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Concerned For Our Planet’s Future
By Mayah LaSol
It was about seven years ago when I was 10
that I started to hear about climate change.
Realizing at such a young age that our planet,
as I understood it, wasn’t being taken care of
was not an easy thing to discover – like learning that your parents are getting a divorce or
that you’re moving away from your hometown
where all your friends are.
At least that is how it was for me, who,
upon considering global warming deeply,
began to feel depressed. I would picture our
earth someday disappearing or turning into

the inside of a volcano and then would have
a wallowing cry about it in my bedroom with
the door closed. I remember writing angsty
poetry on the subject in the seventh grade
before I decided it was time to really do
something.
I went to a middle school with about 90
students in each grade and I figured that
knowing so many people would make it easy
to start making an immediate difference. I
spoke to the principal, got a few friends on
board, and then Everyone Recycle Anywhere
(ERA) was born. ERA was supposed to encourage people to recycle more, something

Kettle Range Conservation Group
Presents

Artwork by Obi Kaufmann

7th Annual

February 27 - Alpine Theatre, Colville
February 28 & March 19 - Eureka Gulch Clubhouse, Republic
February 29 - Quartzite Brewery, Chewelah
Sponsored by
>Films at 6:30 PM

Info: www.kettlerange.org - Fb - 509-775-2667
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which I, at the time, thought was crucially
important to saving the planet.
We had a few very interesting meetings,
with about three people, where we talked
about recycle bins, planting trees and possibly
planning a field trip to our local recycling
plant. Unfortunately, nothing really got done,
and when my co-president moved up to high
school the next year, the meetings fizzled out
completely.
I’d lost my motivation, and with my friend
gone and me making new ones (who weren’t
really at all interested in skipping lunch to talk
about recycling), I went into what I thought of
as the third phase of dealing with the climate:
not dealing with it at all. Sure, I would still
encourage people to recycle and I claimed
to be a tree hugger, but the truth was that I
avoided thinking about the environment as
much as possible. I had essentially given up.
It is only now that I realize all of my approaches were wrong.
Becoming depressed or avoiding the subject does no one any good, least of all the
planet in question. Plus, we already have so
many organizations out there trying to make
a difference and so my time could be better
spent supporting them than in creating a new
group. Now I am looking at the harsh reality
that I think my generation must face and have
determined that if so many of my own peers
still avoid considering climate change, the
best thing I can do is to educate. Telling other
people about my experiences, explaining to
them why we need to change our ways, and
finding and sharing resources are things that
I can tangibly do to help our situation.
I feel the need to do something – anything
– to make it feel like I have a little control
over my future.
I’m part of a different group now, called
Sunrise, which organizes (among other
things) strikes, cleanups and informational
movie nights. The adult version of this is a
group called 350 Spokane. I think joining
clubs at schools or within communities is a
wonderful way to do something. And I hope
what I have shared about my story inspires
others to think about how they are caring for
our beautiful home.
Mayah is a teen reader, writer, blogger, and
all-around arts enthusiast who geeks out over
books and cats. She writes book reviews and
poetry on her blog www.libraryinmymind.com.

From the Publisher’s Desk
By Gabriel Cruden
During January’s cold snap we had a several-day power outage that
caused a water supply line to burst in the apartment (which only has
electric heat) above my shop, next to my house. By the time I discovered
the rupture, the apartment and shop were both completely flooded.
After shutting off the main water line, I sloshed through the shop,
water raining down through the ceiling from the floor above, and
took in the destruction. It was extensive. And sad to see, especially
considering all the hard work that had gone into building it over the
last 15 years. Not to mention the damage to some of the tools that I
had been gifted by my wife, inherited from my grandpa, and gathered
from estate and yard sales – tools made in an era now long past, when
things were built to last.
After getting the water mitigation company on the way (thank
goodness for insurance!) and taking some time to recover from the
initial shock, I tried to focus on what could be made of the situation.
For instance, all the carpet in the apartment had to be ripped out. But,
instead of just replacing it, we could install laminate wood flooring,
which would be easier to keep clean and would provide the kids with
a better surface on which to dance.
It took a little while to shift perspective like this. Certainly, there
is still sadness in seeing all that work go down the drain. And this
adds another project to an already full plate. But, at just that time,
words from the author Annie Dillard found me and galvanized me
to consider what I was choosing. She said, “The answer must be, I
think, that beauty and grace are performed whether or not we will
or sense them. The least we can do is try to be there.”
So, here’s what I’m thinking about: If I consider each minute of
every day as part of a larger, finite collection that is my life, who do
I want to be in that time? How do I want to experience this life? Am
I showing up for the beauty and grace that is everywhere, if only I
“try to be there?”
As I take these questions to heart and find my way toward living
the answers, I would like to share a few pictures (taken by others)
that speak to me in this vein.
Stephanie Ludlam sharing a moment with her goats. J. Foster
Fanning playing cards with help from his granddaughter, Macie.
And then, this northern pygmy owl. Joanie Christian, local wildlife

photographer extraordinaire, had spent years searching the region for
this five-inch-tall ball of feathers without success. Then one showed
up the other day in her yard! Despite the rain and limited line of
sight, she managed to squeeze off a few photographs of it and has
now marked this one off her bucket list. “I’m doing a happy dance
today!” she told me.
And so, here’s to choosing to find reasons to do a happy dance. Just
watch out it’s not a rain dance, if you’re indoors.
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A Second Look at Puddleglum
By Christine Wilson

I stand corrected. Well, to my way of
thinking, I stand modified. I had made a
reference in November’s column to Narnia’s
Puddleglum and one of our good readers
disagreed with my calling him a pessimist.
I was charmed by her points and absolutely
thrilled there was someone as much of a
Narnia nerd as I am. I have made the joke
that I had children so I could read Narnia
to them. That’s just one of those random
comments people make as a joke (honestly,
kids, I love you and would even if there
were no Narnia.)
I took this as an opportunity to review
“The Silver Chair.” In that part of the series, there is a bad witch who is trying to
convince Puddleglum and his friends that
Narnia does not exist; there is only the dark
and spellbound underworld that is real.
First, the comments of Karen Edwards
of Spokane:
I actually re-read The Silver Chair last
month because I NEEDED Puddleglum!
Perhaps his pessimism is actually realism.
But, Puddleglum doesn’t stop with just
realism. Re-read chapter 12: “There never
was any world but mine,” said the witch.
Puddleglum was still fighting hard. “I don’t
know rightly what you all mean by a world,”
he said ... “But you can play that fiddle till
your fingers drop off, and still you won’t
make me forget Narnia. ... We’ll never see
it again, I shouldn’t wonder. You may have
blotted it out and turned it dark like this,
for all I know. Nothing more likely. But I

know I was there once. I’ve seen the sky full
of stars. I’ve seen the sun coming up out of
the sea of a morning and sinking behind the
mountains at night. And I’ve seen him up
in the midday sky when I couldn’t look at
him for brightness.” [He’s speaking of Aslan
in that reference.]
And then – after Puddleglum stamped on
the fire and broke the enchantment – he said:
“One word, Ma’am. One word. All you’ve
been saying is quite right, I shouldn’t wonder.
I’m a chap who always liked to know the
worst and then put the best face I can on it.
So I won’t deny any of what you’ve said. But
there’s one thing more to be said, even so.
Suppose we have only dreamed, or made up,
all those things – trees and grass and sun and
moon and stars and Aslan himself. Suppose
we have. Then all I can say is that, in that
case, the made-up things seem a good deal
more important than the real ones.
“Suppose this black pit of a kingdom of
yours is the only world. Well, it strikes me
as a pretty poor one. And that’s a funny
thing, when you come to think of it. We’re
babies making up a game, if you’re right.
But four babies playing a game can make
a play-world which licks your real world
hollow. That’s why I’m going to stand by the
play-world. I’m on Aslan’s side even if there
isn’t any Aslan to lead it. I’m going to live
as like a Narnian as I can even if there isn’t
any Narnia. So ... we’re leaving your court
at once and setting out in the dark to spend
our lives looking for Overland. ...”

Paint This!

That is not pessimism. That is faith and
hope even in the midst of utter darkness.
So, I had The Silver Chair read to me over
the holidays as I puttered in the kitchen.
The reader’s voice sounded like Hagrid, so
I felt like I was getting the benefit of many
wonderful connections. Karen’s points,
the adventure of The Silver Chair, and
feeling like Hagrid was telling me a story
while I made Christmas treats – well, that
is a trifecta of joy. And, of course, I had
fun sorting out my own thoughts about
Puddleglum.
Puddleglum’s default is definitely negative, so from that perspective you could call
him a pessimist, as I did in the November
North Columbia Monthly. However, he
never gives up. When he thinks of what
could go wrong, he remains undaunted.
The human children are somewhat put
off by his attitude but (spoiler alert) they
come to recognize his strength of character.
Pundits seem to me to often describe
these days as dark. We are at a stage, probably because of social media, where so many
of us think we are pundits in these “dark
times.” I see everybody having an opinion
about everything all the time. I see no sign
of that stopping, so what do we need in
order to navigate this life?
I guess I’d have to defer to Karen and
look at the characteristics of Puddleglum.
We could describe him as resilient, stalwart
and perseverant.
After I finished The Silver Chair, I

“Education for the Road Ahead”
• Driver Education Classes
• State Department of Licensing
Knowledge and Drive Testing

• Individual Instruction
Watercolor Classes in Chewelah
GAILJOHANNESARTS.COM

Colville’s locally owned driving school!

162 East 1st, Colville • (509) 684-3164 • www.roadscholardrivingschool.com
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Random Acts of Community
switched to Sailing True North: Ten Admi- next review wasn’t pretty. Yet, he was able
rals and the Voyage of Character. OK, I made to continue in the Navy, never giving up
a lot of food over the holidays and I had a and never trying to blame anyone else. He
lot of messes to clean up. I am not sure if acknowledged this colossal mistake and
Admiral James Stavridis is a Narnia geek moved on. No crumbling for that boy.
like I am, but if so, he could have written That’s resilience.
Back to Puddleglum. He was a stalwart
a chapter about Puddleglum’s character.
Admiral Stavridis describes “resilience character. I used to have a negative opinion
as an inoculation against stress.” The as- about that word. I was asked, years ago, what
I thought it meant, and
sumption here is that
I responded that it was
stress is inevitable.
“Being stalwart in the
“the opposite of sexy.”
The admiral describes
face of hard times ... is
Sheesh, as my father
a situation in which
imperative.”
used to say. It made
he was captaining a
me think of my high
destroyer during a
difficult and volatile incident in the world. school librarian. She was a grumpy lady,
He assumed his commander, the Secretary as wide as she was tall and with loudly
of the Navy, would tell him to beat feet to squeaky shoes. That last part served us well
the Suez Canal, so he changed course and because we knew when she was headed
did that. Apparently, that was not well our way. But she was a loyal protector of
received. It got straightened out, but his the books as well as the ambiance of our

library, making sure it was a great place
to study. I get that now. Being stalwart in
the face of hard times (and rambunctious
teens) is imperative.
Thirdly, Puddleglum was perseverant.
It is, I suppose, born of his loyalty and
resilience. He just never gave up. Even
when the wicked queen used her magic
to make them doubt the very existence of
Narnia, he chose to keep believing in it. He
believed in the goodness and kindness of
the Narnia community.
So, here’s to Puddleglum. And here’s to
our reader Karen Edwards, who allowed
me to indulge in my Narnia nerdiness and
rethink my description of our mutually
beloved marshwiggle.
Christine Wilson is a psychotherapist
in private practice in Colville and can be
reached at christineallenewilson@gmail.
com or 509-690-0715.
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Walking the Talk of Valuing Life
By Dr. Barry Bacon, MD

There is something innately sacred
about caring for another human being,
entering into their suffering, and compassionately helping them through a difficult
place in their lives. The profound sense
of doing something of great value is the
reward itself, regardless of monetary reimbursement, and does not need further
explanation.
Sometimes this sense is more dramatic
and intense than others. Recently, a gentleman came to the emergency room at a
hospital here in eastern Washignton. I was
seeing patients out on the floor when a secretary burst into the room and reported,
“Dr. Bacon, they need you in the emergency room now.” I made my way to the
ER fairly casually, thinking it was no big
deal. I was directed into one of the trauma

bays, where full CPR was in progress, and
the patient was in the process of having a
breathing tube placed in his airway.
The patient had been in the emergency department for only about two minutes when his heart had stopped and then
flipped into a rhythm called ventricular
fibrillation, not compatible with life. Earlier that day, for a few hours he had symptoms suggestive of a heart attack, but had
been unwilling to come in for care. By incredible luck, he was in the department at
just the moment when his heart stopped.
We were able to shock his heart and administer some medicine that brought his
heartbeat back.
I stepped out of the room just long
enough to explain the critical nature of the
situation to his daughter, then went back to

53% OFF LIST PRICE
Stop by our KraftMaid Cabinetry showroom at Haney
Lumber & Supply to experience all we have to offer.
- Free design service and quotes
- Delivery available. Appointments Welcome!

the patient’s side. By the time I was back in
the room, the team was performing CPR
on him again. I immediately directed the
team to shock his heart a second time. His
heart was critically unstable, and it was
clear that he was having a heart attack.
Most people in this situation die, despite our best efforts. It’s just the way it is.
Fortunately, his heart settled down again
with some more medicine. We prepared
to transfer him to a specialty hospital.
He needed more than simply a couple of
shocks, some medicine, and oxygen. He
needed to have the arteries that feed the
heart muscle studied and opened up again
with a balloon and a stent (a small device
that keeps the artery open so that blood
can flow to the heart muscle). I explained
this to his daughter, saying that I thought

RIVERWOOD
AT LAKE ROOSEVELT

Bed & Breakfast ~ Weddings ~ Events
Hunters & Fishers Welcome!

Additional

10-20% Off
5+ Cabinets
Till 3-2-2020

RESERVE ONLINE:

RIVERWOODBNB.COM
FACEBOOK.COM/RIVERWOODATLAKEROOSEVELT
For inspirational ideas visit kraftmaid.com

HANEY

Lumber & Supply Inc.

