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Many people reading this will now have seen a Total Solar Eclipse for the very first time.  We’ll hear lots of tales, and 

see some incredible images at the meeting in October.  Hopefully, by then, everyone will have processed their images 

and we’ll be treated to the sort of show that has happened infrequently in the history of the Hamilton Centre...many suc-

cessful trips to Totality. 

 

You’re also going to read some of the tales in this issue of Orbit.  I’m going to grab some from the Forum and a couple 

from Facebook, but I’m going to feature three stories in particular: myself, Scott Barrie and Jeff Booth.  But before I do, 

I want to pass along something that Andy Blanchard said on his FaceBook page: “Today was my first eclipse. I thought 

it would be interesting. What I did not expect was how emotional an experience it can be.” He wrote this about four 

hours after the eclipse had passed, and I read this before I had arrived back at the KOA in Grand Island, but Andy nailed 

it perfectly.   

 

For a long time, I’d been trying to get my family, and anyone else who’d listen, to understand what being in the shadow 

of the Moon is like.  I’d tried to describe the temperature drop, the approach of the lunar shadow, the strange sort of light 

that happens, the pinholes that form crescents, the wind that rises, Bailey's Beads, the Diamond ring, prominences, the 

chromosphere and the corona.  I’d tried to impart the sense of overwhelming awe, of not just witnessing, but feeling, vis-

cerally the motions of the solar system...of being a participant in a cosmic dance. 

 

And while I may have amped up the excitement level for my family, I’m not sure I convinced anyone that they need to 

take extraordinary measures to see one.   

 

A couple of people at the KOA in Nebraska questioned my dedication, why I would go to such efforts to see one.  

Well...now they know.  And while they may not go to incredible lengths to see another, they will at least understand why 

someone would.  In fact, Scott Barrie says precisely that. 

 

My wife and I watched a Ted talk together, given by a fellow called David Baron, whose talk was called “Life advice 

from an eclipse chaser”, which was: "before you die, you owe it to yourself to experience a total solar eclipse." His de-

scription was so vivid that my wife and I were in tears listening to his description, determined even more that we would 

do our utmost to see this together.  The talk can be found here: https://youtu.be/ayVm441iZfo 

 

One person commented that: what David calls his "moment of awe" is an episode that Abraham Maslow would describe 

(as he did in 1964) as a "peak experience" -- defined by this great American psychologist as a "rare, exciting, oceanic, 

deeply moving, exhilarating, elevating experience that generates an advanced form of perceiving reality, and are even 

mystic and magical in their effect upon the experiencer" (Wikipedia). It's interesting having David Baron emphasizing 

that he is not a spiritual person, because indeed this kind of experience has nothing to do with religion, but may be 

sensed by literally anyone, according to the circumstances. It simply shows how little we know about what goes on in 

our unconscious. 

 

On to other things.   

 

I also want to say that we had a nice big Board of Directors this year, and as a result, we were able to do all sorts of 

things.  We could use a couple more people, though, so if someone comes up to you and taps you on the shoulder and 

asks you to consider volunteering a few hours a month to help the Centre, I hope you’ll say “Yes.” 

 

Thanks, 

 

Roger 

Issue Number 9, September, 2017 
Roger Hill, Editor 

https://youtu.be/ayVm441iZfo
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 Twenty Years Ago on Mars…by Linda Hermans-Killiam 
 

On July 4, 1997, NASA's Mars Pathfinder landed on the surface of Mars. It landed in an ancient flood plain 

that is now dry and covered with rocks. Pathfinder’s mission was to study the Martian climate, atmosphere 

and geology. At the same time, the mission was also testing lots of new technologies. 

 

For example, the Pathfinder mission tried a brand-new way of landing on Mars. After speeding into the Mar-

tian atmosphere, Pathfinder used a parachute to slow down and drift toward the surface of the Red Planet. 

Before landing, Pathfinder inflated huge airbags around itself. The spacecraft released its parachute and 

dropped to the ground, bouncing on its airbags about 15 times. After Pathfinder came to a stop, the airbags deflated.  

