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Gorge Cherries
A Perfect Storm
By Suzi Conklin and Bryce Molesworth

They say too much of  a good 
thing...........and that’s what 
happened this year to cherrie 
crops in Washington and 
Oregon.  Here I was about to 
congratulate our cherry 
farmers for a “banner year” 
when I sensed they weren’t too 
happy with this year’s crop.  
Why?  I asked.  The fruit was 
plentiful, it didn’t rain in June 
to split the cherries, the trees 
were full, what was wrong?

First of  all a bit of  
qualification:  the year wasn’t a 
disaster for everyone, but I 

haven’t heard that it was great 
for anyone.  Those lucky 
enough to have early cherries 
got to market with their largest 
cherries, but quickly the 
market was full and prices 
dropped hugely.  Factors which 
led to the glut included perfect 
pollination and a slightly later 
harvest season.  The cherries 
were crowded on the trees, 
grew small AND very 
significantly, a majority of  the 
cherries ripened all at once in 
the same week causing a glut 
on the market causing a price 

of  about half  that of  last year.  
Picking and packing would be 
more expensive than the price 
farmers got for the cherries so 
many left fruit on the trees.  
For farmers and lay persons a 
like, it was difficult to see all 
that fruit left on the trees.  
Then there is the marketing of 
the cherries in which customer 
preferences are anticipated (or 
ignored) and farmers are not 
told in advance of  marketing 
strategies so they can’t 
anticipate desired cherry size. I 
spoke with one of  Mosier’s 
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cherry farmers, Bryce Molesworth, here’s our 
conversation:

1.  Bryce, you and I agreed a good term for this 
year's cherry crop was "The Perfect Storm." 
Please tell readers what circumstances led to 
this year's over abundance disaster?

Bryce:  All districts in the NW harvested at the 
same time. Also, harvest was a week late, 
which caused us to lose one of our biggest 
selling weeks before the 4th of July.  All districts 
had a huge crop, a lot off small cherries and the 
poor economy.

2.  As a lay person I, of course, would assume 
that a huge, banner crop would be a GOOD 
thing.  Can you explain the economics of the 
situation?The cherries came so fast,the 
packing houses couldn't pack and sell them 
fast enough. The prices then fell to the point 
that if a grower had very much small fruit in 
his pack it was unprofitable to pick. At that 
point, some cherries were packed at a loss, 
some picked cherries were dumped, and 
orchards went unpicked.

3.  Isn't there anything that can be done with 
the fruit?  Couldn't an alert of some kind go 
out nationally and someone come forward 
with a way to distribute all this food where it 
is needed?                                                  

The grower can't afford to pick. If it was 
picked who would pay the freight and 
distribution costs?

4.  This is the 3rd year in a row, right, that 
Gorge cherry farmers have taken a hit?  What 
are people doing to cope?
This will probably hurt some growers. Banking 
problems will make credit even tighter.  Some 
growers might fail, others will hang on for the 
next harvest.

5.  The situation was more than just too many 
cherries, the cherries were too small.  What 
caused that?
Cool Spring, late bloom then warm weather 
shortened the growing season.

6.  Who are the buyers?  How do they decide 
what to buy?  What else about them is 
significant in this whole scenario?
Costco, Walmart, and five or six major grocery 
chains.  They basically set the price.  This year 
is a buyer's market.

7.  Since you have been farming, (how many 
years?) have you seen significant climate 

“The prices then fell to the point 
that ....it was unprofitable to pick.”

Bryce Molesworth

Conversation with Bryce cont.
Bryce Molesworth & the Perfect Storm
By Suzi Conklin
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Perfect Storm 
Fruit throughout the 
Gorge is left to rot on 
the trees because of 
this year/s glut on the 
market.
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change that you believe is true change and not a cycle?
40 years.   No

8.  What are the disadvantages of opening orchards up to 
U-PICK?
Injuries and damage to the trees. The spurs that have the 
buds for next years fruit can be destroyed if not picked 
properly.

9. Is there a market for dried cherries?  Let's say there 
was a way to get cherries to a big processor of dried 
cherries would there be a market for them?
There is a market, however, it is filled almost entirely with 
cull cherries from the fresh lines, which can be purchased 
for  as little as six cents a pound.  It costs $0.20-.25 a 
pound to get cherries picked. 

10.  What else should people know about the cherry 
business that I haven't asked about?
It's like playing no-limit stud poker and you can't fold!

11.  Were the Maraschino cherries as affected as the 
others?
In some cases processors filled their quota and refused 
to accept more, leaving more
fruit unpicked.

VACATION BIBLE 
SCHOOL IN MOSIER

WHEN:  AUGUST 3-7  9AM - NOON
WHERE:  CHRISTIAN CHURCH ON 3RD 

	 	 AVE. IN MOSIER
WHO:  K THOROUGH 6TH GRADE

 It is put on by Child Evangelism Fellowship in The 
Dalles.

Bryce on the Perfect [Cherry] Storm cont.
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SUZI OUT AND ABOUT MOSIER

One Friday I ventured downtown and stopped in at 10 Speed East where Arlene Burns introduced me to a couple new to 
Mosier.  Philip Davidson and his wife Loretta moved here June 20th.  On July 3rd Loretta gave birth to a 3 week early, 6lb. 4 
oz. baby girl named Frances Jean.  Philip is a certified A.S.E. Master Tech specializing in Subaru Repair.
With so many Subarus in our area, Philip is a welcome resident to Mosier and Frances Jean one of our newest natives.  
Philip can be reached at 503-330-3345.  

