way over to Bradley Center. The sidewalks were much busier this evening,
though still not exactly packed. No one seemed to be taking advantage of the ticket-hawkers, but most politely accepted coupons from
a woman who was touting a new restaurant.
There had been no security at the hockey game last night. Tonight, though, each fan who went through the turnstile had to
stop to be wanded by a security guard. I don‘t know if they felt the basketball fans were more likely to have weapons or if the highly
paid NBA stars merited more protection than the up and coming hockey players. Fortunately they were quite efficient, so there wasn‘t
much of a delay at the entrance. [Security at top-level sports seems to be becoming tighter and tighter. The big news this year
was that the NFL had banned virtually all bags—including most women‘s purses—from being brought into its stadiums.]
While several times as many people attended this game as had last night, the arena was still more than half empty. About a
third of the lower-level seats were unoccupied, as well as most of the upper deck. I mentioned before that the nice seat I had for the
hockey game would have been completely unaffordable for basketball. In fact I was spending less tonight than I had last night—just
$10 for a ticket. That got me a seat in Row T (4 rows from the top) of Section 431, in the corner clear at the far end from where I‘d
entered. Though undeniably high up, the seat had a reasonably good view. It also had the advantage of being on an aisle. An
additional bonus was that no one else sat down anywhere in Row T—or in Rows R, S, or U for that matter. I had lots of room to spread
out without disturbing anyone.
Before the Bucks game started I saw something I‘ve seen before at dozens of high school games. They had two teams of little
kids (probably about fourth grade) playing each other, with two of the interns (who spent the actual game sweeping the floor with a
dustop during time-outs) refereeing. It‘s got to be cool for those kids to be playing on the same floor where the pros play—even though
they scored maybe three baskets in the ten minutes or so I saw them playing. At this game (unlike when ―pee-wees‖ play at high
school games) they even had the P.A. announcer call the game, so the kids (and their families and friends) could hear their names on
the loudspeaker.

A platinum blonde member of the Bucks dance team, Enn-er-gee, sang the national anthem. While she looked like a bimbo,
she actually did quite a nice job with the song. It intrigued me that they had played the exact same clips of patriotic scenery on the
scoreboard that they had at the hockey game last night. This time the singer was able to get all the notes out correctly, and she earned
well-deserved sustained applause.
I‘d be interested to see what the configuration of the basement is at Bradley Center. Last night the hockey teams had entered
through tunnels at the middle of the stands (going either way from half court or center ice). There were seats blocking that tunnel
tonight [by far the most expensive seats in the arena], rendering it unusable. Tonight both teams came in beneath the far basket, an
entrance that was not used at all during the hockey game. Enn-er-gee, the pee-wee players, and various bits of entertainment entered
from beneath the near basket, which is where the zambonis entered for hockey.
Something that made this game stand out was that the Milwaukee Bucks were celebrating the fortieth anniversary of their
franchise. There were several special events and promotions over the course of the evening, the most memorable of which was a
halftime game resembling dodgeball between various mascots that are known in the Milwaukee area. Bernie Brewer was there, as
were the sausages, stars of the Brewers‘ famous sausage race. A host of others (including Ronald McDonald and an enormous cookie
that supposedly represented Midwest Airlines) paraded in and attempted to play the game amid all the foam rubber.
Then there was the game itself, which I must say was far from the highlight of the evening. This was the third NBA game I‘d
been to in my life (the others were at Target Center in Minneapolis and United Center in Chicago), and I‘ve only watched a handful of
pro basketball games on TV in my life. There‘s a good reason for that. Pro basketball really strikes me as fake, particularly when
compared to the college and high school variants. In every single NBA game I‘ve seen, the teams couldn‘t hold a lead. This was no
exception. The Bucks got ahead by 20 points over the Cleveland Cavaliers, only to find the game tied a few minutes later. Part of the
problem is that no one in the NBA (players, coaches, or fans) seems to care about anything other than offense. The whole time I was
there neither team put on a defensive press, and only rarely did they guard their opponents closely. The refs also call pro games very
loosely, particularly allowing the pro players to travel on almost every play. You‘d think the NBA should provide the best basketball
around, but in fact every game I‘ve seen has seemed sloppy. It‘s all about show, rather than athletic ability, which makes it seem more
like the intramural games I supervise at the high school than a ―top level‖ sporting event.
Something else that is annoying when you watch an NBA game live is the time-outs. In high school time-outs are limited to
one minute, and they are used by the teams to discuss strategy. In the NBA the main purpose isn‘t coaching but rather providing an
opportunity for the TV networks to show banks of commercials. The time-outs are five minute long, which really gets endless. This isn‘t
unique to the NBA, but to all events where media coverage is more important than the live crowd. I saw the same thing at the one NFL
game I‘ve ever been to in my life and when my co-worker‘s daughter played in the NCAA women‘s basketball tournament. They alter
the rules of the game to allow for more commercials. The exception is baseball, where the nature of the game provides natural
commercial-friendly breaks between innings and whenever there‘s a pitching change. When you watch a game at home, you can go to
the bathroom or get a snack during the commercials. Live, it‘s just a long stretch of boredom.
I was quite bored by the end of the third period, so I left. I watched the re-cap back at the hotel, and it didn‘t appear I‘d missed
much. None of the highlights were from the fourth quarter, and the Bucks ended up winning by the same margin they were leading by
when I left.