 

Before Pathfinder, spacecraft had to use lots of fuel to slow down for a safe landing on another planet. Pathfinder’s airbags allowed 

engineers to use and store less fuel for the landing. This made the mission less expensive. After seeing the successful Pathfinder land-

ing, future missions used this airbag technique, too!  

 

Pathfinder had two parts: a lander that stayed in one place, and a wheeled rover that could move around. The Pathfinder lander had 

special instruments to study Martian weather. These instruments measured air temperature, pressure and winds. The measurements 

helped us better understand the climate of Mars.  

 

The lander also had a camera for taking images of the Martian landscape. The lander sent back more than 16,000 pictures of Mars. Its 

last signal was sent to Earth on Sept. 27, 1997. The Pathfinder lander was renamed the Carl Sagan Memorial Station. Carl Sagan was 

a well-known astronomer and science educator. 

 

Pathfinder also carried the very first rover to Mars. This remotely-controlled rover was about the size of a microwave oven and was 

called Sojourner. It was named to honor Sojourner Truth, who fought for African-American and women's rights. Two days after Path-

finder landed, Sojourner rolled onto the surface of Mars. Sojourner gathered data on Martian rocks and soil. The rover also carried 

cameras. In the three months that Sojourner operated on Mars, the rover took more than 550 photos! 

 

Pathfinder helped us learn how to better design missions to Mars. It gave us valuable new information on the Martian climate and 

surface. Together, these things helped lay the groundwork for future missions to Mars. 

 

Learn more about the Sojourner rover at the NASA Space Place: https://spaceplace.nasa.gov/mars-sojourner  

 

Caption: The Mars Pathfinder lander took this photo of its small rover, called Sojourner. Here, Sojourner is investigating a 

rock on Mars. Image credit: NASA/JPL-Caltech 

https://spaceplace.nasa.gov/mars-sojourner
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 Outreach in St. George by Ed Mizzi 

 
A great outreach event was enjoyed by all on August 30 at the St. George library. This was the second time that Hamilton RASC had 

been invited to one of the Brant County libraries by Gary Jermy, their Systems and Community Engagement Librarian. And it was 

well worth the trip. 

 

Three members of our club participated, Ron Shields, Bob Prociuk and Ed Mizzi. They gave a one hour slide presentation about our 

Solar System and then everyone in attendance was invited outside to have a look at three of the most beautiful objects in our system. 

Bob was able to capture Jupiter just before it set in the west and the group saw the 4 Galilean Moons. Then he turned the club’s 10” 

Dobsonian to the Moon to see craters and other features of the lunar surface. 

 

While Bob worked on those 2 objects, Ron, with his beautiful Celestron Evolution 8 Schmidt Cassegrain telescope (with an aperture 

of 203.2 mm and focal length of 2032 mm), zoomed in on Saturn, which was only a few degrees west of the Moon that night. What 

a beautiful sight! And Saturn’s moon Titan also made an appearance. 

 

There were plenty of oohs and awes from the onlookers and we may have even inspired a few of the children to consider astronomy 

as a career, or at least as a hobby. 

 

Gary Jermy was very impressed and appreciative of the time we spent and the quality of our presentation, both inside and out and 

said he will be contacting us once again, in the Spring of 2018. 

 

For those members who have never been to an outreach event, Ron, Bob and Ed will all tell you that it is a very rewarding and grati-

fying activity and lots of fun too! So please join us when you are invited to assist at future events. It will be well worth your time and 

effort. 
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Two Minutes of Magic by Scott Barrie 
 

To anyone having an interest in astronomy, solar eclipses are like the holy 

grail. And, many enthusiasts travel the world just to stand in the moon’s 

shadow whenever a total eclipse takes place. I have been fortunate enough 

to see several partial eclipses and one annular but, until this past August, a 

total eclipse was still on my to-do list. And so, like many other people, my 

wife Karen and I made plans to travel to the path of totality of what was 

becoming known as the Great American Eclipse of 2017. 