Outside 10 Speed on my way home I ran into this gentleman and his Stanley Steamer.  He purchased the car in Washington 
state and said it is one of only 200 in the world. Stanley Steamers can go up to 65 miles per hour and go about 100 miles 
before needing more water.  The power for the steam comes from propane.  

Downtown is alive with Jim’s produce stand, Cherry Growers’ booth, live music at Good River, Route 30, 10 Speed and 
Gorge Grown produce (Thursdays).  Mosier is a hopping little town and we welcome all newcomers who’ve moved here 
recently.  Come on downtown and enjoy the fun. you never know what will be going on.



   One Hundred Years Ago In Mosier
     Glimpses of History from the Mosier Bulletin

Compiled by Doris Lewis Smith

August 6, 1909
 James Steel, Bank Examiner for Oregon, spent a day in Mosier on Tuesday, looking into the business of our local 
bank.  He stated to the Bulletin  that, considering the fact that the Mosier Valley  Bank had been in business for only a 
month, it  was as flourishing as any  bank in the state which he had visited.  He spoke particularly of the accuracy, neatness 
and methodical precision exercised by the cashier, R. M. Ross, discharging the duties of his office, and congratulated the 
people of Mosier upon having  such an institution, and such a practical and experienced officer to take charge of it.
     _________

    THE PINES HOTEL
     John Wellberg, Prop.
     Good Accommodations
     Rates $1.00 per day and up
    MOSIER, OREGON
     ____________

    LAND MARK GONE
 The old school house, one of the landmarks of Mosier, is no more.  It was torn down this week by  Mr. Akers, who 
purchased it some time ago from the school district.  Mr. Akers will utilize part of the lumber in the construction of chicken 
houses.
 Many of the grown-up youths of Mosier who obtained their early education in this institute of learning will look 
back with pleasant memories on the happy days spent in this building where they mastered the three R’s and absorbed more 
or less knowledge, according to their different ambitions and dispositions—likewise more or less of the master’s ferrule and 
birch, and will regret the passing of “the old school house.”

August 13, 1909

BRIDGE UNSAFE Complaint is made that the bridge on Mosier Creek Road, known as the Fisher bridge, is unsafe, as the 
railing on either side does not extend the entire length of the structure.  Recently, two of Ole Olsen’s children were driving 
home alone and when nearly across the bridge the horses shied at some object in the road ahead of them and began backing 
the rig, until the rear wheels were almost off the bridge where the railing was missing, before the team could be stopped.  
Had the rig, horses and children gone over onto the rocks, twenty feet below, it  is more than probable that death would have 
resulted, or at least very serious injury.  It  would be well for the proper authorities to investigate the condition of this bridge 
and repair it before some accident happens which will cost the county more than a new bridge.

    LADIES AID MEET
The Ladies’ Aid Society enjoyed a very pleasant “trolley” ride last Wednesday  afternoon to Grand View, where they met 
with Mrs. Clarence Dunsmore in their regular meeting.   Mrs. Amos Root guided the Akerdale “car,”  Mrs. M. H. Craft  the 
“Crafty runabout”, Mrs. A. M. Roop the Cozy Home “car”, and Mrs. Richard Evans the Evandell “motor”.  To say that  the 
ladies enjoyed the ride to and from Mrs. Dunsmore’s expresses it very mildly, as the road is in perfect condition, thanks to 
our worthy road supervisor, Mr. E. L. Root, and the view most magnificent.  “Grand View” is certainly the proper name for 
those beautiful homes. This not  being a business meeting, the ladies went immediately to work on things for the bazaar, 
which is progressing very well under the efficient management of the chairman, Mrs. J. K. McGregor. Mrs. Littlepage was 
present as a guest of the meeting and was very cordially  welcomed as a member. “Aunt Huldah” being left  at home, Mrs. 
Roop read a very interesting article on temperance.  After an hour or so of hard work, Mrs. Dunsmore, thinking the ladies 
looked fatigued, served delicious ice cream and cake, which so revived each member that they went to work again with 



renewed vigor, departing for their various homes about five o’clock, declaring they had spent  one of the most pleasant 
afternoons in the history of the society.

August 20, 1909
       PRUNE PACKING BEGINS
 The packing house of the Mosier Fruit  Growers’ Association presented a busy  sight yesterday when the prune season 
opened.  Thirty-one girls and women, ranging in age from 14 to 50 years, reported at 7 o’clock for duty, and each was 
assigned a place at the various tables.
 The floor space not occupied by the tables was piled high with empty new crates, and three or four men were kept 
busy  supplying the packers with them and carrying the full crates to a table where two men are kept busy  nailing up the 
boxes ready to be stamped for shipment.
 Most of the packers are old hands at the business, having worked every season for several years.  Only a few are 
inexperienced.  However, they “catch on” to the trick very quickly, and it is interesting to watch the nimble fingers at work.  
As in everything else, some are faster than others and will turn out three crates to others two.  The packers are paid five 
cents per crate, and some of them make as high as $3 per day.  The average wage earned, however, is about $2.  The 
packing is superintended by the able manager of the Association, J. M. Carroll, who is always polite and courteous to the 
packers, but who insists upon certain rules being observed, as is evidenced by  the sign posted in a conspicuous place “No 
Loud Talking”.  This is necessary, as loud and continual talking hinders the packers, and the object is to get the work done 
as quickly as possible.  There is no limit to the packer’s daily earnings except her ability.

August 27, 1909
 Dr. Robinson, secretary  of the Commercial Club, received this week a proof of the cover page of the Mosier booklet 
which will appear this fall, advertising this section.  This picture is attractive and different from the other booklets on 
Oregon which we’ve seen, proving at once attractive and suggestive of the subject between the covers.  It represents a girl 
grasping a branch of an apple tree with one hand, and in the other she is holding an apple—a Spitzenberg—the apple which 
reaches its highest perfection in Mosier for size, color, flavor, and keeping qualities.