I was up around 7:00 this morning, and after showering I grabbed a quick cup of coffee in the breakfast room. It was quite
chilly when I set out this morning, though not nearly so slippery as it had been yesterday. The reason: salt. Milwaukee seemed to
have scattered tons of salt over all its streets and sidewalks. It‘s amazing Lake Michigan doesn‘t turn into an ocean from all the briny
runoff.
I walked about eight blocks east and a couple blocks north, past several homeless people who were hoping I was in a
generous mood on Easter. I wasn‘t in a bad mood, but I‘m almost never one to directly give to street people. I instead give to
organizations like Covenant House that can do more with the amount I am able to contribute. While those I passed were not happy
with me, I managed to make it to my destination without incident.
That destination was the Cathedral of St. John the Evangelist, seat of the Catholic Archdiocese of Milwaukee. The cathedral
is an interesting combination of old and new. It was originally built in the 1850s and rebuilt to essentially the same plans following a fire
during the Great Depression. It is modeled on several German churches, but it reminded me of the Spanish colonial designs I‘d seen in
th
California. Built of light-colored brick (according to the museum I visited yesterday, 19 Century Milwaukee was called the ―Cream
City‖—not because of dairying, but because almost everything in town was built of this color of brick), the main body of the church is
very simple, but it is capped with an extremely elaborate copper-domed tower (the only part of the church original to t852 construction).
The interior of the church is extremely modern, contrasting starkly with the outside. The altar is at the center of the cruciform structure,
with individual wooden chairs extending in rows in all directions. The chair seats were covered with orange and yellow velour, and each

had a velour-covered kneeler that could be used by the seat behind it. Almost every seat was filled for 8:00 mass. The standard crossshape means one section is much longer than the others, and this is where most of the congregation sat. [Church-goers of every
denomination are alike in their desire to sit as far from the clergy as possible during services.] Above the altar is an empty
cross (not a crucifix) made of fiberglass (though I thought at first it was metal) in a very modern design and capped with an abstract
crown of fiberglass ―thorns‖.
One thing extremely unique about the cathedral was the view
from the long leg of the sanctuary. This is the only Catholic church I‘ve
ever been in where organ pipes were prominently featured. An elegant
display of pipes lined the far wall where you‘d expect elaborately carved
statues or a marble and gold altar-piece. It reminded me of the
Congregational church I attend in Algona, and ―worshipping the organ‖
is certainly much more common for Protestants than Catholics.
There were only a couple of statues in the church—very tame
for any Catholic church, let alone a Cathedral. The main decoration
was very nice stained glass. The organ pipes framed a comparatively
modern cross-shaped window, while the long leg of the sanctuary was
lined with very old-fashioned stained glass windows illustrating the
Stations of the Cross. Overall the combination of old and new as odd
[and was apparently very controversial when renovations were
th
done in the late 20 Century], but it worked surprisingly well.

St. John‘s Cathedral – Milwaukee

I‘d come to the cathedral mostly because I knew (from
checking out their website) that they‘d be having an 8:00 mass on
Easter. What I didn‘t know was that this would be the archbishop‘s
mass that would be aired on local television. Cameras lined the
balcony, and there‘s a good chance my bald head showed up in more
than one shot of the congregation. His Excellency, the Most Reverend
Timothy Dolan, was surprisingly jovial. He did a service that was
reverent, but not overly formal. One strange thing he did was to
repeatedly refer to the ―radio‖ audience, when it was clear the service
was being broadcast on television. He also warmly welcomed those
who were guests and those who happened to not be Catholic, so I felt
doubly welcomed.

[Timothy Dolan‘s career has mushroomed since this visit. Known for his staunch conservatism, he was appointed a
cardinal by Pope Benedict XVI and is now the Archbishop of New York. He was also appointed President of the U.S. Council
of Bishops and was named one of the most influential people in the world by Time magazine in 2012. I‘d never heard of him
when I attended this mass, though.]
The service was really quite pleasant. We sang fairly standard Easter hymns (mostly to the ―wrong‖ tunes), went through the
prayers that are familiar to me from teaching at Garrigan [they‘ve become less familiar since Pope Benedict‘s revision of the
English mass a couple years ago], and quickly passed the peace to one another. Archbishop Dolan did an extremely brief homily
(about three minutes) that seemed to have little to do with any of the readings of the day but was certainly appropriate to Easter. He
talked about a parishioner he‘d once had who was the father of a critically sick child. Each time he‘d visit the child in the hospital, the
father was extremely optimistic for a recovery. When the kid died, the archbishop thought the father would be devastated, but instead
he was joyful, for he said, ―I know one day I‘ll see my son in heaven‖. The various elements combined to make a pleasant, uplifting
service—precisely right for Easter.
After church I walked back to the hotel by a different route. By purposely taking different routes as I walked around, I ended
up seeing almost everything there was in downtown Milwaukee. I‘d find fairly quickly, though, that except for Wisconsin Avenue, there
really wasn‘t much difference between one street and another. Interestingly, though, there don‘t seem to be any homeless people other
than on Wisconsin Avenue; they milk people by the businesses, but not anywhere else. By taking another route, I made it back to the
hotel unaccosted.
I had a full breakfast back at the hotel. Today they were serving more sausage patties, but this time they were accompanied
by allegedly ―fried‖ eggs that looked totally fake. They were flat rubbery discs with a circle of bright yellow surrounded by a ring of
white. I wondered if they hadn‘t been frozen and microwaved [more likely steamed, since microwaving doesn‘t work well for bulk
items], yielding a result that was ―sunny side up‖, but cooked hard. Strangely, they actually tasted fairly good, and with the same fruit
and yogurt I‘d had yesterday, the combination made a nice breakfast.
I gathered my stuff together and went down to the lobby to check out. That took a while, because a woman was at the desk
complaining. Apparently her car had been broken into while it was parked in the ramp next to the hotel. The clerk at the desk offered
to help her file a police report, but that was really all she could do. The ramp belonged to the city, not the hotel, and the city leased it to
a private parking firm. Pretty much everyone disclaimed responsibility, and signs throughout the ramp warned that all parking was at
the driver‘s own risk. While I‘m sure that if it were my car that had been broken into, I‘d have been as upset as the woman here, it also