Long range forecasting had predicted that the chances of clear skies were 

better in Eastern Nebraska than in many other areas along the centreline. 

Our destination was Hastings, Nebraska, and the plan was to rendezvous 

with Roger Hill et al in the Grand Island area, about half an hour from 

Hastings. 

 

We left a few days early so we could have a leisurely trip that included 

some sightseeing and a couple of nights in Chicago. And, the weather along 

the way was ideal. However, as we got closer to Nebraska, we encountered 

some rain and cloudy conditions that certainly weren’t encouraging. Com-

munication with Roger indicated that their plans were in flux. Grand Island 

was no longer looking good and some of the group was considering a move 

to Beatrice, Nebraska, a couple of hours east. But, knowing accommoda-

tions anywhere along the line of totality would be scarce, we continued on 

to our hotel in Hastings where we would determine our next move. 

 

As time went on, we learned that conditions in Beatrice were worsening and people were considering heading to Wyoming. But, we 

decided to hang in for the night and see how things looked on eclipse day. Meanwhile, Roger and family had pulled up stakes and 

headed further west. 

 

When we woke on eclipse day, 

there was fairly dense cloud to 

the east and wispy cloud directly 

overhead. But there was a large 

blue patch directly north of us 

which we watched with interest. 

 

At breakfast we met a delightful 

English couple who had flown to 

New York and taken the Amtrak 

train to Nebraska where they 

hoped to see their first eclipse. 

The gentleman had attempted to 

see the 1999 total eclipse in Eng-

land but had been rained out. He 

was wearing a T-shirt from that 

eclipse and said this was the first 

time he had ever worn it: it 

seemed that he was wearing it for 

luck. They were both friendly and upbeat but, given the evolving cloud cover outside, you could sense in them a feeling of “here we 

go again”. 

 

We bid them good luck and headed off to find a suitable spot to set up. People were gathering in a local park close to our hotel and 

we found a good location there. But, we were feeling uneasy about the wispy clouds undulating overhead and our attention was con-

stantly drawn to that large patch of blue sky to the north. Ultimately, we decided to make a move and head towards it.  

However, it turned out to be much further away than it looked and, quickly running out of time, we turned down a meandering, dead-

end gravel laneway a little pretentiously called the West Elm Island Road, that paralleled the Platte River. Several other groups had 

the same idea and were spread out in rough pull-offs along the road. 

 

We found an appropriate spot and got busy setting up the gear in anticipation of first contact, which was just minutes away. 

There was still a light layer of wispy clouds between us and the sun that continually came and went throughout the duration of the 

eclipse, but it didn’t seem to matter or have any significant effect on the event. 
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Ever since I developed an interest in astronomy I have heard time and 

again, that for one’s first total eclipse it is advisable not to waste precious 

seconds trying to shoot pictures, but rather just sit back and drink in the 

experience. Apparently, I’m not smart enough to heed good advice and so I 

had not one, but two cameras aimed skyward. One was a Nikon D610 

shooting at prime focus on a Tele Vue Pronto with a Thousand Oaks glass 

solar filter. A Pronto has a focal length of 480mm and a focal ratio of f6.8. 

My other camera, a Nikon D810, was shooting through a Nikkor 200-

400mm f4.0 lens with a Kendrick solar filter made with Baader film. 

 

During the early (and late) stages of a solar eclipse things move slowly 

enough that there’s plenty of time to try different things and record the 

various stages along the way. But, things get busy around totality. One has to remember to reframe the camera to actually include the 

sun and moon. One has to remember to take off not one but two filters. And one has to remember to check focus. Next time I’ll be 

quicker. 

 

But, those weren’t the only reasons I wasn’t quite prepared for 

totality. 

 

I wasn’t quite ready for what a magical experience totality was 

going to be. 

 

As soon as the moon moved over the sun blocking that last tiny 

sliver of light, everything changed. It got dark – dark enough to 

see stars and planets that are close to the moon. There was an 

eerie stillness and the temperature noticeably dropped. All around 

the horizon it looked like sunset. And then there is the ‘show’ 

itself. The shimmering of the corona. The diamond ring. Bailies 

beads. 