509-684-2150
1101 N. Highway
Colville, WA

haneylumberandsupply.com
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Life Matters
he was going to live, but he needed to be
transferred to a higher level of care. Meanwhile, we scrambled to figure out how to
get him transferred, since we had two critically ill patients who both needed a higher
level of care.
In rural America today, there aren’t
enough doctors, there aren’t enough nurses, hospitals are closing or reducing services, and departments are cutting costs
and really struggling. This loss of services
and reduction in highly-trained personnel
who understand and are committed to rural healthcare affects the quality of our lives
profoundly. In so many small towns, it is
the quality of schools, libraries and hospitals that determine the quality of our lives,
and I sorrow the losses in such services that
we have seen in northeast Washington.
My connection to this area and its
healthcare challenges gives me compassion
for the suffering of people in other parts
of the world. As I write this, I have just returned from another life-changing trip to
an African place called Gambella in the far
western portion of Ethiopia, up against the
South Sudan border. This is a region where
the ratio of physicians to the population,
according to a UNICEF study from 2012,
is one to 100,000. (It hasn’t been possible
to take a more recent physician count because of the violence in the area). It’s hard
to wrap your mind around such numbers,
but let’s try. This would be like having three
or four doctors in all of Spokane County.
Maybe one physician to serve all of Pend
Oreille, Stevens and Ferry counties combined. In such a situation, if I started seeing
patients 24 hours a day, seven days a week,
for 15 minutes each, without sleeping or
eating, it would take me 2.8 years to see all
of them once.
In Gambella and South Sudan, one of
the hospitals we evaluated has no doctors
who are residency trained. All are young,
straight out of medical school, with about
six months’ experience. They saw 18,000
patients in the past six months. They delivered 360 babies. But they don’t have an
operating room and they can’t perform
C-sections. Most departments don’t have
running water. The electricity fails virtually
part of every day. There is one bulb syringe

to suction babies. It gets used over and over ical families who love their children and
and over again. There is a neonatal warm- value human life as I do. Yes, they are poor,
er, it doesn’t work. There are no electronic but they are no different from me in their
fetal monitors. The small trumpet-shaped love for family and their dreams for their
device (fetoscope) they use is ancient. children. The difference is that when you
“This is the best one,” they explain to me. are living on a dollar a day or its equivalent,
It’s true, especially
it’s hard to pull your“...when you are living
when the electricity is
self back up when you
off.
have decimated every
on a dollar a day or its
Our team will
form of wealth that
equivalent, it’s hard to
change all of this with
you possess.
pull yourself back up...”
the development of a
For me, working
medical school there.
on this project is a
Our commitment will be deep and broad, chance to change the health for an entire
and bring updated skills and knowledge, region of the world, to enroll local people
and tools that allow physicians to provide in a high-quality medical education opexcellent care.
portunity with the vision of changing the
During our visit, we met with the health outcomes for Gambella and South
Gambella health bureau chief. Every na- Sudan. This represents no less than the
tive-born person in the room had a story promise I made every time I pledged alleof a close relative or friend who suffered giance to the flag in my country of liberty
unnecessarily because of lack of access to and justice for all. It is the value of life that
care, lack of diagnostic skills, lack of com- matters and what we celebrate.
petency or compassion. There are stories
Back home, that man who had the heart
of premature deaths of women during or attack survived, made it to the heart lab,
following pregnancy because of hemor- and, though his heart is weakened he
rhage or infection, stories of abdominal should have some good years ahead of
pain misdiagnosed, recommendations for him. The presence of high-quality rural
surgeries that didn’t need to happen, delay hospitals underlines the value we place on
in care for transportation, and more.
our lives. This is why I support investing in
Someone said, “You know how it is in places where healthcare access is a strugour culture. If someone is suffering, we gle, including right here at home.
would kill all the cows.”
Barry Bacon is a physician who has lived
I tried to wrap my mind around that. and practiced family medicine in Colville for
These are, by tradition, herdsman, and 28 years. He now works in small rural hoscows are their wealth. Cows represent their pitals in Washington state, teaches family
bank account, their savings, their 401(k) medicine, and works on health disparities in
retirement plan, their food source, their the U.S. and Africa.
pride and status in society. They name their
children after cows, pay for wives with
NCPR Fruit Tree Sale!
cows, train their children to raise cows,
and live and die by them. They tell stories
Che
!
rrie
les
of wars that started between their people
s!
App
and some ill-fated Italians who killed and
A
n
!
dM
rs
ate one of their cows without permission.
ore!
Pea
What they are saying is clear. In their culTrees grown specifically
ture, the value of human life is so high that
for
our climate. $20.85/tree.
when one of their own is suffering, they
Proceeds
go towards nonprofit.
would drain the bank account, dissolve
Last Day to Order: Feb. 12th
their 401(k), go without food, and deprive
their future happiness, their status in sociTo order call Julie 928-210-7303 or
ety, and their security, simply for a chance
https://ncpr-wa.square.site/home
to save that one life. These are highly eth-
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Turkey Boy
By Loren Cruden

Even [the East German Stasi] couldn’t dream of a world
in which citizens voluntarily carried tracking devices,
conducted self-surveillance and reported on themselves,
morning, noon and night.
~

From an Adam Johnson short story

This winter a gang of five male turkeys
has been hanging around my place, doing
its young-bachelors thing. Each morning
the turkeys forage their way up through
the field and crowd around my bird
feeder, scavenging fallen sunflower seeds,
prodigiously pooping, and dislodging my
ornamental stone
arrangements. After a while they
mosey off down the
field, leaving dinosaur tracks in the
snow, returning
later for another
round or two.
One of the turkeys in the gangof-five is a nonconformist. When
I scan the field or
count turkeys at
the feeder, I find the
nonconformist detached (sometimes
far detached) from
the group – tangentially foraging –
or doing eccentric
things on his own beneath the feeder. Such
as popping into the air to head-butt the
feeder, jouncing seeds onto the ground,
or jerking at the decorative bling I hang
in the tree – tugging strands loose from
the branches and whipping them back
and forth until the strands snap, scattering
beads. He looks irate when I come outside
to object.
In my view, there are two kinds of “smart”
in a society or group, whether avian, human, fish or other. One kind of smart is to

blend into the group so’s to avoid negative
notice; the other kind is to break loose from
the crowd and explore alternative options.
Choosing smartness number one may be
(or seem) safer but number two has merit.
I keep an eye on nonconformist Turkey
Boy not only because he’s disruptive to my

yard’s status quo but even more because he
fascinates with inventiveness, curiosity,
and independent spirit. He struts to the
beat of a different drum.
My father was like that, especially during
his pre-family-man and post-family-man
years. Example: expertly splitting wood in
the quad at his posh-kid college, carrying it
up several flights of stairs to the fireplace to
heat his room, feeling chuffed with himself,
everyone gawking. Or, in the early 1970s,
designing and building a beautiful house
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with “green tech” innovations he invented,
cutting-edge for that time.
I think there may be lots of closet Turkey
Boys among us, full of originality and challenge to the status quo, whose true natures
become buried under conformity’s urgent
persuasions: flocks, herds, schools, swarms,
packs – the instinct for safety in numbers,
power in numbers, belonging in numbers;
dominated, within modern human herds,
by consumerism’s drumbeat, these days
an electronic one, mesmerizing. I picture
millions of people performing synchronized swiping of smartphone screens to
this drumbeat, caressing those screens
– as one writer
has noted – like
Gollum in Lord of
the Rings stroking
his “Precious.”
This morning
Turkey Boy was
hanging out beneath the feeder
alone for quite a
while, the other
turkeys down in
the field, browsing
together. He eyed
me when I came
out to clear snow
off the car but
didn’t shy away.
The chickadees
a nd nut hatches don’t st a rDave Jones photo
tle either: I am
Seed-Bringer, their nuisance benefactor.
My cat Taliesin stares out the window at
us. He’s not fond of turkeys; they cluster
around him, necks outstretched, when he
sits outside in warm weather, tethered to
his zip line. Taliesin would give them the
finger if he had one.
Nothing (that I have yet discerned,
anyway) in Turkey Boy’s appearance distinguishes him from the other male turkeys.
So, for all I know, members of the gangof-five may take turns being the noncon-

Monthly Muse
formist outlier. It’s an appealing thought,
though I still regard him as singular.
I once took care of a one-winged crow. He
lived in a large wire enclosure attached to
our cabin and would crouch down and try
to hide when he heard other crows flying
over. Difference and nonconformity can be
difficult to inhabit if one is not in a position
of strength. My Celtic ancestors considered
animals with anomalous white fur or hair
to have supernatural, sacred attributes, and
avoided killing them. Sometimes difference
makes vulnerable; sometimes it protects,
even exalts.
I remember when I decided to wear
trousers to high school. Girls where I lived
weren’t allowed to do that in the 1960s. I
did it to protest my math teacher’s infamous
penchant for seating cute girls in the front
row in order to steal glimpses up their
skirts, which were short in those days.
Other girls, too, started wearing trousers
to school. After a while it became common.

Sometimes difference works that way, also.
The human brain provides chemical
rewards for both safe and novel experiences, and thus we tend to both hide and
seek. Humans are both prey and predator
animals. The psychology of this is paradoxical. We extol individuality yet lunge
onto bandwagons.
One morning, early this January, I was
watching the turkey gang forage below
the feeder when I spied a female turkey
trotting down the driveway toward us. A
lone female; what was she up to?!
She arrived at the feeder but was kept
from the seeds by the males. When they
started drifting back into the field, she
peripherally drifted with them. Next time
I glanced out the window, a startling mass
of female turkeys was headed toward my
feeder, around 25 of them, flooding the
space in front of my kitchen window. Had
nonconformist Turkey Girl been their
scout? There hadn’t been any female turkeys

around my place in months.
The lone Turkey Girl reminded me of my
sister, who never shied from male domains
or yielded territory when she felt in the
right or had the necessity. She being the
big sister, I tried to follow her lead, but she
was the one with courage.
The flood of female turkeys didn’t return
after that one sweeping foray. The field and
driveway are empty this afternoon as I
write. Turkey Boy is out there somewhere
– I haven’t seen him since this morning –
listening to his inner drummer. Someone
may shoot him, a car may hit him, coyote
may catch him napping. Each day I count
four turkeys, anxiously scanning until
finally locating number five, doing his
nonconformist thing. It comforts me,
seeing Turkey Boy. It lifts my day.
Loren Cruden writes fiction, nonfiction,
and poetry, available at www.LorenBooks.
com, and provides Home Pet Care in the
north Stevens County area.
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Eternity in the Beauty of the Moment
Article by and photos courtesy Claudia Castro Luna

In November when I visited the Mattawa schools, I had the choice to lodge in
Ellensburg, 47 miles away, or in Yakima,
61 miles away. From Ellensburg I would
drive through Vantage. From Yakima,
through Moxee. In the end I chose Yakima,
despite the extra driving miles, because in
late August I had traveled around Union
Gap, Wapato, Toppenish and Moxee and
had greatly enjoyed driving though the
well-tended pear and hop fields.
Until I visited Moxee in August I had
never seen hops grown on an industrial
scale. Here I found field upon field of verdant
stalks, stretching to the heavens, wailing in
the wind. Jack, of the beanstalk, would have
gone loopy with
joy at the intricate architecture
of these hop fields.
I certainly did.
So in November, on my first day
driving to Mattawa, taking the
wheel at 6:30 a.m.,
all I could think
of was the delight
that awaited me
in Moxee: celadon
green tall stalks in
the early morning
light swaying in
the breeze. Alas,
all I found there
were endless fields
devoid of hops, left
only with the post and wire armature that
supported the vines. The hops were probably
on their way to becoming beer.
To my good fortune, however, the drive
on WA 24-E is stunning with or without
burgeoning hops. At that early hour I shared

the road with the occasional sedan, more
often with trucks, and now and then with
a hawk sweeping over the glowing grassy
expanse looking to snatch an unsuspecting
rodent.
On my afternoon return, I was regaled
with deep lavender and blazing orange sunset views, a spectacular light show over the
quiet beauty and vastness of the land before
me. The Columbia runs to the west. The river
is not visible from the two-lane road, but its
water, brought over a significant distance
and over very steep terrain, is what makes
the hops and apples and pears grow in the
otherwise arid landscape around Moxee.
After 50 minutes of driving north on
WA 24-E from
Yakima, the road
goes no farther.
It ends in front
of an entrance to
the Hanford Nuclear Site. It was
a stark moment,
facing the gate
that first morning after a lovely
d r ive t hroug h
the bucolic landscape awash in
buttery light. To
reckon with the
fact that nuclear weapons were
constructed and
tested over this
very landscape,
and to think that the site still contains vats
of contaminated nuclear material!
The choice at the gate is thus: turn right
and head to Richland or turn left and descend the steep bluff to the Vernita Bridge,
which crosses the Columbia River a few
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miles south of the Priest Rapids dam. I
turned left, and suddenly found myself
immersed in an entirely different weather
system. Where there had been sunshine,
now the thickest fog imaginable settled
over the terrain. I worked hard to hug the
right edge of the road. I knew the big rigs
coming in the opposite direction could,
like me, see exactly nothing in front of
them. The river had birthed a twin sister of
evaporated water, which turned and curled
thickly directly above itself.
I knew to my right grew row upon row
of apple trees. I knew that soon on my left I
would come to the turnoff for the Wanapum
Heritage Center. This is a necessary place
that honors the legacy, cultural traditions
and resilience of the Wanapum people who
have inhabited this terrain for millennia.
There is a serene exhibit space with floorto-ceiling glass panels that face the river,
which flows here with basalt cliffs to one
side and with native sagebrush steppe on
the other.
The Wanapum have arranged this room
free of any wall displays or dioramas, forcing the visitor to consider the landscape
in front of them. There are no buildings
to encumber the eye, just the corrugated
rich brown hills and the blue ribbon of
water flowing at their feet. How it must
have been an eternity ago, how it is now.
How the Wanapum were then, how they
are here now, how they will be here caring
for this land.
The wind here can be very powerful. I
visited the Heritage Center back in August
and to my chagrin was unable to get to a spot
near the riverbank. The poplar barriers that
protect the orchards swirled, heaved, and
twisted violently. I feared branches would
snap off the mature trees. But on this trip,
after my days buzzing with the students’

One River, Many Voices

vibrant energy, I made it a point to wind
my way to a nature park outside Desert Aire
to stand close to the river.
As I took in the scenery, I thought about
my interactions with the students. Almost
all of them are Latinx. They are the sons and
daughters of the men and women who tend
to the grapes, cherries, hops and apples that
grow here with such profusion.
On the second day in the schools, I taught
an after-school poetry workshop. After
writing together, some students shared
their compositions. Others spoke of what
they had written. One girl talked about
swimming in the river’s inky waters on a
late summer night. A young man shared
how this past summer he, his sister and his
parents went on a river outing. He told us
how it was late evening and how all of them
decided to wade into the river. He described
how the light reflected off the water and
illuminated the face of his mother, who
was smiling.
He spoke of how rarely they were together
as a family and how even more rare it was
to be together sharing a moment of leisure.
He told us that both his parents worked the
fields, which is physically grueling work that
demands to be on site before dawn and to
stay late into dusk. As he spoke, the light,
the river, his mother, his father, the joy of
the afternoon, the love for his family flushed
over his lovely young face. The beauty of
the moment he described touched us all.
In front of the river, with bird calls around
me, with the wind’s gentle susurrations
through the treetops, I thought of the
young man and his family, I thought of the
Wanapum. To be alive, to feel tenderness
flood vein and artery, to make words, this
mighty river who again and again life so
eloquently sustains.
One River, Many Voices is a year-long

project to convene a series of poetry readings
and writing workshops along the length of
the Columbia River as it traverses the State
of Washington. The project is designed to
explore a sense of place, of ecology, of history,
and to celebrate the power of words and

stories to define ourselves and our communities. One River, Many Voices features free
readings and workshops with Washington
State Poet Laureate Claudia Castro Luna
and guest poets. Learn more and follow the
journey at www.rivervoiceswa.com.

Kettle River Circle
Here the river draws a generous curve
along a high gravel bank on one side,
voluptuous rocks on the other.
A skirt of white sand slants to its inviting hanks.
Lively water jumps, gurgles and glides:
from placid pool to swirling rapids,
		
the river's unending conversation with the rocks.
Blanket settled under mottled shadows,
I cross over searing sand,
		
and plunge into cool emerald water.
I find the sweet spot where the current,
curling in on itself,
catches its tail and carries me:
		
the surprising upstream tug,
			
this effortless slide.
My feet and hands try to read the Braille
of mossy, slippery, rough, hard.
		
A growing turbulence and
my touching turns to clinging,
arms stretching, legs flailing.
Soon the exuberance of rapids,
		
the chaos of dashing forces.
Danger whispers,
possibilities flash,
all directions change.
Whoosh!
Letting go,
		
giving in to the roiling urgency,
			
I ride over liquid space, gulp the mountain air,
				
laugh into the wind.
		
A submerged rock nudges me on my roundabout course,
as I slow to a flowing silken quiet.
A few strong strokes and the circle is complete.
I'm ready to start again.
				