seemed to me that the woman at the desk really was doing everything she could. It‘s not like she could stop the crime after it
happened; nor would it make sense for the hotel to pay for whatever damages and losses the woman said had happened—particularly
without any proof of what had been in the car. It‘s really the insurance company‘s problem, and the police report is probably the key to
getting a settlement from them.
Once the woman at the counter finally got to me, the check-out process was quite efficient. Surprisingly, they didn‘t even bill
me for the room safe. I settled things up and then set out again.
I hauled my suitcase to the Amtrak station, which was a little bit easier today than it had been during the snowstorm on Friday.
I checked my bag easily and then had just a plastic bag from Borders to carry things around during the day. I next walked ba ck toward
the Marquette area and had some more coffee and a ―Boston kreme‖ roll at a Dunkin‘ Donuts shop there.
After having my third cup of coffee of the morning, I headed to my second church service this Easter morning. Just up the
street from Dunkin‘ Donuts was St. James Episcopal Church. I‘ve only been to an Episcopal church one other time in my life, at the
funeral of a co-worker‘s mother. [I‘ve since been to Episcopal services in Des Moines and New York, and I‘d consider going to
one elsewhere if the schedule fit.] I‘d checked out St. James‘ website, and it sounded like an interesting place to spend some time
on Easter.
St. James is a charming old church with a small congregation, superficially similar to my own church back in Algona. While I
was certainly not unwelcome there, it was clear when I entered that this was not a church that often gets many visitors. Even at Easter,
I felt a bit like I was the answer in a game of ―Which of these things doesn‘t belong?‖
The physical structure of the church was gorgeous. It‘s a century-old stone building with beautiful stained glass windows in
unusually dark, deep colors. The neo-Gothic interior is covered in white plaster, with gilded highlights throughout. They have elegant
altar furnishings, communion ware, and offering plates. The choir and multiple clergy wore old English liturgical garb of neatly pressed
linen and lace. Even the bulletin was embossed in gold and printed on heavy paper. While it is in a somewhat depressed
neighborhood and provides several ministries to the homeless, the general feeling is that this is a place where Milwaukee‘s wealthy
worship. No expense was spared in providing a home befitting the glory of God. The effect was much more elegant than the
cathedral.
The congregation certainly came across as upper class. Almost entirely white (with a couple of obviously wealthy blacks),
they were dressed much more traditionally than most people do for church these days. Almost all the women were in dresses, a nd
many donned Easter bonnets. About half the men were in suits, an additional quarter wore ties without jackets, and the remainder (all
quite young) had expensive casual clothes—the sort of thing professional golfers wear. I wore the dress shirt I‘d gotten at the Bay in
Vancouver. It looked nice, but I was really underdressed for this church.
The head minister (apparently called the ―rector‖) at St. James is the Rev. Debra Trakel (Mother
Debra), a plump woman slightly older than me. [She has since moved on to a suburban church
about 15 miles north of the city.] Only on a couple of occasions have I been to a service led by a
woman before [though not long after this my church would call a woman as our pastor], and I must
say Mother Debra did a very nice job. Her sermon was particularly interesting. She spoke of a recent
trip to Menards where she happened to pick up a brochure about compact fluorescent lights, and her
sermon compared Christ to those funny shaped energy-efficient light bulbs. (The motivation was the
gospel, where Jesus was not immediately recognized after the resurrection.) Just as the brochure
boasted that the miraculous little bulbs will change the world, so has Christ changed everything. The
strange analogy certainly kept my attention. She went on for about twenty-five minutes, but it really
seemed to go quite quickly.
The sermon was one place where the Episcopalian mass was very different from a Catholic
mass [where brief homilies are the norm]. The basic flow was quite similar, but the wording (taken
from the Book of Common Prayer) was generally closer to a Methodist service than a Catholic one. It
was more than a little bit tricky to follow the service, too. We‘d been given no less than three different
hand-outs, plus the hymnal (which was handed out to us, not placed in pew holders). Everyone else, of
course, knew instinctively what to turn to when (and likely had the more routine prayers memorized), but
I was forever shuffling among the hand-outs and never did get it entirely right.

A somewhat dated
picture of Mother Debra
In addition to the priestess, there were three deacons assisting with the service. They were dressed in the same garb as the
choir, and their main purpose seemed to be helping to serve communion. Mother Debra made a big point that the Episcopal church
holds open communion (anyone is welcome to partake), obviously another major difference from the Catholics. For communion they
had people kneel at an altar rail to first be served unleavened wafers and then sip from a common cup. The ―blood of Christ‖ at this
church was white wine, and I must say it was more than a bit of a stretch to see something that wasn‘t red as even remotely symbolic of
blood. While the wine was strange [though, interestingly, I‘ve had white wine for communion at all three Episcopal churches
I‘ve been to], I must say I like going to the altar rail for communion. Very few churches do that these days, and to me it‘s just a more
reverent way of taking the elements.

