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ASL Woes? Report card worries? We can help!

�The following births have been 
recorded at Valley General Hospital in 
Monroe:

• ERIKA AND PETER KEATING, of 
Snohomish, became the parents of a 
girl on April 14, 2008. The baby’s name 
is Brynn Kathryn and she weighed 6 
pounds.

• EMMA CASHEN AND BENANCIO 
FLORES, of Monroe, became the 
parents of a boy on April 15, 2008. The 
baby’s name is Benancio Michael IV 
and he weighed 6 pounds, 11 ounces.

• TESSA PHELPS AND ANTHONY 
CLARK, of Snohomish, became the 
parents of a boy on April 15, 2008. The 
baby’s name is Perry Richard and he 
weighed 8 pounds, 15 ounces.

• TISHA AND RICHARD JOHNSON, 
of Monroe, became the parents of a 
girl on April 17, 2008. The baby’s name 
is Emma Grace and she weighed 8 
pounds, 0.6 ounce.

• MICHELLE AND JOHN BADEN, of 
Monroe, became the parents of a girl 
on April 18, 2008. The baby’s name is 
Emily Lynn and she weighed 9 pounds, 
13 ounces.

• ESTRELLA MENDEZ ALONSO AND 
MARIO PACHECO ALONSO, of Sultan, 
became the parents of a boy on April 
18, 2008. The baby’s name is Jaydon 
and he weighed 6 pounds, 13 ounces.

• JAMI SAGE, of Monroe, became 
the parent of a boy on April 18, 2008. 
The baby’s name is Dylan Scott and he 
weighed 9 pounds, 12 ounces.

• MICHELLE MACIAS, of Lake 
Stevens, became the parent of a girl 
on April 19, 2008. The baby’s name 
is London Nicole and she weighed 6 
pounds, 13 ounces.

The Snohomish County Public 
Works Department advises motor-
ists of the following road projects. 
Unless otherwise specified, emer-
gency vehicles will have access at all 
times.

For more information about Sno-
homish County road projects, visit 
the County’s website www.1.co.sno-
homish.wa.us/Departments/Public 
Works/Services/Roads/Projects/ or 
snoco.org and search “Roads Cen-
tral.”

• Ben Howard Road between the 

29000 block and Cedar Ponds Road 
(Sultan area). A single lane closure 
will be in effect 7 a.m. May 5 to 4:30 
p.m., June 9. Snohomish County 
Department of Public Works Road 
Maintenance will repair the road 
subgrade.

• Woods Lake Road east of Flor-
ence Acres Road (Monroe area). A 
single lane closure will be in effect 
through May 2, 8:30 a.m.-4:30 p.m. 
RJ Lampers Construction Co., Inc. 
will connect utilities for the Plat of 
Wild Sky Ridge Div. 1.

Friday
My Mom has been looking 

forward to this trip for more than 
a month. She’s been pretty much 
snowed in at home in Eastern Wash-
ington all winter, but a friend was 
coming over to attend a funeral and 
invited my Mom to come along and 
visit us kids on the west side. 

My Mom’s friend was planning 
to drop her off here at the Monitor 
office Friday morning and by about 
11:00, I was wondering where they 
were. 

We had a birthday party at the 
office and there was brioche and 
my Mom loves brioche. I hoped she 
would get here in time to sit down 
with us. 

I got a call from my brother.
“Ma’s been in a car accident. They 

hit ice on Stevens Pass. They don’t 
think there are serious injuries, but 
they took her to Wenatchee. They 
want to look at her neck.”

My Mom. Car wreck. Highway 2. I 
struggled to find words to ask ques-
tions. It was hard to think.

Nurses on the phone told me 
that they thought she might have 
fractured ribs. They were waiting for 
an x-ray.

After a lot more calls, my brother 
and I decided to sit tight and head 
over in the morning. 

I conducted a distracted interview 
for the paper, wandered to the store, 
got little done. 

At day’s end, I gathered up my 
things and headed out for French 
Creek Manor, where my band was 
playing at Wine, Dine and Stein for 
the Monroe Chamber of Commerce. 

