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Gold Snowflakes  

 

From the howling wind and freezing ice I must escape  

The long bitter winters of Indiana are too much to take  

With colorful dreams blooming in the spring of my youth  

I headed down south to find something new  

North Carolina in December was filled with sun and fun  

From the harsh Hoosier weather I was glad I had run  

Years passed too quickly and many seasons have changed  

What once seemed like endless summer is no longer the same  

I followed the bright sunny path to break away from the frigid cold  

But what I left in the Midwest was worth more than a creek of gold  

I still love the toasty sunshine beaming from the Carolina blue sky  

But my childhood roots keep getting stronger as autumn passes by  

The mountains of snow will still be there but I no longer care  

As the winding road to my home is now crystal clear 
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Still Rolling Along 

 

     It was somewhere around 5 am on a July day in 2003 when my little red Mustang pulled out 

of my driveway in Knightdale, North Carolina and headed west. My mind was filled with 

thoughts that ranged from excitement about this trip to concern about my recent job loss. My 

employment of more than 17 years had suddenly ended after a corporate merger resulted in 

closing of the office where I worked. Some may say this was not the most logical time, at least 

financially, to go on cross-country adventure. However, I decided that the luxury of this much 

time without specific commitments should not be wasted. Family and friends that I longed to see 

resided in Indiana, Nebraska, and Washington; so my trip from the east coast to the west coast 

began.  

     As the miles of the “Tar Heel State” were quickly left behind I began to feel more 

confident that getting away for a while would clear my head and help me form a new career plan. 

My agenda for the day included a scenic tour in the mountains of North Carolina and 

Tennessee followed by several hours in the rolling hills of Kentucky. By the end of the day I was 

in southern Indiana to pick up two others to accompany me. My foster mother, Dolly, and her 

companion Ron, had driven from Indiana to Washington several times. Their postcards, pictures, 

and enthusiastic stories had inspired me to want go out west. Dolly wasn’t giving her 79 years a 

second thought before starting on another several day car ride. A “tough old bird” is how she 

laughingly described herself. Ron, being 10 years her junior, had the same spunky attitude. They 

welcomed the chance to visit the west coast again and be my tour guides, so the three of us were 

planning on leaving the following day. 
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 It was great being home in the state nicknamed “Hoosier”, if only for one nite. The sky was 

still dark when the three of us rolled out on State Road 135 and the Mustang continued its 

westward course. As would be a pattern for the next several days, we stopped at a McDonalds 

for breakfast soon after the morning light arrived. After a quick but pleasant meal and with big 

cups of coffee to go we resumed our way west. The sparkling sun and cloudless blue sky was 

setting a great tone and seemed to be sending a signal that our vacation would be wonderful. It 

didn’t take too long to cross the Indiana border to Illinois, where the beautiful drive continued. 

Cracker Barrel Old Country Store and Restaurant provided lunch of hometown cooking with 

variety for us all. The scenery of the “Land of Lincoln” was very similar to what we knew 

Indiana to be. Sights of cows, pigs, barns, farm equipment, and fields of corn felt like home on 

the road. 

     The cornfields blowing in the wind on both sides of the next state line seemed to be waving 

goodbye from Illinois and saying welcome to Iowa. Also located in the farm belt of the United 

States, Iowa presented similar environments as those of Indiana and Illinois. Although we didn’t 

stop, it was interesting trivia to learn that Sioux City, Iowa was the first Corn Palace. Good to 

know you can find something familiar as well as something special if you look for it. This nice 

day of travel ended with another Cracker Barrel stop and several hours of rest somewhere in the 

“Hawkeye State”. 

     We awoke before the night sky was gone and our travels resumed. Keeping on schedule isn’t 

too hard if you can keep your goal in mind. We enjoyed another day similar to the previous as 

the sun beamed brightly from the blue Iowa sky. We had planned to drive briefly thru 
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Wisconsin just to say we had been in the place known as “America’s Dairyland”. After we 

missed an exit we chose to keep going in Iowa instead of backtracking. A lesson to take away 

from this is being flexible and making changes for the current situation is sometimes the best 

choice. 

     We continued on the roadway in Iowa until the journey in Minnesota took its place. Pictures 

of myself with silly poses by dinosaurs at a museum we passed on I-90 show more carefree fun 

times in this part of the Midwest. Again, more beautiful sky and sunshine as well as scenic 

nature views continued to make our time in the “Land of 10,000 Lakes” very enjoyable. 

More natural beauty and gorgeous weather greeted us as we continued rolling along thru the 

Great Plains and into North Dakota. Any clouds we saw were white and fluffy and seemed to be 

indicating that Mother Nature was on our side. After driving more miles in the “Peace Garden 

State” we stopped for dinner at the Wagon Wheel Inn in Valley City, North Dakota. The 

restaurant at this hotel offered great home style country cooking and a serene atmosphere. The 

friendly staff and well-kept rooms provided comfortable accommodations for the night. The 

rustic wagon wheel outside added visual interest and reminded us of the pioneer spirit of the old 

west. 