At one point during totality, Karen and I just looked at each other in total disbelief of what we were witnessing, tears streaming down 

our faces. 

 

And, when totality ended, the two of us, standing alone in an empty field, spontaneously burst into applause. 

It was, quite simply, the most awe-inspiring thing I have ever seen. 

 

As I texted to Roger sometime later, ‘Now I understand’. 

 

After all was said and done, I’m glad I took pictures. Every time I look at one of those images all those powerful emotions come 

rushing back. 

 

But, next time, I will try to be a little more prepared, so I can spend more time just looking. 

And, make no mistake. There will be a next time. 

 

We never did see our English friends again, but I’m sure they’re smiling. And, if that T-shirt did in fact bring them luck, then maybe 

there were a ton of people in Nebraska that day owe them a debt of thanks  
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 Nailed it in Tennessee! by Jeff Booth (pulled from the Forum) 
 

Three RASC members set off on their heavily planned road trip to Nebraska a few days before the Great American 

Eclipse.  Historical weather records and recent forecasts made us confident. 

 

That’s when everything went to pieces. 

 

Upon checking into our hotel in Peru, Illinois, Peter Richards, Connie and Jeff Booth checked the latest forecasts for the 

path of totality west and south of Lincoln, Nebraska.  It wasn’t good. In fact, over a 48-hour period it had gone from im-

proving to getting much worse.   

 

To say there was then some intense strategizing would be an understatement. The bottom line from this acute back-and-

forth was a decision to – like our earlier plans – go South. 

 

So, after already being more than half way to our hotel reservations in Nebraska, we changed directions and headed to 

Dixie. 

 

You should know also, that since many other eclipse chasers were changing their “Go West” plans at the same time and for 

the same reasons, rooms in Tennessee were filling up at breakneck speed, literally hotels were booking up full while we 

were on the phone trying to get two rooms in any of these hotels. 

 

Best line from one of these intense, near-frantic attempts at booking in the South …   

 

Young booking agent: “Canada … that’s still in British Columbia, right?” 

 

She was serious. 

 

Eventually, our one-night stand/last-gasp motel in Tennessee ended up being only a short walk from the Alabama state line. 

Google Maps said we were at that point a pleasant 5-hour 11-minute drive from the Gulf of Mexico.  Farther from Ne-

braska. 

 

Yes, it was like that …..  

 

Day of the eclipse our trio motored northeast from the Alabama-Tennessee state line for a couple of hours to arrive in 

Sparta, TN, right at the path of totality – and with two hours to spare before first contact.  

 

If you didn’t already figure it out, Sparta was named, in 1809, after the ancient Greek city. It also nearly became the state 

capital, losing out to Nashville by one vote in the early history of Tennessee. 

 

OK, so we’re in Sparta, population 5,073.  Good thing was that, coming up from the South, we had no traffic issues as did 

folks coming in from the North had. 

 

Bad thing was, we still had to find a place to set up.  

 

First spot didn’t work out.  

 

Second spot … we missed totally and drove the wrong way only to end up somewhere in the country west of town. 

 

That’s when things turned around for us. 

 

Upon our two vehicles executing 180-degree manoeuvres to head back to seek out Spot #2 we noticed half a dozen folks at 

the country church directly across Tennessee Route 70 from us. They looked like they were setting up a couple of large sun 

shades. 

 

Hmmmmmmmm, what’s going on here? 

 

That’s when this troupe of travelers noticed the hand-lettered cardboard sign on the vast front lawn. 

 

“ECLIPSE PARKING $5” 
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It was a large country church, acres of space, large air-conditioned building, washrooms, kitchen, tables, chairs. The parking 

“donations” were to support the church’s youth outreach. 

 

And the broad Tennessee sky above the Sparta Church of the Nazarene was … in a word:  Glorious! 

 

Peter and Jeff lost no time in securing primo locations, at the back of the church, with broad, open expanses just where we wanted 

them.   

