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His focus is pure and intent. Unblinking. Everything else falls 
away as irrelevant. I have a … BALL! Baxter the Border Collie is 
a tireless office companion while his boy (my son) is at school. 
Throw the ball. Bounce, bounce, bounce, wild scramble, nab, 
trot trot trot, toenails clicking on hardwood, pant pant pant, 
ball mouthed and then dropped, 
nine soft thumps on the floor in a 
pattern that progressively speeds 
up and quiets as the ball comes to 
rest. Intense staring. If I don’t pick 
it up right away, he picks it up and 
drops it again, as close to my foot as 
possible. You know … just in case I 
didn’t notice. More staring. Repeat 
the process. Again. And again. 
Annnnnd again. We’ve done it 12 
times now as I attempt to write this 
paragraph. He’s so helpful. 

This got me thinking about rep-
etition. In the case of mechanical 
repetition, as long as the machine 
is in good running order and its 
environment doesn’t change in any 
significant way, it seems to me to 
be pretty much the same, whatever 
it is doing, over and over. Whereas 
everything else repetitious seems to 
me to contain variance. And that 
makes it interesting. An electronic 
metronome feels different than a 
heartbeat or my daughter the drummer, thumping that kick 
drum, for example.

Curious to know what others have said on the topic, I did a 
quick search and landed on this quote from an article talking 
about why the human brain loves music: “Rhythm is one of 
the most powerful of pleasures, and when we feel a pleasurable 
rhythm, we hope it will continue,” Mary Oliver wrote, about 

By Gabriel Cruden
the secret of great poetry. 

This led me to reflect on not just music, but the rhythm of 
daily living, of the cycles of the year, of relationships, and … 
(ball thumps to the floor) … perhaps, in part, why Baxter loves 
our little ball-throwing ritual. 

I wonder too if this connects in 
any way with how change can be 
hard for some people. Also, if there 
are stages in a person’s brain and 
emotional development where rep-
etition is especially important, both 
for learning and growth and for a 
sense of well-being and security. 

I remember, as a teen on the 
mountain where I lived, hearing 
the male northern pygmy owl 
repeat its single, high “toot” as a 
mating call, over and over and over 
for such a long time I thought I’d 
go mad. In the end, I decided that’s 
probably why it worked. The female 
would go to him just to make the 
noise stop. 

There are people who have, no 
doubt, explored these questions 
and written about them. I feel 
such gratitude that I can so readily 
search and learn about any topic 
that springs to mind. Growing up 
without such easy access, I daily 

appreciate this powerful portal to a portion of humanity’s 
collective knowledge. 

My son was just telling me how he has started doing that 
– researching a question rather than just lying awake into 
the night thinking about it. I do note, however, that I believe 
there is great value in thinking about things. And then, too, 
sometimes it’s as simple as … throw the ball. 

From the Publisher’s Desk

NORM’S AUTO REPAIR We Service All Makes & ModelsWe Service All Makes & Models

295 W. 1st • Colville, WA • 509-685-9653 • 855-877-9653 
      norms-auto.com • Mon-Thur: 7:30 am - 5:30 pmSchedule Your Service Today!Schedule Your Service Today!

Writer Payment Record
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BBeeiinngg  ooff  SSeerrvviiccee

Summer is so close you can almost taste it! After the 
year we’ve had, it seems everyone is ready to get some 
sun and plan some fun. That’s why we are asking you to 
save the date August 7. That is the day of our Blazing Sad-
dles Bike Ride and also a fun new event, Art in the Park. 

This year Blazing Saddles can be ridden through a virtual 
option or you can join us at Yep Kanum for the in-person 
ride. If you are a spectator or supporter and not really into 
bike riding during the sweltering heat of August, well, that 
is where Art in the Park comes in. During the day there 
will be various artistic options for children of all ages to 
participate in! We are working on fun art-centric events 
for the whole family and encourage you to follow us @
RotaryClubofColville on Facebook to be kept up-to-date.

The virtual ride will be open July 4 through August 
7. The great thing about a virtual ride is the flexibility.
Have a conflict with the day of the race? No worries, do
it the weekend before, do it midweek, get some friends

together and participate on a day of your choice. Don’t 
want to drive all the way to Colville to participate? That’s 
fine as well. It’s all about the distance, not the terrain. 
Participate from wherever you are in the world and share 

your scenes on social 
media. 

For those that crave 
the social interaction, 
bike the actual route on 
August 7. This year is our 
Tour de Colville Ride with 
the options of 100, 68 or 
45 miles. 

The 100-milers climb 
up into “the Basin” on 
the east flank of the 
Huckleberry Range and 
then south, exploring the 
nooks and crannies of Colville Valley. The 40- and 62-mile 
riders head around the south half of the Colville Loop to 
join up with the 100 milers on their return. The 62- and 
100- milers then head north through pastoral terrain to

Lake Roosevelt and return along 
the scenic southeast shore of the 
lake. The 40-milers complete the 
iconic “Colville Loop.” You can 
find more details on Facebook @
BlazingSaddlesBikeRide or http://
blazing100.org.

Also available is our always-fun 
family ride. And of course it 
wouldn’t be a Rotary bike event 
without a Bike Safety Course. If 
you have been looking at getting 
your children ready for bike safety, 
then this is the event for you. 

We will be following all COVID-19 
protocols including social dis-
tancing and sanitization. We are 
dedicated to providing a safe and 
fun event by meeting all policies 
and procedures for managing the 
COVID-19 risks. 

It’s been a heck of a year and it 
is time to see some familiar faces and make some new 
friends. If you are interested in volunteering for Blazing 
Saddles or Art in the Park, or have questions about how 
to participate, please do not hesitate to reach out to us. 

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

Bicycling! Art! Kids! Reality and Virtuality! Let’s Go!
By Adenea Thompson

. . .
j 
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- JOHN ODELL, WordsOfWords.com
Begin In Real Different Shells   New Eggs Sit ThereWW

NEW FOR 2021!NEW FOR 2021!
ARTICLE AND AD DEADLINE 

20th of each month
(except June 21st) 

A Note from the Publisher:
The North Columbia Monthly is a free monthly magazine distributed throughout 

northeastern Washington and is a vehicle for sharing stories that we can relate to 
or imagine or feel. It is about where and how we live. In emphasizing these kinds of 
stories, it is my hope that the idea of connection, common ground, and community 
will be infused into our consciousness and become what we choose to strive for, and 
what becomes considered the norm. 

I believe that we can all have different perspectives, different viewpoints, different 
ways of being, and I also believe that we can find connection and build community 
around the things we share in common. 

Thank you for reading. I hope you feel enriched for having done so. 

      ~ Gabriel 
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By Mayah LaSol
Last month I wrote an article about what 

is to me a wonderful phrase: “Systems, Not 
Goals.” Normally I write an article about 
something I’ve learned and then by the 
next month I’ve gained new insight on it 
or I’ve put it into motion and am properly 
seeing the effects of the changes I have 
made. In this way, this article is a bit of a 
continuation of the last one I wrote. 

Honestly, many articles could be written 
about systems and how they work and 
why they can work better than goals (for 
some people, depending on your brain). 
I don’t know any of the science behind it, 
but I do know what I’ve experienced and 
that’s what I can share. 

I definitely hold systems as a marvelous 
way of thinking about the world. In case 

you’re unfamiliar, the quick breakdown of 
the context for systems that I am using is 
this: A system is a way of living life for the 
long-term, which is different from a goal, 
which you set and then either fail or fulfill. 

It took a while for me to really wrap 
my head around the systems idea and to 
be able to explain it to anyone else. Now 
I realize there is one aspect that I wish I 
had included in my previous article. 

Systems are great for people who 
want to think long-term and don’t enjoy 
goal-setting. However, even for people 
whose minds gel with system-creation, it 
can pose a threat. I don’t mean to sound 
dramatic like one of those nature doc-
umentaries talking about wildlife, but I 
think it’s very true. Here’s why: I think 
systems only work if you have discipline. 

This doesn’t mean harsh rules, because 
that would go against the freedom and 
flexibility that systems allow. What it 
means is keeping yourself in check and 
remembering why you created the systems 
in the first place. It can be easy to learn 
something new and put it into effect in 
your life, only to forget why you did it in 
the first place and then just forget about 
it altogether. 

I’ve noticed that I might create a system 
and be happy with it, but then something 
comes along that challenges it and it’s been 

What I Wish I Knew Before I Created Systems
Youth View

a while since I reinforced my decision, 
so I just leave the system behind. Then 
I end up being less happy, relaxed, and/
or productive and I question why. Then 
I remember the system I had in place a 
week or two ago and remember why I 
had it in place and then the whole cycle 
starts over again. 

The point of a system is that it’s long-
term, so I’ve had to adjust my mindset to 
include not just a system but a disciplined 
system. 

Exploring discipline within systems will 
hopefully lead to long-term ways of being 
that I was aiming for from the start. I don’t 
know for sure how it will end up and I’m 
still trying to wrap my own head around 
how to make sure my systems actually 
work without them adding unnecessary 
pressure in my life. After all, creating 
systems is something that should decrease 
stress and anxiety. If it isn’t doing that 
for me, then something needs to change. 

I’m hoping that building some self-dis-
cipline will be the answer and, although 
I don’t yet know what that will look like, 
I’m excited to keep learning. 

Mayah is a teen reader, writer, booksta-
grammer, and all-around arts enthusiast 
who geeks out over books and cats. She 
shares book reviews and poetry on her 
instagram account @mayahlwrites.

Call Us Today to:
•	 Arrange	for	a	tow	truck
•	Write	your	estimates	for	repairs
•	 Get	through	the	insurance	process
•	 Schedule	your	repairs
•	 Set	up	a	loaner	or	rental	car
•	 Provide	a	written	warranty

684-2587
1101 S. Main St. • Colville

Since 1984

Collision Repair 
Specialists

Axalta	Lifetime	Refinish	Warranty LICENSED l BONDED l INSURED

WA Contr. #FLOENE*070N7 (509) 684-8353

RESIDENTIAL l COMMERCIAL

423 W. 1st, Colville                                    www.floener.com

l Service Changes
l Electrical Design
l Troubleshooting
l Voice/Data/Video
l Home Automation/Security
l Underground Cable & Fault Locating

Retail Sales

l Lighting
l Electric Heaters
l Sign Maintenance
l Poles & Overhead Wiring
l 36ʼ Reach Bucket Truck
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Catch the Mariners All Season Long

FM 92.1 KCRK

302 Park Street, Metaline Falls, WA

The Cutter Theatre office
www.cuttertheatre.com  |  509-446-4108
Office Hours: Mon, Wed, Fri, 9 am - 4 pm

COMING UP!
June 13

Zack Hammond - Comedian
Tickets: $15 

Apps & Drinks: 6 pm - Show: 6:30 pm
It’s time for some PG-13 laughter 

with a nationally touring comedian. 