Another difference from the Catholics was that the Episcopal congregation sang audibly. That wasn‘t necessarily a good
thing, though. The hymns they chose to sing were more along the line of mournful dirges than joyous Easter carols. Music was
definitely not the highlight of the service.
Another thing that was memorable in a negative way was the time in the service my sister and her late husband refer to as
―happy minute‖. As in the Catholic church, the Episcopalians call this ―passing the peace‖. Instead of just a few handshakes here and
there, though, they went on forever with it. Everybody went up and down the aisles, kissing and embracing their fellow parishioners as
if they hadn‘t seen them in years. I stood awkwardly for about three minutes before eventually just sitting down again. The
―peacemakers‖ continued for at least two more minutes after that. [This is more or less how things work in my own church, too,
and it‘s got to be awkward for visitors.]
The service was longer than standard because it also included a double baptism. The Episcopalians apparently use pouring
as their method of baptism, and I think Mother Debra got wetter than the infants in the process. The kids were remarkably well
behaved, and it was refreshing that neither the rector nor the parents felt the need to endlessly put them on display after the ceremony.
After church almost everyone exited by a side door to head to a reception in the parish hall. I snuck out to the street and went
on my way. As I headed to my next destination I had an experience I‘ve had many times now—being a tourist that others perceive as
a local and thus pick to ask directions. In this case a group of Asian tourists were looking for Lake Michigan. What they actually said
was, ―Can you tell me where Michigan is?‖ That was an awkward question, particularly since they were driving down Michigan Avenue
(a mile-long stretch of parking ramps one block south of Wisconsin) when they asked the question. I also thought of the state of
Michigan, which was a couple hundred miles to the east. Once they clarified that it was the lake they were interested in, I was able to
assure them that Michigan Avenue would lead directly there, about a mile ahead.
I was also headed to the lake. Milwaukee has a nicely developed lakefront. However, unlike in Chicago, the shoreline here is
separated from and mostly incidental to downtown. Most of downtown is on land that is quite a bit higher than the lake (I‘d bet they had
flooding in the early years and relocated to higher ground), and only a couple streets continue all the way to the shore. Once I finally
got there, I was able to enjoy a nice (though mostly deserted) lakefront walk.
I was planning to visit the Milwaukee Museum
of Art , which is on the lakefront east of downtown. The
museum was hard to miss. Its entry hall is located in a
very strange modern building with a wing or sail design.
It looks much more like an airport terminal than a
museum, but it certainly stands out from its boxy brick
neighbors.
While the museum itself was obvious, what I
couldn‘t figure out was how to enter the place. I think
the primary access is via yet another parking ramp,
something not immediately evident to a pedestrian. I
literally circled the building (and several surrounding
buildings without finding any entrance). I did see an
uncovered skywalk that connected to a park at the top
of a cliff above the lake. The park was officially closed,
but others had obviously trampled through the snow
there, and I followed suit. The skywalk led to the top
floor of the ―wing‖ building, where a sign directed people
Milwaukee Museum of Art
down to the basement (near the aforementioned ramp).
I made my way down there, paid my admission, and spent a couple hours exploring the museum.
In addition to the standard museum admission ($4), I had forked over an additional eight bucks for a ticket to their special
exhibition. That was a huge waste of money. The exhibit turned out to be a large, but unimpressive display of photography. More
specifically, it displayed ―The Camera in Central Europe Between the Wars‖. Apparently the photographers were famous, but I certainly
was unimpressed by their work, which was basically bleak industrial landscapes in black and white. [Individual photos of industrial
ruins can be quite striking, but room after room of them was overkill.] The exhibit was huge, but it only took about fifteen minutes
to get my fill of it.
While the wing building is the identifying feature of the museum, there really isn‘t much in that building. In addition to the
special exhibition, all that is there is a restaurant, a gift shop, and the restrooms. They certainly wasted no expense in building the
place, though; every surface is white marble or glass. It‘s really lovely, though it struck me as strange that there really wasn‘t much art
there.
To get to the real art museum, I walked down a long hallway to a dark, barracks-like structure that rests on top of the
underground auxiliary parking area. (Parking should never be a problem for anyone anywhere in Milwaukee.) This three-story
windowless box houses a surprisingly diverse and interesting collection. Something I especially liked was that the works were broad
(representing pretty much every era and style), but not especially deep (only one or two items in each category). For that reason it‘s a

much easier museum to visit than larger places like the Chicago Art Institute or the Metropolitan Museum in New York. They had a nice
variety of art (some I liked and some I hated), and overall it made a very nice way to pass the afternoon.
After leaving the museum I walked southward, under Interstate 794 and into the area known as the Third Ward. This is
Milwaukee‘s version of trendy warehouses rapidly being gentrified into overpriced loft apartments. The center of this allegedly ―historic‖
district is the Milwaukee Public Market, an imitation Old World emporium whose stalls of merchants selling pretentious foodstuffs serve
the dubious needs of this well-heeled neighborhood‘s residents.
I saw one other business in the Third Ward with a sign that made me do a double-take. A Chevron station right on the
Milwaukee River had one of those digital signs that allows them to change the prices more easily. I looked, did a double-take, and then
took a picture of the sign. It was the first time in my life I‘d seen fuel in America advertised for over four dollars a gallon. In their
9
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defense, there were a variety of grades offered, the cheapest of which cost $3.49 . The highest price, though, was $4.09 . I remember
several years ago snapping a picture of a sign at a gas station in Chicago the first time I saw a ―2‖ at the beginning of a gas price. Now
we‘re seeing four-dollar gas. I shutter to think where it will go from there. (By the way, since I‘ve returned home diesel has topped four
9
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bucks a gallon in Algona. I guess I should be glad that gasohol is still ―only‖ $3.29 here.) [Gas is $3.44 as I write this revision, and
9
diesel is $4.19 . I‘ve since paid over $4 a gallon, while on a quiz bowl trip in Chicago. I certainly hope that doesn‘t become
routine any time soon.[
I made my way back to the Amtrak station and took a seat by a table in their brightly lit atrium. [I still remember how bright
the Milwaukee station was; all the windows make it one of the most pleasant train stations anywhere.] Both the toll-free number
and the TV in the station said the train would be departing right on time, but that was still about an hour and a half from now. I filled the
time by grading two different sets of tests I‘d given in my high school classes shortly before I‘d left. The station rapidly filled up. I was
pleased to have gotten there early and claimed a pleasant seat. Almost exactly as I finished grading the last test, they announced the
train was ready for boarding.
The boarding process took quite a while. This was complicated by the fact that we‘d formed a line that went back from the
boarding door to the windows on the far wall and then followed those windows about half the length of the station. For no reason
anyone could figure out, a security guard didn‘t want people lined up near the windows. He snapped at us to get away from the
windows, apparently finding it somehow safer to have a mob in the middle of the station charging toward the ticket-taker.
Passengers were directed to various cars, based on their destinations. Winona and other nearby places were conveniently
sent to a car that was right outside the boarding door. The car was entirely almost entirely full (and was, in fact, over-full by the time we
left Milwaukee). I managed to find a seat next to an elderly man who was headed to Portage. Other than grunting an initial greeting he
was silent for the entire trip, and so was I.
I mostly spent the trip reading a book called Predictably Irrational that I happened to find on Amazon.com. While its topic,
behavioral economics, isn‘t something I‘d normally choose, it really was fascinating. It was easy to read and kept my interest, which
allowed me to almost finish the book in the four-hour trip to Winona. The book‘s premise is that most economic theory is flawed,
because it assumes that people will always behave in a rational way. The author argues, though, that this is rarely what happens in the
real world. He cited numerous examples of this, many of which he had researched with scientific studies (some of which I‘ll probably
use as examples in my Statistics class). For example, he noted that consumers almost always overreact to the word ―free‖, something
marketers (if not economists) have known for decades. They‘ll often spend more on some packaged combination of products than they
otherwise would because something in that package is thrown in free. There were dozens of similar examples, and I‘m almost
ashamed to say I could see my own behavior in many of the irrational decisions he said people made all too predictably. [A great
example of this is Hy-Vee‘s Fuel Saver program. I have to watch carefully to avoid paying more than a product is worth just to
get ―free‖ gas.]
There was more snow between Tomah and LaCrosse. Margaret, who was visiting my Aunt Alaire over Easter, called during
this stretch, and we had a pleasant chat. The snow goofed up another switch, and we were also slowed down slightly by a freight train
just outside LaCrosse. By the time we got to Winona, the train was running twenty minutes late. This is really nothing for an Amtrak
train, but it was too much for some passengers. A couple were on their cell phones complaining to people at their destination, while
others rudely asked the car attendant what was up. I checked later and found out the train was nearly an hour late getting into
Minneapolis, but it picked up time overnight and crossed the plains on time. Both of the Empire Builder‘s two sections arrived in their
ultimate destinations (Seattle and Portland) ahead of schedule two days later.
It took about five minutes to claim my bag in Winona. I was pleased to find that it had been warm enough that my car was not
buried in snow. The wheels were frozen to the ground, but a jolt of the accelerator let me break free.
I left the station and headed south to my destination for the night, the Holiday Inn—Winona. I‘d pretty much all of Winona‘s
chain hotels before leaving, and all of them were extremely overpriced. I really have no clue why. The Holiday Inn probably has 150
rooms, but there weren‘t more than thirty cars in the parking lot. Even so, they wanted right at $100 a night for the place. Pretty much
everywhere else was even steeper.
I checked in quickly. The rate I‘d booked was prepaid (it would have been more like $150 if I‘d just driven up and asked for a
room), so I didn‘t even need to present a credit card. [It‘s interesting that sometimes they want a credit card even with a prepaid
rate (theoretically for ―incidentals‖), and other times they don‘t.] The clerk presented me with my key card and two coupons I