 

The church, which posted its “Eclipse Parking” event on its Facebook page about three hours earlier, soon had upwards of 200 peo-

ple excitedly awaiting first contact. 

 

Multiple generations were there, from young children to a lady well into her 90s. Whole families were there too, taking the kids out 

of school (different school year in some states), including one family which had flown from Belgium – just for this event.  There 

were people from Britain too, from California, Texas, Georgia, you name it. 

 

And two cars from Canada 

 

Total number of telescope rigs brought by the crowd:   2.  And both from Canada, eh… 

 

Upon setting up, Peter and Connie and Jeff were immediately in outreach mode – doing exactly what everyone at Burlington’s 

Spencer Smith Park, the Ontario Science Centre and other sites was doing. Working hard at education with receptive, engaged 

minds.  The temporary Tennesseans from the GTA were doing it in sweltering 95 F temperatures – sweat was literally dropping off 

our faces when setting up. Thank heavens for that air-conditioned church! 

 

Team RASC had two solar telescope rigs, Peter with his 8-inch Meade SCT, with an 80mm refractor piggyback (alt-az).  Jeff had an 

80mm refractor with a PST piggyback (equatorial).  Plus we had solar-safe binoculars and solar viewers. 

 

We literally had hundreds and hundreds of individual views through our four telescopes. Many times the same people would view, 

then view again, then view again.  Sometimes with the big Meade, then with a shorter refractor, sometimes through the Hydrogen-

alpha rig. 

 

Also of note was the sunspot activity. Despite the Sun being near the quiet bottom of its solar cycle we all witnessed a remarkable 

number of sunspots. 

 

When totality hit, the crowd was – at the same instant – awed, overwhelmed and profoundly moved. We had 2-mins 38-secs of total-

ity. And all of it within that strange eclipse shadow, with noticeably cooled air, under a magically darkened sky illuminated by the 

stunning solar corona. Connie described it as surreal. There were gasps, exclamations, even tears. 

  

Pretty well most folk saw the shadow coming or going, the sunset glow all around, planets, the pinhole camera effect of the light, 

plus the light waves effect across a brought-from-Canada white sheet.   

 

One viewer was convinced he also saw a bat above us during totality. A video viewed later certainly confirmed a bat-like animal 

flying above. 

 

Literally, the last person to view the eclipse, while it was diminishing, through one of our telescopes was the leader of the country 

congregation himself, Pastor Jamie Keith McCormack. He was so busy throughout the eclipse, looking after everyone else’s needs, 

that he did not find time for himself. 

 

The last people to leave the site:  Team RASC.  

Epilogue:  Pastor McCormack telephoned Connie and Jeff’s home on Aug. 23, speaking to both, to thank the three of us, Peter too, 

for our input in helping everyone there on Eclipse Day, stating that RASC’s help made the whole event so much better for everyone 

at that remarkable time.  He also stated that the $750 raised by the eclipse event “will help and feed a lot” of youth.  
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 112 seconds of Awesomeness by Roger Hill 

If there’s one thing I’ve learned about eclipses, it is that the key to success is being mobile. 

 

In 1972 in the Gaspé Peninsula, it looked like Peter Ashenhurst and I (his passenger) were going to be clouded out if we’d stayed in 

Les Mechins.  We drove across the peninsula at breakneck speed and met up with the Toronto Centre, who told us that it was going 

to be cloudy there, too.  Back we went, and soon after first contact, we came across a ranger station of some sort, and we were suc-

cessful there. 

 

In 1979, it looked like I’d be seeing that eclipse under clouds, and I was prepared to drive from Gimli to Brandon, a three hour (plus) 

drive, but all of it within the path of totality.  I didn’t have to, though...it was astonishingly clear in Gimli. 

 

1991 saw me in Baja California, and a fairly thick cloud formed right over the top of us.  A local American had offered me a ride out 

from underneath the cloud, but I couldn’t leave a friend behind.  Fortunately, the entire eclipse was visible through my C8, even if 

the view of the Corona suffered. 