     The early hours of the next day found us back on I-90. The road seemed to stretch endlessly 

with beauty beyond compare in the remaining miles we traveled on thru North Dakota. The 

picturesque scenery continued when the signs welcomed us to “The Big Sky” country of 

Montana. The views in North Dakota and Montana were as I pictured heaven to be. The 

magnificent mountains pointing up to the violet-blue sky with pastel cloud puffs showcased 

some of God’s fine artwork. It made me wonder if I would actually be seeing Angels. Perhaps I 

did? An awesome sight visible from the road in Butte, Montana was a 90-Foot Statue called 
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“Our Lady of the Rockies" on the Continental Divide. Much can be told about this landmark, 

but according to website www.urladyoftherockies.net it was “built in the likeness of Mary, 

Mother of Jesus”. 

     With signs advertising so many historic places throughout America’s heartland it was hard to 

keep rolling by.  We did stop for a quick visit at Custer’s Last Stand. During our time at Little 

Bighorn we noticed warning signs posted to beware of rattlesnakes. We walked with caution, but 

did not let it alter our chosen path. 

     Our time in Montana eventually ended, but the extraordinary slide show of nature continued 

as the red Ford Pony carried us over the state line of Idaho. Our lodging for the night was spent 

in the Silver Valley of Coeur d' Alene. Right on schedule the next morning we were back on the 

road before dawn. Even though the car rides for the last several days had provided breathtaking 

scenes of nature, we were glad to be getting close to our destination of the Pacific Northwest. 

We enjoyed a little more time in the “Gem State” of Idaho and soon found ourselves approaching 

Washington. Taking the rural route thru the Cascade Mountains was time well spent. Curvy 

mountain trails in the “Evergreen State” along with brilliant skies and sunshine allowed us to 

experience another fantastic day. 

     By late afternoon we had checked in to our reserved Coach House at Pioneer Trails RV 

Resort Campground in Anacortes, Washington. We were given the keys to a charming cottage 

nestled among tall trees along a cobblestone sidewalk. This was a perfect retreat where we could 

enjoy the picturesque outdoors with modern conveniences. The rustic rocking chair and 

woodland theme in the tiny house seemed an inviting start to what would be our home for the 

next week. After settling in we made our way across nearby Deception Pass Bridge to Whidbey 
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Island. Several people were on the bridge taking photographs, which drew our attention to so 

many of the fabulous sights around. The mountains and the sea in one location were a nature 

lovers dream. 

     A few miles more miles to Oak Harbor and we finally made it to the driveway of those in 

Washington we had traveled to see. Betty and her three kids ran out to the car to greet us. Tears 

of joy and hugging erupted after seeing Betty for the first time in years. The baby Adam I had 

known was now a seven-year-old. The welcome hug and shy hello from two-year-old Erich, who 

I was meeting for the first time, was worth the drive itself. I also met eight-month-old Allison 

whose big blue eyes and adorable smile captured my heart; She now calls me her Fairy 

Godmother. The next week was filled with laughter and fun.  We thoroughly enjoyed our time in 

Island County, Washington.  We crossed the Deception Pass Bridge several times over the 

course of the next week. The visual impact of this bridge and surrounding area was as pretty each 

time we saw it. One spur of the moment decision to walk in the pedestrian portion of the bridge 

by Betty, Adam, and myself is etched in my mind only as we did not have a camera for that 

adventure. After gazing awhile at the blue-green water waves we decided to go on a hike. We 

ventured up Goose Rock, one of the highest points of Whidbey Island. The stunning images from 

its peak were worth the sore leg muscles endured the next day. 

     All too quickly our amazing time on Whidbey Island came to an end. Saying good-bye was 

sad, but necessary. The little red Mustang started the reverse journey eastward bound, but with a 

different path. A few days were to be spent in Nebraska on the way back to see more of Dolly’s 

family in Omaha. Looking forward to this next visit took away some of the sting of leaving the 

Pacific coast. We continued our travel east with fantastic weather and scenic views that 

compared to our trip west. I remember looking down at the mood ring I purchased at a souvenir 
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shop somewhere along the way. The sapphire blue of the stone confirmed my relaxed feelings in 

July of 2003. This keepsake still serves as one reminder of that great time. 

     From the unique pink roads of Wyoming there were glimpses of wildlife at play. Prairie 

Dogs frolicking together in the sun were cute reminders that life should include fun. Antelope 

grazing in the fields of grass confirmed that the good Lord would provide for all. After traveling 

thru Washington, Idaho, Montana, South Dakota, and Wyoming our path eventually lead back to 

the Midwest. Another small family reunion occurred in the “Cornhusker” state of Nebraska. 