THIRSTY WOMAN IS OPEN 7 DAYS A WEEK FOR SUMMER.

Music Sundays 5-7

August 2 BLUE GRASS JAM
August 9 SPRUCE BAUGHER
August 16 DUSTIN AND KAREN LOCAL MOSIER MUSIC
August 23 MARK WILLIAMS
August 30 KATE MELLOY TRIO

BBQ very Fri, Sat. + Sun.

Wed. Kill the Keg

Fri. Ladies Night

Saturday THE Perfect Pint

AUGUST 7TH ONE YEAR ANNIVERSARY PARTY:  THE NEW IBERIRANS  ZYDECO BAND 7-10



As a young boy growing up some of my favorite times 
were spent wandering up streams and playing in the 
creek.  As I grew older, this attraction led to fishing 
and the trout I caught led to a never-ending quest to 
know more about them.  This month we take a look at 
the trout that live in our local streams, Mosier and 
Rock Creeks.

Both of these streams have “barrier” falls a short 
distance from their confluence with the Columbia 
River.  By barrier we mean falls with sufficient height 
to limit upstream migration of fish.  One look at 
Mosier Creek falls and the term barrier is obvious!  So 

the question remains, how did our native Cutthroat 
trout, manage to get above them?  The answer lies in 
the little known issue of persistence.  Cutthroat are 
one of the oldest strains of trout, literally hundreds 
of millions of years in the making and are the 
ancestors of the better known rainbow and steelhead.  
In short, they were here before the falls were 
created.

The Cutthroat you may see in Mosier or the upper 
reaches of Rock Creek spend their entire lives in the 
stream above the falls.  This is particularly 
interesting in that these fish are known to fishery 

COASTAL CUTTHROAT TROUT
IN BARRIER STREAMS
By Greg Koonce
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scientists as Coastal Cutthroat, a particular strain that is 
often very migratory, living a portion of it’s life at sea or in 
estuaries.  In our local streams though, they have adapted to 
stay close to home.  Perhaps like the rest of us they simply 
like it here and due to the wonderful setting can’t think of 
any better place to call home.
 Coastal Cutthroat Trout

Scientists have studied these fish in efforts to learn more 
about their range and habitat preferences and have found 
them to be highly variable.  In one study lasting years, 
scientists observed fish in a solitary pool and found that many 
of the individuals lived their entire lives in one location.  They 
hatched out of the gravel located in a pool’s tailout, reared in 
the margins and a downstream riffle areas and as they grew 
older, took up choice positions in the deepest part of the pool.  
Later they repeated this cycle by spawning in the same tailout 
they hatched from!  Most of these little fish do not live much 
more than 7 years or so but they can be real homebodies, 
true locals if you will.

Cutthroat are also known by anglers as easily caught, 
especially on a fly and though they fight hard, don’t receive 
the claim their cousins the rainbow have as the latter are 
prone to jump repeatedly when hooked.  Perhaps this 
vulnerability to angling and their local nature is in part 
responsible for their decline.  Coastal Cutthroat have been 
under consideration for protection under the Endangered 

Species Act.  Several petitions to date have not resulted in 
their listing but they are a species of special concern.  Given 
this status, and their propensity to hide in our local streams 
we could easily miss them but one glimpse of their spotted 
beauty and we’re forever smitten.

The Farm Stand Does it Again
When Trader Joe’s stopped carrying our favorite butter, PLUGRA in the red and yellow wax wrapper, we panicked.  Mark 
and I have made special trips into Portland for this butter.  It is made in the US and is UNSALTED. It has far greater 
flavor than other domestic sweet butters and beats all of  the imported, Canadian and European sweet butter and at less 
cost.

Mark mentioned it to the guys at The Farm Stand and before we could blink they called and said they found it.  I asked for 
a detailed description of  the packaging, which didn’t match our experience so I was skeptical.  Mark brought a half  pound 
home and I still didn’t think it was the same because of  the size and packaging, but lo and behold it is the same amazingly 
delicious butter, downsized (it used to come in a 1 pound block) and repackaged in foil and labeled as a European-style 
butter. American consumers have lost the taste of  our own butter and have to be enticed by the European label.  The 
pricing issues is fascinating. At Trader Joe’s in a wax wrapper, it ran as high as $3.29/lb. In the ‘European’ label package, 
wrapped in aluminum foil, it is $7.50/lb. Thanks Farm Stand once again for helping us out.

Mark and Suzi

PS:  If  you haven’t had perch lately, check it out at the Farm Stand.  Some cuts are very thin fillets of  the lake perch you 
cook for about 30 seconds on each side and other times it is labeled as a thicker cut of  ‘rock fish’ from the ocean.  Either 
way, it is a very delicate, delicious fish that is easy to prepare.  I just dust it with flour, brown it in olive oil, remove it from 
the pan and into the still hot pan toss in cherry tomatoes, reduced balsamic vinegar and PLUGRA butter.  A quick stir for 
about 30 seconds and pout the whole thing over the cooked fish.  



Oroweat NEW Product
Sandwich Thins
By Suzi

I found Oroweat Sandwich Thins 
at Rosauers and have used them 
every day since.