While on the way, I got my Dad 
on the phone at the hospital. They’d 
finally gotten an x-ray. 

“Well, she’s got five broken ribs on 
one side and one on the other, and 
a broken sternum and her heart is 
bruised,” my Dad said, handling the 
words gently as if to diminish the 
impact. “They’re keeping her at least 
two days.”

I got lost, drove up the driveway 
of the wrong mansion, sat outside 
the garage and bawled. 

It was a patch of ice on an other-
wise clear, dry road. 

They hit it, spun sideways, and 
slammed into another car. No one 
in the other car was seriously in-
jured. The occupants of that car fled 
for the side of the road, fearing more 
impacts from oncoming cars.

My Mom said knew she wasn’t 
walking out of it. As the car 
whipped into the other lane, as the 
other car exploded into it, as the 
glass came down and the metal tore, 
my Mom felt something snap. 

A kind man stayed with the two 
women, my Mom’s friend bleed-
ing from cuts to her face, until the 
ambulance arrived. 

They were still on the east side of 
the pass. They went to Wenatchee.

The vehicles, destroyed, went to a 
wrecking yard.

There are accidents, and then 
there are serious accidents. There 
are fender benders, and there are the 
ones that wind up on the front page, 
the spectacular wrecks, vehicles 
crushed into shapes that do not ac-
commodate humans. 

“It’s a good thing I saw Ma before 
I saw the truck,” my Dad said, re-
turning from the wrecking yard with 
the cookies and toys Ma had packed 
for the grandkids. “If I’d seen that...”

It was spectacular. 
Saturday in the hospital, my Mom 

was robed in a thin blue gown. 
Softly muddled by morphine, she 
touched her broken sternum. 

“It was the seat belt,” she said. 
Two days before, half way to a 

restaurant, I guiltily snuck my seat 
belt shut. 

I wasn’t sneaky enough. 
“You didn’t have your seat belt 

on?” My boyfriend’s eyes were wide. 
“I forgot,” I said. 
I forget a lot. 
The seat belt is the reason my 

Mom’s bones are broken and her 
heart bruised. 

The seat belt is also the reason I 
went to see my mother in the hos-
pital instead of to her funeral. The 
seat belt is the reason my life will 
go on as normal after this weekend 
is over. The seat belt is the reason I 
can write this story, this paper. The 
seat belt is the reason that Mother’s 
Day will be a day of celebration, not 
of unthinkable grief. The seat belt 
is the reason I will see her that day, 
bringing grandkids and treats and 
home cooking to help out Pop, who 
is falling back on his bachelor cook-
ing skills. 

I still forgot to fasten my seat belt, 
driving around Wenatchee getting 
snacks for the hospital room and 
breakfast for the hotel room. But 
when the beeper went off to remind 
me, I put it on. 

Put yours on.

Buck Shot is flying in 
Index gunclub feud

To the Editor:
No need for journalists at the 

Monitor to bother sending Bob 
Hubbard’s April 15 technical treatise 
to the National Academy of Sciences 
for fact checking; nor to Boeing 
Corporation staff, expecting they 
might make some sense of it and 
consider contracting for his expan-
sive expertise.

Just send his tortured arguments 
and misrepresentations of the cor-
relations between ballistic-science 
and aeronautical engineering over 
to the Monroe Bearcat’s Physics and 
English departments for empirical 
testing and vetting.

The gun club saga is surrounded 
by satellite issues that students can 
cut their civic teeth on. Such as: 
is small town political intrigue a 
grassroots movement or a result of 
bigtime, topdown national govern-
ment corruption? Are propaganda 
and demagoguery now socially 
accepted means to influence an indi-
vidual’s actions and opinions? Is the 
awesome power of the state being 
misused to infringe on community 
values and our inalienable rights?

It can be expected that clear eyed 
youth can responsibly and usefully 
contribute to public discourse when 
invited. May readers look forward 
to a few of our cherished, youth-
ful citizen-intern’s peer-reviewed 
speculations or conclusions in the 
Monitor?