~ Elinor Distler Colville, WA.
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This Great Big Life
Talons and Tea

Article and Photos by Tina Tolliver Lago
There I was on a recent snowy Sunday
afternoon, standing in my craft room that
is really my kitchen, holding a tiny one-eyed
owl wrapped up in a little towel in one hand,
and navigating YouTube on my iPad between
sips from a mug of hot tea with
the other. At that particular
moment I was trying hard to
pretend that my life really isn’t
this weird.
But by the time I finished
watching the video titled “How
to trim your owl’s toes”... there
was not an ounce of pretense
left. My life really is this weird.
However, I did make a mental
note of the fact that the woman
who made this particular video
was truly an odd duck. Finding
people in this world who surpass
my own level of weirdness brings
me a bit of comfort. I guess I need
to be assured on occasion that I
haven’t gone from simply weird
to outright crazy.
On this particular Sunday I
was searching for a tutorial to
guide me through a process that
can be a little tricky and even dangerous. I
entered “How do I trim my owl’s talons” into
my favorite search engine and this particular
video came up first.
I know how the trimming of owl talons
is supposed to go and I’ve helped with the

Arden Secondhand
COME IN

trimming of various raptors on several
occasions, but I have never had to do it by
myself. I was hoping to take a little refresher
course to boost my confidence. The process
of trimming needle-sharp raptor talons can

culminate with a trip to the ER if things go
awry. And we all know by now that things
don’t always go as planned in my world.
And, let’s face it, no one wants to navigate through a foot of fresh powder with a
bleeding passenger during playoff halftime
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to the nearest hospital, which happens to be
25 miles away. And by no one, I mean my
husband. So, care had to be taken.
On this day I had already given Whooolio,
the little one-eyed screech owl who lives here,
a checkup after scrubbing down
his owl house. He hasn’t been
eating much lately and I have
been concerned. Often owls will
go a few days without eating and
it’s not alarming. Naturally, prey
would not be available every single day for an owl out in the wild.
But this situation has worried me
because his food intake didn’t
really pick up during the cold
weather, which is not normal.
So it was time for the thorough
checkup and routine grooming
necessary to keep a little owl
healthy and looking good.
Little screech owls normally
weigh from 122 to 244 grams.
This is around 5 to 7 ounces.
When Whooolio weighed in at
over 320 grams, which equates
to over 11 ounces, I realized
his eating has slowed because
he probably needs to lose a little tonnage.
Maybe he’s been with me long enough that he
should be included in the annual New Year’s
resolutions. You know, the ones where many
of us vow to eat less and take better care of
ourselves. Or, even better, I should just take
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(509) 684-8353

note of the fact that his natural response to
being a little lard butt is simply to eat less ...
without whining about it. Either way, this
situation calls for more frequent weigh-ins
and a daily record of his food intake.
Now, the woman who created the “How
to trim your owl’s talons” video ... well, she
should have chosen a different title. Something like “How to speak nonsense while you
pet an owl’s head and chest for nine minutes.”
Whooolio and I both suffered through
that silly video for nearly eight minutes. He
blinked up at me several times with that one
eye of his, and I imagined him thinking more
than once that I would regret the indignity
of the situation I had placed him in. It was
near the end of the video that the woman
finally said, “So I’ve never trimmed my owl’s
toes. So I guess my suggestion would be for
you to visit a veterinarian who can help you.”
Seriously, that was the end of her “how
to” video. Maybe the fact that she kissed
the owl on top of the head in the first 30
seconds should have been my first clue to
look elsewhere for guidance. I looked at
Whooolio, he looked at me, and I mentally
apologized to him. Maybe I even muttered it
out loud. It’s never my intention to stress an
animal or raptor in my care, and I worried
that now he wouldn’t eat simply because I
had ticked him off.
But I unwrapped him from the towel and
put him back up on my fist before we trudged
through the snow to his newly scrubbed owl
house. I opened his door and he immediately
flew up to his favorite perch where he roused
his feathers and settled in like he’d already
forgotten that, just a few minutes earlier, he
had been wrapped up like a little mummy

and forced to endure awful unpleasantries.
All was forgiven, at least for that day.
I’ll have to recruit another pair of hands to
help me with talon trimming. Someone who
won’t mind spending an hour or so in this
great big weird life. I’ll clean the freshly dyed
fiber rovings off the kitchen countertops, pull
the canner load of dyed yarn off the stove,
and put on a pot of water for tea. We’ll sip
our tea and nibble some gluten-free cookies
before I hand them a pair of heavy gloves.
Then we’ll wrap the tiny one-eyed owl
in a towel and they’ll hold him in their lap

while I proceed to trim his talons, and maybe
even file his little beak down a little. Then
we’ll weigh him and laugh and giggle and
talk about the New Year’s resolutions we’ve
already let fly out the window before we raise
our mugs of tea and toast the weirdness we
love in each other.
Tina is a mother, grandmother, artist,
rescuer of owls, eagles, hawks and other wild
creatures, children’s book illustrator, gardener
and hobby farmer who makes her home on
the Kettle River. Check out the Kettle River
Raptor Center on Facebook.
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The Way It Was, According to Chick:
Excerpt from Robert “Chick” Wynecoop’s
book, printed in 2003 by Tornado Creek Publications, reprinted here, with permission.

We also learned to help support the family “team.” We all pitched in, and generally,
everyone pulled his share to get through
the hard times. We never waited to be
asked; and we were taught to just jump
in and help. In the process, we did many
things few kids would do today, and we
had fun along the way.
Most of my tales are memories that
resulted from many kitchen and din-

younger ones, too. Mom’s kitchen table
was where we’d congregate and visit, both
as kids and as adults. What a time we had
– and still have – together at our family
Introduction
gatherings.
Now, when we find ourselves back
According to Mom, it was a miserable,
in Mom’s kitchen, one of the surviving
cold evening on November 3, 1935, when
brothers will start a story. Then each of us
I was born. The local Indian Health docadds his version and the laughter begins.
tor who assisted with the delivery was
Other family members wander into the
slightly inebriated when he arrived at the
small kitchen to listen to
folks’ small log home on
our many tales. It is worth
the Spokane Indian Resthe price of admission
ervation in the foothills of
just to enjoy the laughter
eastern Washington State.
of people who have lived
Accounts of his less-thangreat lives, remember the
sober state must have been
real stories, and share
true because he failed to
them freely.
register my birth, which
Most of the events that
caused me a few problems
happened are hard to put a
later in life.
date on, but this is my verI grew up in what would
sion of the stories. Little efbe eventually a family of
fort is made to keep things
seven boys, all born and
in chronological order, but
raised on the Reservation
there is some order, beat a time and location
cause as we got older, we
where we were part of the
took on more responsibili“locals,” and that was all we
ty and did different chores.
needed to be. We did our
There were always plenthing and no one bothered
ty of chores to do; they
us.
were just part of growing
Like most kids growing
up. At first our chores were
up in the country in the
simple. Then, as we got
late 1930’s, I thought it was
older, we moved into the
a great time to be a kid.
use of complicated equipThe Great Depression still
ment, driving tractors, and
had most of the country
riding horses.
in a tight grip, but we were
The first stories are the
too young to know that
adventures of the three
times were tough. We alolder boys: George a.k.a.
ways had plenty of food to
“Wig,”
Arnold
a.k.a.
eat and each other to play
“Judge,” and Robert a.k.a.
with. We started school
“Chick.” We each had a
just before or during the
Judge and Wig transporting Dick and Dave in a box with Chick behind nickname, and everyone
early years of World War
else in our small commuII. Because of the war ef- them. Photo courtesy Pheobe Wynecoop.
fort, toys, candy, and other “kid things” ing room talk sessions where, as adults, nity had nicknames, too.
We lived near the little town of Wellwere not part of our everyday life, so we we would sit down and tell stories about
really didn’t miss something we never growing up. We laughed so hard about pinit, Washington, on the Spokane Indihad and did not know existed. Sure, there some of the things that happened that I an Reservation. Spokane was the nearest
were a few things like chewing gum that decided to write down my “middle child” city of any size, and as we grew up, it was
only a distant part of our lives. We lived
we couldn’t enjoy often, but we adjusted memories.
As the middle child, the third of sev- and played on the Reservation, which
and developed substitutes.
We learned the importance of work and en boys, I had the chance to run with the during World War II was pretty quiet. All
developed a strong work ethic early on. older ones, yet still do things with the the young men had gone into the military
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Growing Up On The Spokane Indian Reservation
service and many of the families moved
away to work.
The core of the Reservation’s activities were the church, school, and the
Sub-Agency, which employed four-toten people, depending on the season of
the year. The Sub-Agency area was laid
out in a circle with houses, a garage, the
jail, the medical clinic and the office on
the outside edge of the road surrounding
the open field in the center of the Agency. There was also a wooden sidewalk between the houses and the road on threefourths of the circle. On one edge of the
circle was an old icehouse filled with ice
that was buried in sawdust for insulation.
Not too far from the Agency was the local
general store and post office. That is where
we went for information and gossip about
the community. That’s where I learned
important news of the outside world, like
when President Roosevelt died in 1945.
The town of Wellpinit was small, but
still had grades one through twelve in the
public school. The roads were not paved,
and we were too far away to be bused to
a neighboring town school. One year, our
school had only one high school senior.
The average class had four to six students,
and the whole high school had a total of
22-26 students. There were four of us in
my 1954 graduating class.
In our early years, we lived a fun-filled
full life, and played in the surrounding
area – heavily timbered rolling hills with
some land cleared for housing and farming, dotted here and there with large natural meadows.
This was a great place for raising a fam-

ily. As we started school, our little world glass quickly sooted up and turned black.
expanded to include many new friends Of course, this blocked the light and deand adventures. Some of our adventures feated your purpose. Then you had to take
were life-threatening, but somehow we off the sooty glass, clean it, and hope you
survived.
didn’t soot it up again. After several abortDad built a new house on a piece of ed efforts by us kids, Mom or Dad usually
land we owned, but since we were at the solved the problem without our help.
end of the Depression, money was tight.
Our outside toilet had a quarter moon
He hired help and traded services for oth- cut in the door and a mail order catalog
er help during the construction.
to use for toilet paper. An outhouse was
The land we owned was most of one of really something, especially when it was
the meadows, suitable and ready for farm- cold. After dark, anything was legal. Vising. I believe it took a year or so to build iting the outhouse on business after dark
the new house. In 1941, we moved into could be a real adventure. While a lanthis larger house
tern or flashlight
“Our outside toilet had a
that had four bedmade the trip a
rooms – three
quarter moon cut in the door little easier, they
upstairs – but no
still didn’t make
and a mail order catalog to
running water.
me feel adequateuse for toilet paper.”
The folks sold
ly protected from
the log house
the unknown.
when we moved into the new one, which
Ghosts were everywhere! By the time
was located on the south side of town. I was safely back inside the house, I was
Mom lives there to this day. The old log puffing and panting from the hard run
house was about a mile away on the north past the ghosts who lurked all along the
side, and later burned to the ground. 30-yard trail. Sometimes on cold winter
What a big move – a whole mile across nights, we didn’t make it all the way to the
our Reservation universe!
outhouse, and the snowy path leading to
That old log house never had running it was marked with a mysterious yellow
water. We finally got electricity for it in stain.
1939. I guess, by modern standards, it was
Back then, I don’t remember the family
quite primitive, but to us kids, we didn’t traveling anywhere. We didn’t need to. We
know the difference. That’s just the way we did go to Loon Lake. We had enough local
lived.
attractions to stimulate and entertain us.
Back before we had electricity, I can re- We did a lot of walking and running in the
member trying to light a kerosene lantern. woods around that house, which was reaKerosene lamps did not produce much sonably close to one of the major roads.
light, even with a clean chimney. If you In the ‘30s, that part of the state was more
didn’t have the wick adjusted right, the than a little wild.
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In Nature
Nothing Ordinary About the Common Loon

Article and Photo by J. Foster Fanning
One of the signature bird calls of our
northern lakes and ponds within this highland region is that of the common loon.
However, chances are most of us haven’t
heard a loon call for a couple of months or so,
as many of our loons are medium-distance
migrators, heading for the Pacific coast. Still,
if you’ve ever heard it, my guess is you can
replay that long, mournful wailing call in
your head right now. Yeah?
Actually, to the common loon the call is
not sorrowful at all. It is more of an “I’m here.
Where are you?” communication, typically
followed from across the lake by another
loon’s wailing call, “I’m here, over here.”
The Wabanaki peoples, Native Americans located in Vermont, New Hampshire,
Maine and Atlantic Canada, tell tales of a
legendary figure named Glooskap. One day

when the earth was new, Glooskap watched
loons circling a lake and then landing on
the water. “Who are you,” he asked. “Kwemoo,” replied the loons, who had no song
of their own. So Glooskap taught the loons
a strange, long cry like the melodious howl
of a dog, and when the loons were in need
of him, they were to utter this call.
In their summer plumage, adult loons
are regally patterned in black and white.
This may change in the winter to gray
above and white below. Common loons are
bulky, diving birds with rounded heads and
dagger-like bills. They have long bodies,
but their short tails are usually not visible.
Males are heavier than females.
In flight, they have a wedge-like appearance with long, flat bodies, elongated neck
and bills, and feet sticking out beyond the
Since 1984
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tail, quite dissimilar to ducks and cormorants.
During the breeding season, the prime
habitat of loons is on lakes and waterways
within the northern United States, Canada
and southern parts of Greenland and Iceland. These birds are sensitive to human
disturbance, so when observing loons,
please tread lightly. They can be easy to
spot as they stick out conspicuously as
large, tuxedoed swimmers in the middle
of the lake.
Common loons are strong and stealthy
divers, capable of submerging to catch fish
without a splash. Loons locate prey by sight.
Their preference for clear lakes is due to
greater visibility in the water. They eat fish,
augmented by amphibians, crustaceans and
similar-sized aquatic creatures. Crayfish,
frogs, snails and salamanders are high on
the menu.
A hunting loon swims underwater, using
its feet for propulsion and its pointy bill to
stab or grasp prey. The loon swallows its prey
underwater using sharp, rearward-pointing
projections on the roof of its mouth and
tongue to keep a firm hold on slippery fish.
Unlike most birds, loons have solid bones,
making them less buoyant, thus better at
diving. Loons can speedily blow air out
of their lungs and flatten their feathers to
expel air within their plumage, so they can
dive quickly and swim fast underwater.
Once below the surface, the loon’s heart

Addy Second Hand
Open Mon. - Sat.
10 - 5:30

Check us out on
Facebook.com/
addy2ndhand to view
our inventory!
935-4619

1383 Hwy. 395 S.

slows down to conserve oxygen and extend
diving time.
As part of their digestive process, loons
swallow small pebbles from the bottoms of
lake beds. This is similar to chickens eating
grit. These pebbles may assist the loon’s
gizzard in crushing the hard parts of food,
like the exoskeletons of crustaceans, and
the bones of frogs and salamanders. These
small pebbles and grit may also be involved
as an aid to regurgitation of indigestible
food parts.
Unfortunately, loons also inadvertently
ingest small lead pellets, released by anglers
and hunters, which contributes to lead poisoning and fatality for the loon. A number
of jurisdictions across North America and
Europe have banned the use of lead shot
and sinkers, including Maine, New Hampshire, Vermont, Michigan, Massachusetts,
Yellowstone National Park, Canada, Great
Britain and Denmark. Washington state
has gradually been working to eliminate
use of lead shot for hunting in certain
wildlife areas.
Loons go ashore only to mate and incu-

bate eggs. Their legs are placed far back on
their bodies, enhancing their swimming
ability but making for awkward movement
on land. Mating often takes place on the
future nest site. These birds build their nests
close to the water, preferring small islands,
islets and vegetation sites surrounded by
water. Loons use an assortment of materials to build their nests, including aquatic
vegetation, leaves, grass, pine needles, moss
and mud.
Despite equal contribution of the sexes
in nest building and incubation, studies
show males alone select the location of the
nest. Male and female build the nest and
incubate jointly for just under a month.
Rising water levels may prompt the birds to
slowly move the nest upwards. If the eggs
are lost, the pair may re-nest, usually in a
different location.
Resident males fight hard to defend
their territories. Loons can skirmish for a
long time, and sometimes one is killed in
the dispute.
The clutches generally consist of two
eggs, which are laid in May or June at this

latitude. Loon chicks are precocial in that
the young are relatively mature and mobile
from the moment of hatching and able to
swim and dive right away. Yes, I too have
that implanted image of chicks riding on a
parent’s back. And they do during their first
two weeks, to rest, conserve heat and avoid
predators. Chicks are fed mainly by their
parents for about six weeks, but gradually
begin to feed themselves. By 11 or 12 weeks,
chicks gather almost all of their own food
and have begun to fly.
The oldest recorded common loon was a
female who was at least 29 years, 10 months
old when she was spotted in Michigan in
2016 and identified by her band. She had
been banded in the same state in 1989.
I keep my field glasses handy, boots at the
ready, and watch for the returning loons. It
won’t be long now…
J. Foster Fanning is a father, grandfather,
retired fire chief and wannabe beach bum.
He dabbles in photography as an excuse to
wander the hills and vales in search of the
perfect image. Learn more at http://fosterfanning.blogspot.com.
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NEW Hunger Coalition’s

FARM TABLE
Dinner & Auction Gala

February 29th, 2020 from 4:30 pm to 7:00 pm
317 W Astor Street

Hors d’oeuvres and Beverages 4:30 to 5:30
Dinner, Program, and Auction to follow
More Information at www.newhungercoalitiongala.org
Or call (509) 675.9234
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Being of Service

Dedicated to Bringing Peace
By Adenea Thompson

February is Peacebuilding and Conflict Prevention Month
for Rotary. While Rotary is widely recognized for its support in various international and local service areas, a
lesser known area of focus for Rotary is peace and conflict
prevention and resolution.
Rotary’s founder, Paul Harris stated, “The road to war
is well paved. The road to peace is a wilderness.” Since
its founding, Rotary has been working on blazing a path
through that wilderness.
In 1942, as World War II ravaged on, Rotary clubs from 21
nations gathered in London for a conference. What resulted
was the establishment of a foundation that eventually led
to what is now known as the United Nations Educational,
Scientific and Cultural Organization (UNESCO).
In April 1945 Rotary International was involved in one
of the most impactful developments toward international
peace: finalizing the charter that resulted in the United
Nations. Rotary International was granted consultative
status with the United Nations on the Economic and Social Council. After the establishment of the UN, “From
Here On!” was published by Rotary. It wrote out the UN
Charter on one side and, on the other side, explained
the charter using annotations and questions.
Through the years Rotary International and its members
have been consistently involved in various peace acts. In
2012 Rotary International took it to the next level with the

Rotary Four-Way Test
1. Is it the truth?
2. Is it fair to all concerned?
3. Will it build goodwill and better friendships?
4. Will it be beneficial to all concerned?
formation of the Rotarian Action Group for Peace (RAGP).
A Rotarian Action Group is a Rotary International-approved
but autonomous group with a passion for a particular type
of service. These groups can help Rotary clubs implement
service projects in their areas of expertise.
To facilitate RAGP work, the PeaceHub was created
(http://rotarianactiongroupforpeace.org). As their mission states, “Globally, every community has a role to play
in advancing world understanding, tolerance, empathy,
goodwill and peace.” Their goal is to engage, educate,
and empower to wage peace.
You don’t have to be internationally involved to practice peacebuilding and conflict prevention. The Rotary
Four-Way Test walks through daily application of these
practices. Challenge yourself to the Four-Way Test and
think about how you can bring peacebuilding and conflict
prevention to your daily life.

