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IniezioneIniezione   

ñDid you meet anyone while you were in Canada?ò came the words from the US Customs officer who clearly 

didnôt like the way life had turned out for him.  Heck, his dreams of flying rockets, fighting fires, travelling 

with the circus, or being a world champion race driver never materialized and now he probably takes it out 

on his dysfunctional family, limited friends, and the unfortunate people returning to the USA through his 

lane at the Sumas border crossing into Washington.  Though I had already mentioned that I had been lead-

ing an Alfa Romeo club drive, I replied simply, ñNo, not reallyò   This response didnôt sit well with the officer 

and he pushed back on how I could lead 8 cars from the club without meeting anyone.  ñI met all those 

people long ago, while in the USA.ò I explained.  I did end up explaining that if he really meant ñdid I see or 

talk with any humans while in Canada, I sure did.ò  After another moment or two, I was allowed back into 

my home country and while heading south, I remembered the past 58 hours of wandering the Half Lap with 

the great people in our club.   

This adventure had started with a pancake breakfast on Saturday, September 

14th, that gathered Keith Willson, his sister Marilyn Seagraves in Keithôs nice 

white ó74 GTV, Ken & Louisa Case in their shiny red Giulietta, Paul & Kristi Af-

folter in their trusty Yellow ó74 Spider, Cindy Akana riding with me, Barbara 

McPhee & David Salmon in their deep blue ó74 GTV.  (It was like 1974 was a 

good year or something.) Also there was Brian White in his wonderful red Mi-

lano, and the Gertullaôs in 

their yellow Spider that 

matches the Affolterôs car.  

Arriving right on time for our 

start was Dave & Jane Emer-

son in their White 164Q.  The 

Emersons wouldôve been a 

little earlier but the first Alfa they chose gave signs it 

might not want to wander for three daysé luckily they had 

a fall back.  After our ñDriverôs Meetingò we headed out 

wandering north and east to Snohomish and then to Dar-

rington.  Along the way, we followed our new style route guides with cute 

color maps, but we lost our friends the Gertullas as well as Brian, as they 

had only been there to help us get started.  We did gather up Georges 

and Arlette Hebrant along the way.   

We stopped for bathrooms and leg stretching at a nice little park in town 

before getting back on Hwy 530 following the Sauk River, across the Sauk

-Suiattle reservation on our way towards Rockport.  Just prior to reaching Rockport, we turned onto another 

backroad that took us up to Marblemount and Hwy 20.  Now we followed eastbound on Hwy 20, also known 
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as the North Cascades Scenic Highway.  The first attempt to build a wagon road through these mountain 

passes was back in 1885.  Though efforts started on both the east and west sides, it proved too tough.  Be-

sides, the east and west routes would never have actually met due to a few calculation errors.  A legitimate 

road was finally built part way up the west side to support construction and working of the Gorge Dam in 

1917, then later to Diablo and Ross dams as they were built as part of the growing energy needs  of the city 

of Seattle.  The beautiful twisty Hwy 20 extending all the way through the mountains, was finally built in 

1972, four years after the creation of the rugged and remote North Cascades National Park.  Our passage was 

easy with a couple stops for views at a waterfall and lakes.   

We finally stopped for lunch near Mazama at Kellyôsé a 

rural restaurant along Hwy 20.  Waving us into the park-

ing lot was Bill & Judy Gehring with their dark grey ó84 

Spider.  The food was wonderful and our group was 

growing.  We moved ourselves just down the road to the 

old western themed town of Winthrop to wander for a 

while.  After gathering back together, we headed down 

the road going up through Loup Loup Pass and dropping 

into the town of Omak and to our hotel; The Peppertree 

Inn.  

      Half Lap Contôd... 

The bunch stretching legs by 

Diablo Lake by Dave Salmon  

Kenôs car enjoying 

the sun in Omak.   

By Dave Salmon  

Bill Gehring at the lunch spot called Kellyôs 

The two 1974 GTVs looking good together  Diablo Lake from the overlook stop!  

Dining well at Kellyôs  Photo by Marilyn Seagrave 

Gathering in Winthrop after lunch.  