Postamble:
Reviewing the above scribblings, 

I felt a twinge of optimism rush 
through my arthritic limbs and 
up to my limbic brain, where the 
electro/chemical exchange of fire be-
tween neurons performed its magic. 
I was almost able to run outside into 
the moonlit night. Sure enough, 
amongst that confusion of flicker-
ing light dots and blank spaces a Big 
Dipper pointing to the North Star 
still remained to guide and comfort 
us.

Bruce Q. Hill
Monroe

Forest not a safe place 
for a walk

To the Editor:
Thanks to Mr. Van Ells for his 

recent letter regarding shooting and 
the Proctor Creek area.

Three weeks ago we went for a 
Sunday drive/hike up Forest Service 
Road 62. Everywhere we went, we 
saw people shooting. They had 
hauled in trash for target practice, 
and were shooting out over open 
areas, without realizing they were 
shooting towards spur roads and 
people walking. It turned out not to 
be safe for us to get out of our truck 
and walk. As we left, we saw huge 
piles of shell casings left behind, as 
well as the “targets.” I was shocked 
by the disregard for others, the total 
disregard for the environment, and 
the huge number of people out 
shooting. Not once during the time 
we searched for a safe place to hike, 
did we see any type of enforcement.

After that Sunday I spoke to locals 
and found out most people know 
not to go up that road on weekends 
because of the danger. I just wish I’d 
heard that before we were put at risk 
by those so caught up in their right 
to shoot that they forget the rights 
of others. Not to mention the law.

My mistake in all this? Forgetting 
to call the Forest Service about the 
situation until I saw Mr. Van Ells’ 
letter. I’m sure a call to the ranger 
station will result in action, espe-
cially if they hear from more than 
one person. If anyone out there has 
had similar problems, I strongly 
urge you to call the ranger station at 
(360) 677-2414.

Lisa Stowe
Index

Captain 
Underpants pro-
gram offered at 
Monroe Library
School-aged children are invited 

to attend the Monroe Library’s 
“Captain Underpants Extra Crunchy” 
program at 2 p.m. on Monday, May 
5. The program will include action, 
thrills and “laffs,” with games, and 
will challenge children’s knowledge 
of Captain Underpants. The library 
is located at 1070 Village Way, (360) 
794-7851.

Geraldine 
“Gerry” Hanson
Geraldine “Gerry” Hanson, 80 

years young, passed away peace-
fully in her Monroe home on April 
18 2008. Geraldine Mae Lundy was 
born in Nebraska. She lived with an 
older brother in San Francisco after 
the death of her mother at age seven. 
She worked as a cosmetic clerk and 
later became a stewardess for Ameri-
can Airlines until moving to Salem, 
Ore. While in Oregon she met and 
married Harold Hanson. They cel-
ebrated their 54th wedding anniver-
sary last May. 

Gerry is survived by her spouse, 
Harold; son, Mark; daughter-in-law 
Debbie; two grandchildren, Kyleigh 
(14) and Garrett (11); niece Sherry 
Ladd; nephews Terry, Randy, and Kip 
Smith. Marlo, their second son pre-
ceded Gerry’s death in 1979. 

The Hanson family owned and op-

erated a ski lodge at Stevens Pass for 
many years where Gerry made her 
famous giant cinnamon rolls. Dur-
ing her lifetime, she managed the 
daily accounting duties for several 
businesses and real estate ventures 
owned by the Hanson family. Gerry 
was a loving spouse, mother, and 
grandmother; she enjoyed cooking 
and caring for her family and friends. 
Gerry’s cheery good nature, sense of 
humor, and loving demeanor will be 
greatly missed. 

A Memorial service was held at 1 
p.m., Saturday, April 26, at Sky Valley 
Bible Church, 18200 Cascade View 
Dr. in Monroe.

Correction
In a recent column, editor Polly 

Keary attributed a wish for America 
to have “a chicken in every pot and 
a car in every garage” to Franklin D. 
Roosevelt. The president to express 
that wish was Herbert Hoover. 

Geraldine Hanson
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