This page made possible by the Rotary Club of Colville. Learn more on FB @ColvilleRotary
To view a list of all the Rotary Clubs in the district, visit district5080.org/clubdirectory
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Events
Feb 2: Groundhog Day.
Feb 5: (Rescheduled), One River Nonprofit Net-

work, 12-1:30, for anyone in the region involved
in or with an interest in nonprofits. Held at
the Hospitality House, 216 South Washington
Avenue, Newport. Visit washingtonnonprofits.
org, call 509-675-3791.

Feb 6: First Thursday Art Walk, 5:30-8 pm,
downtown Chewelah.

Feb 7: Photographer’s Meet & Greet at the Cutter
Theatre, 302 Park St., Metaline Falls, 5:30pm
– 6:45pm, including ‘noshes and beverages.”
See ad page 37.

Feb 7: First Fridays Open Mic Night, 8-10:30
pm, Meyers Falls Market, Nov - May.

Feb 7-8: Missoula Children’s Theatre – “Peter

& Wendy” at the Cutter Theatre, 302 Park St.,
Metaline Falls. Auditions: Monday, 3:45 pm.
Performances: Friday, 7 pm, Saturday, 2 pm.
Tickets, $5 per person. See ad page 37.

Feb 7-8: Jazzalet Fortissimo: CHS Jazz Bands

and Northern Dance Theatre, Colville High
School Auditorium, Friday, 7 pm, Saturday, 4
pm. Tickets, $5 at the door. See ad page 7.

Feb 9: Northport Lions Club BINGO at the

Northport School Cafeteria, Noon-4. Early
Bird, Regular, Fast Pick and Blackout with a
$500 Jackpot. In support of the Public School
Employees Union Group, who supports Northport Dollars for Scholars. Must be 18 or older to
play. Call 509-690-2158 for more info.

Feb 9: Dances of Universal Peace, 2-5 pm, UCC

Church, lower level, 2nd and Maple, Colville.
Donations appreciated. Potluck following.
Call 509-684-1590 for more info.

Feb 12: Deadline to order fruit trees from NCPR.
See ad page 9.

Feb 14: Valentine’s Day.

Feb 14-16: 20th Annual Community Arts Show,
Friday & Saturday, 1-5 pm, Sunday, 12-3 pm,
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Chewelah Civic Center. Free event. Artist
packets available at www.chewelahartsguild.org
or the Chewelah Library, Flowery Trail Coffee
House, Jean Bean’s Coffee & Valley Drug. Call
509-675-0910 or 509-935-4652 for info.

Feb 15: Veterans For Peace and Public Policy Fo-

rum: National disgraces discussion at the Kettle
Falls Public Library, Noon – 4 pm. In association
with St’al-sqil-xw, Veterans For Peace Chapter
#004, Poor Peoples’ Campaign. Potluck lunch,
snacks, non-alcohol beverages offered. Email
info@stalsqilxw.org for more info.

Feb 17: President’s Day.

Feb 21: Nothing to Lose Productions “Singer

Series: Carol King/James Taylor Covers,”
Chewelah Center for the Arts, 405 North 3rd
Street East, Chewelah, 7 pm. Tickets at our.
show/chewelah/singer2. For audiences 21 and
over. Visit chewelahcenterforthearts.com or
call 509-936-9333 for more info.

Feb 27: Laura Sheehan in concert at the Cutter

Theatre, 302 Park St., Metaline Falls, 7 pm.
Tickets $10, student standby a.vailable. Dinner
6 pm, $7 & $20/family. Reservation required.
See ad page 37.

Feb 27-29: 7th Annual Wild & Scenic Film

Festival, “(re)Generation” showing at the
Alpine Theatre, Colville (Feb. 27), Eureka
Gulch Clubhouse, Republic (Feb. 28 & Mar
19), and Quartzite Brewery, Chewelah (Feb.
29), 6:30 pm for all showings. Presented by
the Kettle Range Conservation Group. Call
509-775-2667 or visit kettlerange.org for more
info. See ad page 4.

Feb 29: Farm to Table Dinner & Auction Gala,

4:30 – 7 pm, Ag Trade Center, 317 W Astor,
Colville. Hosted by the NEW Hunger Coalition. Tickets $30. Call 509-675-9234 or visit
newhungercoalitiongala.org for more info.
See ad page 20.

Feb 29: Old Dogs, No Tricks: Carl Rey and

Truck Mills CD release concert, 6 pm, Create
Arts Center, 900 W 4th, Newport. Tickets $12
in advance, $15 at the door. Visit createarts.
org for more info. See ad page 17.

Mar 1: Living Voices: “The Centennial of the

Suffragettes” at the Cutter Theatre, 302 Park
St., Metaline Falls, 2 pm. It’s been 100 years
since women were given the right to vote,
but it was a long battle that is still affects us
today. This free, multi-media event will both
inspire and inform. See ad page 37.

Trail & District Arts Council has a packed
calendar of events at trail-arts.com.

Meetings &
Opportunities
Elinor Distler is the featured artist at the Tri

County Economic Development District
Gallery, 986 Main, Suite A, Colville, Monday-Friday, 8-4. “It is my hope that my work
reflects some of the beauty, tranquility and
sustaining qualities of the natural world that
inspire me,” says Distler. Call 509-684-4571
or visit www.tricountyedd.com for more info.

Northeast Washington Genealogy Society
meets the second Wednesday of each month,
1-3 pm, lower level of the LDS Church, Juniper
Street, Colville. Please use the entry at the back.
Open to all. Learn more at newgs.org.

The South Stevens County Chamber of
Commerce, first Thursday of the month, 11

am, visit SouthStevensCountyChamber.org to
find each month’s location. The Chewelah
Chamber of Commerce, Fridays, 7 am,
Chewelah Casino, 2555 Smith Road south of
Chewelah off Hwy. 395. The Colville Chamber of Commerce, Tuesdays, noon, Eagles
Lodge 608 N Wynne Street. Details at www.
colville.com. The Kettle Falls Chamber
of Commerce, Thursdays, 7 am, Sandy’s
Drive Inn. For info, call 509-738-2300 or visit
kfchamber.com. The Northport Chamber
of Commerce meets the first Wednesday of
each month, 6 pm, Northport City Hall, 315
Summit Ave, Northport. The North Pend
Oreille Chamber meets the first Monday
of each month, 6:30-8:30 pm, Metaline Town
Hall, 101 Housing Dr., Metaline.

Library Events: Check out the extensive calendars

of library events at ncrl.org (Ferry Co.), scrld.org
(Stevens Co.), and pocld.org (Pend Oreille Co.)

Celebrate Recovery, a 12-step program, meets

Fridays, 5:30 pm, Mt. Carmel Health Education
Building, 1169 East Columbia Avenue, Lower
Level, Colville, WA (across street from emergency
room). A light meal is served. Call 509-935-0780
for a ride or more info.

The NE WA Amateur Radio Club, first Saturday at 11 am, Valley Fire Training Center.

Deer Park Business Referral & Networking

group, Tuesday mornings, 8-9 am for breakfast
at Paulines, Deer Park. 509-276-8556.

Rape, Domestic Violence & Crime Victims,

help is available. Confidential, 24 hours a day
at 509-684-6139 or toll free 1-844-509-7233.

Foster Parent Care Givers Needed: Children

in Stevens, Ferry, and Pend Oreille counties are in need of safe, nurturing families.
Contact Fostering WA at 509-675-8888 or
1-888-KIDS-414.

Child Advocates Needed: Join Stevens Coun-

ty Court Appointed Special Advocates (CASA)
investigating child abuse and speaking up for
a child’s best interest in court. All training is
provided. Call 509-685-0673.

The NE WA Amateur Radio Club, first Saturday at 11 am, Valley Fire Training Center.

The Panorama Gem and Mineral Club, third
Tuesday of each month, Arden Community
Center, 7 pm. www.PanoramaGem.com.

Camas Valley Grange No. 842, second Saturday at 5:30 pm at the Grange in Springdale.

North East Back Country Horsemen, third

Saturday, potluck, 6-8:30 pm, Clayton Grange.
Visit NEBCHW.com or call 509-598-0333.

Narcotics Anonymous recovery group meets

Mondays, 215 S. Oak, Colville (County Commissioner’s Building, brown door) at 7 pm and
Thursdays, 401 N. Wynne St. in Colville (The
Youth Center) at 7:30 pm. The third Monday
of every month, we celebrate “clean” birthdays
with a potluck and cake at 6:30 pm.

Colville Piecemakers Quilt Guild, 3

rd

Tuesday of the month, 6 pm, at the Colville
Community Center (HUB), 231 W. Elep,
Colville. Visit colvillepiecemakers.webs.com.

Cross Borders Weaving Guild meets on the
2nd Saturday of each month at the VFW Hall,
135 Hwy 20, Colville. Email woodtick50@aol.
com for more info.

Colville Valley Fiber Friends, (CVFF) meet

every Monday at the Ag Trade Center, 317 W.
Aster, Colville, noon - 3 pm. All interested
in spinning, weaving and other fiber arts are
welcome. For more information, contact Sue
Gower at 509-445-1796.

Colville Multiple Sclerosis self-help group

meets the first Friday of each month in the
lower level of the Providence Health Education
House, 1169 E Columbia, Colville, at 1pm. All
those living with MS are invited. For info, call
509-684-3252.

Na Friday Night Rebels has an AA meeting

weekly on Fri. from 7 - 8 pm at the Providence
Mount Carmel Hospital Health Education
Center-lower level (1169 E. Columbia Ave,
Colville).

Overeaters Anonymous meets Mondays,

11:30 am, Nazarene Church, 368 East Astor,
Colville. Call 509-680-8674 for more info.

Caregivers Group, Parkview Senior Living,

240 S. Silke, Colville, last Thursday of the
month, 3:30-4:30. Call 509-684-5677 for info.

Girl Scouts is more than just cookies and
camp! Activities for girls ranging from ages

4-17 and adults from ages 18-100. For information, call Debbie at 1-800-827-9478 ext. 246.

Colville Toastmasters meets on Tue, 5:30 pm,

Health Education Center, 1169 East Columbia,
across from the hospital in Colville. Visitors encouraged – come see what we have to offer those
who want to boost confidence and sharpen
communication/leadership skills and be a part
of a life-changing program with a free mentor
to help guide you! Call 509-690-7162 or email
eleanor.mattice54@gmail.com for more info.

MORE LISTINGS
& DETAILS AT
NCMONTHLY.COM

CALL HOSTING PARTIES TO CONFIRM LISTING INFO. THE NORTH COLUMBIA MONTHLY
WILL NOT BE HELD RESPONSIBLE FOR ERRORS OR SCHEDULE CHANGES.
VISIT NCMONTHLY.COM FOR DAILY LISTING UPDATES OR TO SUBMIT A “WHAT’S HAPPENING” LISTING.
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A Good Read
Reviews by Loren Cruden

Classic Krakauer: Essays on Wilderness and Risk
by Jon Krakauer

To merely state that Jon Krakauer
writes about the outdoors is akin to
saying that Herman Melville wrote
about whales. Krakauer’s books are
nonfiction – he’s a journalist – but
his reportage grips the reader with
an intensity even the most effective
novelist must envy. This knack has
been demonstrated through numerous
magazine articles and in books such as
Eiger Dreams, Into Thin Air, Into the
Wild, and Missoula.
Classic Krakauer: Essays on Wilderness and Risk, released in
2019, is a collection of essays written across a spread of years.
It opens with “Mark Foo’s Last Ride” – Foo was a famous surfer
who died young, while surfing. From California waves we move
up the coast and learn more, perhaps, than is comfortable about
Mt. Rainier’s potential to obliterate towns at its base. The reader

then ascends into “Death and Anger on Mt. Everest” and so on,
through the collection. Krakauer is not a sensationalist but is
drawn to challenging, sometimes extreme outdoorsy things, and
the people who do them, and sometimes die of them. His style
is frank, engaged, even-handed and, yes, gripping.
Krakauer occasionally places himself in the story: “Groggy
and disoriented, I sat bolt upright and tried to figure out where
I was. Then I remembered and had to fight back a wave of panic:
I was a thousand feet underground ...” (from “Descent to Mars”).
But mostly he stays out of the way, a quietly scribbling fly on
the wall. Though what he scribbles sometimes hints at the inner
Krakauer: “The rope leads to a sugary white flue of gypsum crystals
to emerge in a chamber stacked with huge, tottering boulders.
When [the scientists] see that the entire room is coated with a
filthy brown scum of corrosion residue, [they] grow ecstatic.”
As a climber and mountaineer, Krakauer centers many of his
essays on the risky satisfactions of the vertical arts, but he does
point out that a greater number of fatalities each year result from
the use of power mowers than from rock climbing, though yard
work is not the stuff of legends – or riveting essay collections.

State of Fire, by Charles Vaught
As the subtitle of Charles Vaught’s
memoir, State of Fire, Life Lessons
Learned on the Fireline, suggests, this
freewheeling collection of essays describes an unusual context of experience. There are nine essays, the first of
which – this reader will attest – is likely
to trigger scorching memories for those
who resided in or had to evacuate from
the thick of the state’s fires in 2015,
“dubbed the ‘worst-ever’ fire season in
Washington history.” Vaught’s writing
style is unpolished, the book’s editing imperfect, but the reader
burns through that essay without complaint: the man knows how
to tell a tale.
The firefighters he writes about are unpolished and imperfect
also. He relates much vulgarity of a brand distinctly male. And
there is the distinct low-income, unfiltered candidness hallmarking Inland Washington’s unflinching presentation of itself to the
world. Vaught’s soot-smeared, profane, blistered, fatigue-defying
portrayals reek of truth. These firefighters are people we know
– and for whose toughness and endurance on the line we are
fervently thankful.
The essays focus on different aspects of Vaught’s experience,
illuminating such firefighting arcana as chainsaws (“…you hold the
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chainsaw as you do a woman or a double barrel shotgun – tight,
close to your body, and with both hands.”), backburns, chewing
tobacco, Pulaskis, Rhinos, “political” fires, “tragedy” fires, and
what contract firefighters do during their downtime (which, as a
matter of pride, doesn’t include shaving or, for some, showering).
Information and anecdotes are echoed and expanded upon,
essay by essay, reinforcing the picture Vaught creates of the job
comprising 30% intense action and 70% hanging-out waiting,
like soldiers, for a call to action. He ties it all together in the final
essay, clarifying what those months of being a wildland firefighter
signified in his life, his sense of himself, and his relationships with
others. As Vaught says in earlier essays, “Looking back, the way
that I now perceive wildland firefighting is that it was a whetstone,
and I, a dulled blade.” And, “[This book] is about finding meaning
and worth, where once there was none.”
Vaught has led an interesting outdoorsy life – tree planting,
working on Alaskan fishing boats, spending four summers as a
firefighter, traveling abroad and, now, living in Vietnam, teaching
English. The reader wonders, what next?
Charles Vaught will be doing readings and book signings February
1 at the Couer d’Alene Public Library, 10am to 6pm, and March 18
at the Kettle Falls Public Library, 5pm to 6pm.
Loren Cruden writes fiction, nonfiction, and poetry, available at
www.LorenBooks.com, and provides Home Pet Care in the north
Stevens County area.