could use for discounts at dinner and breakfast in the hotel restaurant. I read their menu in my room and quickly discovered that even
with the coupons the cost would be more than I cared to spend. (Dinner entrees started around $20 and went up to $50 a plate, while
breakfast was in the $15 - $20 range.) I walked across the parking lot to a McDonalds, where I got a salad and some French fries as
my meal for the night.
While it wasn‘t worth a hundred bucks, my room at the Holiday Inn was really very nice. I‘ve stayed at Holiday Inns a couple of
times before, and they‘ve mostly been older hotels that have seen their better days. [Their sister chain Holiday Inn Express has
much newer properties and usually offers nicer rooms at lower rates.] This one was in no way new, but it had been very nicely
kept up. The room was enormous, immaculate, and comfortable. I was pleasantly surprised that, unlike most hotels these days, this
one had traditional bedding—sheets and a blanket covered by a comforter, with normal pillows like what most people have in their
homes. Far too many hotels these days have gone to those stupid ―duvet‖ things with a heavy blanket between two layers of sheet.
They then throw a pile of decorative pillows on top of everything. The pillows are uncomfortable, and the duvet is not only ugly, but also
doesn‘t provide much temperature option; it‘s too hot with it and too cold without. I give Holiday Inn four stars for not caving into this
stupid trend.
[Something else that was memorable was that the comforter at the Holiday Inn was gold and the linens were beige.
Almost every hotel these days insists on using exclusively white for its linens. I‘m sure the idea is to present a sanitary,
wholesome image, but it just looks stark and ugly to my eye.]
The strangest thing about the room was that they had hung a second TV from the ceiling of the bathroom. I really don‘t see
much point to such a feature, but since they saw fit to put the thing there, I watched part of a public TV documentary on photographer
Annie Liebowitz as I soaked in the tub. Once clean and comfortable I settled in for the night.

I was up around 6am, showered (I always over-use the water at hotels), and quickly packed and checked out. I had a bit of
breakfast at that same McDoanlds and then set off for the day. I followed U.S. 61, the Great River Road, north from Winona. This is
mostly a badly surfaced, empty four-lane highway. [I think it is may be busy at certain times, but this wasn‘t one of them.] It was
foggy as I headed northward past Wabasha and Red Wing, and fresh snow swirled around in the air.
Before long I made it to Hastings, the southeast edge of the Twin Cities area. According to an article in today‘s paper,
Hastings has one of the highest foreclosure rates in America. . As I drove through Hastings, ―For Sale‖ signs dotted the landscape
everywhere, confirming what I‘d read in the paper. That‘s certainly easy to believe. Like far too much of the Cities, Hastings is mile
after mile of ―McMansions‖, enormous look-alike brand-new homes crammed into microscopic lots. You can see the same thing in
West Des Moines and much of Coralville—and pretty much every other newer suburb, for that matter. These homes are way bigger
than the ―little houses made of ticky-tacky from the ‗50s and ‗60s. Most are even bigger than the old farmhouses in small towns.
They‘re frankly more than most families need (four and five bedrooms, when families these days have at most two kids), and apparently
they‘re more than many of the owners could actually afford. I would think the bankers could have predicted this slump, but apparently
everyone thought real estate prices could do nothing but increase. I‘ll be amazed if they ever find ANY buyer for most of these places,
and I while I don‘t want to see people losing their homes, I must say it‘s hard to feel a whole lot of sympathy for people who chose such
an ostentatious lifestyle.
[The real estate market would grow much worse in the fall of 2008 and would become one of the main factors that
ushered Barack Obama into office. Housing prices have since rebounded in the Twin Cities, but the big demand these days is
for homes in the cities themselves, rather than in distant suburbs like Hastings. Both new condos and old single family
homes in Minneapolis and St. Paul are booming, while the suburban monstrosities are barely holding their own.]
I took the beltway (494 / 694) around the Twin Cities. It was toward the end of rush hour, so traffic was heavy but not too
annoying. Then I headed further north on I-35. I‘d recently re-read the brief travelogue of my trip out to the badlands years ago. In that
I describe the endless billboards that create an eyesore along I-90 in South Dakota. The problem is even worse north of St. Paul on I35. Minnesota seems to have found every possible loophole in the Highway Beautification Act. That‘s really quite a shame. This route
through the great north woods could be one of the most beautiful interstates anywhere. Instead it‘s just billboard after billboard after
billboard. [The route hasn‘t gotten any better. Sometime when I make the trip north from the Cities, I‘ll actually count how
many billboards there are. I expect the total has to be in the hundreds.]
Something that really stood out as I drove north on I-35 was how few SUVs there were on the highway. While lots of
commuters on the beltway were driving those gas-guzzling tanks, not many people seemed to be making long-distance trips in them.
I‘d read an article in the paper yesterday lamenting that no one seemed to be buying any of the vehicles Detroit was making. That‘s
probably because they‘re still mostly making SUVs, light trucks, and luxury-oriented cars. Even the ―small‖ cars for sale these days