 

I had hoped to see the 1999 eclipse from England, but finances were not what I could have wished, and it was cloudy there.  In 2009, 

Les Nagy flew to Shanghai, but was clouded out.  He was stuck in the city centre with no way to make it to the outskirts, where it 

was clear.  He tried again in 2010 in Tahiti, and with a similar result.  2012 saw my daughter in Cairns, Australia, where a dodgy 

looking fellow had offered her a ride to clear skies.  She declined, was stuck where she was, and was less than two kilometres from 

seeing that eclipse. 

 

The crucial thing in virtually every example was that you must be mobile.  And that is what made the 2017 eclipse so mouth-

watering...if you positioned yourself correctly, you could travel a thousand kilometres in either direction in less than a day.  I’d al-

ready decided that the Nebraska area would be ideal when I heard that a number of folks from the RASC and the NYAA would be 

gathering at a KOA near Grand Island in Nebraska, a few kilometres off the centreline.  Les and I had already talked about taking a 

trailer and our respective wives to see this eclipse, so with very little hesitation, we booked a trailer site.  I asked another good friend 

if he’d like to go, because I knew that once the word was out that they were taking reservations more than a year in advance, that 

they’d be booked up very quickly.  My friend though decided against it, due to family commitments. 

 

I was devastated when Les told me that he would not be coming.  We had been wondering whose streak would be broken: Les string 

of clouds, or my 3 and 0 streak.  We’ll have to wait until 2019  to put it to the test, or possibly 2024.  We’re already thinking of head-

ing for Texas...again, the ability to travel long distances in search of blue skies is paramount, either south into Mexico, or 

(improbably) back towards Canada. 

 

My son was able to get some time off work, so shortly after 8am on Friday, August 18th, we headed for Omaha, some 15 hours 

away.  The Bluewater bridge was jammed and it took us an hour to get across.  We were held up at the border by US Homeland Se-

curity (my British passport was to blame), horrific traffic around Chicago, and some food and rest stops conspired to turn it into a 19 

hour drive.  So, shortly after 1am local time, we arrived at our Omaha hotel some 1,500 kilometres later.  After a few hours of sleep, 

and a good breakfast, we departed to pick up our rented travel trailer in Norfolk, Nebraska, a further 170 kilometres away.   

 

The people at Jerry’s Trailer and Campers could not have been better, and suitably instructed, we were on our way.  We picked up 

some provisions from WalMart, grabbed a quick meal at Sonic, and arrived at the KOA around 4pm on the Saturday. 

I wasn’t crazy about driving this rig.  The brakes were fine, but it seemed like I could feel every breeze trying to push me off the 

road, and I was very aware of my limited sight-lines.  I was able to relax a bit after a couple of hours, but I can’t say I enjoyed my-

self. 
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As it is with any eclipse, though, thoughts of the weather are never far from discussion.  Some people had already made their deci-

sion and headed west to Wyoming or Idaho.  Sunday morning I managed to speak to fellow Hamilton Centre member Scott Barrie, 

with whom I’d enjoyed observing a partial eclipse on the shore of Lake Huron a couple of years ago.  The thought by then was that 

heading an hour or two east was enough to guarantee clear skies.   

 

My wife, son and I decided on Sunday to drive to a place called Lebanon, about 2 hours away in Kansas.  Lebanon is the town clos-

est to the geographic centre of the 48 contiguous US states, and we thought it would be neat thing to say that we’d been.  It also 

added another state to the list of ones I’d been to.  On Sunday evening at 10pm local time, the collected wisdom of the assembled 

eclipse chasers told us that we likely needed to head west...several hundred kilometres west.  Three of the four models showed a 

solid band of cloud  over Grand Island, with only the Canadian model used by Attilo Danko’s Clear Sky Chart dissenting, and even 

that could have been because the model hadn’t finished running yet.  There appeared to be a sucker hole that would form near totality 

about two hours west of Grand Island, in an area that a couple of people had already researched.  However, all weather models 

agreed, and had done for a few days, that Wyoming would be clear.  The smart money was indicating that we had to GO WEST, and 

a substantial distance.  Some people said that they’d already driven far enough, that they’d take their chances at the park, while oth-

ers decided to wait until 6am when the last run of the weather models would be complete, and then they’d decide.  One fellow said 

that he was going to drive west as far as he could and two hours before totality, 

head north and try to get to the centreline. 