June 26
Arbour Season - in Concert

Dinner at 5:45 pm, show at 6:30 pm
Tickets: $15

Indie/folk husband and wife duo who draw 
inspiration from their incredible adventures, 
expressing passion for life through music. 

June 25June 25
4th Friday - 4 Acts: 

Community Talent Showcase
Food at 5:34 pm, Show at 6:04 pm
Featuring different performers every 

month sharing music, comedy, 
drama, and maybe even some magic.
$4 to get in, $4 soup, $4 beer and wine

visit us at:  www.hartills.com

101 West Robert Avenue
Chewelah, WA 99109

509-935-8829

509-675-8644

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

bicycles & RC Hobbies

BICYCLES 
Service • Repair  

Parts •  Accessories
509-690-2772 M-Sat 10 - 4stixandspokes.com  •  519 N. Park St., Chewelah, WA

NEWNEW
RC 

Hobbies

RC HOBBIES 
Sales • Parts

Custom Painting 

http://www.stixandspokes.com


8  |  North Columbia Monthly  |  June 2021  

By Christine Wilson

Years before any of us could have 
imagined this wild pandemic life, I was 
wandering in an old cemetery in Park 
City, Utah. Hard to explain, but I love an 
old cemetery and seek 
them out when I trav-
el. I am still attached 
to Baby Isaac, whose 
gravestone I visited in 
Pullman when I was 
attending Washington State University. 
I still wonder about his story. 

In the Park City cemetery, I found a 
section of headstones placed there in 1918 
and 1919. I’d known about the pandemic 
that followed World War I. Seeing the 
graves of so many lost souls all buried 
in a short amount of time was a history 
lesson, making the 1918 pandemic less 
theory and more dangerous-feeling. We 
are living in such a history lesson now. 

It makes sense to me that scholars are 
acknowledging a virus-driven need for 
some roaring, some flashy dresses, some 
new dances. Preparing to break out of 
the restrictions into simple pleasures 
we used to take for granted sounds like 
pure heaven at this point. Hugs, indoor 
dining, not flinching when someone 
coughs nearby all would seem worthy 

of celebration. 
In addition to seeking out joy, I am 

curious about our collective lessons 
learned. In some ways the urge to improve 

our lives, to grow and 
develop as humans, 
comes naturally. Ba-
bies could stay in cribs 
but they want to get out 
and learn to walk. We 

delight in learning that creates indepen-
dence. By adolescence it is common to 
start thinking about living on our own, 
albeit with unrealistic expectations about 
how to pull that off. As we age, and in 
difficult circumstances, we often need to 
be more intentional if we want to improve 
our lives and the lives of people around us. 

In my perpetual and currently out of 
control obsession with Joseph Campbell’s 
Hero’s Journey, I am especially stuck on the 
concept of the Refusal of the Call. We get 
thrown into adventures like pandemics, 
financial crises, or falling in love. These are 
our larger life Calls to Adventure. Some 
adventures are smaller, daily lessons.

Last year, as the shutdown started, I 
bought a treadle sewing machine online. 
Actually, I only thought that was what I 
was buying. Not being a detail person, I 

saw a machine online that looked like my 
grandmother’s and, having read enough 
post-apocalyptic stories to think we might 
have a power grid crash at any minute, I 
thought I was duplicating what she had. 

I have a photograph of my grand-
mother with her sewing club. Delivery 
day arrived. With grand notions and a 
nod to that photo, we unloaded it from 
the seller’s truck and discovered a mess 
of old, severed electric cords, a top that 
could not be pulled open, and wood in 
serious need of refinishing. Not wanting 
to go back on my commitment, I handed 
over the $40 and we set it down in my 
child therapy/sewing room. It was huge 
and filled up the open space in the center 
of that already crowded room. 

It sat there. And sat there. And sat 
there. It tormented me. I would go into 
that room and think of all the attention 
it needed. I would think about a fun 
project I wanted to work on and would 
feel a jolt of pain in my heart. I was going 
to have to postpone things until I fixed 
the behemoth punishing my heart and 
mind. I did this for months. I could get 
help replacing cords. I could sand and 
oil and prod it into usefulness. I could 
sell it for a profit.

Joys Are Calling
“Historians used to believe that the Roaring Twenties were the rebound from the Great 

War, but some scholars now consider the pandemic [of 1918] an equally significant fact in 
the rush to seize the day, to defy fear and death, whether conscious or not.”   
       ~ Roxanne Roberts

RELAX. PLAY. BREATHE!
Enter to win a relaxing getaway in the friendliest town in Eastern Washington!
This summer, enjoy a free “Stay and Play” package that includes: 

-Two nights at the Silver Beach Resort at Waitts Lake
-18 holes of golf for two at Chewelah Golf and County Club 
(including cart rental)
-$200 of “Chamber Bucks” for a Chewelah spending spree 
and discount coupons for local shopping and dining

Scan QR Code Scan QR Code 
to go to to go to 

Chewelah.orgChewelah.org

“In addition to seeking out 
joy, I am curious about our 
collective lessons learned.”
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The problem was, I didn’t want to. Was 
I refusing a Call to Adventure? I always 
have a list of puttering activities I enjoy. I 
was not going to let myself get any of those 
done until this project was completed 
and out of the house. It was oppressive. 
I don’t like to give up once I get a thing 
in my head. Or make a commitment. 
Or feel obligated to somebody. This task 
was a Call that I was refusing, and I was 
resisting it like crazy. 

And then, one morning over coffee, a 
revolutionary thought popped into my 
head. What if there were Calls to Ad-
venture that were okay to refuse? Wow. 
Life changing. I could give this adventure 
up. Was this one of those that is okay to 
reject? Maybe the Call was really to say 
no to this and to say yes to the Call of 
Setting Limits on what I could realistically 
accomplish. I count this as a ground-
breaking experience for me. Saying no is 
a lesson I was learning anyway, but the 
Great Time of Pandemic Reflection sped 
up the application.

We lifted the sewing machine into the 
back of the car. The hatchback would 
not close, so I drove the few blocks to a 
secondhand store with a dinging sound, 
which I did not see as a danger signal. 
It was almost like bells ringing that the 
wicked witch was dead. 

I plan on keeping that lesson with me 
and seeing if I might perfect the nuances 
of yes/no circumstances. I’ve shifted my 
attention to the things I really want to do 
and, especially when I’m feeling a time 
crunch and time to get things done is so 
precious, I thank my lucky stars for the 
lesson. I want to take that with me into 
the future.

There are people who easily say no 
and people who easily say yes. There 
are probably as many lessons from our 
season of the COVID pandemic as there 
are people to learn them. I am looking 
forward to seeing what we come up with 
as our current version of the Roaring 
Twenties unfolds. I am a fan of having 
fun. Hiking, great meals with friends, a 
good book on a quiet and possibly rainy 

day, hanging out with family – all fill me 
with great joy. I just never want to waste 
a lesson that can increase self-reflection 
skills, heal hearts, improve relationships, 
and increase generosity of spirit towards 
ourselves and others. With such a pen-
chant for transformed lives, I’m hoping 
our Monthly readers engage in conver-

sations with trusted friends and family 
members to identify what those might 
be. Blessings on your adventures! 

Christine Wilson is a psychotherapist 
in private practice in Colville and can be 
reached at christineallenewilson@gmail.
com or 509-690-0715.

Random Acts of Community

20212021
34th Annual34th Annual

Saturday July 3 ~ Noon to DarkSaturday July 3 ~ Noon to DarkSaturday July 3 ~ Noon to DarkSaturday July 3 ~ Noon to Dark

    ~The Planetary Refugees
and

~ The 7th Street Band

Live Music~
Hot

Dance

~ The Healthiest Wines on the Planet ~~ The Healthiest Wines on the Planet ~

3751 Vineyard Way ~ Kettle Falls, WA3751 Vineyard Way ~ Kettle Falls, WA
On the Northport-Flat Creek Road Along Lake RooseveltOn the Northport-Flat Creek Road Along Lake Roosevelt

(509)732-6123 ~ www.chinabend.com(509)732-6123 ~ www.chinabend.com
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I’m lying supine on the carpet in an 
upstairs bedroom of an old, refurbished 
house that is mine for just a few more 
days. The carpeting is soft, the room 
is cool, and I am alone. The previously 
cracked plastered ceiling has a new coat 
of paint, the room is a light sunny yel-
low. A miniaturized bathroom adjoins 

it, carved out of the attic, newly finished, 
a soft gray tile artistically installed by my 
lovely wife. I’m looking up at the ceiling 
fan that she repurposed and hung in 
place just above me, against my better 
judgment. Wouldn’t you know it. She 
was right. It does look good up there.

I close my eyes as tears run down my 

By Dr. Barry Bacon, MD

Something About This Place
face. I cannot stop them. I don’t want 
to stop them. I want to feel what I need 
to feel, experience all of it. I want to 
remember. This place helps me to do 
that. So, I let it soak in, run through me, 
wash over me. Every year, every day, ev-
ery sorrow, every dream I’ve had to lay 
aside. I lie here and let it flow.

It’s a funny thing about love. It doesn’t 
end. It keeps going. The pain that I feel 
at a moment like this is just a measure of 
the depths of it. So, I embrace the pain, 
the loss that I can never recover because 
our son is gone. And there is nothing I 
can do about it, except to remember.

It could be a song, a smell, a phrase, 
a picture, a movie. It catches me by 
surprise. But there it is, the beautiful 
mystery of love, agony and joy mixed 
together. Or this room, this place. This 
was to be his home. This was to be his 
inheritance. It was the hope that he 
would be free, that he would live a good 
life, that he would have children of his 
own, a job, a future.  