The Big River:

Salmon Dreams and the Columbia River Treaty
by Peter Pochocki Marbach et al.
The Big River is a collective effort, representing collective hopes
and concerns. The book (whose format – like the river – is big)
features Peter Pochocki Marbach’s magnificent photographs of
the Columbia and its landscapes, from the headwaters in Canada
to the Columbia’s outflow into the Pacific 1,243 river miles later,
on the Oregon coast.
These remarkable, iconic portraits accompany short essays by
13 contributors, eight of whom are members of tribes along the
Columbia. As well as
landscapes, Marbach’s
photos provide images of
modern indigenous people engaged in fishing,
canoeing and ceremony
– interacting with the
river and each other in a
continuity ever adapting
yet ever the same, like the
salmon.
Salmon are at the center of the essayists’ hopes
and concerns. Voice
after voice, each from
its particular vantage,
expresses this, calling
for environmental and
cultural renewal and
recognizing their inseparability. Shuswap Chief
Barb Cote writes, “We
could become the Salmon People once again
and not only our culture
values restored, but our
physical selves would be
much healthier….”
The Columbia River
Treaty between Canada
and the U.S. was signed
in 1961 and parts of it are
now being renegotiated.
Adam M. Soward’s essay
notes that “The treaty
emerged from the belief
that the economic and social benefits of dam-building outweighed
any ecological and cultural losses, regardless of the harm produced.”
Indigenous stakeholders were excluded from those original negotiations, but this time around are better organized, politically, and
adamant about being heard.
One of the collection’s non-Native writers, Graeme Lee Rowlands,

was born in 1995. His generation has come of age amid the accelerating cascade of consequences brought on by climate change. “If
we can only think about our world in terms of what has been lost,
we will not be able to move forward. We need to be grateful. We
need to heal. We need to fight cynicism and ignorance and apathy.
We need to defend what is left.”
Many essays, as well as grieving losses, celebrate gains: the increase
in environmental values since the first treaty; the persistent efforts of
Columbia tribes to present a strong and unified
voice for restoration and
protection of the water
and habitat; the return
of sockeye salmon to
the Okanagan in 2010;
the renewal of traditional canoe building and
travel among the river’s
tribes; the innovation
of methods for fish passage past the dams; the
removal of the Condit
Dam on the tributary
White Salmon River;
and the first salmon
releases on the Upper
Columbia. There’s still
a long way to go, but
Marbach’s photos and
The Big River’s essays
offer a re-envisioning,
as well as renegotiation
of what’s possible.
DR Michel of the
Colville Confederated
Tribes, who is executive
director of the Upper
Columbia United Tribes
in Spokane, writes of the
wild salmon release at
Kettle Falls last August:
“Again, we sing the songs
to welcome the salmon
home. Again, we click
the rocks together as a sign for the salmon to return. This time,
after releasing those salmon, we get to see them leap out of the
river for the first time at Kettle Falls in 79 years. To see the salmon
splash during the summer afternoon sun was a sight to behold, just
as my ancestors experienced so many years ago. We have done so
much and have so much more to do, together, for the benefit of all.”
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LISTEN UP
Reviews by Michael Pickett

Jim Brickman’s Warp Drive
Jim Brickman and his romantic piano
style have fueled dozens of successful
collaborations with
the likes of Lady
Antebellum, Kenny
Rogers and Olivia
Newton-John, and
millions of album
sales worldwide.
In celebration of
50 years since Man’s
first steps on the
moon, Brick ma n
now collaborates
with producer Chris
Phillips on Interstellar to create a melody-rich, ambient take

on moving through space.
With Brickman’s piano at the forefront,
quiet, moving tracks
like the emotional
“Starship” and the
synth-laden “Beyond
the Atmosphere” call
to mind some of
the greater works of
composers like David Foster and David
Arkenstone. Still,
Brickman’s signature take on melody
and moving themes
further cements his
place as one of instrumental music’s great

success stories over the past 25 years.
Since 1995‘s massive seller No Words,
Brickman has focused on telling sonic tales
with his singular piano style. Interstellar
is far from strictly sci-fi music and fans of
great melody will be enchanted by the album’s sound even without the otherworldly
aspirations.
Having graduated from Windham Hill’s
new age roster of artists many years ago,
Brickman keeps his singular, melodic,
Grammy-winning vision alive with this expansive piano album while never losing his
audience in the minimal arrangements. As
an artist who has crafted entire albums
around meditative motifs, Brickman once
again does not disappoint with Interstellar.

Collective Soul Returns Strong
If the overly-dry opening guitar riffs of
Collective Soul’s new album sound sort of
recycled, in their defense it’s a sound they
helped pioneer over 25 years ago (and it
hasn’t been around as much recently).
While bands like Boston, Def Leppard
and Van Halen used to take a beating in
the press during Collective Soul’s heyday,
now the elder statesmen of ‘90s hard rock
are almost in the same position, nearly a
quarter-century removed from their big
splash into popular music. To be sure, Ed
Roland and crew had a greater grasp on
solid hooks and melodies than 90% of their

popular counterparts during the grunge era,
and that’s what makes Blood – their latest
release – as solid as it is in the here and now.
With newer members Johnny Rabb on
guitar and Jesse Triplett handling drum
duties, helping to power the riffage, album-openers like “Now’s the Time” and
“Over Me” sound as at home here as they
would have on Collective Soul’s classic
self-titled album from 1995. While nothing
here surpasses “Shine” or “The World I
Know” from ages past, tracks like “Observation of Thoughts” and the moving “Big
Sky” propel this ten-song release with the

HOME PET CARE
Long experience with animals, a great
attentiveness to their unique dispositions,
and dedication to reliable, respectful, and
affectionate attention to their needs.
Small Animals • Large Animals
Daily Visits at Your Home

Serving North Stevens & Ferry Counties

509-675-8644
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kind of incisive, clever hooks that have
taken Collective Soul from the ‘90s and
repositioned them as bona fide classic rock.
With over two decades and ten albums
under their collective belts, this band knows
exactly how to navigate the ebb and flow
of an album release (even if albums as a
format are somewhat antiquated). With
Ed and Dean Roland’s songwriting genius
and signature sound at the mic, Collective
Soul appear primed for another 25 years of
forging their own sound and vision.
Stream Pickett music free on Apple Music,
Spotify, Rhapsody and Beats. Just search
“Pickett magnetic feedback” and enjoy a
whole album’s worth of music!

Mountain Meandering

Counting Isn’t Just for the Birds
Article and Photo by Patricia Ediger
Each year the National Audubon Society
and the Cornell Lab of Ornithology put on
a worldwide event called the Great Backyard Bird Count. The 23rd annual version
will be held Friday, Feb. 14, through Monday, Feb. 17. This event encourages people
of all ages who enjoy watching birds to
commit a stretch of 15 minutes or more
each day to count and document the varieties of birds and numbers of each species
observed, wherever they are.
Some folks choose just to count within
their backyard, but many choose to travel
to their favorite bird watching sites, which
is fine as long as they note the location in
the online documenting.
Researchers use the count to learn how
the bird populations are doing. They use
data submitted by over 160,000 people to
further their efforts to protect the bird species and their environments. The GBBC
website says that the 2019 count was quite
successful, “creating the largest instantaneous snapshot of global bird populations
ever recorded.”
Given the indications of changing climates around the world and the direct
impact of these changes on bird habitat
and life, this is a wonderful opportunity
for all wildlife and bird lovers to help. The
online instructions are simple and make
information submission easy. Photos are
encouraged during the four-day event and
a photo contest is available as well.

Current Events
Chewelah History
School Sports
Classified Bargains
Community Activities
Business News
Legal Announcements

During the last
two years I have
participated in the
bird counts and
the photo contests, mostly from
our home in the
mountains outside
Kettle Falls. I was
very happy to learn
that one of my images won third
place in the composition category
and another two
won second place
and
honorable
mention
(darkeyed juncos at
right) in the group
(of birds) category.
Joanie Christian, a
wonderful wildlife
photographer regularly featured in
the North Columbia Monthly, also received
wins for a couple of her images.
Thousands of submissions from all
around the world are judged, so this is an
honor for us and a wonderful opportunity
to represent the region in which we live.
For more information, visit www.audubon.org/conservation/about-great-backyard-bird-count. It might be a bit chilly out
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there, but I find it is well worth it. I grab
my binoculars and camera and take a little
time to enjoy and contribute to this worldwide event.
Patricia Ediger is a freelance photographer specializing in wildlife, nature, and
landscape photography. See her work at the
Old Apple Warehouse, Kettle Falls, WA and
at patriciaedigerphotography.com.

WHITE LAKE
PICTURE FRAMING
Pam Milliette, CPF
Please call for an appointment!
Quick turn-around time!
571 White Lake Way, Colville
675-5675
684-1694
www.whitelakepictureframing.net
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The Day the Roomba Ate Dog Poop
Article & Photo by Joanie Christian
A little dose of fun and humor always
lifts my mood during the winter doldrums.
In that spirit, I am departing from writing
about nature and wildlife, and focusing on
critters of the domestic variety. You know
… man’s best friend … and the crazy things
that sometimes happen when you own
pets. Enough time has passed for me to
write about this without shuddering. The
trauma has faded to the point that I now
erupt in laughter along with everyone else
I tell the story to. And so I’m spreading the
joy, offering you some laughter and a little
boost of endorphins in your day. BUT,
I’m going to warn you now … if you get
squeamish and tend to gag when changing
a diaper, you may want to just move right
along to the next article. This is not for the
faint of heart.
As empty nesters, we found ourselves
owners of two mostly indoor dogs that
filled our home with a different kind of

love and companionship: a marshmallow
named Callie masquerading as a tough
boxer and an exuberant black cocker/
Portuguese water dog named Finn.
Their companionship and unconditional
love add much joy to our life, but they are
decidedly unhelpful on the house-cleaning
front. We have a large landscaped yard and
the duo brought what seemed like buckets
of dirt, grass, bark and other debris in from
the yard daily. No matter how many times
I swept, I couldn’t stay on top of it. I was
desperate.
And so we got a Roomba. For those
of you not familiar with a Roomba, it’s a
one-foot-wide hockey-puck-shaped device
on wheels that runs around your home,
sweeping the floors. This handy little
device can be programmed to start while
you are sleeping. And voila! Just like that,
we had a life again. I was no longer a slave
to the broom.

February is National Children’s Dental
Health Month
Schedule your
child's dental exam
today!
Colville Dental

(509) 684-1440
Lake Spokane Dental

(509) 464-0002

Bringing NEW Health to
your smile!

newhp.org

Springdale Dental

(509) 258-7543

Medical │ Dental │ Pharmacy
EOE & Provider

28 | North Columbia Monthly | February 2020

My husband is usually up first in the
morning and lets the dogs out and feeds
them, followed by another trip outside so
they can do their business. That’s the routine
for the three of them. On this particular
day, he got up in the middle of the night
to catch an early morning flight to attend a
conference. True to their habits, Callie and
Finn woke up with him, but in his efforts
to arrive on time for his flight he bypassed
the second trip outside for the pooches.
I woke up a little later and opened the
bedroom door on the upper floor of our
home to the most horrific odor I had ever
smelled. Thinking one of the dogs had
gotten sick, I went in search of the source
and came up empty. This was a bad sign.
If it smelled that bad upstairs, what was I
going to find on the main floor?
I headed down the stairs and could hear
the Roomba. With each step the smell got
worse and worse, which I hadn’t thought
possible. An ominous feeling washed over
me. I arrived at the landing and my eyes
fixed on a horror of epic proportions.
Poopaggedon.
The Roomba was cheerily and efficiently
pushing and smearing dog poop around the
floor and area rugs and had been doing so
for 30-plus minutes. EVERY surface of the
floor was covered with a thin layer of poop.
The Roomba had snagged some blankets
from the couch and dragged them across
the floor and through all of the poop. Poop
coated the grout lines of the bathroom tile
and fireplace hearth. Callie and Finn had
walked through the poop multiple times,
tracked it upstairs a time or two, and got
up on the couches and chair, tracking poop
across all the cushions. Our cat Murphy
also tiptoed through it all, and because cats
are cats he then jumped up on every chair
and horizontal surface in the kitchen and
dining room … the dining table, kitchen
island and countertops were all decorated
with delicate cat paw prints in a noxious
brown hue.
It was like a food fight gone very, very
wrong. I’m not exactly sure what I said
when my eyes first landed on this scene.
I might have invented some new words. I
was shocked to see just how much damage

a pile of poop and a Roomba could do in
30 minutes.
The dogs sat huddled on the couch in
a corner trying to look nonchalant, while
the cat was curled up on top of a couch
cushion. They all looked at me like “we
didn’t do that.” Their guilt was apparent
but, really, poop in the yard … poop on
the floor … it was all the same. Poop was
part of their life.
I was in full panic mode. The house was
simply not livable. What was I going to do? I
didn’t even know where to start. I would be
alone for several days with three unhelpful
pets who didn’t give a hoot, and my husband
was somewhere in the air between here and
LA. This was NOT going to be a good day.
And it was winter.
I turned off the now struggling Roomba
to avoid further calamity. I bundled up in
a warm coat and threw open the windows
and set about the grim task.
After cleaning for the next hour-and-ahalf, barely making a dent, I went out and
purchased a small fortune in cleaning supplies and called a friend to ask her daughter
to come and help (she now knows that when
I call for help, she might want to pass).
As my helper tackled one area of the
poop war zone, I tackled the Roomba
itself. It’s surprising just how many parts
a Roomba has. All covered in poop, naturally. It all came apart and went into the
soapy bleach water in the sink. And then
I realized the motors were in some of the
now-submerged parts. Yanking them back
out, I was mentally tallying my mounting
costs if I had accidentally fried the Roomba.
I invented some more new words, then
prayed it could be salvaged.
Now, as it turns out, Roomba wheels
have sprockets or teeth, which fill nicely
with something that has the texture of
poop. Cleaning those was a toothbrush
and toothpick event.
After a day-and-a-half of thoroughly
cleaning the house and most of its furnishings, the dogs and myself (in that order), life
began to resemble normality. And smelled
like lavender.
Surprisingly, the Roomba was functional,
but a few months later, it, ah, crapped out.
Roomba advertises that the machine thoroughly sweeps an entire floor in less than

45 minutes. And I believe it. I’ve seen it.
The proof was in the pudding. Or should
I say the pooping?
Joanie Christian, a freelance nature

Stazya’s

photographer, has lived in NE WA for 40+
years. View her work at joaniechristianphotography.com and follow her paddling
adventures at stillwaterpaddling.com.

Vocal Studio

NOW ACCEPTING NEW STUDENTS
• Voice lessons for all ages
• All styles including classical, sacred
worship, jazz, rock, folk & world music
• Techniques for healthy singing &
microphone use
• Coaching by a conservatory-trained
vocalist with an extensive musical
background with recording and
performance experience

Colville & Chewelah studios
FIRST 30 MINUTE LESSON FREE!
Call for more information:

(509) 684-7761
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Backyard Philosopher
Finding Community
By Linda Bond

Communities can be found everywhere.
But I’m not just talking about towns or cities.
I recently concluded a meeting of Auntie’s
Morning Book Group and, as I sat across the
street eating a bit of lunch, it occurred to me
that the group is very important to me – it’s
actually a small community of people I’ve
come to care about and respect.
It is the largest group that meets at the
Spokane bookstore and includes both men
and women, with a spread of ages from late
30s or early 40s to folks like me, in our 70s.
You might wonder how we could find things
to talk about since we are from different
generations, but that’s just the point. It is
wonderful to discuss a particular book and
hear different responses to the narrative, the
characters and the author’s style of writing.
The conversation always moves away from
the book itself and onto related topics – just

like a conversation between friends who are
sitting on a park bench.

