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Olympia Epiphany

It's a mild, late-winter, no-longer-raining-on-the-soft-sod 2026 weekday afternoon in the Tumwater Historical Park of Olympia. Owi, a quirky-though-phlegmatic, black-hair-with-a-lavender-tint, 29-year-old Nisqually American female, is now sitting alone on a metal-slatted bench on the west bank of the Deschutes River. Before alighting on the black-enameled three-seater, she had been fast-walking on a southwest Capitol Lake trail, northwest of the nearby Interstate 5 overpass. She extracts her olive-green, pocket-size, sometimes-a-journal-but-often-just-a-diary booklet and a found-while-cleaning-out-an-old-office-desk fine-point Faber-Castell Pitt Artist Pen. She begins to write an intriguing narrative, incorporating a slew of transcribed thoughts (below).

MON / MAR 16: It will never happen again. I won't ever have another 'oh, wow!' moment. Never another cosmic realization. Or, so I thought. And wholly assumed. Most people never have one over the course of their whole lifetime. Most golfers never hit a hole-in-one. Even the ones who play five days a week. Or even all seven. And I – a nothing-that-special-about-me indigenous woman – was going to have two? Really? Is that so? But, then it happened. From out of nowhere. Truly. Otherworldly. Like a movie insert. Inset. Flash! With no foreshocks. Nope, no miniature temblors. None at all. I was walking towards Interpretive Park on the south shore of Capitol Lake. I had been looking down this incredibly straight section of trail, which was over 600 feet [183 meters] in length. Way, way ahead of me, probably 500 or so feet [around 155 meters] farther up, it looked like some creatures were gathered. I just couldn't quite make them out. Initially, I thought they were black bears eating some discarded food. Why can't folks follow the rules? Don't leave food out! Don't feed the wildlife. Groan. But then I saw the color red. It was a man's shirt. As the distance between us narrowed a little more, it was apparent that it was a family of four crouched down around something. But, what? An injured Canvasback duck? Was it attacked by a cougar? But then, why didn't the cougar drag it off? Because that family walked up on the scene and scared the cougar off before the duck was killed? I know such is just nature being nature, but the thought of the big cat crunching down on the duck's slender neck seemed utterly grisly. I shuddered in place. And then  turned my head to the right. And there it was. No, not a monster. Not Frankenstein or Dracula. And, no, not a crazed addict with a gun or knife. It was a black-as-night shape that enticed me to respond, but I took a pass. And sighed. And stared. The existential shape synced with my time-suspended mindset. And then two, astro-eerie, white-as-milk diamond eyes appeared. Oh, no. We are in trouble now. And then these black lines shot off corners of the black, opaque, two-dimensional shape. Big trouble. It was chilling. It was the ultimate horror movie: solitary psychological free-fall. Except for a leaden life preserver. 'Preserving whose life?' The counter-thought generator somehow lodged in my frontal cortex. It was the shape of
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