Oroweat has come out with a 
new product that saves us all a lot 
of carbohydrates without taking 
away our sandwich and burger buns.  
These sandwich thins come with 
100% whole wheat, 100 calories, 19 
grams of whole grain, 5 grams 
fiber, 0 trans fat and the best 
part-- NO High Fructose Corn 
Syrup which is the main culprit in 

obesity.  HFCS is in so many foods 
it isn’t amusing and the fact that it 
can be found in breads and buns is 
criminal.  The liver can’t handle it 
and sends it directly to our cells as 
fat.  Start reading labels, you’ll be 
amazed.  Heinz Ketchup uses it but 
NOT in their Organic brand.  Back 
to these thins, they work great for 
burgers as well a sandwiches.  

Ask for them at your favorite 
grocer.  I wish I could say this was 
a paid advertisement but it isn’t, 
I’m just passing along what I 
consider a find worth mentioning 
for good health and happy eating.  

The Great Yogurt War
Yogurt as it was meant 
to be
By S. Conklin

The Great Yogurt War of 2009

I remember the day I first tasted 
Greek Gods Yogurt.  No 
expectations, no anticipation, just 
a routine tasting of a new yogurt 
I thought looked interesting.  The 
teaspoon hit the yogurt and 
instead of slipping into it as with 
the typical loose slippery 
substances of other brands, my 
spoon eased, slowly sensually 
into this version.  I immediately 
knew I had something different.

But, it was that first meeting of 
tongue to yogurt that literally 
caught my breath.  For one split 
second, an ever so slight gasp, a 
gentle intake of breath caught my 
attention and focused it directly on 
a combination of taste and texture 
that told me this is what yogurt is 
supposed to be.  This must be why 
yogurt has been a stable of food in 
Europe and the Mid East for 
centuries and this is from this day 
forward going to be my yogurt.

Of course passion comes with a 
price and this one came with 10 
grams of fat in 1/2 cup.  That’s 
almost 1/3 of an entire day’s 
allotment of fat.  As I’m pretty 
good at rationing, I figured I could 
have 1/4 cup in the morning and 
1/4 cup in the afternoon, cut out 
all other snacks with fat and be 
happy.

Being the loving generous wife 
that I am, I decided to share my 

find with my husband whom I’ll 
call Jake.  Jake and I get along 
great, we truly love each other but 
in the sharing of food we can be a 
little unfamiliar to ourselves.  We 
will order a dessert in a restaurant 
and try to share it but invariably 
find ourselves counting bites and 
and getting visibly miffed if the 
other person hogs the dessert, but 
I wasn’t even thinking about this 
little quirk of ours when I showed 
Jake the yogurt.  I was excited 
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9 .  I then took a spoon and 
made a pattern in the one  
shared yogurt to see if Jake 
was still eating it.

From “The Great Yogurt War...”

Turkey, Tomato, Lettuce, Red 
Onion, Mustard
Oroweat Sandwich Thins are the 
perfect sandwich bread. You can 
cut the carbs and keep the 
sandwich.



about it and wanted to share,  sort of.

Jake took one bite and to my chagrin had a similar 
reaction to mine at first bite.  It was a little bit like 
bringing home a girlfriend whom you have met and 
are very excited about only to find your husband just 
as enthusiastic about her.

I quickly informed Jake of the fat content hoping he 
actually cared about his cholesterol level and when 
that got no response I pulled out the financial gun.  
“It’s rather expensive” I said.  That helped, a little.  
Jake agreed that we should go slow with it and enjoy 
it as a treat.

That night, we had yogurt for dessert and the next 
morning we had yogurt on our cereal.  I notice that 
as I spooned it onto my cereal, Jake was eyeing the 
amount.  “What?” I said looking at him intently.  
“Quite a lot for a ‘treat’ isn’t it?”  I knew where this 
could go so I simply replied, “I guess it’s just love at 
first bite, the passion will wear off eventually.”  Jake 
could have taken my remark personally, but we were 
in the General meets General beginnings of combat 
and both were being civil, scoping out each other, 
behaving ourselves.

Jake had to be out of town the next day so I was left 
alone with the yogurt.  I did great.  1/ 4 cup in the 
morning and 1/4 cup around 3pm.  Self satisfied, I 
went to bed early at the first real cravings for more.

The next day was a little different.  I had 1/2 cup in 
the morning and told myself that would be it for the 
day.  I went outside to work in the garden, I went for 
a walk, I had salad for lunch, unconsciously I was 
setting myself up for rationalizing an afternoon 
portion and I knew it but I still intended to avoid 
more yogurt that day.  Around 3pm I dove in.  1/2 
cup down the hatch.  Jake would be home that night 
and I knew he’d head right for the yogurt which was 
almost gone, I would be busted so I took 1/2 cup of 
the last of the other yogurt we’d deserted and mixed 
it into the Greek container.  The mixture paled 
because the old yogurt had no color and my new 

love was a beautiful vanilla tan color, now a very 
pale tan as if it had vacationed in Oregon over the 
summer.  The only thing to do was go buy another 
quart and go from there.  

The grocery store is 20 miles round trip from my 
house and I may as well have been meeting a drug 
dealer.  I purchased my yogurt,  drove home and set 
the two containers down side by side.  If I 
substituted the new one for the old, I’d have to make 
it look used.  Enough had been eaten that even I 
knew I couldn’t consume that much of this top 
cream stuff without getting ill or at least putting on 3 
pounds before I finished eating it.  I took some from 
the new container added it to the now combination 
container and brought back the color.  I stashed the 
new container in the farther back the refrigerator 
where Jake would never find it.  He never looked 
deeper than the first row for fear of finding 
something he’d be obligated to throw out and thus 
have to clean the dirty container.