don‘t get particularly good gas mileage. There‘s nothing other than hybrids that even approaches what my Metro makes—but they
don‘t sell Metros in America anymore. In an era of skyrocketing gas prices, you‘d think they‘d realize that economy is something people
want. I could certainly be in the market for trading my car, but until they come out with something at least as fuel efficient, I have no
plans to get rid of it. [Average gas mileage has gotten somewhat better, but they still don‘t make much in the way of true
economy cars. Supposedly they‘re just not profitable enough for either the dealers or the car companies.]
*****
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[After visiting my brother in northern Minnesota] I bought gas (a ―bargain‖ at $3.02 ) at a BP station … and stopped for
lunch at a White Castle in Hinckley, a place best known for its casino. I think of White Castle as being mostly in urban locations, either
right in the city or perhaps the close-in suburbs. Hinckley is the only place I‘ve seen one in a rural setting. [I‘ve since seen them in
―exburbs‖, but this is still the only real small town where I‘ve found one.] They sell the same ―slyders‖ in Hinckley I‘d enjoyed in
Chicago, though, and in this era of ever-rising prices, White Castle is one of the few places that remains truly cheap to eat.
I followed I-35 back south to its split north of the Cities. 35-W is closed indefinitely while they rebuild the bridge that collapsed
in Minneapolis last year. Because of that 35-E is carrying extremely heavy traffic loads on a section in St. Paul that was never built to
even minimal freeway standards (with 45mph speed limits and no real median). I was very glad I‘d timed things to make it through this
before rush hour. Traffic was still heavy, but it moved right along.
th

I made it down to 494 and then went west a couple of exits to 34 Avenue, which is also the exit for MSP Airport. I went south
to American Boulevard, which is essentially the freeway access road, and headed west about a mile to Metro Drive. Sandwiched
between American Boulevard and the freeway were two brand new hotels, one of which was my destination for the evening.
The Cambria Suites—Bloomington is one of the strangest hotels I‘ve ever stayed in. It is franchised by Choice Hotels, the
same company that operates Comfort Inns, Sleep Inns, Quality Inns, and Clarion Hotels. Cambria is clearly designed to be more
pretentious than any of those brands, though. I wouldn‘t have even thought about staying here, except that I was able to get a good
rate (actually the lowest I paid at any of the hotels on this trip) and earn Choice Privileges points for the stay. [This particular property
was one of the first to bare the Cambria Suites brand. It didn‘t last under that name, though, and is now a Springhill Suites (a
Marriott brand). While Cambria still exists, Choice doesn‘t seem to have expanded it much. There appear to be only a couple
dozen hotels with that name anywhere.]

Bathroom and bed at the Cambria Suites – Bloomington
Cambria Suites says it was designed ―with the young,
urban lifestyle in mind‖. I think that means they‘re appealing to
people who are trying to pretend they‘re living in those megahouses in Hastings while crammed into a downtown loft
apartment. Combine that with an airport hotel, ant the result is
very strange indeed. My two-room suite was probably smaller
than the single room I had at the Holiday Inn last night. It was
like two Motel 6 rooms fused together. The bedroom had an
enormous (and extremely high) king sized bed, but there was barely room for an end table at the side. The living room had a love seat
a chair, a desk, and ―kitchen‖ unit that held a microwave, mini-fridge, and coffee maker. Again, they couldn‘t have crammed anything
more in there if they‘d tried. All the furnishings were very modern, and while they attempted to look elegant, they came across as tacky
to me. It was the sort of stuff you see in the furniture department at Target—pretensions on a budget.
The room featured just about every electronic device known to man. There were two flat-screen TVs, two DVD players, a CD
player, and some device I couldn‘t figure out the purpose of [most likely an in-room .mp3 player, and this may be the first time I‘d
seen one of them]. There were also wired computer hook-ups everywhere (including the bathroom), plus wireless internet access.