The sense that I find building in me 
at this moment is that I would do it all 
again, and more. 

Days of sweating, and chopping, 
plumbing and mopping up the messes, 
wiring and insulating, Sheetrock and 
dust and flooring. Week after week, 
planning with my intrepid wife when 
will be the next time. Is there a day next 
week when we could come and sweat 
and strain again? And the week after 
that? Year after year, we kept coming 
back to this place, to put our mark on it, 
to put his color on it, his design.  

What I have learned is that it was nev-
er about the house. We’ve sold it. We 
never will miss it. Sold to an enthusias-
tic young woman who loves it, cherishes 
it and will make it her own. It’s not the 
house. But somehow in this place, I am 
in touch with what I need to feel. Maybe 
it was the hours of hard work. Maybe it 
was the memories of sanding, painting, 
scraping and cleaning.  

I don’t think so. It was always, only, 

YYoouurr  LLooccaall  BBlloocckk  DDeeaalleerr  
1101 North Highway   Colville, WA  

 

Cottagestone 4”x12”x7” 
 Advantage 

VViissiitt  HHaanneeyy  LLuummbbeerr  &&  SSuuppppllyy,,  IInncc..  

These 7”deep blocks are 

ManorStone® 
Retaining Wall Blocks 

6” x 16” 
Designed for scaled wall projects.  
Manorstone is available in several 
shapes, including radius, flat face 
and straight sided units that can 
be mixed and matched. (45/pallet) 
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Life Matters

every moment, about love. The kind of 
love I can’t stop, and I don’t want to. I 
want to keep loving, but I don’t have to 
try. It’s there. I know it will be there until 
the end of whatever this life brings and 
beyond to whatever lies ahead. Some-
thing about this place, the place we re-
built for our son, opens a window to my 
soul. 

I’ve discovered that there are things 
men would die for. They would lay 
down their lives for family. Every good 
man knows it. If they could exchange 
their lives, if they could lay down their 
lives for the sake of their child or their 
spouse, they would do it. Not fame. Not 
position. Not sex. Not money. As attrac-
tive as all of those things are, nothing 
comes close to this one thing. It was al-
ways only about love.  

I hear someone open the door. My 
wife has just arrived. She drove all the 
way from our home up north just to 
spend a few minutes with me before I 
catch my flight. I’m on my way to Africa 
to fulfill a crazy dream of developing a 
medical school in a remote part of the 
world. It’s not to prove anything. It’s just 
something I am passionate about. May-
be crazy is a better word.  

My wife knows I’m here. She saw my 

truck outside and my luggage beside the 
door. I can hear her quietly stepping, 
stopping, searching. She’s looking for 
me. I don’t move. I lie here just for a mo-
ment longer. I listen as she finds her way 
up the steps, opens the door, then kneels 
beside me. “Are you alright?” she asks. I 
shake my head. No. I’m not.

She leans her body against mine in the 
tenderest of embraces, her cheek against 
my own. She feels the tears on my face 
and she knows. There are no words. 
There is no need. At this time she is the 
one person in this world I would allow 
into this sacred space.  

If we could travel through time and 
space, roll back the clock, do over what 
we regret, relive our mistakes, there are 
many things I would do differently. I 
would have spent more time with my 
family. I would have left work earlier. 
I would have been less angry, I would 
have been kinder, I would have played 
more. 

But there is one thing I would never 
do over. I will never regret being a dad. 
I would accept all of this pain again, 
because of what it represents. I had a 
chance to love my boy for 36 years while 
he was alive, and for all the years I have 
left. No one can take that from me. Love 

never stops hurting. Love never stops 
risking. Love never stops investing. Love 
never stops hoping. Love never stops. 
Never.

This gift I bring 
This old house is just a shell
but a story it can tell
of a gift one cannot buy
for its glories men would die
every nail and every tile
every moment every mile
every blister every ache
every dollar that it takes
all are singing to the sky
of the gift that will not die
of this gift we’ve left behind
of this gift that cannot die
not the plaster, not the stones
not the aching in our bones
just this beating of our hearts
flowing freely 
You are loved. You are loved
Forever and always you are loved.  

Barry Bacon is a physician who has 
lived and practiced family medicine in 
Colville for 28 years. He now works in 
small rural hospitals in Washington state, 
teaches family medicine, and works on 
health disparities in the U.S. and Africa. 
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Doug Johnson: The Bee Ambassador
By Loren Cruden

Even though we’d never met, Doug 
Johnson seemed like an old friend when 
he biked over to my place one gorgeous 
afternoon in May. Johnson lives just 
down the road from me, in Marcus, and 
was my grandson’s beekeeping mentor. 
But our conversation, as we sat outside 
enjoying the peaceful view over the Co-
lumbia, began with a topic far removed 
from northeast Washington: Ethiopia. 
Conflict erupting there between the 
Ethiopian government and the ethnic 
minority Tigray people – who were once 
in power – resulted in what the United 

Nations has declared a genocide against 
the Tigray, a people Johnson has come to 
know: “Wherever I traveled in Ethiopia,” 
he said, “I found the people extremely 
hospitable, and very beautiful. I married 
one! Though we’re not together now.”

I asked how he came to be traveling 
around Ethiopia.

“A beekeeping project on the other side 
of Addis Ababa. The United States Agency 
for International Development asked me 
to go over there and do a beekeeping 
project and, over three or four visits, I 
ended up doing seven in Ethiopia. The 

first was for some farmers – about 20 in 
each group, for a week and a few days. 
It was an opportunity to find out what 
Ethiopia was about and to experience 
another culture.”

Q: Had you been to Africa before?
Johnson: No! It was an adventure, 

believe you me. The agency sends a scope 
of work – details about who I work with, 
where I’m going to stay, what experience 
the participants have. Once I receive the 
proposal I can accept or deny it. They 
are all beekeeping projects but some 
are more worthwhile than others. I’ve 
got three at the moment: for Kurdistan, 
Morocco, and one in Palestine. But the 
one in Palestine is tenuous because of 
what’s been happening there, politically. 

I like to go to the worst places in the 
world; it makes me humble. When I come 
back here I see how organized and clean 
it is and, for the most part, I feel renewed 
in my own spirit about being here. But 
I can’t stay for long periods – I gotta get 
out again.

Q: How do you deal with projects in 
places where the bees and their habitats 
are different from ones here?

Johnson: It takes a different approach. 
Often, the things I know about beekeep-
ing here don’t apply. Or our technology 
doesn’t apply. You’re given a scope of 
work; you get some history, you get 
some culture, but then I do the research 
on my own, through the Kettle Falls and 
Colville libraries. The libraries have been 
my pivotal link. If there’s anything to be 
said in this interview, it’s the value of 
having a library that is able to get me any 
book I want, as long as it’s in the lending 
library system.

Q: What’s your state of mind when you 
go to a place where you don’t know the 
language or may be at risk?

Johnson: Farmers are farmers, wher-
ever you go. People that work close to the 
earth – work with bees or grains – are 
the same everywhere. I’ve never really 
felt threatened if I do my due diligence. 
I don’t go out at night, don’t go to the Selam, bringing clothes, food, and cash to those displaced in the Tigray region in Ethiopia. 
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bars, don’t carouse. I’ve got an interpreter 
through an agency I work with. They have 
an in-country director for every country 
I go to who’s pretty smart – knows how 
the local system works. He appoints 
somebody to go with me who is by my 
side most all of the time.

A lot of beekeeping projects around 
the world have failed. Some of mine 
have failed. We take our technology over 
there and say, this is what you need, but 
it may not be culturally or socially or 
economically viable. The point of it, for 
me, is to fulfill a sort of ambassadorial 
role and to leave something behind – 
knowledge, books, information, links 
to other groups, bee suits, whatever is 
actually useful.

At the beginning of this conversation 
with Johnson – who over the years has 

Conversations

won awards from three U.S. presidents for 
his volunteer work abroad – showed me 
photos received from Ethiopia and said, 
“In a journalist’s story I saw this picture 
of a six-year-old girl whose mother was 

murdered during the government’s attack 
on the Tigray. I suddenly realized that 
below the little girl’s dress was nothing – 
no legs. That picture had such an impact I 
contacted a friend, Selam, in Addis Ababa 
and asked if she could locate this child.

“Three days later, Selam found her. I 
wired money from myself and a friend 
in Illinois and Selam got the money to 
the people looking after Bethlehem, the 
little girl – that’s her name.”

Johnson’s photos showed the child 
before and after the money arrived en-
abling her to receive prosthetic legs and 
physical therapy. She is now beginning to 
walk again. It was the first time Johnson 

Continued on page 14...

Selam with Bethleham, a six-year-old who lost her legs in a brutal attack that 
also killed the girl’s mother, in the Tigray region in Ethiopia. An injured boy from 
the same region, pictured at left. 
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had gotten personally involved in a hu-
manitarian effort outside his project pa-
rameters, and he was passionate about it.

“Selam is now creating an NGO to 
hopefully address some of the needs of 
her people, with any response from here 
that I can funnel. People ask, of all the 

places I’ve been, which one is the most 
memorable. And for me it would have 
to be Ethiopia.”

Q: What about the country speaks so 

meaningfully to you?
Johnson: The poverty of the soil there 

– the poverty of the people and how they 
just get on with life – makes me feel so 
humble. When I was there after finishing 
that first beekeeping project, I picked 
up a book about the special rock-hewn 

churches. I had to go check the place 
out, so went to two different churches. 
Some you have to use a rope to climb up 
to; others you have an Ethiopian telling 

you where to put your hands and feet. 
And you have to climb barefoot!

Q: Why did they build the churches 
that way?

Johnson: I suppose it was for spiritual 
reasons, putting them up high. Each one 
is unique; they’re each constructed dif-
ferently. The hike itself is beautiful and 
then the murals inside are also unique, 
painted on the rock walls around the 11th 

or 12th century. Usually there’s a priest that 
lives up there full time. Another thing 
that attracted me about Ethiopia is the 
coffee ceremony. It’s a very social thing. 
They take time out for this communal 
activity, and I appreciate that.

Q: What was it that prompts a guy 
in eastern Washington to venture into 
places so outside the white American 
experience?

Johnson: I guess it started in 1984 
when I became a Peace Corps volunteer 
in Jamaica.