 

At 5:30am on August 21, we headed west.   My wife slept in the back seat, while 

my son and I hunted for radio stations and their weather forecasts.  All indica-

tions were that we had made the right decision.  We got off the interstate about 

three hours later at Ogallala, trying to get back inside the path of totality, and 

aiming for Glendo, a further 4 hours away.  Jonathan had an app on his phone 

that showed the weather, and, for that day only, the eclipse path.  As we drove 

out from underneath a massive fog bank we’d been in for two hours, we kept 

tuned to a station in Scott’s Bluff, and they were saying that they had lovely 

clear skies, and that they expected to stay that way until late that evening.  They 

also had facilities at a local soccer complex, free parking, free eclipse glasses 

and free water.  About 30 minutes before first contact we arrived at the Alan C. 

Landers Soccer Complex, a gloriously wide open area that had to be able to hold 

6 or 8 full sized soccer fields. The view east, north and west was wide open, so 

with luck we’d have a great view of the approaching shadow.  When we checked 

in with the guy who told us where to park, we picked up three pairs of approved 

eclipse glasses, and we told him we’d travelled a long way to get there.  He 

asked us how far, and I just said look at the license plate.  He yelled “Ontario” as 

we passed, and in my rear view mirror, I saw him give us two thumbs up! 

 

We unpacked, got the mount set up, pointed it in the direction that the GPS on 

my phone said was north, attached my 6” RC, and used my Coronado Personal 

Solar Telescope Hα ‘scope as the finder.  We had a large white tarp with a Cana-

dian flag on it that we placed on the ground for shadow bands, a couple of small 

fold up chairs, and all this was done just before first contact.  In fact, because the 

Sun is slightly larger in Hα, we noticed first contact before anyone else.  As a 

result, we became quite 

popular.  We were inter-

viewed by the local press, 

and were told that we 

were the second furthest 

away...there was a guy 

from Australia.  I replied 

that he hadn’t driven from 

there! 

The view towards the west from the entrance to the soccer field. 

Fog on the road to Ogallala 

Above and left: Sidewalk Astronomy...just can’t seem to stop! 
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 As the Sun was progressively covered, the light got strange as colours seemed to be muted (I termed it 

“silvery”), there was no heat in the sunlight, as I could take my hat off and not worry about my head 

being sun-burnt.  The shadows got preferentially sharper in one direction versus another, as the visible 

surface approached being a line, rather than a circle.  Pinholes showed a very definite crescent.  The 

wind picked up and the temperature dropped.   

 

The excitement among the crowd increased with each passing minute, and as the final seconds before 

totality started, the crescent of the Sun started breaking up into Bailey's Beads, which became fewer 

and fewer until the corona appeared and then the diamond ring was upon us and then, unbelievable, 

incredibly, amazingly, there was a hole in the sky, rimmed by this shimmering light that no photograph 

has ever captured, with bright sparks of prominences, the inner corona feathery, and the impossibly 

gossamer outer corona, misshapen and asymmetrical, with a mother-of-pearl texture.  Words failed me, 

and others.  We babbled like lunatics, sometimes falling to the old eclipse stand-by of “Holy Sh*t”, 

“Look, look, look” we said, as if anyone could tear their eyes away for more than the couple of seconds 

it took to look through an eyepiece or binoculars.   

 

All too soon, it was over, the sky got lighter toward the west as the far edge of the shadow approached.  The Diamond Ring appeared 

again, but still we looked, hoping against hope that time really would stand still.  The inner corona still visible 15 seconds after the 

first tiny piece of the Sun had shone down a lunar valley.  We had tears running down our faces as we stood, awed by what we had 

just seen.  Simultaneously made to feel inconsequential by that perfect alignment of Sun, Moon and us, and yet massively enlarged 

and humbled by the experience of bearing witness to the movement of things on a scale we can understand, but our minds can 

scarcely encompass. 