Just outside of Omak  Photo by Dave Salmon  
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This evening, some mem-

bers stayed behind in town 

to eat, drink wine, and re-

lax, while others headed 

south east for an hour to 

visit Grand Coulee dam to 

see the unique laser show 

they display across the 

face of the huge dam.  Of 

course the trip there can 

be quiet or exciting based 

on which car youôre in.  Rumor has it that one of the cars enroute, 

rounded a corner to find a police car awaiting speeders, who just 

watched as they rolled by at 80+ MPH.  On the way, the tiny town of 

Nespelam was worth a quick stop to see the grave of the great Native 

American, Chief Joseph.  The headstone is located in a poorly marked 

Nez Perce cemetery on a small hill in the quiet little town.  It was a 

quick visit, then we finished our drive to the park below the huge Grand 

Coulee dam where the Hebrants had saved us a perfect picnic table.  

Under the dark, starry sky, we enjoyed drinks, cheeses, crackers, and 

more while we watched the spill gates open, creating a white backdrop for the laser show.  After an hour, the 

show ended and the spill gates slowly closed and we headed safely back to our hotel in Omak.   

Sunday morning started with us heading north along the Okanogan River valley before turning left into the 

beautiful Similkameen River valley.  The road twists as it follows the river making for a fun and scenic ride. 

Our travels slowed as we headed to the tiny US / Can-

ada border crossing near Nighthawk.  I was driving my 

VW Jetta as I approached the on lane crossing.  I ex-

plained that I was leading the Alfa Romeo club drive up 

into Canada.  The guard replied, ñAt least youôll be able 

give them a ride when their cars break down.ò  What?  

A sense of humor from the border guard?  It was short 

lived when he spotted Paul Affolter taking pictures 

while he waited to cross.  

Grand Coulee Dam with the laser show  

        Half Lap Contôd... 

Nez Perce cemetery ðChief Joseph gravesite  

The Similkameen River valley.  
Awaiting the chance to go into Canada.  

Photo by the law breaker, David Salmon  
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 Half Lap Contôd... 

Once we all made it through into Canada, we headed up the Kettle Valley westbound.  This valley has a long 

history of valuable minerals.  Prior to the white man finding gold, silver, and many other valuable metals, the 

Indians found the local lakes to be ñrestorativeò.  The lakes were heavy with Magnesium and Calcium Chlo-

rides which created an odd spotted look to the water, but solved numerous pains and aches in people.  Then 

later Spanish explorers, French trappers, and English traders started harvesting every mineral they could.  It 

didnôt go well for the Spanish as their small heavily armed party was killed by the Indians.  The trappers got 

away with some 

valuables, but it was 

the English who 

showed up to mine 

the hills and lakes 

and took over the 

space.  As we drove 

through the tiny 

farming community 

of Keremeos, we 

picked up another 

stray Alfa Giulietta 

Spider with BC 

plates on it.  The 

driver was Bob 

Hoye, who followed 

us to our lunch stop 

in another tiny town 

named Hedly.   

Bob was on his way back to Vancouver BC, after being 

part of the Vancouver Italian Car Club drive to the area.  

Bob and his car by Cindy Akana  

The odd spotted look to the lakes in the area  

The 2 hour  lunch in Hedly, BC  

The twisty road up to the Mascot Mine  

The Mascot Mine perched on the edge above Hedly  
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Bob stayed for lunch, sharing that he was actually from 

this tiny town we had stopped in, and even helped lead 

the group west on the drive to Hope, BC.   Part of the 

group headed west, the other part followed me and 

Cindy to a tour of the Mascot Mine.  This is probably the 

coolest place in BC that youôve never heard of.  Clinging 

to the cliff face 3600 feet above the town, the mine of-

fers tours to, through, and back to the valley floor.  Un-

fortunately, as leader, we can make mistakes and thatôs 

exactly what I did so those followed me went on a wrong 

road trip before getting to the tour office.  Luckily, 

though late, we were still able to get on the bus they 

use to drive us up the 29 switchback dirt road to the 

mine.  The challenge is that where the bus drops us 

off, we had a long walk to the edge of the cliff, then a 

staircase that goes down 598 steps to the main en-

trance of the mine.  That is a challenge, but itôs well 

worth the effort to get 

a view and mine ex-

perience the operation.  

The tour guide shared 

stories of his father 

who spent time on this 

mine was a kid.  He 

showed us the black-

smith shop, the coal 

shuttles that carried 

Half Lap Contôd... 

Fred heading down the stairs to the Mascot 

Mine  Photo by Cindy Akana  

The entry into the Mascot Mine  

Our guide shares old stories inside the Mascot Mine  
The walk to the mine on the edge  

Barbara in her mining attire  