Q: What sparked you to join the Peace 
Corps?

Johnson: I don’t know. I’d been working 
for myself – I had a beekeeping business 
and I’d sold it and made some money. I 
had wanderlust. I think it all started when 
my mother bought the Encyclopedia 
Britannica and I’d sit there as a child and 
go through every one of them. I’d look 
at the pictures and realize there’s more 
to this earth than farming for my dad or 
beekeeping for myself.

Q: The word that comes to mind as I 
listen to you is pilgrimage. Does that fit?

Johnson: It does. It certainly does. You 
see things – shocking things – that you’d 
never see here. I realized how fortunate I 
am. I have the three essentials: I have my 
health, I have time, and I have enough 
money.

Q: How old were you when you started 
beekeeping?

Johnson: I was 21.
Q: And you’ve been doing it pretty 

much nonstop?
Johnson: Ever since.
Q: It seems the bees have been a vehicle 

for many things in your life, yes?

Continued from page 13...

Doug Johnson (in front) rehoming a swarm of bees in Kettle Falls into a hive.
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Johnson: Exactly right. Bees have 
been so good to me, and honey is such 
a high-value product. I focused on and 
promoted that. There were years I had 
over a hundred barrels of honey, but 
always sold out of it. It’s so much work, 
though, and I’m such a perfectionist. 
The bees are perfect – they do perfect 
work. So I had to do perfect work, right? 
These days I’ve shifted from beekeeping 
to breeding queens.

Q: How are bees doing these days?
Johnson: Well, we have the 

same problems we’ve had for 
years: herbicides, insecticides, 
pesticides, monoculture farm-
ing, global warming. We have 
movement of bees from one 
area to the next [by people who 
provide commercial pollinat-
ing]. Bees continually have to 
adjust to new circumstances. Is 
the water clean? Nearby? Are 
there fungicides in the envi-
ronment? The big issue now is 
mites: ticks that live on the bees 
and suck the hemolymph out of 
the bees – and create viruses. 
A host of different viruses that 
affect their growth and cause 
deformities.

Q: Where did the mites 
originate?

Johnson: We don’t know, 
exactly. Somewhere in Asia. To 
control insects on insects is a 
very, very delicate balance. Ev-
ery beekeeper I know is full of 
consternation about the future. I became 
a queen breeder because that’s the next 
step. We’ve found that bees have hygienic 
behavior that varies from colony to col-
ony and is genetic. So, with the queens 
I’m breeding for this hygienic behavior.

Q: What’s hygienic behavior?
Johnson: It’s when bees clean the mites 

off themselves. You can breed for this be-
havior – and for resistance to foul brood, 
too. But a beekeeper is only as good as his 
knowledge of the environment. Because 
we are in a fairly pesticide/insecticide/

monoculture-free zone we can get opti-
mal results from our bees here.

Q: How long have you lived in this area?
Johnson: Since 1990.
Q: Where were you from and what 

drew you here?
Johnson: Illinois. A job brought me to 

this area. A commercial beekeeper – the 
first one here – asked me to come manage 
a 2,500-colony operation. After he died I 
started my own business. My kids went 
to school here and the beekeeping thing 

kept growing every year. I like it here – I 
bicycle a lot. You can point me in any 
direction and I probably know it pretty 
well. I have bees in every direction as 
well. There are some beautiful places to 
bike here and the summers are nearly 
perfect. Though last year, with all the 
smoke, bees couldn’t see the sun and lost 
direction trying to find their way home.

There have been other challenges. Ev-
ery beekeeper from miles around wants 
to bring bees here. They put them right 
next to each other, so nobody benefits. 

There are no rules or registered yards 
here. I tried to get beekeepers to keep a 
map and stay spaced apart, but beekeep-
ers are independent people.

Q: In terms of wild bees versus the 
ones brought in or specially bred, are 
wild bees going to survive?

Johnson: I think that, around here, 
wild bees are doing okay. But there’s an 
argument that says that bees brought in 
are interfering with local wild bees. To 
some extent that probably has validity, 

but there haven’t been any stud-
ies done on it. If you want to 
put bees on national property 
you’ll meet with some opposi-
tion. My thought is that if too 
many bees are brought in, it’s 
gonna be a problem; and there 
are people who do put too many 
bees in too small an area. On 
the other hand, some of the 
flowers that those little native 
bees work are not the same 
flowers that the honeybees 
work. It just depends on what’s 
in the environment – the more 
diverse the better. I come from 
a farm. My dad was a farmer – 
a darn good one. My brother 
still farms there in Illinois. But 
… only two crops: corn and 
soybeans. Not good.

When I asked Johnson 
what flowers the bees in our 
neighborhood are working he 
instantly recited a succession 
of blooms, from early spring’s 

Oregon grape and May’s snowberries and 
chokecherries, to summer’s knapweed, 
lavender, sunflowers, sweet clover and 
so on. He’s a man who, like the bees, 
knows his habitat. 

As we spoke, a hummingbird darted 
between us, hovering inches away before 
zooming off in search of its own nectar 
in the blossoming moment.

Loren Cruden writes fiction, nonfiction, 
and poetry, available at www.LorenBooks.
com, and provides Home Pet Care in the 
north Stevens County area.     

Conversations
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Did you know that we have a “poacher 
duck” in the Okanogan-Columbia High-
lands? Not a duck poacher, but an unusual 
bird that has earned its name based on its 
foraging behavior. Read on…

Of the 12 groups of ducks, which 
include divers and dabblers, whistlers 
and perchers, the American wigeon is 
clearly a dabbler. These are ducks that 
tip head down, butt up, underwater in 
order to feed. They root through shallow 
waters and muddy aquatic bottoms in 
search of plants and insects. Wigeons 
will also nibble along the water’s surface, 
and, unlike some of their duck cousins, 
they feed readily on land as well. During 
winter I noted several wigeon mixed in 
with a big flock of mallards feeding on 
fresh hay along with a herd of cattle. It 
is very rare to observe one diving below 
the water, which of course separates them 
from “diver” ducks. The most commonly 
known dabbling ducks are the mallard, 
the northern pintail, American wigeon, 

The American Wigeon: A Slightly Odd Duck
Article & Photo by J. Foster Fanning

and different teals.
Before going forward let’s clarify there 

are three extant species of wigeon: the 
Eurasian wigeon (Mareca Penelope), the 
Chiloé wigeon (M. sibilatrix) and the 
bird of this article, the American wigeon 
(M. americana). Only once have I photo-
graphed the Eurasian wigeon. That was 
along the Columbia River waterfront in 
Wenatchee at Point Walla Walla Park. A 
beautiful bird. 

But back to the American wigeon: They 
are fascinating ducks, well known to bird-
ers for their agile although somewhat er-
ratic flight and boisterous whistling. These 
birds are widely distributed throughout 
our highlands and most of North America 
from Alaska east through the Hudson Bay 
area and south into Mexico. Some have 
been reported in South America as well. 

While broadly dispersed, wigeons are 
not particularly abundant in any one 
region except in certain migration and 
wintering areas where they flock together. 

The U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service esti-
mated wigeons eighth in abundance in 
2010 behind mallards, blue-winged teal, 
scaup, shovelers, pintails, green-winged 
teal and gadwalls, respectively.

To identify an American wigeon look 
for a pale grey bill tipped in black. Breed-
ing males will sport a brownish-grey head 
with a wide green stripe behind the eye 
and a white head cap. Overall the body is a 
pale cinnamon with white patches on the 
sides of the rump in contrast with black 
undertail fletching. If you observe these 
birds in flight, look for a white patch on 
the upper-wing and a green patch on the 
secondaries. Females and nonbreeding 
males have a brownish grey head and a 
dark eye smudge.  

Some migratory birds are difficult to 
study due to their elusive flight patterns, 
remote nesting areas, and broadly dis-
tributed densities. Wigeons are among 
these birds. Thus, many aspects of wigeon 
breeding biology remain a mystery to 
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ornithologists. It is known that, among 
the dabbling duck species, wigeons are 
relatively late nesters, with peak nesting 
beginning late May to early June. Wigeons 
have a preference to nest in tall, thick, 
shrubby vegetation most often under 
bushes or in dense brush. The nest is in a 
dry site generally within a few hundred 
feet of a water and food source. 

When a nesting female senses a preda-
tor, she will fly away from the nest, gener-
ally toward water, to distract the predator. 
The females use a distraction display 
feigning injury, erratically flapping over 
the water, vocalizing and, if necessary, 
becoming aggressive toward an intruder. 

A trait found in many aquatic birds is 
that the hatchlings leave the nest shortly 
after hatching and ably feed themselves. 
Meanwhile, adult males and nonbreeding 
females head north to large lakes to lay-
over for a month or so of flightless days 
molting and growing new feathers before 

migrating south. Successful females and 
juveniles stay in their breeding areas to 
grow new feathers. A result of this separa-
tion is that adult males typically begin the 
fall migration earlier than most females 
and immature birds. 

Wigeons can be long-lived, with the 
oldest banded bird reported at 21 years 
and 4 months. But, generally due to pre-
dation and hunting, the American wigeon 
lifespan is less than three years.

The diet of most dabbling ducks is 
seeds and grain during fall and winter, 
but wigeon favor foraging on leaves and 
stems of aquatic and upland vegetation. 
Studies show the evolved short gooselike 
bill of the American wigeons aids the bird 
in exerting more tip force, thus allowing 
them to eat a higher proportion of plant 
matter than any other dabbling duck. 
Wigeons pluck vegetation from fields and 
lawns almost effortlessly. 

Another evolved differentiation of the 

wigeon is that, unlike most ducks, their 
legs and feet are positioned more forward 
on their body, an adaptation good for 
walking and even running on dry land. 
The tradeoff of this adaptation makes 
diving difficult for this bird. Scientists 
speculate this is why wigeons regularly 
congregate with rafts of diving ducks 
and coots that feed in deeper waters. The 
surface-foraging wigeons steal strands of 
vegetation from the bills of diving birds, 
giving rise to the nicknames “poacher 
duck” and “robber duck.” 

Spring is lush upon us and summer just 
around the corner. I hope you are out there 
enjoying the fresh air and all the various 
wildlife of our upper highlands area. 