When Jake arrived later that night I acted as 
nonchalant as possible.  As expected, he gave me a 
quick hug, put down his briefcase and headed for the 
fridge and his new found friend the yogurt.  “Hey!” 
he exclaimed upon the first bite, “this isn’t what I 
remember it tasting like, this is weak. Does this stuff 
lose its texture and flavor once it’s opened?” I said,  
“I don’t know, maybe.”  He said, “It doesn’t make 
sense” as he tossed it back in the fridge.  I saw him 
pause as he looked where he’d tossed it.  Then he 
went about unpacking and settling back home.

A couple of days passed.  Jake came home with 
another container of new yogurt, which he 
announced was his since he’d purchased it.  I was 
feeling a little guilty about what I’d done so I didn’t 
complain when Jake ate half a container probably 
thinking he had to enjoy it fresh before it lost its 
flavor.

I kept my rations down to 1/4 cup at a time and went 
out to the barn to get some tools for gardening.  As I 
was rummaging through the tool area I noticed one 

The Great Yogurt War cont.
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of our coolers had fallen from the stack.  The lid was closed 
which can cause mold so I went over to return it in its down 
right position on the pile.  I grabbed the handle but was 
jerked back by the weight.  I opened the lid and that is the 
moment everything changed.   There in the cooler sat 5 
quarts of yogurt nestled in finely crushed ice like little 
princesses lounging in a bed of diamonds.  Jake was holding 
out on me and this meant war.  All guilt vanished.  All 
wifely niceness and sharing instincts evaporated.  The 
Geneva Convention had been violated.

I closed the lid.  A wise general will not attack upon 
impulse.  The garden would be a fine spot for strategic 
planning.  More weeds got pulled that afternoon than had 
been in the previous week.  Rocks got dug and relocated.  
Bugs on my plants culled by hand.  By the time I left the 
area for the day that garden space was immaculate and I had 
a plan.

While Jake was in the woods trimming pines, I went into the 
barn and opened all five containers Jake had stashed.  All 
were sealed except one and it was barely touched.  I figured 
it would take a while for him to go through them so I picked 
up the one farthest back and switched it with a container of 
water.  Back in the house I quickly enjoyed and consumed 
half the yogurt placing what was left in the one container we 
shared.  I rinsed the empty and buried it at the bottom of the 
recycling bin.  I then took a spoon and made a pattern in the 
one  shared yogurt to see if Jake was still eating it.

The next day I checked the container but the pattern 
remained.  I went to the barn, nothing had been touched.  I 
took a second container in the cooler and emptied it into one 
of my own.  I put a few rocks in the bottom of the container, 
returned it and crept back to the kitchen with my captured 
yogurt.  I stashed it in the back of the refrigerator, sat down 
and smugly ate a pint.

Again the next day I checked the containers in the 
refrigerator.  Jake hadn’t touched anything.  I figured he 
must be up to something so in a counter maneuver I, too, left 
all the yogurt alone, at least until bed time when my 
cravings got the better of me and I grabbed a quick bite 
while on pretense of cleaning the kitchen.

By now my strategy seemed to be breaking down.  If he was 
just waiting for me to make a move and I had precious 
yogurt in the refrigerator  in need of consumption, we were 
headed for an expensive stand off particularly if the yogurt 
spoiled.  It was time for a bold move.  I checked the 
containers in the fridge, I had three and there were three in 
the barn with yogurt in them.  What was he thinking?  Why 
wasn’t he making a move?

I downed half a quart while I tried to figure out his next 
move.  Was he simply trying to drive me crazy?  He was 
certainly getting me fat.

I continued eating the refrigerator yogurt for a couple of 
days and periodically checked the containers in the barn but 
no change.  Then that evening I saw Jake heading toward 
the barn with more ice.  I panicked, what if he opened the 
containers or noticed the two I’d fixed?  I watched from the 
window but he came out of the barn looking normal, his 
own pleasant self.  I quickly finished the quart of yogurt  
and disposed of the container.  I was almost out and frankly 
a little tired of my yogurt of the gods.  I think I was just 
being a good soldier at this point, I certainly wasn’t 
relishing my yogurt as much anymore.  

The next day was Mother’s Day and Jake surprised me with 
breakfast in bed, complete of course with a dish of yogurt 
and fresh fruit.  I watched his face while I ate, but nothing 
was out of the usual.  Now he told me to stay put while he 
went and got my present.  I had barely finished the yogurt, 
when jake entered the room with the cooler I almost spat out 
my coffee.  “Happy Mother’s Day” he crooned self satisfied.  
In what would have to be my best part in a marital acting 
career I crooned “Jake, whatever could be in there?”  “Oh , 
just something I know you are very fond of,” he said. I 
meant to let out a screech of surprise when I opened the 
cooler but what came out was more like a croak with a small 
stomach lurch behind it.  “Yogurt!” I managed to exclaim.  
“Well, I know how much you love it and I didn’t want it to 
be all sold out so I’ve been hiding it in the barn.”  

I started laughing so loud that Jake just stood there staring at 
me.  Gratefully, there were only three containers left and my 
cat was going to be a very happy pet for the next few days.  



Vegetables Ready
1150 State Road
By Jeff and Pam
      Our garden is ready for harvest. 
Tomatoes @ 1.00/lb, Rainbow Chard 
is 1.00 /bunch, small heads of green 
leaf lettuce are .50 cents each, Baker- 
grade Russets @ 2..00 /10 lbs & Yellow 
Sweet Onions @ .35 /lb. Next week 
we will have Green Beans & Snow 
Peas @ 2.00/lb, Zucchini @ .75/lb.
     Harvest in three weeks includes 
English Cukes, Spinach, Jalapeno, 
Italian Marconi & Rosso Sweet 
Peppers, Poblano Peppers, Black 
Beauty Egg Plant & Cantaloupe.