The strangest part of the suite was the bathroom, which again was smaller than what I‘d had at the Holiday Inn. I took a
picture of the sink, because it was like nothing I‘d ever seen before. Instead of being recessed into a counter, it sat on top of what
looked like a lab table (a simple pine table, topped with black plastic that resembled slate). A single chrome tube extended up from the
sink, with a straight faucet extending from it, out over the sink. There was a strange button on top of the tube that I figured out later was
how water was regulated. It operated sort of like the tracking pad on a laptop computer. There were no directions whatsoever on how
to work the thing, though. [This does appear to be the standard in modern plumbing. They feature similar things on all the
home shows on HGTV. I‘m not sure what the appeal of them is supposed to be. In addition to looking strange, I‘d think all
those exposed surfaces would be annoying to keep clean.]
The décor was minimal at best. The lab table sink was pretty typical. Everything was black, tan, and chrome. Even the
accessories were minimal. The soap dish was just a slab of cloudy plastic, and where you‘d normally see one of those standard hotel
room paintings they had a black and white photograph that
was a close-up of a single flower. The most decorative part
of the room was a room divider that filled half the wall
between the living room and bedroom. It was sectioned off
like a curio cabinet, and some of the parts were filled with
permanently attached vases. (The vases had apparently
been super-glued to the frame.) I gather from looking at the
hotel literature that every single suite has the exact same
arrangement of vases in its room divider. Apparently vases
are somehow the symbol of Cambria Suites. Their key
cards have pictures of vases on them, and even their
complimentary ballpoint pens have are shaped like vases.
What‘s strange is that these are just vases. There are no
flowers in them, only empty vases filling some of the space
in the wall between the rooms. [It‘s interesting that the
place changed little when the brand to SpringHill Suites.
They repainted in a new color scheme, but the décor—
including all those glued-down vases—was identical.]
I actually had to wait a bit before I could see the
pleasures my room had to offer. First, when I checked in,
the manager didn‘t want to take my gift card. It wasn‘t, as
has been the case at other hotels, that he didn‘t know how
to take gift cards. Rather, he said they had a policy against
taking them. I assured him that I had checked the Choice
Hotels website shortly before leaving on this trip, and they
listed the Cambria Suites as one of the Minnesota properties
Divider between bedroom and living room – Cambria Suites
where their gift cards were welcome. When he didn‘t believe me, I literally showed him that was what the website said. He then
agreed, though he grumbled that he‘d have to figure out how to get payment for them. Strangely, once he decided he would take the
card, it took about two seconds for him to process it. He obviously knew how to do it; he just didn‘t want to. [As for getting payment,
I‘m pretty sure everything is credited electronically, just as it is with credit cards. Gift cards are essentially stored value debit
cards, and they‘re processed by the transactions are processed identically to Visa or Mastercard transactions. The hotels do
earn less money on them then they do with credit transactions, because they have to pay the promotional costs (like the scrip
discount I‘d gotten for buying them). It‘s a cost of doing business as part of the chain, though.]
Once I paid and went up to my room, I found that neither of the two key cards I‘d been given would open the door. I doublechecked, thinking I might have accidentally gone to the wrong room. I was in the right place, though, so I trudged back to the elevator
and went down five floors to the lobby. They re-programmed my keys, but when I went up only one of them worked. I really didn‘t care
to annoy the desk again, so I used that one key exclusively.
th

While it‘s not really convenient to anything other than the Hampton Inn next door, the Cambria Suites is vaguely near the 28
Avenue station of Minneapolis‘ Hiawatha light rail line. (There‘s a Fairfield Inn that‘s virtually adjacent to that station that‘s both cheaper
and nicer, and that‘s where I‘ll likely stay if I‘m in the area again in the future. After dumping my bag and gawking at the strange room, I
set off on a ten-minute walk to the station.

I arrived just as a train was leaving and waited another ten minutes for the next one. I rode just one stop down to the end of
the line at Mall of America. (I probably could have walked there in the time it took to wait for the train.) I exited and made my way from
the east parking ramp (where the transit center is located) into the mall itself.
They‘ve done a lot of renovating at Mall of America since I was last there. I never really cared much for the place, but I must
say now I like it less than ever. They‘ve added on to it and turned the whole thing into more of an amusement park than a shopping
center. They describe it as ―a family destination‖, and I‘m sure there are big bucks to be made in occupying the kiddies‘ time while mom
is shopping. I found it awkward and above all loud, though. I‘d love to know just how many decibels the central atrium of Mall of
America registers. It struck me as louder than a New York subway station—and it never quiets down.

[They‘re expanding Mall of America yet again, apparently nearly doubling its size in an expansion to the north. It‘s
one of the few malls that remains truly successful, but I still find it an extremely unpleasant place.]
My purpose for going here really wasn‘t shopping. I was here for dinner. I‘d read that Mall of America had the one U.S.
location of Opa!, the Greek place I‘d eaten at when I was at the Metropolis at Metrotown (an equally enormous, but better organized
mall) near Vancouver. I‘d really liked my dinner at Opa! after Christmas, so I thought I‘d catch a bite there again tonight.
[Opa! expanded to several U.S. cities, but it has since ceased all operations in this country. The space at Mall of
America is now a fish place. The company website lists locations in western Canada and Toronto and franchise opportunities
all over Canada. They don‘t even make reference to the fact that they ever were in the States, though. With Opa! no longer at
Mall of Amerca, there‘s even less reason for me to ever go there.]
Predictably, the Minneapolis version of Opa! wasn‘t nearly as flavorful as its Canadian cousin. The most noticeable difference
was that in Vancouver they grilled the pita bread, giving it a nice toasty crust. Here they just served it plain, and it tasted not unlike a
raw flour tortilla. The Greek salad was also different. Here it was mostly iceberg lettuce. In Vancouver there was just a tiny bed of
lettuce, topped with peppers, tomatoes, olives, and feta cheese.
After the somewhat disappointing meal, I took the train north to the other end of the line at Hennepin Avenue. I checked out
the construction site of the new ballpark where the Twins will move when the leave the Metrodome two years from now. The new place
certainly won‘t lack for parking. At the west edge of downtown Minneapolis I-394 ends in a sea of enormous ramps. They razed one of
those ramps to make room for the new park. The place is well west of anything of interest downtown. [Indeed, their nearest neighbor
is a homeless shelter where just today students from Garrigan were doing a service project.] I assume they‘re hoping it will
generate development, but at the moment there‘s literally nothing there. A lot of Minnesotans see the new park as a white elephant,
and I must say it strikes me that way. The great thing about the Metrodome is that it‘s indoors. No one in their right mind would want to
go to a baseball game outdoors in Minneapolis in either April or in July and August.. I can‘t imagine they‘ll draw much of a crowd for
half the season. [They do seem to be making a go of things at Target Field, though it‘s probably fortunate that nearly half the
park is sold to season tickets. I was at a midsummer game there in the opening season, and even at nighttime it was
miserable. The only reason I‘d go back is if Brad Nelson, who is now with the Twins‘ AAA team in Rochester, New York, gets
a call up to the big league team in Minneapolis.]
I made my way back to Hennepin and saw a large crowd near Target Center. I‘d find out later that there was a big concert
there this evening, and in fact some of my Garrigan students were part of that crowd. I wandered around downtown a while (and
believe me, downtown Minneapolis is much nicer than downtown Milwaukee [it never died like many cities did and continues to
have a wide variety of very good shopping and dining opportunities]) and eventually made my way back to the train.
I decided to stop in at a Taco Bell near the Franklin Avenue station for dessert. I got a bit more of an experience than I
bargained for. Franklin Avenue is in a rather down-at-the-heels part of Minneapolis, and when I walked in the manager at Taco Bell
was having some problems with a homeless man who refused to leave the restaurant. The man, who clearly had mental problems, had
bought and received his dinner, but he wouldn‘t take the food and he wouldn‘t leave [nor sit down at a table to eat it, for that matter].
What‘s more, there was a serious communication problem. Guillermo, the manager, appeared to speak both English and Spanish
fluently. If the black customer spoke English, it was only the most ghetto-oriented dialect of it. He might as well have been speaking
Japanese. He certainly was loud, though. He kept screaming unintelligible stuff at Guillermo, who responded with things like ―there‘s
your food‖ and ―would you please take it‖. Guillermo eventually called the police. I left before they showed up, but hopefu lly they
eventually dealt with the situation.
The man eventually sat down on the floor blocking the exit from the counter. There were three other customers in line ahead
of me. One at a time we made our way to the front of the maze where the register was located. We all placed our orders, waited there
for our food, and then made our way back through the maze, carefully avoiding the strange man. I‘ve seen a lot of bizarre things in my
travels, but this was definitely one of the strangest.
I had again just missed a train, and by now it was getting quite chilly. To keep warm, I took a northbound train one station
th
north so I had a shorter wait outside for the next southbound train. On my ride back to 28 Avenue I ended up sitting behind a black
woman with one of the strangest hair-dos I‘ve ever seen. Her hair had obviously been straightened, and then gelled together and
twisted with a curling iron. The hairs weren‘t in individual strands, but instead in ribbons about half an inch wide, as if her hair were
made up of fabric or crepe paper. Each ribbon had been alternately curled in differing directions, making sort of a vertical sine wave
She certainly stood out on the train, but I can‘t imagine why anyone would want such ugly hair.
th