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 fosterfanning.
blogspot.com.
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The month of June always instills a 
sense of hope and renewal into this great 
big life. In many ways it is the month I 
look forward to the most as we enter a 
time of maintaining the yard and garden 
that holds the promise of a long summer 
full of fresh garden goodness, fragrant 
blooms, warm sunshine and my beloved 
Kettle River. And while this year is differ-
ent in so many ways, we press on, hoping 
for enough normal to carry us through. 

We are facing a summer of restructur-
ing a lifetime of green lawn into a new 
xeriscape. It takes some doing to undo 
so much grass but we are determined 
to make a yard that is easy to maintain 
without hoses and sprinklers. 

My daughter is facing a summer of 
long recovery from her chemotherapy 
and upcoming surgeries. We hope and 
pray for a clean biopsy during the first 
surgery. I will continue to plant and weed 
and dig and rake as much as my muscles 
can take to keep my anxiety in check. 

My dad (pictured right, with me) is 
also on my mind this time of the year. 
There is a bit of sadness that makes itself 
at home in my heart as Father’s Day and 
dad’s birthday draw near. This year those 
dates will coincide. I’ve been looking at 
old photos, pulling up the memories of 
bits and pieces of his life and pondering 
in particular about the ways in which he 
shaped my life. 

I’ve said it here before that being his 
daughter wasn’t always easy. Dad was 

Faith, Father and Firefighters
By Tina Tolliver Lago

stern and strict and he was not a real 
social person. He had his work buddies 
and a few close friends who lived across 
the state where he had gone to school, 
but in our area, he just had a couple of 
close friends and neighbors he spent time 
with when he wasn’t working hard at his 
job or doing what he could to help mom 
keep us kids from wreaking some kind 
of havoc in our tiny home. 

We eventually moved into a bigger 
house. A house that would withstand 
the antics of four kids along with all of 
our friends and neighbors and the slew 
of summer company that would descend 
on us when the river and the local lakes 
would draw so many of my parents’ 
friends and relatives out of the bigger 
cities. Even back then this area was a 
draw to people who knew northeastern 
Washington as a beautiful place to create 
the best summer memories. 

There was a deep sense of commitment 
and pride in our small community back 
then. Our community was made up of 
all of the people who made their homes 
between the river and the railroad tracks 
and up on the little hill across the high-
way. But those who lived on the ranches 
and farms and cabins and homes built 
way back in the woods or high on the 
mountains were equal contributors to 
the care and wellbeing of the community 
and everyone who lived in and around it. 

And that is one thing I remember so 
fondly about my own father, that his 

sense of responsibility to take the best 
care of his family, friends and neighbors 
always made me proud. He and so many 
others never hesitated to step up and take 
care of business that needed to be taken 
care of. And by business I guess I mean 
everything from the maintenance and 
preservation of the community water-
shed to the treacherous trek up to the 
top of the mountain a few times a year to 
maintain the television transmitter that 
was the sole source of the few channels 
that area residents could access for news 
as well as entertainment. 

There were times that tragedy would 
strike in a nearby home or deep in the 
woods off an old county road, and it was 
my father and many others who never 
hesitated to mobilize and do what was 
needed to be done to save a life, a house, 
or an animal in distress. Fires, car acci-
dents, heart attacks – they were all dealt 
with by members of the community in a 
time when phones were accessible in just 
a few key buildings in our area. Time 
was precious when tragedy struck and a 
three-hour wait time for an ambulance 
was rarely an option. 

We had no organized fire department 
back then. But there came a time over 
40 years ago when several people began 
the lengthy and arduous journey of or-
ganizing a group of local volunteers that 
eventually grew into our current Joint 
Fire District Ferry #3 and Stevens #8. The 
men and women who have served this 
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This Great Big Life
district over the years have my utmost 
respect and gratitude. 

But currently our district is experi-
encing a crisis as we lose dedicated com-
munity members 
who have been 
forced to “retire” 
from their volun-
teer positions or 
have passed away 
after dedicating 
so much of their 
adult lives to serve 
the community ... 
with little-to-no 
response to fill 
those vacancies 
with fresh new 
volunteers. I find 
this more than 
worrisome and 
frank ly I a lso 
find it sad. These 
men and women 
have worked so 
hard for so long 
to build up an impressive number of 
stations with the equipment needed to 
serve our area.

All #3 and #8 stations house the proper 
equipment to meet insurance guidelines 
for structure protection. The only thing 
missing, says Fire Chief Herb Hippler, are 
men and women to run the equipment 
and commit to the time and training it 
takes to become such an important part 
of taking care of this community. 

A loss of volunteers will have an im-
pact on our insurance costs. But more 
importantly, I feel, will be the loss of 
the lifesaving services we have benefited 

from for over 40 years if the trend of 
losing long-time volunteers without the 
addition of new volunteers continues. 

I wish there were easy fixes. But there 
aren’t. I know what it’s like to feel so busy 
I’ve got nothing left in me to give. And I 
also know what it’s like to dig just a little 
bit deeper and find a little piece of me 
that feels the pull to take a big step and 
trust that things will work out. Because 
being part of a community to me means 

digging deeper for the greater good of 
our families and friends and neighbors. 
And because my dad instilled in me that, 
even though no one really wants to do 

the hard stuff, it 
really is the only 
way to create 
a community 
that takes care 
of each other. 

And so I hope 
that we all can 
reflect on what 
it means to be 
pa r t  of  t h i s 
place we all call 
home. No mat-
ter what county 
you live in, or 
which fire de-
partment serves 
your needs, I 
hope we can all 
find a way, no 
matter how big 
or how small, to 

do what we can to help them out. After 
all, as spring turns to summer, there may 
be times that many of us will need our 
local volunteers as much as they need 
us right now.

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.

ODYNSKI’S ACCOUNTING & TAX SERVICE
Serving the commuity for over 50 years!

“Enrolled to practice before the Internal Revenue Service”

17 S. Main Street  •  Deer Park, WA

John S. Odynski, EA, ATA             Vern W. Rozelle, EA, ATP

ACCOUNTING • INCOME TAX • BOOKKEEPING
PAYROLL • STATE & FEDERAL AUDIT SERVICE

Ph# (509) 276-6888 • info@odynskisaccounting.com • Fax# (509) 276-6849

For features & showtimes: 

509-446-2449
www.facebook.com/NUVUfun/

Adults: $9  ~  Kids: $7

209 E 5th Ave., Metaline Falls, WA
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It is just before 6:45 a.m. on April 23. 
A trio of wood ducks and a merganser 
couple peck for food around the sandspit 
where Tum Tum Creek flows into the 
Columbia River. Mount Cartier and the 
Albert Peaks, still brilliant with snow, 
shine in the distance. An eagle soars 
overhead in a perfect, blue sky.

Here, in the upper Columbia Valley 
near Revelstoke, B.C., a small group 
gathers, waiting for a text that could open 
up so much possibility, and knowing that 
another, larger group is gathered at Kettle 
Falls, 224 miles south, waiting for that 
same message. 

Around 6:45 our time, we will learn 
whether the Supreme Court of Canada, 
sitting in Ottawa, has decided if Rick 

Desautel, a Sinixt hunter living in the 
United States, has the right to hunt on his 
people’s traditional territory in Canada. 
If Desautel wins this case, it means that 
the Sinixt, whose territory runs up the 
Columbia River to north of Revelstoke, 
cannot be considered extinct in Canada, 
despite the federal government’s decla-
ration to that effect in 1956. 

It also might mean that our govern-
ments and their agencies will have to 
consult with descendants of the Sinixt 
who have stewarded this land since time 
immemorial.

Looking out over the river that connects 
this place with Kettle Falls, I can feel the 
contraction of time and distance. How 
did we get here?

by Laura Stovel

Just two centuries ago, this place was 
known as Skxikn̓ (pronounced Sku-hee-
kin), the northernmost Sinixt village. 
Sinixt families spent late summers and 
autumns here, and some likely overwin-
tered. This area was known for good 
hunting, fishing and huckleberry picking. 
The surrounding mountains were home to 
mountain goats, whose wool Sinixt wom-
en spun and wove into warm blankets.

Skxikn̓, where the Eagle Valley meets 
the Columbia, was also known for trading. 
Secwepemc people travelled from the 
west to trade, socialize and enjoy the 
harvest with their Sinixt neighbors before 
returning home in the late fall.

My mind turns to the voyageurs who 
worked the fur trade boats that plied 

Ties That Bind,
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the Columbia between Fort Colvile in 
the south and Boat Encampment, at the 
Columbia’s northern tip, from 1811 until 
the early 1850s. I can almost hear their 
famous call-and-response songs that set 
the rhythm of their oars. Skxikn̓ became 
known by these boatmen as Grand Bat-
teur, or “big whisk,” after a large eddy 
nearby. Today we know this area of 
Revelstoke as the Big Eddy.

While the fur trade was, in many ways, 
a continuation of already-flourishing 
trading economies, indigenous peoples 
had no way of anticipating the lines being 
mapped out by European and American 
governments far away. They could not 
have understood these governments’ 
claims of ownership of indigenous lands 
and the resources within them.

It all started quietly enough. In 1846, 
the United States and Great Britain 
signed the Oregon Treaty, establishing 
the international border at the 49th par-
allel and dividing the territories of many 
indigenous nations, including the Sinixt. 
There were no immediate restrictions on 
travel. Sinixt could seasonally canoe to 
the flourishing salmon fishery at Kettle 
Falls in June and July and then paddle 
north to their autumn grounds.

In late 1861, miners struck gold in the 
Big Bend area, the northern bend of the 
upper Columbia River. When the news 
spread, thousands of miners headed up 
the river. Often, inexperienced boatmen 
in rickety, overloaded boats drowned or 
were rescued by indigenous people. As 
I now watch the river flow by, I wonder 
what it would have felt like to be inundat-
ed by this flood of profit-hungry outsiders.

In 1867, four eastern provinces united 
to become the Dominion of Canada. Brit-
ish Columbia entered the Confederation 
in 1871 on the condition that a railway 
would be built to unite the country. The 
route would run through Roger’s Pass in 
the Selkirk Mountains, across the Colum-
bia River at what is now Revelstoke, and 
along the Eagle Valley to the Shuswap. 
In 1885, Revelstoke was established and 

that November the railway crossing the 
country was complete.