     By popular demand we are also 
selling “Garden Variety Boxes” filled 
with everything in season. Using an 
average price of 1.25/lb a ten pound 
box for $12.50 feeds an average 
household of two. You order any 
weight box & we will put it together 
for you.
     All our crops are being replanted 
as possible for a continued harvest 
thru the season, we look forward to 
sharing our garden with you. We are 
usually home so stop by @ your 
convenience between 8 AM to 8 PM 
M-F, Saturday 1 PM to 8 PM, Sunday 
4 PM to 8 PM.

Mosier Yoga Continues

Jody Seaborn’s Yoga

Mosier Yoga Summer Schedule
 
Tuesday evenings:  5-6:20 Yoga
                             6:30 - 7 pm  
Centering/Meditation (by donation)
 
Thursday mornings:  9-10:30 am 
Yoga
 
The Yoga practice is an 
eclectic blend of physical 
postures focusing on breath, 
alignment and integration of the 
natural environment within our 
everyday living. All levels of 
experience welcome and supported.
 
Cost:  First class is free, $10 drop-in 
or $80 for 10-punch pass.
 
Contact Jody Seaborn for more 
information:  jodysea@gmail.com or 
for more information about Jody and 
the classes she offers, go 
to yogasevamaya.com

CITY COUNCIL MEETING 
WEDNESDAY AUGUST 5TH 7PM

TAKES PLACE IN THE 
COMMON ROOM OF THE MOSIER 
MANOR
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The Yoga practice is an 
eclectic blend of physical 
postures focusing on breath, 
alignment and integration of the 
natural environment within our 
everyday living. All levels of 
experience welcome and 
supported.
 

Jody Seaborn

Jeff Standing By for Business
Look for the signs saying 
“Tomato”, “Cuke” and “Turn 
Right” at 1150 State Road for Jeff 
and Pam’s fresh produce.

mailto:jodysea@gmail.com
mailto:jodysea@gmail.com
http://yogasevamaya.com/
http://yogasevamaya.com/


Jerry is leaving Europe soon to return to the 
States.  On a recent bike tour of  Italy, he put his  
experience to words.
Biking the Neusiedlersee (Lake Neusiedler) 
on the border of Slovakia and Austria
(Notes made on  June 14-15)

3:00 p.m.  I arrive in Rust after only about 3 
hours of biking from Neusiedler am See.  
The path is well maintained and through 
pretty farmland, but not all that interesting.  
I see the lake for the first time just a few Ks 
from Rust as I top a low rise.  I don’t know 
it at the time, but from here on it will be 
one of the nicest bike trips I’ve taken in 
Europe.  I bike around looking for “zimmer 
frei” signs and get lucky.  In front, the 
building is large but not that attractive; but 
in the back is a courtyard 200 years old 
bordering on the old town walls.  It was 
built as a winery and the family which 
owns it still bottles wine, some of which I 
tasted later.

About 4:00 pm.  I get to the old church just 
in time to climb the tower. The town of 
Rust (pronounced Roost) = charming.  
There are several squares in proximity, with 
small, square cobblestones tilting down 
toward the reeds bordering the lake.  
Mainly 16th C burghers’ houses line the 
main square, modest but lovely, painted in 
off-color pastels. The roofs are quite steep, 
now tiled, but one can imagine a time not 
all that long ago when they were thatched.  
On the houses surrounding the main square 
there are about 20 platforms above 
chimneys for storks to nest; maybe half of 
these are occupied now.  From the church 
tower, I can see down into several nests 
with their fledglings still in down, but quite 
big, some more so than others.  The 
different sizes evidently indicate different 
ages for I could see that as they grow, the 
beak narrows and lengthens out from a 

rather bulbous black beak in the smallest 
ones.  All the baby’s beaks were black, 
unlike their parents which had orange 
beaks.  I observed one adult very carefully 
back out of the yard-wide nest to defecate 
in the street, rather than in the nest.  Several 
adults clacked their beaks loudly and added 
some sort of guttural sound, with a 
heretofore unseen orange bag expanded 
below the neck.  A couple threw their heads 
straight back over their bodies as they 
clacked and touched their tail feathers with 
their heads in that manner.  

From the tower, one could easily see the 
lake full of sail boats and the wide canal 
leading to it through the reeds.  I am so 
lucky to be here in this nesting season and 
on a beautiful afternoon. 

5:00 pm.  I’m sitting now on the terrace of 
a coffee shop on the main square with a 
large Maypole nearby, at least 10 meters 
high with long ribbons waving from the 
top.  The storks are flying overhead, 
clacking their beaks or roosting on their 
nests.  The old town well is 10 meters away, 
with a double-headed eagle of the Austrian-
Hungarian Empire above it; it almost looks 
as if it were made of chain-mail.  Now as I 
watch, 2 storks on a roof nearby engage in 
sex, the male almost hovering with his wide 
wings above the female.  As the breeding 
season must surely be past, I can only 
assume they are doing it for the very good 
reasons most people do.

8:00 pm.  Later I bike the 2 miles down to 
the lakeshore park, and take a quick dip…it 
is warm enough for a summer evening.  
Then I bike back to the reeds next to the 
swamp on the edge of town.  A gypsy 
fiddler plays in a restaurant patio as I go by.  
Sitting by the swamp in the sunset I observe 
a bird feeding just like a flamingo – 

Jerry Gabay
A Tour of Italy
By Jerry Gabay
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sweeping its bill back and forth along the 
bottom to dredge up dinner.  But it wasn’t a 
flamingo.  This bird was all white with a 
flat black bill that came to a large round 
“spoon” of about 3 inches diameter at the 
tip.  The top of the spoon and the underbill 
of the bird were both an intense yellow, as 
was a large round patch just where the neck 
met the body: a lovely bird.  It kept 
switching its head and from time to time 
would quickly jump or run after some prey. 
I am certain I have never seen this bird 
anywhere in the world.  