Similarities and Differences
I also lead several other book groups at the
store – one for mystery lovers, another for
armchair traveling (we may not go there, but
we can certainly talk about it!), and a group
focused on sharing with each other the books
we have been reading for the past month – the
good, the bad and the ugly. It’s a way of getting
to express our reactions and at the same time
learn something about books we had not yet
read or might not even know exist.
I’ve been hungry lately to talk about nature
and the environment, so what better way
than to start a new group. We will hold our
first meeting in early February and I am
looking forward to being there when a new
community is formed.
One thing that the readers in all of these
groups have in common, of course, is that
we all love to read books and are happy to
have the chance to share with others and hear
their opinions. There are differences between
the groups, though. In some cases, readers
may limit their monthly reading to mysteries
and thrillers – preferring to experience the
challenge of solving the mystery before the
book ends. Others like to read nonfiction
books that highlight different cultures and
geographic locations. Some enjoy a friendly
group to which they can show the photos
from their last trip overseas. Others find
they just get something out of making new
friends, going to lunch after the group meets,
and having an opportunity to learn from
fellow members.
If you’ve not yet enjoyed being a part of
a book group, I suggest you give it a try. If
none is available that will meet your schedule
or interests, why not start your own group? I
think you will quickly learn what a joy it can
be to get together over a good book.

Communities Abound
Book groups are not the only kind of
personal community. For instance, I lead
the Inland Northwest Writers Guild and
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have met hundreds of writers through that
organization. There are small critique groups
that focus on helping each other with writing
growth, and workshops that focus on the
“how to” aspect of getting published and
marketed. In each case, the attendees have
something in common – writing – while they
may have differences in what they like to write
(nonfiction, fiction, children’s books, etc.).
Community building certainly does not
stop there. Craft groups for knitting, crocheting, spinning, making pottery and other
activities are communities of like-minded
people with a variety of reasons for joining.
Social activist groups share a desire to help
make what they hope will be good changes
for the benefit of all. There are sports groups,
classes for yoga or Tai chi, photography and
music appreciation groups. Folks who gather
for Alcoholics Anonymous (or other addiction groups) quickly learn they are part of a
larger community. In each case, attendees
share commonalities and also differences,
adding to what they can learn from each other.

The Biggest Community
I came to realize there are communities
everywhere and that I am a part of many
of them just because of my interests in life.
Groups meet for ethnic connections, an
extended family is a community, church and
other groups based in a faith are communities, even the regulars at our local coffee shop
form a community.
But there is one community that stands
above them all; one to which we all belong.
And that, of course, is humanity. With many,
many differences, we also share so much in
common. So when we see others while out
walking or driving, when we shop at the local
grocery store, or go to movies with others,
hopefully we can remember to say: “They may
be strangers but they are still all members of
my community.”
Linda Bond is co-founder and leader of the
Inland Northwest Writers Guild and Outreach
Coordinator at Auntie’s Bookstore in Spokane,
WA. Write to her at lindathewriter@gmail.
com.

The Heart Chakra

Life’s Stretch

By Brenda St. John

“If you open your armpits, you will never be depressed.”
					 ~ B. K. S. Iyengar

February is the month for love, and we
usually associate feelings of love with the
heart. Now, speaking anatomically, the
heart is simply a muscular organ. What
would make our heart, or any muscle
or organ, have feelings? We’re probably
all familiar with the sensation that our
heart could break, or know the feeling of
a heavy heart, or we’ve felt light-hearted.
And for that matter, we’ve all experienced
a lump in our throat, a knot (or butterflies)
in our belly, or other emotional feelings
that seem to manifest in physical parts
of our anatomy. These
sensations are energy –
energy that comes both
from thoughts and from
physical conditions.
Chakras are areas of
branching nerve networks, and yogis
recognize seven of them along the spine.
The first chakra is located at the pelvic
floor, the second at the sacrum, third at
the solar plexus, fourth is at the heart,
fifth at the throat, sixth at the Third Eye
(the space between the eyebrows) and the
seventh at the crown of the head.
The heart chakra is the center of the
seven. The three chakras above it are
considered to be related to the mental
realm, and the three chakras below are
related to the physical realm. The heart
chakra, being in the center of the system,
integrates both realms.
The makeup of a chakra is comparable
to the water lilies found in many of our
local lakes. The flower of a lily floats on the
surface of the water and has a long stem
that leads to the roots in the lake bottom.
Like the water lilies, each chakra also has
a root, stem and flower. The root of each
chakra is attached to a specific location
on the spine. The root of the heart chakra
is the seventh thoracic vertebra, located
between the shoulder blades. The flower
opens to the heart but also includes the
lungs, the ribs and the entire chest cavity.

When our heart chakra is open, clear
and balanced, we are able to give and
receive love. The physical position of
our body is indicative of the health and
quality of our heart chakra. If we have a
constant slouch or slump of our shoulders,
our heart center collapses. This deflation
can close off our emotions so we become
somewhat insensitive to other people’s
feelings, as well as our own.
If we think we might be experiencing
something like this, we need to shine a
light on our heart chakra to help it open
up. I would begin with
Sphinx Pose. Lie flat on
your mat on your belly.
Place forearms on the
mat with elbows directly under the shoulders.
Forearms should be parallel and fingers
spread wide, palms down. Legs should
extend back at a natural angle with the
knee caps straight down and the toes
pointing straight back. Lengthen the
tailbone and find spaciousness in the
lower back. Shoulders draw away from the
ears. The gaze is forward and down, to a
spot on the floor about three feet in front
of you. Take several slow deep breaths in
this position. With each
inhalation, be aware of
your heart.
A nice choice for a
standing yoga asana for
the heart chakra would
be Reverse Warrior.
Stand on the mat in a
wide straddle, feet about
four feet apart with the
feet parallel. Rotate the right foot 90
degrees to the right (out) and rotate the
left foot about 15 degrees to the right (in).
Bend the right knee until it is directly
over the right ankle. The back leg should
be straight and the two sides of the pelvis
should be level. Extend both arms out to
the sides at shoulder-height. Turn the

right palm so it faces up, and then, on an
inhalation, raise the right arm and lower
the left hand to rest on the left thigh. Gaze
at the upper hand and take a few slow, deep
breaths. Feel your heart opening. Make
sure to repeat on the other side.
Pranayama, or breathing practices, are
also very beneficial for the heart chakra.
There is a strong correlation between the
mind (the mental realm) and the breath
(the physical realm), and this relationship
takes place in the lungs, which are part
of the heart chakra. Ujjayi Breathing
and Alternate Nostril Breathing (Nadi
Shodana) are two pranayama practices
that are especially beneficial to opening,
clearing or balancing the heart chakra.
On a strictly anatomical level, proper
breathing massages the heart. As author
Donna Farhi explains in The Breathing
Book, the heart is connected to the diaphragm with fascia. As we inhale, the
diaphragm descends and the belly moves
out, away from the spine. As we exhale,
the belly moves back toward the spine
as the diaphragm rises and returns to its
resting place. This rising and falling of the
diaphragm gives the heart a gentle massage, which the heart likes. In order for
this to happen, we must
maintain a soft belly
and avoid excessively
restrictive clothing.
And back to t he
opening quote by Mr.
Iyengar. What he meant
was that when you raise
your arms, which opens
the chest (and lifts your
heart), your mental state will be favorably
affected. Actions of the body have an effect
on the mind.
Namaste.
Brenda St. John has been teaching yoga
classes in Chewelah since 2010 through
the Community Colleges of Spokane’s Act
2 program.
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Feed Your Head
By Joe Barreca

“Remember what the dormouse said
Feed your head, feed your head”
~ “White Rabbit,” Jefferson Airplane, 1967
I graduated from college in 1969 with
a degree in philosophy, two years after
this song was released. I’ve been joking
ever since about never finding a job as a
philosopher. But now, as a farmer, I might
have found it.
My studies back then focused on the
history of Western philosophy, concepts
like everything is composed of earth, air,
water and fire (Aristotle), and Hegel’s philosophy of nature – the “Mechanics,” the
“Physics” and the
“Organic Physics” – will explain
everything. Missing from that education, however,
was any recognition of Asian philosophers.
I did a little
catching up by
reading
Alan
Watts, who assured me that
I am one with
everything. This
was one of many
books that have
changed me. I
spent a transformative time learning Vipassana meditation, where I maintained silence for a
week and focused on my breath. What
you really end up doing in that kind of
meditation is becoming aware of what
you are paying attention to. I realized that
controlling my “monkey mind” was not
all that easy. Just as disturbing, however,
was beginning to notice that our whole
marketing-based economy is trying to
grab our attention. In fact, I am trying to
get some of yours right now.
I’ll get back to Maslow, but first I want

to introduce another illustration, the Tree
of Life. It’s a simple look at living things
we can see and imagine as the branches
of evolution leave us with a picture that
harkens back to my college education.
Since then, scientists have been mapping
the complete DNA of Earth’s trillions of
creatures. A more complete picture of the
results of 4.5 billion years of evolution
looks like a giant fan. As we begin to dissolve the picture of humanity as the apex
of
evolution,
we find the vast
majority of life
on earth is microscopic. “According to a new
estimate, there
are about one
trillion species
of microbes on
Earth,
and
99.999 percent of
them have yet to
be discovered”
(New York Times,
2016). To bring
that figure home,
scientists concluded that the
average human
body contains approximately 37.2 trillion
cells! (wonderpolis.com). “An unfathomably vast array of invisible life – bacteria,
protists, archaea and fungi – thrives on
us and in us ... their cells outnumber our
own cells by at least three to one.” (The
Hidden Half of Nature, David Montgomery).
So here we are, right up there with
slime molds and fungi as the apex of multicellular life-forms. Not too glamorous
really, and those inscrutable single-cell
microbiota make up the majority of what
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we think of as our own bodies.
But what if we move away from picturing the kinds of DNA to weighing biomass? Surely our position at the top of
the food chain makes us the rare royalty
of evolution. There is some truth to this
in the original terrestrial ecosystem. But
a closer look at the top predators – eagles,
lions, bears, coyotes, wolves, etc. – shows
that they get a lot of their food from carrion and tend to die off quickly if the supply
of herbivores dwindles. So, it surprised
me to learn that in an aquatic ecosystem
the top predators (basically sharks) have
much more mass than the fish they eat.
(https://www.brainkart.com/)
What makes the difference is that in water they don’t have to spend much energy
hunting or keeping up their temperature.
You might also conclude that they don’t
pay as much attention to finding food. It
turns out that we are a lot like sharks that
way now. It is variously reported that 70
billion animals now exist as objects for
human consumption, including 60% of
all mammals on earth. So there are about
10 animals out there to eat for every human.
Yuval Noah Harari in his bestselling
book, Sapiens (2015), explores the evolutionary explosion of a limited number
of plants and animals that have accompanied humankind to its massive position
in earth’s ecology. He writes, “Egg-laying
hens, dairy cows and draft animals are
sometimes allowed to live for many years.
But the price is subjugation to a way of
life completely alien to their urges and
desires.” This is one of the many ironies
he finds in a science-based look at who
we are.
“Modern science is based on the Latin
injunction ignoramus – ‘we do not know.’
It assumes that we don’t know everything.
Even more critically, it accepts that the
things that we think we know could be
proven wrong as we gain more knowledge. No concept, idea or theory is sacred
and beyond challenge,” Harari writes.

Down to Earth
So my classical education faces continual upsets from evidence-based scientific discoveries, which brings me back to
Maslow’s triangle.
In a world where the pressure just to
survive predicates our very existence,
focus on food and safety is helpful and
necessary. Maslow’s triangle mirrors the
Eastern concept of chakras. Food, sex
and fighting for safety are necessary. But
in a world of abundance, there has been
an explosion of information and communication more in resonance with mind
and spirit. We can afford to pay more attention to the thoughts of others than to
merely surviving.
Microbes and plants in the soil feed
on organic matter that in turn becomes
the foodstock of other life-forms. My life
experience is influenced by what captures
my attention. Increasingly, I think that attention feeds on media and information
built from the thoughts and desires of
other people. In many ways, that atten-

tion is being farmed to feed views of the
world that may be only self-serving and
will be overturned eventually. This galvanizes me to spend more time sorting fact
from fiction and to pay attention to what
I am paying attention to.
For me, there is hope and fear in the realization that these revolutions in thought
portend the probability that there are
realms of being and knowing that I have

no clue about. Maybe they will arise from
dark matter, artificial intelligence, native
cultures, quantum entanglement or psi
energy, or from realities for which we
have no words. The admission of ignorance opens the gates of knowledge. Feed
your head.
Joe Barreca makes maps, grows grapes,
makes wine and posts blogs on BarrecaVineyards.com.

CENSUS
2020
PUBLIC
FORUM

THURSDAY, FEB 6
5:30PM - 7:30PM
SHADLE PARK HS
4327 N ASH ST
SPOKANE, WA

TRAINING, PANEL &
REFRESHMENTS
RSVP & More info Alex Panagotacos
509-624-2606
apanagotacos@innovia.org
www.SpokaneCensus.org

SPONSORED BY SPOKANE COUNTY COMPLETE COUNT & SPOKANE LEAGUE OF WOMEN VOTERS
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Main Street
Floral

Don’t Trust Just Anyone For That
Once-In-A-Lifetime Investment

Call “The Water Professionals!”

Valentines Day!

The ONE DAY to show your love and appreciation!
Express your
true feelings with
beautiful flowers
from
Main Street
Floral!
Also offering
gifts, jewelry,
plush, candy,
balloons and
more!

Hours: M-F 7:30-5:30 • Sat 8-1

• Water Well Drilling • Hydrofracturing
• Pump Systems
• Geothermal Heat
• Water Treatment
Loop Systems
Lic. #FOGLEPS095L4
• Full Service Store

www.foglepump.com

Serving Northeast Washington Since 1981
Breathtaking Ombre Bouquet

Spokandy • Teddy Bears • Balloon Bouquets • Candy Bouquets
Teleflora wire service worldwide.
www.colvillesmainstreetfloral.com • Hours: M-F 9-5:30 • Sat 9-2
(509) 684-9096 • 104 N. Main Street • Colville, WA

Check out our Specials on Facebook!