The railway construction and the 
founding of Revelstoke ended easy Sinixt 
use of their traditional lands and waters. 
Although Sinixt continued to travel here 
into the early 20th century, their land rights 
were not recognized and colonial law 
was firmly on the side of settlers who 
increasingly claimed land along the river. 

In 1872, the U.S. government had 
created the Colville Reservation, which 
extended up to the international border in 
the north, bringing together eight tribes, 
including the Sinixt, also known as Lakes. 
Almost immediately, Canadians changed 
the way they described Sinixt people. No 
longer called Lakes Indians (tied to the 
Arrow Lakes), they were seen as Colville 
or American Indians, as foreigners on 
their own land. 

Those who were clearly attached to 
Canada, like the Christian family at 
Kp’itl’els near Castlegar, were often 
described as Kootenay Indians, possibly 
because they lived in the Kootenays. This 
led to considerable confusion that contin-
ues to this day. With no recognized right 
to land, except a tiny, undesirable and 
unsustainable reserve on Lower Arrow 
Lake, most Sinixt left for the United States 
or joined their cousins or neighbors, 
mostly in the Okanagan Valley. The last 
great effort was made by Alex Christian, 
whose efforts to save his family’s land at 
Kp’itl’els were unsuccessful. 

When Annie Joseph, the last member of 
the Arrow Lake Reserve, died in 1956, the 
federal government declared the Sinixt 
to be extinct in Canada.

So many changes had occurred, in-
cluding the damming of the Columbia 
River and the end of the salmon. But the 
ties remained – always to the land and 
gradually to settlers who were open to 
learning this story and welcoming these 
relationships. 

Over the last decades the ties grew 
stronger and the distance between the 
waters of Revelstoke, Kettle Falls and 

Inchelium seemed shorter as Sinixt 
returned to these mountains. It began at 
Vallican in the Slocan Valley starting in 
the late 1980s, and continued through the 
relationships built by the Arrow Lakes 
facilitators Jim Boyd, Virgil Seymour and 
Shelly Boyd, and with sending Desautel 
to B.C. to hunt an elk and challenge the 
so-called extinction through the Canadian 
courts.

Suddenly a text appears, sent by a 
Sinixt friend and quoting lawyer Mark 
Underhill. “Welcome home,” it reads.

Whoops of joy, then silence as the 
immensity of the moment sinks in. Mi-
chelle Cole picks up her drum and sings 
in the language of her Haudenosaunee 
ancestors. Peter Oosterhoff plays his 
flute. Then, one by one, we share our 
feelings of relief and joy. Claire Sieber, 
who witnessed the moment with her 
mother, Pat, and her four-year-old son, 
Omid, puts it best. “When we learned of 
the decision,” she says, “I had the feeling 
that the land felt a sense of relief, with the 
return of the people. I really felt that in 
the movement of the trees and the eagle 
coming by. I felt the reparation of that 
relationship with the land.”

Laura Stovel is a writer and historian 
who lives in Revelstoke, B.C. Her latest 
book, Swift River: Stories of the First Peo-
ple and First Travellers on the Columbia 
River around Revelstoke focuses mainly 
on Sinixt history in the upper Columbia 
River region.

Check us out on 
Facebook.com/

addy2ndhand to view 
 our inventory!

Addy Second Hand
Open Mon. - Sat.

10 - 5:30

                935-4619 
1383 Hwy. 395 S.
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Events
May 31-June 5: Between the Rivers Gathering, 

a week-long workshop near Valley, WA for 
learning skills that originate in the stone-age 
all the way up to modern homesteading. Visit 
betweentheriversgathering.com for more info.

June 3: Annual Dessert Auction for the Hunt-
ers Fair at the Fruitland Valley Vineyard 
and Winery, 5 pm. Wine and drinks will be 
available to purchase as well as a small tapas. 
You can bring a dessert to be auctioned or bid 
on one to take home. All proceeds from the 
Dessert Auction will go towards supporting 
the Hunters Fair. Call 509-993-1913 or 509-
722-3812 for more info. 

June 3: First Thursday Art Walk, downtown 
Chewelah and Trails End Gallery, 5:30-8 pm.

June 4-5: Town & Country Days, Kettle Falls, 
featuring parade, painting in the park, fun 
run, lumberjack competition, Grouch inaugu-
ration, beer garden, live music, kids obstacle 
course, bouncy house, inflatables, food and 
craft vendors, and more! See ad page 29. 

June 5: Loonsday 5K run (or walk),  all ages, Loon 
Lake, WA. Call 509-998-0440 for more info.

June 5: Let’s Plant Contest Sunflower Challenge, 
Happy Tails Dog Park, Colville, 10 am. The 
goal is to beautify in front of the concrete 
barriers, enjoy the outdoors/dog park, and 
show off your dog. Each person is to plant 1-10 
seed per 10 ft. allotment, label flower type and 
person, and then care for and monitor their 
seedlings. Winners announced September 
11, 2021 at 10 a.m. Awards will be for tallest 
flower, biggest flower, most blooms, prettiest 
flower, and most unusual flower.

June 12: Grab Bag Book Sale, Colville Public Li-
brary, 10-1. 4 Books / bag: $1, children’s books: 
10 / bag: $1, or $0.10 per book on the cart.

June 13: Chewelah Valley Lions Corn Hole 
Tournament, Chewelah City Park.

June 13: Zack Hammond, comedian at the 
Cutter Theatre,  Metaline Falls. Appetizers & 

drinks at 6 pm, show at 6:30 pm. It’s time for 
some laughter.  Zack Hammond is a nationally 
touring comedian who performs in theaters, 
clubs, fire halls, pizza shops…anywhere that 
wants his brand of intelligent and humor. 
PG-13. Tickets $15. Call  509-446-4108 or visit 
cuttertheatre.com for details. See ad page 7.

June 19-20: Bigfoot Festival, Metaline Falls, 
featuring film festival, live music, vendors, kid 
activities, fan meet and book signing, food, 
5K race, bigfoot presentations by researchers, 
and more! See ad page 38. 

June 19-20, 26-27: The Blob (a.k.a. The Molten 
Monster) a movie from 1958, presented at 
Woodland Theatre Cinema in Kettle Falls, 
Saturdays at 7 pm and Sundays at 2 pm. Do-
nations are accepted at the door and masks 
are required (they may be removed when 
eating popcorn!). Call 509-738-6626 or visit 
woodlandproductions.org for more info. 

June 20: Father’s Day.

June 22-25: Junior Golf Camp at Chewelah Golf 
& Country Club for ages 6-17. To register call 
the Pro Shop 509-935-6807 ext 1. Camp will 
be from 9-Noon.

June 23: Chewelah Community Blood Drive, 
Dad’s Espresso, Noon-6 pm.

June 25: 4th Friday – 4 Acts: Community Talent 
Showcase at the Cutter Theatre, Metaline Falls. 
Food at 5:34 pm, show starts at 6:04 pm. Call 
509-446-4108 or visit cuttertheatre.com for 
details. See ad page 7.

June 26: Chewelah Community Blood Drive, 
Dad’s Espresso, 9-11:15 am.

June 26: Arbour Season in concert at the Cutter 
Theatre, Metaline Falls, dinner at 5:45 pm, 
show at 6:30 pm. Indie/folk husband and wife 
duo who draw inspiration from the incred-
ible adventures they have experienced. They 
express their passion for life through music. 
Tickets: $15. Call  509-446-4108 or visit 
cuttertheatre.com for details. See ad page 7.
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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.

June 8: Ferry & Stevens County Nonprofit Net-
work meeting (virtual), 2-3 pm, for anyone 
involved or interested in nonprofits. Visit 
washingtonnonprofits.org, call 509-675-3791 
to get registered (free). 

June 9: One River Nonprofit Network (Pend 
Oreille County) meeting (virtual), 2-3 pm, for 
anyone involved or interested in nonprofits. 
Visit washingtonnonprofits.org, call 509-675-
3791 to get registered (free).

Library Events: Check out library events at 
ncrl.org (Ferry Co.), scrld.org (Stevens Co.), 
and pocld.org (Pend Oreille Co.)

Create Arts Center, at 900 W 4th, Newport, is 
now offering classes for a variety of arts, crafts, 
music lessons and more. Visit www.createarts.
org for more info and a full calendar of events 
and lesson. 

Business & Professional Women meeting, 
second and fourth Wednesdays, 6:30-7:30 
pm, Freckles’ Gourmet BBQ, 18 North Clark 
Avenue, Republic.

Deer Park Business Referral Group/Deer 
Park Power Tips, Tuesdays, 8 am. Email 
sandiebrown27@gmail.com for info.

 

Northeast Washington Genealogy Society: 
Learn more at newgs.org.

Colville Piecemakers Quilt Guild meets the 
third Monday (no meeting in July or August) 
at 6 pm, Arden Community Hall, 636 Hall Rd. 
in Arden. Call 509-675-8848 for more info.

Colville Toastmasters meets virtually on 
Tuesdays, 5:30 pm and is for anyone seeking 
to boost confidence and sharpen communi-
cation/leadership skills. Free mentorship. Call 

509-690-3539 or email crablouie333@hotmail.
com for more info and Zoom link.

Al Anon, Wednesdays, Noon, Thursdays, 6 pm, 
887 S. Walnut, Colville.

Rape, Domestic Violence & Crime Victims, 
help is available. Confidential, 24 hours a day 
toll free 1-844-509-7233.

Child Advocates Needed:  Join Stevens or 
Ferry county’s Child Advocate programs for 
investigating child abuse and speaking up for 
a child’s best interest in court. All training is 
provided. Call 509-685-0673 for more info.

MORE LISTINGS 
& DETAILS AT 

NCMONTHLY.COM

Submissions for Events, Meetings & Opportunities
Please send listing submissions for events, meetings, and opportunities for inclusion 

in the print edition and online at ncmonthly.com to: ncmonthly@gmail.com. 

Meetings & Opportunities
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If you ever doubted the great Sir 
Tom Jones would be 
out-singing most of 
those a quarter his 
age, look no farther 
than the epic Voice 
clips (where Jones 
serves as a coach) to 
hear the 80-year-old 
blow the walls off the 
sound studio.  