9:30 p.m.  Sitting in the main square, the 
sky is still a dark blue, not black; I’m 
listening to the storks in silhouette clacking.  
Few people are out; it is quiet, magical.  
The church towers and a few buildings are 
subtly lighted, including the corner house 
that sits like a truncated pyramid on its side, 
with an enclosed Renaissance balcony on 
the truncated corner – my favorite building 
in the entire village.  Wish I still had my 
camera, but if I had, perhaps I wouldn’t be 
using my senses as acutely as I do tonight.

9:00 a.m.  It rained early this morning, but 
that made biking from Rust much more 
sublime.  On the way, I heard my first 
cuckoo…no doubt about what it was; it 
sounded exactly like the clock in my Aunt 
Clara’s house in Sta. Monica when I was a 
boy.  I heard another one later on the other 
side of the lake.  

The path from Rust is well away from the 
road and near the reed swamps.  Much has 
obviously been cleared in the past for 
vineyards and other crops. Along the way, I 
passed two rose bushes, both a brilliant red, 
deep and bright as fresh blood.  The 
haystacks are interesting.  They look like 
teepees or maybe yurts; perhaps that is how 

they dry the hay because it is clear they use 
roller-baling to bundle it up.

Soon after leaving Rust, I take a 20-30 
minute ferry ride across the southern part of 
the lake.  Yesterday it had been full of 
sailboats in the sun.  Today none; I’m the 
only passenger on the boat.  

11:30 a.m.  Sitting now at the top of a 4-
storey observation platform on the east side 
of the lake, eating lunch, watching heron 
and egret strut and pounce in the shallows 
searching for food.  Grey sky; comfortable 
temperature; very calm.  I can see the entire 
lake and lakeside environment.  This is 
much better than the sounds at the isolated 
pub nearby that I had thought to stop at.  In 
the distance west, maybe 50 miles away, 
are the foothills of the Alps. In an hour I 
will complete my circuit of the lake.  What 
a great way to end my year of work in 
Slovakia.

Biking the Neusiedlersee cont.
musings by Jerry Gabay
By Jerry Gabay
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Mosier has many reasons to support it’s 4-H 
members.

Some [photos] are from 2 years ago at the 
Oregon State Fair where Joe Haythorn and his 
sister, Maggie Goter, along with Erika and Sara.  
They all competed for top spots in Poultry 
Conformation and Showmanship.  These 
represent the culminated efforts of all that 4-H 
has to offer these accomplished kids who have 
been in 4-H since the 4th grade - if not even 
longer!  They are some of the state's most 
knowledgeable youth in poultry as evidenced 
by the ribbons.  Mosier Menagerie 4-H is 
immensely proud of them!  Maggie took 
Reserve Champion in Market Poultry and Sara 
took Champion Poultry Showmanship that year.

The other pictures were from off the farm when 
Swee' Pea had her last set babies in August 
'08. Two babies had to be bottle-fed - and are 
still alive today as pets!

Here’s a statement on behalf of Mosier 
Menagerie 4-H club regarding our gratitude for 
all the support shown by the community.

"Mosier Menagerie 4-H Club would like to again 
express its sincere gratitude and appreciation 
to all members of the community for supporting 
the Wasco County 2008 Livestock Auction.  The 
monies raised went towards the purchase of 4-

H member project animals that yielded benefits 
far more than cost.  Such support builds these 
kids as future adult citizens of the community 
by encouraging further development of skills 
taught in the program and preparation for real 
life.  They develop a strong knowledge base, 
work ethic, competence and confidence.  We 
would like to thank all patrons of 4-H for their 
generosity and faith in these aspiring  kids to 
excel!  We hope you can again support and 
visit us again at the 2009 Wasco County Fair 
August 13 - 16, 2009 in Tygh Valley!"

You can send donations for this year’s fair to 
Lois Root or Carol simply email Carol at 
CJRSeeber@aol.com or call Lois at 478-3598

Your donations will get pooled or designated to 
a 4-H member’s entry in the fair at the auction.  
It is a great way to support Mosier’s 4-H youth 
and gives them a good showing at the State 
Fair.
Thanks to Annie Maslen for info and photos.

“The important thing is not so much 
that every child should be taught, as 
that every child should be given the 
wish to learn.”

John Lubbock

Mosier’s 4-H at the Fair
Support Mosier’s 4-H Members
By Annie Maslen
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Mosier’s Youth at 
the Fair  
Left to Right:  Sara 
Maslen, Erika Maslen, 
Olivia Jacobs and Joe 
Haythorn.  Just out of 
photo Mary Jacobs 
4H Leader

FAR RIGHT:  Erika 
Maslen, Feeding piglet

mailto:CJRSeeber@aol.com
mailto:CJRSeeber@aol.com


Book Review by Mary Vogel

Bringing Nature Home: How You Can Sustain Wildlife With Native Plants (Timber Press) - Revised and updated 2009 edition

"People in the gardening world are calling Douglas W. Tallamy's book on native plants the next Silent Spring."       
 —Westchester Journal News

I have been waiting for this book for 20 years!  While I have always felt that the first task of a Native Plant Society is to preserve 
existing native habitat and help people to enjoy and value it, I have long known that that is not enough to address the worrisome loss 
of biodiversity that our earth is experiencing. To preserve the web of life that keeps our planet in balance, Bringing Nature Home 
makes the scientific case that we need to RESTORE native habitat too.  Douglas W. Tallamy, passionately argues “that it isn’t too late 
to save ecological communities, and that we all have a significant role in the process.”