COLVILLE

New Location:

REPUBLIC

SPOKANE

509-684-2569 DEER PARK! 509-775-2878 509-244-0846
1-800-533-6518 509-276-5400 1-888-845-3500 1-888-343-9355

Now Accepting Vendor Registrations
until February 20, 2020 for

Colville’s 2020

Home & Garden Show!
February Events
6th Jesse “Rusty” Brown, 6-8pm
13th Lydia and Brian Tost, 6pm
14th Valentine’s Dance featuring
Ringrose B3 Trio, 7-10pm
15th LiBrewery Trivia, 3pm
20th Jim Murphy, 6pm
21st Open Mic, 7-10pm
27th Michael Pickett, 6-8pm
325 W 3rd, Kettle Falls, WA 99114
Wed - Sat 12 - 10 pm
509-738-7382 | northernales.com (or later depending on the nightlife)
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Friday, March 20th • 10 am - 5 pm
Saturday, March 21st • 9 am - 4 pm
Spokane Community College - Colville Campus
965 E. Elm St., Colville

FANTASTIC PRIZES!
Proudly Sponsored by:
JAMES DAVIS AGENCY

Call 509-684-5973 or visit colville.com for more info

Farmer On Vacation
By Michelle Lancaster

Is traveling worth the effort? At home, I am
known by others, I feel as normal as a person
can, others are like me. When I travel, I feel
like I have to reestablish or defend who I am
and why I am that way. Sometimes that is fun
(meeting new people, sharing experiences)
and sometimes that is not so fun (like being
around people who talk before thinking).
Take my age, for example. I look young,
so with someone who does not know me I
inevitably get the comment, “Gosh, you look
young. How old are you? No way! You’re not
that old! Did YOU know you look SO young?
You’ll appreciate it when you’re older!” Me,
thinking with sarcasm, “No, never heard that
one before, I look 12, thanks for informing
me. Super kind!”
Or knitting: “Wow, I thought only old
ladies knitted. I thought you couldn’t take
knitting needles on a plane in case you
stab someone.” Me, again thinking but not
saying, “I know I look young, but do I look
like I’m planning to impale someone with
my wooden knitting needle? Perhaps, if
you don’t let up about the age comments…”
When I come home from a trip, like a
recent one to Arizona with my mom, my
husband gets an earful of me saying what I
was thinking throughout the trip. He says
it’s not good to hold all that in, but I try to
be polite and it’s a fine line between being
proper and being rude.
Other times, I do get to say what I’m thinking. At a B&B we stayed at last summer near
Glacier, one of the guests said we were the
first dairy farmers they had ever met (minor
celebrity status, eh?). Another guest, from
Canada, heard this and exclaimed, “Canada
has a HORRIBLE quota system!” because
their milk is expensive (as opposed to U.S.
milk, which is cheap). I had to take a deep
breath before trying to calmly explain that
Canada has a wonderful system designed
to protect their dairy industry, take proper
care of their cows and provide a healthy
product to consumers (Progressive Dairy,
December 2019).
What I see in the United States is an oversupply system that leads to the loss of thou-

sands of dairy farms each year, bankruptcies, family, native to the U.S. and not invasive
and suicides. According to the American like wild pigs). Also, a saguaro cactus should
Farm Bureau Federation, “In the 12 months have a silent “g” – pronounced “sa-ua-ro.”
through September [2019], there were 580 And the striated red rocks in Sedona are
Chapter 12 farm bankruptcy filings … up stunningly beautiful, as is Montezuma’s
24% from the prior year’s total.” John Peck, Castle (erroneously named Montezuma, no
executive director of Family Farm Defenders, relation to the Aztec fellow…).
If I hadn’t traveled, I wouldn’t have met
said the state has lost half of its dairy farmers
some really nice peosince 2004. (Badger
“If I hadn’t traveled ...
ple. I wouldn’t have
Herald, Feb. 26, 2019.)
According to the WisI wouldn’t have had the had the opportunity
to share my story and
consin State Journal,
opportunity to share my hear theirs. On one
a startling number
of the 915 suicides in story and to hear theirs..” flight I met Brian, a
man about my age with
Wisconsin – one of the
top five milk-producing states – had one Down syndrome and a fellow fiber artist. I
thing in common: they were dairy farmers. honestly hadn’t had the opportunity before
I am not sure I changed the Canadian’s to sit and visit with someone with Down
mind about milk prices, but maybe I helped syndrome since knowing my grade school
make him more aware of the full story as I friend, Katie, and I didn’t know what to expect. We had a great visit and the 2½-hour
know it.
Traveling is also difficult because I am flight literally flew by as we talked about
off the farm. I get antsy if we are not doing Special Olympics (he’s been to three world
something, and there’s nothing for me to do championships, including in Korea!), our
at other people’s homes. B&B owners give respective homes (he lives in Alaska, but the
odd looks (and always refuse) if you ask to weather is unusually warm there this year,
help with the dishes. I can’t go milk my cow, whereas we had an unusually early snow
muck out the barn, collect eggs, shear the in September and a cold year), and, best
sheep or any number of other tasks that I of all, he thought my knitting was cool. He
get to do on the farm. Hotels and cities are crochets and wants to learn how to knit, so
even worse – people living literally a few feet we shared information about patterns and
away from each other, scary gangs, concrete fiber and sheep. Finally, I found a “normal”
everywhere, no real soil to walk on, cars person to talk to!
If I hadn’t traveled, I would not have
honking and tires screeching, and police
cars piercing the air with their sirens (can thought this: Maybe I need to get shook
up a bit, either to get a chance to speak up
you tell I’m noise sensitive?).
City people comment that country people positively about who I am and why I am
live so far from everything, but to go five that way, or to help correct misinformation
miles in the city can take an hour with all the proliferated throughout the news, or to learn
traffic and stoplights! And one would think something new that can change how I think
with all the people around that everyone about life.
I may be a lot like most of the people I live
would be very social, but people stare down
as they walk by and if you say “Hi” they give near, and while I do love visiting with them
and sharing knowledge, it’s good to get out
you an odd look.
But then, if I hadn’t traveled, I wouldn’t and see different perspectives – maybe they’ll
have seen all the nature and history our change me, maybe not. Maybe I’ll change
country has to offer. I can put up with a few someone else’s view, maybe not. Worth the
inconveniences, for a short while, to learn effort, though, I say!
Michelle Lancaster homesteads with her
about really cool things that aren’t available
where I live. I learned that a javelina is not a family on Old Dominion Mountain in Colville.
pig (they are the cute cousin from a different She writes at Spiritedrose.wordpress.com.
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Laughing at Aging
By Karen Giebel
My husband and I were down in that
BIG big box store in Spokane recently.
We perused the aisles slowly, you know,
just in case we found something else we
didn’t know we couldn’t live without, and
we came upon the sign in big bold letters
for “ADULT INCONTINENCE PRODUCTS.” The sheer volume of adult diapers
almost dropped my spouse to his knees.
“So, this is what is to become of us,” he
whimpered.
I burst out laughing, as I tend to do
at inappropriate times, especially when
it concerns my spouse. “Yes dear, this is
how we all start out and this may be how
we end up if we’re lucky enough to live so
long.”
My laughter did nothing to sooth his
angst, but then that was not what my
comment was intended to do. My spouse
is taking this aging thing much more seriously than I am. I have watched him

on several occasions as he pulls his loose
neck skin back and announces, “That
makes me look ten years younger, doesn’t
it?”
Me: “Yes dear, but looking ten years
younger does not make you ten years
younger. You’re still the same age, but
now people will wonder what kind of surgery you had to make you look ten years
younger.”
As for myself, I just want to laugh my
way through all this aging stuff, because
there is nothing you can do about it.
Goodness knows there’s enough to laugh
about! I have my own turkey wattle for
entertainment. Years ago, I had a large
goiter removed from my neck, leaving me
with my own flap of jiggly skin. I’ve been
known to stand in front of a mirror and
shake my head just to watch that sucker fly in the breeze. It is amusing, if not
very pretty. I don’t especially like it, but I
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We Service All Makes & Models
Imports & Domestic
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earned that badge after a many-years bout
with hyperthyroid disease, which was not
a pleasant experience at all. Every time
that flap floats I remember how blessed I
am not to have those out-of-control thyroid hormones racing through my body.
Being a wee bit on the vertically challenged side, I could never reach the second
shelf of the kitchen cabinets. I developed
this little hop, skippy, hands-on-thecounter jumpy thing, where I hoisted my
derriere in one smooth motion to sit on
the countertop and reach what I needed.
I was pretty smug about that number, and
I remember clearly thinking that I will be
old when I can’t do that anymore.
That day came sooner than I could have
imagined and no one was more surprised
than me. I hopped, skipped, jumped, and
landed right back on my feet looking
longingly at that second shelf. Nowadays,
I open a door on a lower cabinet, carefully
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used for gas, wood and liquid
fuel-fired residential-type
appliances. As well as any
masonry fireplace.
A Metalbestos Chimney
System can be easily installed
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place my toes in the cabinet, and s-t-r-et-c-h my arm as high as I can while maintaining a precarious balance. Yes, I know
how silly I look but that’s the point. I get
a good chuckle out of my antics, determined not to have to get a step stool out,
which would grievously injure my pride.
Then there is that whole getting up off
the floor without making noises thing.
Just when did that start? Remembering
back to my younger days when I could sit
cross-legged on the floor, rock myself forward and, in one fluid movement, stand
up as gracefully as a gazelle. Now, rising
from pretty much any seated position requires strange mandatory noises to assist
myself in standing upright.
Visiting our kids recently, I found myself on the floor with the grands and then
it was time to get up. I paused and thought
to myself, “Self, you are not going to let
these kids know you are not the young
whipper-snapper you used to be.” I was
determined that not one strange noise
would emit from my mouth, nor would I
require the assistance of a chair seat to get
me on my feet. I may have succeeded but
I think I ruptured something.
Recently we were in a store and I was
having the band on my new watch adjusted. I casually inquired if my watch was
water-resistant. The clerk said she really
didn’t know. My spouse, in his all-knowing way, said, “Here, give it to me. That
information is on the back of the watch.”
I stared as he took the watch, turned it
over, and started moving his head around.
He squinted his Lasiked eyes, extended
his arm, then brought the watch close to

his face to no avail. I felt that old laughter
bubbling up inside me as I took the watch
to have a peek. I have implanted interocular lenses, due to some issues a couple
years back, and my vision is corrected for
distance. I could not have read those teeny tiny letters without an electron microscope. Laughter once more erupted from
deep in my soul as I handed the watch to
the clerk, saying “Have at it. Your young
eyes are better than both sets of ours put
together.” She may not have known the
water resistance label was on the back of
the watch. But, gosh oh mighty, she could
read it!
We are a couple in our mid-60s and well
aware of the passage of time. I did a little
internet search and discovered these facts:
In the year 1800, the average lifespan was
37 years. In 1900, it was 49 years. Let that
sink in a bit. So far, I have exceeded the
year 1800 lifespan by 29 years! Can I have
a high five for that one please?
The year 2000 shows our life expectancy to have increased substantially, to 76
years for men and 81 years for women. I’ll
refrain from commenting but you know
I’m chuckling. Never mind, I do have to
comment – that would be five years of
peace and quiet. No snoring. Eating what
I want when I want it. Opening a drawer and actually finding things that should
be in there but never are because he can’t
possibly put anything away. But still, I’ll
miss him because my aging hands can
no longer open jars or pill bottles and his
can. So I’ll starve to death or have a heart
attack. Besides that, I really do love him.
So, I laugh. It truly is the best medicine.

www.franklinaccounting.org
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I find something to be happy about every
day. I give thanks to be given the chance
to age; so many are denied the privilege.
Karen Giebel blogs about life and food at
www.thejourneygirl.com up in the back of
the beyond in Ferry County, Washington.
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Herbs For Children
By Faye Stewart

The information presented in these articles is based on tradition and personal
experience and is not meant to be in any
way prescriptive or a substitute for consultation with licensed healthcare providers.
When calculating dosage for kids’ herbal remedies, three formulas may guide:
Young’s Rule: Divide the child’s age by
the age plus 12; the result is the fraction of
an adult dose recommended for the child.
Cowling’s Rule: Divide the age of the
child at the next birthday by 24 to get the
fraction of adult dose.
Clark’s Rule: Divide the child’s weight
(in pounds) by 150 to get the fraction of
adult dose.
Honey should not be given to children under the age of 15 months. And,
whatever a person’s age, other than in
throat-soothing remedies, herb teas for
medicinal purposes are
better taken without
sweeteners of any kind,
including mixing with
fruit juices.
The best course for
giving appropriate herbs
to babies under four
months old is for the
mother to use the herb,
naturally passing some
of it to the baby through
her breast milk. When
treating children, the
simpler the remedy, the
better.
For newborns: The
cord stump should be
kept dry while healing
and can be sprinkled with a little rosemary powder when diapers are changed.
For older babies: Baby oil can be made
by infusing chamomile and calendula
flowers in apricot kernel oil.
Diaper rash – wash with a diluted decoction of burdock, yellow dock and comfrey roots, or use comfrey rt. ointment.
Baby powder for treating diaper rash can
be made by combining 5 parts powdered
arrowroot, 2 parts bentonite clay, and 1

part each goldenseal rt. and slippery elm
bark powders.
Cradle cap – evening primrose oil diluted with olive oil, externally applied.
Colic – weak catnip, chamomile, or fennel seed infusion in dropper amounts. A
mint compress over the belly sometimes
helps. (Don’t give peppermint internally
to babies or young children.)
Fever – bathe the baby’s forehead, wrists
and feet with cooled lavender infusion.
Teething – teaspoon or less doses of
chamomile or lemon balm tea are soothing for this, or giving the child a clean,
peeled fennel stalk or marshmallow root
to gnaw on.
For children over 6 years old:
Aches – homeopathic arnica or gentle
massage with St. Johnswort-infused oil,
perhaps followed by a warm fomentation

of comfrey and rosemary.
Allergies – small, frequent doses of
fresh eyebright and dried elder fl.
Bed wetting – corn silk or mullein rt.
tea or (diluted) tincture.
Bronchitis – equal parts coltsfoot and
boneset in infusion or tincture. Poultice of
coltsfoot and comfrey root on upper chest
or rub a few drops of lobelia tincture on
the upper chest. If chronic, use small doses of elecampane tincture as a lung tonic.
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Bruises – homeopathic arnica or arnica
cream.
Burns – immediately immerse the burn
in cold water, follow with an application of
fresh aloe vera. Myrrh can be applied later
if there is infection. Vitamin E, rubbed on
after healing has started, can prevent scarring. If you don’t have aloe vera handy, try
a pulp of fresh plantain or cleavers.
Canker sores – infusion of 2 parts
raspberry lvs., 1 part each Echinacea and
dandelion roots as a mouth rinse 4 times
daily. Or rinse with a few drops of myrrh
tincture in water. The problem may be due
to too much or too little vitamin C, or too
many sweets.
Chest congestion – Infusion of 4 parts
mullein lvs., 3 parts each coltsfoot, fenugreek seeds and sage, in mouthful doses,
or a tincture of Echinacea rt., marshmallow rt. and licorice rt.
Rub the chest with an
ointment
containing
eucalyptus, wintergreen
and cloves.
Chicken pox – infusion or tincture of 3
parts fresh plantain, 2
parts Echinacea and 1
part linden fl., used in
small doses throughout
the day. Frequent baths
of spearmint lvs. or calendula fl. (clean the
tub afterward). Apply a
paste of comfrey lv. and
wheat germ oil or cool
compresses of myrrh,
sarsaparilla, chickweed
and burdock rt. to the blisters for 10 minutes at a time.
Colds – lemon juice in hot water; infusions of catnip and white horehound for
small kids. For bigger ones, teas of peppermint, nettles, catnip and a touch of
Echinacea 3 times daily in small-cup doses. Decongestants such as anise or fenugreek seeds, ginger rt., sage or mullein lvs.
can be added to these brews.
Coughs – syrup can be made with a tea-

Green Medicine
spoon powdered ginger rt., a pint of water,
a half-cup honey (for kids old enough)
and a tablespoon of fresh lemon juice.
Steep the ginger in the water, strain, add
honey and lemon. Wild cherry bark (cold
infused) and licorice root can replace the
ginger. Or use a tincture of equal parts
coltsfoot, licorice rt. and wild cherry bk.
Or an infusion of horehound in mouthful
doses every few hours.
Diarrhea – infusions of cinnamon (1-2
tablespoons of the infusion every hour is the adult dose) or
blackberry lv. (same dose) or
chamomile tincture along with
lots of fluids. Diarrhea is serious
for babies and small children;
get advice from a doctor.
Earache – 4-6 drops of warm
olive oil infused with mullein
flowers or garlic, into each ear.
Place a small wad of cotton in to
catch drips. Steam half a peeled
onion until soft, let cool to comfortably warm, wrap in a flannel
or gauze and hold against the
ear. A couple drops of lobelia tincture in
each ear is another remedy. Use Astragalus as a tonic for chronic ear infection.
Eczema – internal infusion of 2 parts
nettles, 1 part each cleavers, blackberry
lvs., elder fl., and a half part calendula fl.
or a decoction of burdock rt. and marshmallow rt. Use twice daily in small cup
doses. Do external washes of the same
herbs.
Flu – infusion of linden fl. or a tincture
of linden fl., boneset lvs., Echinacea rt.
and mullein lvs. Teens may take capsules
of goldenseal, slippery elm and cinnamon
in a mix every 4-5 hours. Hot baths of
chamomile fl., mullein lvs. and Echinacea rt., or of linden fl., elder fl. (dried, not
fresh) and ginger rt.
Gum inflammation – rub either Echinacea tincture, myrrh tincture or propolis
tincture (if not allergic to bee stings) on
the gums 4-6 times daily.
Hyperactivity – evening baths of lavender fl., passionflower and valerian rt. Also
teas of 2 parts chamomile, 1 part skullcap,
a half-part anise seeds.
Impetigo – Echinacea rt. tincture 3
times daily, garlic capsules twice daily and

extra vitamin C. Highly contagious.
Lice – rub lavender oil on the scalp and
cover with a shower cap overnight; shampoo in the morning, ending with a rinse
of apple cider vinegar. Don’t rinse out the
vinegar. (herbalist Susun Weed’s recipe.)
Wash and sun-dry clothes and bedding.
Measles – infusions of 3 parts each
lemon balm and catnip, 2 parts each licorice rt. and elder fl., 1 part violet lvs., in
mouthful doses for a week. Or of 3 parts

elder fl., 2 parts calendula fl., 1 part each
yarrow and sage. Fomentations of goldenseal rt. 3 times daily.
Mumps – gotu kola tincture in small
doses 4 times a day for older kids. Consult
a doctor especially in the case of a male
child nearing puberty. Mullein lv. infusions for younger kids. Extra vitamin C.
Pinworms – for older kids, garlic and
cayenne in capsules plus mugwort infusions.
Pneumonia – tincture or decoction of
3 parts elecampane rt., 1 part each Echinacea rt. and sage lvs. in small, frequent
doses. Or tincture or infusion of 3 parts
boneset, 1 part skullcap, a half-part ginger
rt. in small, frequent doses. Mustard poultices are traditional, or a few drops lobelia
tincture rubbed on the chest. See a doctor
ASAP.
Poison ivy – apply fresh crushed jewelweed as preventive or treatment.
Poison oak – wash with cooled Manzanita/uva ursi infusion 6 times daily.
Ringworm – tincture of 2 parts each
Echinacea rt. and calendula fl. plus 1 part
cleavers, 3 times daily. Apply wash of
Echinacea rt., calendula fl., eucalyptus lvs.