Suffice to say, Jones 
can do just about 
anything he wants while recording an 
album now, and on the oft-experimental 
Surrounded by Time he pretty much does.  

Tom Jones Rides the Wave of Time

LISTEN UP

Opening with the stripped-down, 
feedback-drone gos-
pel of “I Won’t Crum-
ble with You If You 
Fall,” Jones fills the 
audio spectrum with 
his huge baritone, 
barely showing any 
wear and tear after 
50 years of studios 
and stages. 

Lo-fi acoustic gui-
tars, electronica and 

‘60s kitsch mingle freely throughout 
this edgy album. Jones’ storytelling 
on  “Samson and Delilah,” along with 

The Best of Saga’s Forgotten Best
If you were hearing Supertramp and 

early Ambrosia in the late ‘70s and early 
‘80s, then there’s a chance you heard the 
incredibly great Saga.  

Opening up for Rush on the road, 
this Canadian team-up (along with the 
fantastic Max Webster) found its way to 
the airwaves, and while Rush managed 
to strike it big, Saga’s prog-tinged pop 
and rock-fueled masterpieces like “On 
the Loose” and “Wind Him Up” still 
sound pretty timeless even all these 

the massive closer, “Lazarus Man,” shows 
he’s not just a great singer and performer, 
he’s an artist unafraid to do whatever he 
wants whenever he wants. 

If you like cascading sitars with your 
bubbling synths (and you really should), 
and gripping, gritty production, then 
this album is a must-hear. With a truly 
unpredictable (with some cuts, as with 
Dylan’s “One More Cup of Coffee,” 
working better than others) breadth 
and width, “Surrounded by Time” is a 
fantastic addition to the Sir Tom Jones 
catalog. Only a knight of the realm 
would be brave enough to release such 
a cool platter. 

decades later.  
So The Best of Saga, with all its remas-

tered glory, is a most welcome offering 
by a band that should honestly be a 
household name. With the pulsing analog 
synths and guitar counterpoints of “How 
Long” to the dramatic, intricate riff-rock 
of “The Flyer,” Saga fills this double album 
with massive musicianship and instantly 
iconic vocals by Michael Sadler in a way 
that is totally satisfying and mind-blow-
ing in the space of 27 tracks. 

Reviews by Michael Pickett

While the resurgence of ‘80s goodness 
may not propel Saga to global domina-
tion, The Best of Saga lays out why this 
power-prog-pop band was a force to be 
reckoned with. Never short on melody, 
inventive changes or cinematic drama, 
Saga still sounds fantastic even now 
(thank you, YouTube, for some incredible 
live cuts). Drop what you’re doing and 
check out this unit’s album of prime 
cuts to rediscover one of Canada’s truly 
superior exports.

Check out Michael Pickett’s music, free 
at pickettmusic.com.162 East 1st, Colville  •  (509) 684-3164  •  www.roadscholardrivingschool.com

“Education for the Road Ahead”

• Driver Education Classes
• State Department of Licensing
 Knowledge and Drive Testing

• Individual Instruction
Colville’s locally owned driving school!
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Binge-reading Bryan Washington’s highly-praised new 
novel, Memorial, with its short chapters and curt, episodic 
style, I wasn’t sure at first where I stood with it. Sympathy 
for the characters gradually awakened as they teetered 
through raw turning points in their relationships. Though 
sympathy did some teetering of its own at times, with the 
characters so set on not productively communicating with 
one another. 

The first half of the book takes place in Houston, Texas, and 
is told from the point of view of Ben, a gay African-Amer-
ican daycare worker from a middle class background. The 
second half follows his less economically-fortunate partner 
Mike, an Asian-American chef, to Japan where he has gone 
to find his dying father. The tone throughout the book is 
even (if profane), a deadpan humor and affect-less surface 
beneath which roil oceans of suppressed grief, rage, con-
fusion, yearning, and regret.  

“Staring at the dinner in front of us, [Mike] ask[s] [his 
father] how he’d met my mother. I’d never asked before. 
Hadn’t thought to. He looked at me, wincing. It started 
raining and then she was there, he said.”

The most incongruous, thus 
particularly intriguing relation-
ship is Ben’s with his partner’s 
mother, who arrives in Hous-
ton just as her son heads off to 
Japan. (The physical/emotional 
stranding of family members 
by one another is a recurring 
theme.) Mike’s mom is left with 
Ben, who is not thrilled but does 
his awkward best. “So, I say, how 
was your day? How was my day, 
says Mitsuko. My son leaves the 
country the morning after I arrive, she says. He leaves me 
with I don’t know who for I don’t know how long, she says. 
I haven’t seen him in years, she says, and he’s off looking 
for my ex-husband, who is rotting from cancer as we speak. 
My day was f_____ phenomenal, says Mitsuko.”

There you go: someone expressing herself straightfor-
wardly. Despite having finished the book, I have a feeling 
this story still has much to say to me.

A Good Read

For many westerners and prairie-staters, Jackie Pfeiffer Mc-
Gregor and Janine Pfeiffer Knop’s book, While the Windmill 
Watched: A Slice of Rural America in the 1950s, will stir similar 
childhood recollections.

The Pfeiffer sisters were raised on a farm in North Dakota, 
in a flat, largely untreed region subject to “Intense heat! Frigid 
cold! Unabating wind! Pelting snow! Torrential flood!” But 
also, “Beautifully colored western horizons and high-arched 
rainbows….” Farming in such a place comprised its own 
junction of satisfaction and ordeal.

The sisters’ contrasting personalities, too, distinctly come 
through in the short pieces each contributes about their 
schooling, churchgoing, 4H projects, chores, food (the final 
section of the book is a collection of recipes), and civic life. 
There are plenty of funny bits. “Dad had a celebrated sense of 
humor. One year, the [town] talent show featured him in the 
role of hairdresser Miss Fifi. The beautician was determined 
to get hair to grow on top of Mr. Arntz’s bald head with the 

aid of freshly cracked raw eggs 
massaged into her client’s scalp!” 

Janine now resides in Iowa but 
these days Jackie may be encoun-
tered in the Colville area where 
she and her husband engage in 
volunteer work and enjoy the great 
outdoors. The memories she and 
her sister relate (other than a gal-
vanizing one about a plane crash 
in their corn field) are evocative 
and ordinary – foundational in 
ways easily recognized by readers 
growing up in that era’s rural communities. Which may be 
why Jackie feels so at home in Colville.

Loren Cruden writes fiction, nonfiction, and poetry, available 
at www.LorenBooks.com, and provides Home Pet Care in the 
north Stevens County area. 

While the Windmill Watched 
by  Jackie Pfeiffer McGregor & Janine Pfeiffer Knop

Reviews by Loren Cruden

Memorial, by Bryan Washington
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Sometimes we wear our heart on our 
sleeve. Others collect heart-shaped rocks 
because they are precious symbols. We 
can appreciate the Great Architect’s de-
sign of the human body where the heart 
is protected within the ribcage’s embrace. 
Then, there’s the true story of the young 

boy who excitedly asked his mother, “Can 
you hear it, Momma?” “Hear what, dear?” 
she asked. “My heart – it’s SINGING!” 

The northern flicker (pictured, pho-
tos by Alistair Fraser) has many hearts. 
This woodpecker, like us, has an inside 
heart while wearing multiples of hearts, 
which are inscribed on its delicate breast 
feathers. 

Earlier this year my friend Lindell’s 
heart had cause to sing. She lives north 
of Spokane alongside the Little Spokane 
River. This is where she found a single 
tiny feather stuck to an apple tree twig 
by her empty bird feeder. Like many, she 
had taken to heart the recommendation to 
stop feeding her winter birds because of 
a deadly avian virus pandemic spreading 
from bird to bird at feeders throughout 

HeartBird
By Tina Wynecoop the Northwest. She still visited the empty 

feeding station to keep in touch with 
the chickadees and nuthatches who had 
learned to trust her enough to eat seeds 
out of her hand. 

Day after late-winter day clouds ob-
scured the sun, mirroring the gloom 
within humanity’s collective heart as 
its own pandemic unrelentingly ground 

on. Lindell noticed 
the flicker feather 
had a black spot 
within its white 
fluff – and the spot 
was heart-shaped. 
It made HER heart 
sing. She shared a 
photograph of the 
feather with her 
friends. Her joy 
was contagious in 
the best way.  

There was an 
event at my place 
several years ago 
that pushed me to 
wear my heart on 

my sleeve: 
A pair of pileated 

woodpeckers had 
carved a new home 
in one of the tall 
cedar poles that up-
hold the Bonneville 
Power Adminis-
t rat ion’s  (BPA) 
Bel l-Addy high 
voltage transmis-
sion lines. These 
lines intersect our 
land as they head 
north along the 
corridor to Addy, 
near Colville.  The 
woodpeckers had 
excavated a large 

entrance hole and a very deep cavity 
within this pole in anticipation of raising 
a family. In addition, they added a back 
door, as it were, for easy exit. Their nest site 
was way up in the air and fun to observe 
… but it made the pole vulnerable, and 
of great concern to BPA. 

We live on the southern end of Half 
Moon Prairie, north of Spokane, on a 
part of the old Parker homestead. Our 
parcel is composed of a mixed conifer 
forest which has been divided in two 
sections by the utility’s wide corridor. 
Several woodpecker species live year-
round in the adjoining forest, which 
has dying trees and many snags where 
insects abound. The soft evergreen tree 
trunks are easily drilled – if you have a 
woodpecker’s beak. The man-made cedar 
power pole “forested habitat” appears to 
serve the birds’ purposes as well.

It is my understanding that the pileated 
woodpeckers do not reuse the same nest 
cavity the following year, so another 
regional woodpecker, northern flickers, 
“leased” the site for their upcoming 
brood.  
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For Us Now

Monthly, the BPA’s helicopter pilot flies 
along the Bell-Addy corridor transmis-
sion lines monitoring for problems. He 
saw an anomaly near the top of our pole. 
Soon a Spokane-based land crew came 
out to make corrections. I watched the 
crewmen setting up their bucket rig. I 
stood at the forest edge in trepidation. I 
knew that a flicker family currently had 
a nest in the heights. 

A lineman was hoisted to the pole top 
in a cherry-picker bucket. With much 
caution he disengaged the wires from 
the pole and secured it with ropes, after 
which he severed the pole’s top third. 