The office park neighborhood around 28 Avenue was absolutely deserted when I got back, and it was a bit creepy walking
back to the hotel in the dark. I made it back all right, though, and I spent most of the evening watching Food Network on TV.
Let me make one more comment about the odd room at Cambria Suites. I absolutely hated the bed. First, it was far too high.
They actually had a little step at the side you could use to get up on top of the thing. I felt like I was in ―The Princess and the Pea‖ when
I finally laid down to sleep. Second, there were far too many pillows. There were six separate ―normal‖ pillows at the top of the bed,
plus a separate cylinder shaped pillow that appeared to be nothing but decorative. Finally, the bed was way too soft. Lots of hotels
have that problem these days. They think ―pillow top‖ mattresses are a good thing. I like a hard bed, not one I sink down in. I woke
with a back ache after spending a night at the Cambria Suites.

[I‘m intrigued that we had the Tuesday after Easter off at school. It‘s been years since we had such a lengthy holiday
break. In recent years they always seem concerned about getting out before Memorial Day, so breaks are kept to a minimum.]
I was up around 6:00 this morning, and I quickly showered and packed. Like most pretentious hotels, there was no
complimentary breakfast at the Cambria Suites, though I could have bought overpriced coffee and a scone at their ―Energy Counter‖
(the name made me think there would be a gas meter set up in the lobby). [One improvement of changing to a SpringHill Suites
was that the new brand included breakfast.] Since there was nothing to keep me there, I checked out of the hotel before 7am.
th

I figured I‘d take the train downtown to have breakfast. 28 Avenue is a park-and-ride. Unfortunately, the parking is currently
quite limited because they‘re building a multi-level ramp where their main lot used to be. Until the ramp is finished, it‘s pretty much
th
impossible to park there. [The new ramp is very nice, and they‘ve also re-opened the lot at 28 Avenue.] I instead drove to the Ft.
Snelling park-and-ride on the other side of the airport.
I quickly caught a train and had an uneventful ride to Nicollet Mall, the pedestrian-oriented street that houses about half of
downtown Minneapolis‘ shopping (which, of course, means they‘ve got at least twice as much as Milwaukee—even though it‘s a smaller
city). I had a cheese soufflé and coffee at Panera. I also, for the first time in my life, bought a loaf of Panera‘s freshly baked bread, this
one a three cheese whole grain variety. I munched on that bread for more than a week, enjoying it immensely. [Panera bread is
really very good, but it‘s too expensive to enjoy with any regularity. I will buy it for a special treat about once a year, though.]
I walked around a bit more downtown and then caught a train back south. Across the aisle from me were a young black man
who was taking his infant daughter to daycare. (It‘s strange to think of taking your kid to daycare on the train, but people in cities must
do it all the time.) In front of them were an elderly white woman and a black college girl in a Moslem veil. Those two appeared to have
nothing in common, but they had a surprisingly involved chat as the train made its way southward. What got them talking was the older
woman‘s comment that the veil must come in handy on a cold morning like this. The girl laughed and agreed. It turned out she was
from Somalia and had just come to Minnesota this year. Having grown up in the tropics, she was definitely not used to Midwes tern
winters, and she was very glad spring was on the way. I had fun listening to the two of them as I made my way back to Ft. Snelling.
They‘d changed the exit to Ft. Snelling station since I was last there, and I had a bit of trouble finding my way to I-35. I did
eventually make it, though, and before long I was out of the Cities. I stopped in Faribault for gas and then drove on home. I unpacked
and then went out to school, where I needed to supervise our intramural playoffs. It was there I found out that many of the kids had
also been in Minneapolis last night.
… And so the trip came to an end. I can‘t say this was the most exciting trip I‘ve ever taken (or that I‘ll ever be rushing back to
Milwaukee—that is, unless my former student ends up playing ball there). It was fun, though, and it made a nice break from the routine.
[Brad did end up playing baseball in Milwaukee, and he gave me a complimentary seat for the best seat I‘ve ever had
in a major league ballpark—right behind the home dugout. Unfortunately all I got to do was watch him stand there. He spent
his Major League career pinch hitting, and he wasn‘t terribly successful at it. Milwaukee cut him from their roster, and he
spent the seasons since them playing AAA ball in Tacoma, Austin, Des Moines, and now Rochester. Unfortunately he‘s
getting old for a ballplayer, but I‘m still keeping my fingers crossed he might get another call-up.]