and myrrh. Expose to sunlight and air;
ringworm is a contagious fungus.
Sore throat – salt water gargles (quarter
tsp. salt to quarter cup water, 3-10 gargles
every 2-3 hours). Infusions of mullein lvs.,
sage, licorice rt. and peppermint in equal
parts: small-cup doses 4 times a day. Or
gargle with sage infusion every 3 hours.
Small kids can use white horehound.
Stings – put a paste of baking soda on
bee stings and vinegar or lemon juice on
wasp stings. Rubbing with an
ice cube also helps, or a sodden
tea bag (black tea), or applying
lavender or tea tree oil, or a
pulp of fresh plantain or witch
hazel lvs.
Stomach ache – catnip, fennel seed or chamomile infusion
in half-cup doses. Older children can add a bit of mint.
Sunburn – externally apply
aloe vera gel, raw cucumber
juice, cooled elder fl. infusion
or oil-infused St. Johnswort fl.
Drink lots of water.
Swellings – comfrey rt. and witch hazel
lv. compress. Bath herbs like sage, eucalyptus, juniper br. and chamomile may
help.
Warts – garlic capsules internally twice
daily or rub milkweed, dandelion or greater celandine sap – or mullein lv. or wild
meadow sage tinctures – on the warts.
If a child dislikes a remedy, try a different one; let the child discover his or her
own affinities. Beverage teas, not just medicinal brews, are a nice way for kids to
interact with herbs and can be mixed with
fruit juices or be a component of smoothies. A few of my own kid-beverage tea recipes are:
Sunshine Tea – spearmint, rose hips,
hibiscus fl., orange peel: bright and nutritious.
Comfort Tea – chamomile fl., fennel
seeds, rose hips, alfalfa, lemongrass.
Fields of Green – alfalfa, peppermint,
lemon balm. A nice afternoon tonic.
Sweet Dreams Tea – alfalfa, anise seeds,
chamomile fl.
Faye Stewart has gathered, gardened and
enjoyed working with herbs for decades. She
ran a medicinal herb business for 15 years.
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Heartbeat
Article and Photo By Samantha Brown
We lay on the riverbank. My head resting on his chest. He always wore big soft
sweaters, even in the summer. It was like
resting my head on a soft pillow, but this
pillow had a heartbeat. It was hypnotic,
the way his chest rose and fell with his
breath. I was watching the water reflect
brilliant variations of white and blue. A
small branch stuck in the stream created
a ripple that produced this most enchanting display. That’s when I thought it. Will
I be listening to this heartbeat when I am
old and grey, will it still be there to comfort me? It’s the stuff dreams are made of,
right? Falling in love, sharing ambitions,
planning a future?
I was, in my estimation, lucky enough
to find the love of my life at a very young
age, he being the ripe old age of 17. I’m not
going to say it was love at first sight, but it
was definitely an infatuation.
He had a peculiarly shaped head, and
I may have been the only person in the
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world who would notice and appreciate
such a thing. Not to mention the bright
yellow pants and beret he wore. He definitely merited a closer inspection on my
part. He had my attention and I liked everything I came to know about him. However, he seemed distant and uninterested
and that, more than anything, will spark
this girl’s attention. Why doesn’t he see
me? Am I not good enough for him? I suffered all those insecurities that can surface
in any young girl’s ego. Later I would find
out that it was just his attempt at “playing
it cool.” He had never had a girlfriend, and
he was at a loss for how to go about getting
one.
He became a very real presence in my
life. He worked down the street from my
little apartment and on his lunch breaks
he would come visit. Well, maybe … he
didn’t really visit. He would say hello and
then show himself into my living room, sit
down and watch my television. When his
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time was up, he said goodbye and then returned to his place of employment. It was
very awkward, and inevitably charming.
We had met through a mutual friend
and, so, had quite a few reasons to wind
up in the same location after our initial
encounter. It was only a matter of time till
we would both come to realize what was
happening to us. Love, to me, has a different taste to it, and is often hard to recognize. It’s not a normal crush, or short-lived
attraction, but an alignment of body and
soul with another’s. We were the right
amount of young and dumb to be willing
to give it a chance. I suppose it was a real
gamble, but here we sit with our little jackpot almost twenty years later.
What is a dream if you cannot bring
it into fruition? What is a dream when
you know without a doubt that you cannot bring it about on your own, when the
things you long for depend on another’s
ambitions and efforts? I had a lot of specific things I desired in my life that I could
not make happen alone. I could not bring
children into the world without a husband
or willing mate. I could not stay at home
and care for those children without having someone to provide for us financially.
I lacked the physical strength and mental
focus to build a home to shelter us. Yet,
there those dreams were, locked inside
me, churning with hope and anticipation. All young people dream, perhaps not
about the same things as I did, but certainly they have their dreams I think. It just so
happened that mine required the willingness to fall in love first.
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Had I whispered those dreams into any
man’s ears I could have easily been rejected or crushed by his response. It’s a tall order to ask of any man. Could you please
marry me? Would you please help me
bring a litter of offspring into the world?
Do you think you might be able to build us
a home on top of some rural mountain, far
away from the cares of this world? Would
you mind if I homeschooled our babies?
Can we grow our own food? Could I have
a herd of beautiful white goats, if I promise to milk them, and make you cheese and
soap? Do you love raspberries? I want the
biggest raspberry patch ever. Do you like
cats? … and so on and so on.
I knew that those could not possibly be
the things that a 17-year-old boy dreamed
about doing. He was satisfied with long
walks along the railroad tracks and short
naps on the river’s edge. He was just trying to save up enough money to buy a new
car. I knew he was not ready, so I held my
tongue. I watched him work and save up
the money to buy that car. I waited as he
became more and more devoted to me and
willing to share what small hopes he did
possess.
The simple truth was that he did not
dream about much. He wanted to have a
good life, but he had no concept of how he
would achieve it. I knew him to be a hard
worker and a faithful companion, and
somehow, deep down, I knew he would
build me the life I dreamed about.
It has not been easy; nothing of real
worth comes easy, but my darling has
helped me bring every last dream of mine
to fruition. It is a peculiar life that I live
up here on my mountain. I often feel set
apart from the rest of the world. As my
second daughter, who is 16 years old now,
plays a somewhat melancholy tune on the
piano out in the living room, I lie in my
bed writing this article, feeling the surreal
nature of my circumstance. Those dreams
never left me. I want them now as much
as I ever did, but now I have them. My
husband has worked tirelessly for the past
twenty years to make it so. I like to think
that my dreams have brought him satisfaction as well.
But, honestly, I am not sure if they are

even what satisfy me. Nothing brings me
more joy than resting my head on his
chest, and listening to his strong heart
beating. Every time, without fail, I remember that day. The day I wondered if that
sound would be with me as I grow old. His
breath, and the rise and fall of his chest,
have set the rhythm in my life. Those two

things have become my most cherished
blessing. He has become the vessel that all
my ambitions flow from, and for. I know
that if I had nothing else but that in my
life, it would be more than enough.
Samantha Brown is a “home-grown, offgrid homesteader who enjoys capturing and
sharing glimpses of our way of life.”
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Living in NE WA: Lessons Learned
Unplugged or Unhinged?
By J. Merrill Baker

We now have about 100 inches of frozen
precipitation so far this season. I am truly trying to be positive about the “S” word
here. Ah, but it feeds the water tables and
represents a good water reserve for spring
growing and the plants that will turn everything GREEN. (That is what I discover
I miss, green.) Even my house plants, although green, look like they would appreciate a sweater. Brrr.
Himself says that we have two more feet
of snow on the ground than we had this
time last year! Our hike up through that
snow to clear off the solar panels is starting
to resemble a hike up Mt. Everest, without Sherpas. We DO have snowshoes. We
trudge on because we are flexible. We are
determined! We have ski poles!
On our two-mile driveway, there is slick

ice under the snow we plow, so we tend to
leave a couple inches for traction. However, the only traction I am getting lately is
around the stove and kitchen island with
all of the soup and the potato-cheese casseroles we’ve been eating! Out and about,
speaking of traction, I have noticed a few
more arms in slings and more medical
walking boots than around this time last
year.
Himself says that he can fall better than
I can (college football, right?) and I tend
to agree. So it’s either ski poles – and if I
HAVE to, (insert potent language here)
those rubber ice-pick, pull-on-shoe-traction-enablers – or stay inside. Not gonna
happen; we have to move the frozen precipitation around.
I am ready for sunshine. Sun is good.
When you have solar panels, sun is very
good. My friend Weazy wondered how an
entire home could be run from solar, and
she has a point. So we have propane, too.
And wood. The notion many people have
about being “off grid” is that we live with
almost no dependence on outside sources,
but that is not entirely true. We budget to
fill up our fuel reserves in spring after mud
season has passed, and top off tanks in fall
before the “S” word arrives.
We know small-engine repair folks and
the welders in the area. We know foresters and building suppliers and tractor
part-getters, and extra-friendly people at
hardware stores (Hi, Becky!). We know
who helps this community function from
a personally appreciative perspective.
We prepare for the season, a season earlier. Water and hydro are good for power but
your source must be consistent, otherwise,
like sunshine, it’s available only in random
ways. We’ve been here over 20 years now,
and each year has been unique. We look
for patterns but are surprised more often
than we expected. There are no guarantees!
If using solar energy, you must be able to
store it. We invested in good batteries, got
two sets of 12 for a 24-volt system. There
was new lingo to learn, but it was not as
hard as it sounds. We had a professional
help us assemble and hook it up. And I ac-
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tually took notes.
Our electrician taught us that the house
generator needed to have air all around it.
So it is outside under a roof, and that roof
cover holds several layers of sandbags –
our concession to the possibility of a massive solar flare like the Carrington Event of
1859 that spawned a geomagnetic storm.
Before you naysay it, please realize that our
last two presidents both signed executive
orders for the nation to prepare for such an
event (#13744 and #13865-j). We thought
it prudent to consider some type of shield
just in case.
Our panels are mounted on a rather
large metal pole that is in the ground and,
if I recall, they are also grounded with wire
and a rod.
Too, we use wood. A lot. We cook and
warm with it. We use mostly trees that are
already down. These trees are naturally
seasoned.
Yes, the romantic notion of curling up
with a good book, feet toasty while ensconced in fluffy socks by the fire, dog
curled up nearby and maybe a cat on your
lap, oh, with its motor running, is a bit idealistic, but possible.
So, having firewood, propane, a propane
generator, the solar array to gather sunshine and an extra generator (in case we
run out of propane to charge our battery
pack), we feel pretty confident about power. When we discovered the cold was affecting both the battery and the generator,
we brought the battery inside in the lower temperatures. If you are building from
scratch, add an extra switch to be able to
change to another fuel-type generator,
thereby using connections already wired
in. Handy!
Every day and every season is a bit different from the last one, so being flexible
with fuel and power sources that allow options is a really good approach. Never admit defeat if you have the inevitable challenges, for you’ve only learned yet another
way to do – or not do – something!
ONWARD!
J.Merrill Baker, avid Ruralite and Sherpa
Admirer.

Do You Think It Snowed?
By Becky Dubell

This is JJ’s favorite outfit for the land around us – all that pretty
white snow! When dinner was announced, she was in the midst of
building Snow Mountain “as high as the power lines” and promptly plopped her body face down onto Snow Mountain and claimed,
“This is my dinner!”
Boy howdy – when it decided to snow there was no time wasted
in giving us a big dumping-on. The thing that I notice most about
when the snow is falling is that the countryside becomes very quiet. I see cars go by on our three different roads and it is like the
volume of the world is turned down low.
Everybody who lives in the cold has memories of snow experiences. The one that stays with me involves Jim’s dad, Dick, who
was an Alaska state trooper. While he was visiting friends north of
Paxton Lake in mid-winter, the troopers closed the highway and
forgot to stop and inform the Mount Si camp.
Dick took off with a quarter tank of gas, a thermos of coffee, a
sleeping bag and a new down coat. He spent two days in a snowdrift in a blizzard, getting out every hour to clear the tailpipe and
start the car for 10 minutes at a time, and then climb back into
the sleeping bag wearing his new down coat. He wrote a note on a
Band-Aid stuck to the dashboard – “I love you” – which was there
till the car sold. Nobody was worried because Mount Si figured he
made it home, and home thought he stayed at Mount Si. No cell
phones, of course.
When he told us what he went through, it just reinforced his
preaching to us about winter gear on your body, in the car, while
traveling in winter weather. “Dress for the ditch.” So … when you
come in to the Do-it Center and hear “Where’s your coat?!?” that’s
me speaking from experience.
Today I heard about a local spot for winter fun – Frater Lake for
snowshoeing. My friend Todd Strobel, in line at the store where
I work, was heading up there for the first time, after he finished
his project. The gal next in line got all excited about him going
because she had been up there, and was heading out after she finished her project. Warming hut (take kindling) and fresh snow
– what a combo!
I saw another local activity a couple of days ago: A neighbor has
a cross-country trail around her horse corral. Makes me wonder if

I can get up the gumption to make myself a snowshoe trail around
the barn and invite JJ outside to play!
As you will read below, all of my family members made their
own brand of fun in the snow.
Bonny: Watching Buster Dog try to “make a yellow spot” in
10 inches (even four inches) of snow without freezing his little
wee-wee off. Snow caves which are way too dangerous for today’s
youth. Snow angels.
Cathy: Watching her transplanted San Diego son-in-law, Miles,
blow snow while Abel and Pearl run alongside to play in the “falling” snow.
Jerry: Take the snow to the top of the back steps and pack it in
to make a sledding hill in the otherwise flat land and watch the
grandsons, their gramma from Mexico (who had never even seen
snow) and aunt from South Carolina (never been sledding) spend
most of the day using that “huge” sledding hill.
Darcy: Driving on her first snowy roads to school and meeting
the ditch at the cliffs. Her sister Jamie yelling, “Again!”
Mom: In her new Jeep that I put on the boat to ship up to Skagway, driving up the icy, steep driveway topped with four inches
of new snow to get to the house. Slide backwards out of control.
“Wait a minute! You are a Jeep!” Second attempt … same results.
She used up two years’ worth of her cuss word allowance. Had
to walk up the hill to the house. She was “dressed for the ditch”
because she was the one who had just finished the Frostline down
coat for Dick, which most likely saved his life.
Me: Watching son-in-law Dan snow blow with “help” from
JJ. He has a rope tied around his chest, pulling a sled that is carrying JJ with her sunglasses on, enjoying the ride, eating on her
ever-present snowball. Sledding down the orchard hill with the
whole family! Fresh snow and a full moon – wow!
If you haven’t figured it out by now, let me tell you a secret that’s
not really very secret: I love making family memories that become
the story of my life. Go out and listen to the quiet, watch the snowflakes fall, enjoy the laughter of the “kids” (which we all can turn
into with snow around), pull out the plow/shovel/snowblower and
move that white stuff around, build a fire in the snow bank to roast
marshmallows. Get outside and make some chilly memories.
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February 14
9am—7 pm
ENTIRE STORE 10% OFF!

Additional 10% off for Healthy Insider Club members

Product Giveaways
Food Samples
Live Music
Check out our 1,000 new items!
Join the Healthy Insider Club
to make every day a discount day
Meyers Falls Market
Hwy 395 in Kettle Falls * (509) 738-2727
www.meyersfallsmarket.com