Chrissie was the perfect hostess and had her home sparkling in preparation for our arrival. The 

steak and baked potato supper prepared by Seth on the grill couldn’t have tasted better. I felt 

honored that baby Zoe let me hold without crying, as she wasn’t happy with many except her 

mommy at that stage. The adorable plastic goldfish given to me by 6-year-old Selena I still 

treasure today. Several days and evenings of reminiscing and laughter were enjoyed. The time 

soon arrived to continue the trail back to Indiana. Saying goodbye in Nebraska was no easier 

than it had been in Washington, but had to be done. 

     We were on the road again before dawn to continue our eastward way. Our drive from 

Nebraska to Freetown, Indiana was completed by sundown. After a few more days in Indiana 

the time came for my solo journey to return to the southeast. Feeling sad about saying goodbye 

and concern for the unknown in my future, my trip began with tears. After my crying subsided I 

began thinking more clearly. Remembering the last few weeks with fondness and inspiration I 

got into a more positive frame of mind. In an effort to add sights from a couple more states to 

my list of this 2003 trip, I substituted Tennessee with West Virginia and Virginia on my trek 

back to North Carolina. I had been to these two states before, but never tire of revisiting the Blue 

Ridge Mountain roads that provide stellar views from the driver’s seat of a car.  
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     While driving alone southeast with the blue sky guiding my way back to Carolina I had time 

to reflect.  I realized I had family and friends on both coasts and in the middle of America for 

which moral support was just a phone call away. I had photos and memories of what was for me 

the trip of a lifetime with dear family members. I had seen magnificent natural beauty in 16 

American states in less than a month. We (or God) must have picked the perfect weather and 

time for our trip. Sunshine and brilliant skies were showing us the way every single day. Even 

in the Washington area known for a lot of rain, while were there we only saw sun. I know I have 

went on and on about the fantastic weather, but I remember it so well as it seemed unbelievable 

in a good way. While a difficult situation was hovering in the back of my mind, I was more 

cheerful about the present and hopeful for the future. Even though I knew there were challenges 

ahead, I could handle whatever problems rolled my way. With strength and some knowledge I 

had picked up from this adventure to help guide my way I kept on rolling. I was ready to face 

the cards I had been dealt and play out the hand to best of my ability. 

     It has been almost 10 years since that wonderful journey to Whidbey Island. Dolly and Ron 

have had health issues that they have won. They have had opportunities to travel some more out 

west by plane. I have seen employment ups and downs, but have continued to be able to pay my 

bills. With the faith in the future and strength from the memories of the past we are all still 

rolling along. I do thank Dolly (Alice Akin of Freetown, Indiana) for helping review with me 

the memories from our summer of 2003 to help write this memoir.   The pictures we captured in 

our minds and on film are ours to keep, even though time keeps rolling along. 
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Biography of Glenda S. Ryan 
 
 

     Glenda Ryan has an extensive background in Information Technology, including EDI 

(Electronic Data Interchange), Web Site Development, Programming, and Software 

Documentation.  Her recent employment includes Web Application Development at North 

Carolina State University and Web Programming at Wake Technical Community College in 

Raleigh, North Carolina.  Glenda also does freelance Web Administration for small businesses 

and non-profit organizations. One way Glenda  is able to utilize her writing skills is when 

assembling web content for search engine optimization.   

     Glenda has been a member of the International Webmasters Association (IWA) – HTML 

Writers Guild (HWG) for several years, which is a professional association that offers Web 

related training.  Glenda has completed several IWA-HWG courses.  One class that she felt was 

very helpful with digital wordsmithing was Web Content Writing.   Glenda has an A.A.S. in 

Computer Programming from Indiana Vocational Technical College (Columbus, Indiana) and an 

A.A.S. in Web Technologies from Wake Technical Community College.  She is currently 

pursuing a Bachelor's Degree in General Studies with a concentration in Marketing from 

Southern New Hampshire University. 

     Glenda currently resides in Knightdale, North Carolina.  She was born in Seymour, Indiana 

and grew up in the small rural town of Houston in Jackson County, Indiana.  Her love of nature 

was formed growing up in an area near the Hoosier National Forest in southern Indiana. Writing 

is a way Glenda can express the beauty of scenic views and feel in touch with nature.  Glenda’s 

work for Web Sites related to Bluebird conservation is a way to achieve her career goals and also 

help what was once an endangered bird.    She was proud she was able to get an article published 

in the January/February 2013 issue of Triangle Gardener magazine that discussed the goals of 
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Bluebirders of Wake County, which is a Bluebird conservation club in Raleigh, North Carolina.  

Glenda hopes to utilize her writing skills in a variety of ways, especially if she can help with the 

needs of wildlife or demonstrate beauty from scenic viewpoints. 

 