But now, for the first time in its history, gardening has taken on a role that
transcends the needs of the gardener. Like it or not, gardeners have become
important players in the management of our nation’s wildlife. It is now within
the power of individual gardeners to do something that we all dream of
doing: to make a difference. In this case, the “difference” will be to the future
of biodiversity, to the native plants and animals of North America and the
ecosystems that sustain them.

Tallamy, Professor of Entomology at the University of Deleware, shows us that the base of the food web--our native insects--need 
native plants to survive.  And their survival is a key to our own survival—if for nothing else, for the services they provide.  Tallamy 
explains such ecosystem services with a simple story.  He and his wife had just moved into their new home on the 10 acres they 
planned to restore and found that it was also home to “millions” of house flies produced at his neighbor’s horse barn well into fall.  
“They buzzed inside and out all day long, sunned themselves on our walls, and turned every meal into a tennis match with the 
flyswatter.”  

By the following year, they were delighted to find only an occasional fly in their house and today they have to search hard to find one.  
What happened?  Many flies are picked off in flight before they reach the house by the tree swallows that nest in their bluebird boxes.  
Others are eaten by spider and insect predators that are now numerous enough to do the job because of the native tree and plant 
species they installed.  Nature is doing the job of flyswatters and insecticides.

In chapters like “What Does Bird Food Look Like?” Tallamy helps to convince each of us to do our part to restore biodiversity and 
hence nature’s services. With sub-headings like “Garden designs that fight global warming” and “The value of plant diversity,” Tallamy 
pushes us towards the paradigm shift in landscape design that he maintains is coming.  

While the suburban homeowner may be the prime focus of his attention, he has inspired me to:
• push my downtown neighborhood association to get natives planted in public areas
• encourage Portland Development Commission to specify natives in its urban renewal areas 
• encourage Portland Development Commission, in its Economic Development Strategy for the city, to add ecosystem services to the 
list of our expertise to export
• encourage the Housing Authority of Portland to enhance its role as a leader and require only native plants in all its new developments 
and in plant replacements
• encourage the City of Portland and Multnomah County to add more focus on native plants in their new joint Climate Action Plan 
• encourage the Portland Bureau of Environmental Services to use more native plants in its sustainable stormwater facilities



• encourage the developer of Independence Station, “the world’s greenest building” to push his landscape architect to use native plants
—even in its green roof and green wall. 

The new paperback edition of Bringing Nature Home includes:
• An expanded resource section that details which plants attract specific butterflies and moths
• Updated regional native plant lists for all of the United States: Southwest, Southeast, Pacific Northwest, New England, Mid-Atlantic, 
and the Midwest
I would like to hear from NPSO members on what they think about such plant lists.  Will its lack of comprehensiveness mean that we 
overuse some native species?  Do we have alternative lists to provide to Tallamy?

The book’s corresponding website http://www.plantanative.com/is also a resource for learning more about this topic, including a look at 
the vital role of native plants, the importance of biodiversity, the threats posed by alien ornamentals, links to further resources, and a 
region by region guide to what to plant.

"Tallamy illustrates well how gardeners have contributed greatly to tipping the environment off balance and how they are equally able 
to turn the trend." 
—Statesville Record & Landmark

Althea Hukari to Perform Sunday

This Sunday, August 2, 2009 at 5:30 pm, Vance Gallery, 202 Cascade Avenue, Suite E, in Hood River. 
* *I will be reading some newer work including: 

An essay: Pumpkin Funland or My Life in the Arts, 
A sestina (that's a formal poetic form, y'all!): For Katie, Turning Fifty, 
And a short play: Rose/Garden/MAX 

I will be joined by Laura Lliabo. The whole shebang is maybe an hour long and there will be treats! 
I hope to see you there. 
Thanks, 
Althea Hukari 

MASTER RECYCLER PROGRAM
Do you want to:  Learn how to reduce your waste?  Conserve natural resources? Motivate others to change their habits? Make a 
difference in your community?  You can get the formal training you need to do all this and more by becoming a Master Recycler, a new 
offering by the TriCounty Hazardous Waste & Recycling Program.  Similar to the OSU Extension Service’s popular Master Gardener 
program, participants will attend a series of mandatory classes and field trips, and be required to volunteer at least 30 “payback” hours in 
their communities.  The mission of the Master Recycler program is to “bridge the gap between awareness and action by motivating 
people to reduce solid waste in homes and workplaces.”  

The classes are offered free of charge to residents of Wasco, Sherman and Hood River counties.  The Master Recycler class is limited to 
30 applicants.  Acceptance is made on a “first come, first serve” basis as completed applications are received.  However, in order to 
encourage region-wide participation, five spots are initially reserved for residents of communities other than Hood River and The Dalles.  

The first Master Recycler course will be held Tuesday evenings during September and October at the Mosier Creek Terrace.  For more 
information, visit www.tricountyrecycle.com and click “Master Recycler”.  Applications will be available on the website August 5-21, 
2009.  Based upon response, the Master Recycler class may be offered twice a year, so watch for the next round of classes.  

 Sidebar:
Learn More About the Master Recycler Program
Tuesday, August 4, 2009  7:00pm
Mosier Creek Terrace, 501 E 2nd Ave, Mosier
Call Cindy Brown, TriCounty Hazardous Waste & Recycling Program
541-506-2636

http://www.plantanative.com/is
http://www.plantanative.com/is
http://www.tricountyrecycle.com
http://www.tricountyrecycle.com