 

Reality intruded, though, and we still had to get back to Grand Island, some 5 hours away.  We were hungry and thirsty, so after we 

had bought some T-shirts, exchanged emails, chatted with new converts to the sport of Eclipse Chasing, put everything away, and 

watched 4th contact, we departed the soccer complex.  I made sure that I thanked as many of the volunteers as I could.  They’d done 

a fantastic job of  parking, organizing, handing out water, and doing all the myriad things that an event like this needs.  It can typi-

cally be a thankless job, so I wanted to tell as many as I could that their efforts were very much appreciated.  I was also worried that 

all the people who had travelled to Alliance, or some other place nearer the centre line had all arrived at different times, but were  

leaving together, and that there’d be massive traffic jams as the area drained of people in their cars.  So, we found a nice restaurant 

and had a good meal in town.  Around 3pm, we departed Scott’s Bluff, hoping that one day our travels will take us back there, per-

haps on our way to someplace in Wyoming or Colorado. 

 

The ride back was done at considerably less speed than our trip out.  We still saw some traffic, Scott Barrie let me know that he’d 

been successful, as had former Hamilton Centre members Charles and Patricia Baetsen, and we heard that Grand Island had been 

successful as well, albeit through some thin clouds.  Some friends of mine in the HAA were unlucky, though, and I’ll just mention 

Ann Tekatch, who I was really sorry was clouded out.  Ann was a huge help to me when I was president the first time in 1993, and 

we’ve kept up the friendship.  I really hope she gets to see one in the future...perhaps I’ll see her in Texas in 2024. 

 

We arrived back in Grand Island  around 10pm, and I went looking for Andy and the rest of the Hamilton Centre gang, but I couldn’t 

find them...perhaps they were celebrating somewhere.  We had also planned to go to Colorado with the trailer, but after the 1,000 

kilometres we’d done on Eclipse day, we didn’t feel like going anywhere else.  We stayed in Grand Island for an extra couple of 

days, and visited the Strategic Air Command and Aerospace Museum east of Lincoln...it’s a pretty cool place.  The drive home 

again, via Norfolk to drop off the trailer, and overnight in Joliet outside of Chicago, and we arrived back in time to have supper with 

our best friends at a pub in Milton on the Friday.  Also in plenty of time for my son to get to work on Saturday morning.  We drove 

5400 kilometres, stayed in two hotels and one trailer park, 6 states and one province over 8 days...all for 112 seconds in the shadow 

of the Moon, and we’d do it all again! 

 

Next stop?  Chile in 2019, and Texas or Mexico in 2024. 

My awestruck wife, less than 5 minutes 

before totality.  She said her feet didn’t 

land back on terra firma for 24 hours 

after the most incredible spectacle in the 

sky!!  
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 Images from Glendo, Wyoming by Muhammad Basil Ahmad 
 

Muhammad Basil Ahmad was intending to view the eclipse in 

Nebraska, but headed west as well.  He made it all the way to 

Glendo, in Wyoming, and sent along these pictures.  He’ll talk 

about the entire experience at the October meeting. 

 

 

 

The Eclipse affects Milton by Roger Hill 
Lastly, I have a weather station in Milton that was recording the temperature that day, and the graph it produced of the temperature 

that day shows a nice dip during the eclipse, which peaked at 2:31pm.  I had toyed with the idea of taking it with me, but decided 

against it...I already had more to do than I could accomplish, so it stayed behind.   

 

I was surprised to see such an obvious drop. 

Diamond Ring effect immediately before totality The Sun's corona. 13 exposures (1/8000 to 1 second).  

Solar eclipse sequence spanning 1 hour.  

Wide angle perspective of totality (55° altitude) 
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Head on over to https://hamiltonrasc.ca/forum/index.php and check out the “Your Images” section. 

This creative eclipse col-

lage was put together by 

Jeff Booth 