At this point I came out of the woods 
and approached the foreman. I asked him 
if the top part could be lowered gently to 
the ground so I could capture its nest-
lings. He spoke to his crew and, just as I 
hoped, the crane operator maneuvered 
that section carefully to the ground. He 
was respectful of its passengers. 

It touched my heart to see his gentle 
skill.  Upon landing, the  three babies 
jumped out and fled in three directions. 
I captured them and tucked them safely 
inside my jacket. I wondered what their 
parents were thinking. I wondered what 
I was going to do with them!  

The crew figured it out for me.  They 
stood the pole top upright next to its 
former base and stabilized it by tying the 
two together with sturdy hemp ropes. The 
entrance hole was facing the same direc-

tion again – this is important to the bird 
architects who had carefully designed the 
whole abode. Now the only change to the 
nest site was its much lower elevation. 

The crew watched as I returned the ba-
bies to the deep cavity. The men’s job was 
done – very well done. They departed. I 
moved back into the forest to watch. The 
parents came right away and fed their 
hungry nestlings.  

With a full heart I wrote to BPA head-
quarters and described the event. I closed 
my thank-you note with “You all earned 
a feather in your caps … hardhats.” 

It was posted in their in-house news-
letter and several responses to the letter 
were heart-warming. Here are three: 

“To see BPA receive positive remarks 
from landowners is a welcome change 
from the ‘frequent black eye’ that BPA 
receives for performing maintenance to 

‘keep the lights on.’” 
Another employee wrote, “You really 

couldn’t buy PR this good if you tried.”
And another: “From a fellow bird 

watcher – thanks for taking the time 
to care. Nothing like saving a bird that 
thrives on carpenter ants.” 

As all this shows, there is no quaran-
tine for the heart! From the tiny flicker 
feather my friend Lindell found to the job 
performed by the BPA crew, the panoply 
of love continues to shine in our hearts 
despite these trying times.   

Take that, pandemic! 
Tina says: Growing up in western Wash-

ington, I thought it was the most interesting 
place in the world until I moved in 1970 to 
teach school on the Spokane Indian Res-
ervation. The culture, geography, history, 
and flora and fauna of the eastern part of 
the state is now my beloved “home ground.”
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Working hard is what I do best, and it 
seems to come naturally to me. Relaxing, 
on the other hand, is paradoxically some-
thing I must work hard at to be successful. 

In my career I had to be organized and 
efficient to a fault. Toss in managing my 
home, raising my family, and helping care 
for my parents, there was not much time to 
relax. The only way I could ever truly relax 
was to head to the great outdoors and spend 
time enjoying all that nature has to offer. 
I thought that once I retired all would be 
easy, but in the words of my cousin Sarah, 
“I retired so I could work harder.” 

Springtime is always such a busy time 
up here in the back of the beyond. What 
with all the yard work, vegetable and flower 
gardens, honeybees, chickens, plus all the 
household chores, the days just fly by and, 
come evening, we both just collapse into 
our chairs, only to get up and do it all over 
again the next day. Right now the grass is 
growing so fast that we mow twice a week, 

and we have a lot to mow. The trips over 
Wauconda Pass to Omak and that big 
old home store for building, gardening, 
and repair parts ends up being an all-day 
excursion but that trip gave me an idea on 
an escape to nature. I just had to figure out 
a way to get my husband on board because 
we truly needed a break. 

At the bottom of Wauconda Pass is a sign 
that says, “Bonaparte Recreation area six 
miles.” Hmmm … I thought, it’s worth a try. 
One day, before leaving for Omak, I sug-
gested to my hubby that we visit the Forest 
Service campground at Bonaparte Lake. It 
had been a few years since we had camped 
there and I wondered what, if any, changes 
had been made to the campground. I told 
Dan that touring the area on foot would 
be considered my daily walk. 

He thought for a moment, then said, 
“Yes, let’s do that.” 

Arriving at the campground, he started 
to drive through, but I suggested we park 

By Karen Giebel
and walk around. The sun was shining, the 
sky was blue, the air was scented with pine 
and fir and a gentle breeze stirred the trees, 
making them whisper as if to say, “Stay, 
come stay here.” 

We walked the path to the lake and 
the fishing platform and saw the mirror 
image of the tree-lined shore reflected on 
the calm waters. We strolled through the 
day use area and noted the new benches 
placed to overlook the water. Continuing, 
we assessed the boat ramp and noted our 
aluminum skiff would be ideal for these 
waters. 

I watched as Dan worked his jaw for a 
minute before turning to me and saying, 
“What do you think about bringing the 
trailer over here for a few days?” I paused 
briefly before replying that yes, I thought 
that was a wonderful idea. He had no idea 
that inside I was jumping for joy that my 
plot had worked, and it took no real effort 
on my part at all!

Making a Break the Main Thing
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What did require effort was racing 
through all our chores the next three days 
and making multiple trips to and from the 
house to the motor home to get it stocked 
up with all the supplies needed for five days. 
We also knew we would have to return 
home to feed bees, gather eggs, water the 
plants in the greenhouse and care for our 
cats, but the campground was close enough 
to home that it would not be a problem.

We choose a campsite that was private 
and secluded by trees. One that guaranteed 
us peace and quiet but not lakeside. Those 
sites, though lovely, are wide open to all 
passersby. We set up camp, got out our 
zero gravity lounge chairs (which, by the 
way, had never been lounged in) and pro-
ceeded to, shall I say it? Relax! No phone, 
no cell service, no internet, no texting, no 
television, no radio. Instead, we heard the 
haunting call of the loons echoing across 
the lake. The songbirds merrily chirped 
their spring songs. We listened as the breeze 

stirred the leaves on the aspens. 
Dan, who loves being the grill master, 

took over most of the cooking while I was 
the prep cook. We had quite forgotten 
that food tastes ever so much better when 
cooked outdoors. The smell of bacon 
sizzling outside in the morning is a “must 
do” camping experience. 

The weather cooperated wonderfully; 
very cold at night but warmed up to the 
70s in the afternoon. We established a rou-
tine of enjoying our camp breakfast, then 
heading for home for two hours of chores 
before hightailing it back to camp. Lunch 
was followed by long walks on nearby trails, 
relaxing on benches overlooking the lake, 
laughing, sharing stories, greeting other 
campers. “So, where are you folks from?” 
was repeated several times a day. 

Dinner also cooked outdoors included 
asparagus we had picked that morning at 
home. Evenings were spent in those lounge 
chairs reading before darkness closed in, 

then watching the flames dance and prance 
as the campfire flames grew higher. I took 
my 20-year-old collector’s edition copy of 
the Wind in the Willows with me, which 
had me at complete relaxation as I enjoyed 
the adventures of mole, rat, badger, otter 
and toad. 

Yes, we lived large for those five days. 
We came home rested and refreshed 

and already have our next close-to-home 
camping trip planned. Hopefully, I have 
finally learned my lesson. Working hard is 
good but relaxing is important too. 

However you choose to relax, I hope 
you will give yourself permission to do 
so because life is short and, it seems, the 
older we get, the faster the years pass. 
Whatever your plans may be, I wish you 
all an incredibly happy summer!

Karen Castleberry 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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By Brenda St. John
Mountain Pose

Life’s Stretch

One asana that can be easily underappreciated in yoga is 
Tadasana, the Mountain Pose. After all, how challenging can 
it be to stand straight and tall? 

I reflected today on how so much of yoga is interweaving 
the mental and the spiritual with the physical, and Mountain 
Pose is very significant in its mental and spiritual components. 
The physical is obvious. Mountain Pose is the foundation for 
every standing asana, and with a poorly shaped 
Mountain, the rest of the asana is bound to 
be weak. 

However, the mental component of Tadasana 
is to be strong and gentle at the same time. 
Yoga always reveals the yin and the yang and 
how things that seem to be total opposites 
are actually part of the same whole, the same 
truth. Mountain teaches us to be strong in our 
convictions, to hold fast to what is important to 
us, yet to be gentle with ourselves and others. 
Tadasana no longer seems so easy, does it?

To come into Tadasana, stand with feet hip-
width apart and parallel and the toes spread 
wide. (Tadasana can also be done with the big 
toes touching.) Generally speaking, having 
the second toes parallel is a good indicator 
of the feet being parallel, but there is a little 
demonstration I like to use with new students 
to clearly illustrate the desired foot placement. 
It starts with the feet but is really about the 
hips. Here it is: 

Stand with the feet parallel and then position 
them so the toes point in (pigeon-toed). Notice 
the placement of the femurs in the hip sockets. 
This is internal rotation. Now do the opposite. Stand with the 
toes pointing out (duck walk). Again, notice the placement 
of the femurs in the hip sockets. This is external rotation. 
In Tadasana, we want our hips to be neutral, or no rotation. 
To achieve this, we generally need to be ever-so-slightly pi-
geon-toed. Make sure the weight is evenly distributed between 
the four balance points of each foot, which are the base of the 
big toes, the base of the small toes, and the inner and outer 
heels. The weight should be equally balanced on both feet. 
The feet are the foundation for the pose, so their placement 
is very important. In yoga, whatever part of the body touches 
the ground is considered to be the foundation.

There are many nuances that bring this pose to life. Draw 
the thighs back and lift the kneecaps slightly. An energy loop 
should be created in the legs by drawing energy from the earth 
up through the arches, inner ankles and inner thighs, and then 
sending that energy down the outer thighs and outer ankles 
back to the earth. 

We also want energy coursing through us to the crown of 
the head. So the visualization continues in 
drawing that earth energy through the soles 
of the feet and all the way up the spine and 
through the crown. As the energy moves up, 
the tip of the tailbone draws down (which 
brings the pelvis into neutral) and the bottom 
tips of the shoulder blades also down. Broaden 
the collarbone area and relax the shoulders. If 
the chin is jutting forward, it should be drawn 
back. Arms hang at our sides with the palms 
open to the front.

From this point, I close my eyes and dou-
ble-check that I have a small smile on my face. 
I can feel the energy moving throughout my 
body. I am strong, still and, yes, even gentle. 
Like a mountain, I am solid in my physical 
being, which manifests as mental fortitude. The 
stillness is present in that outside influences 
do not disturb me. Gentleness is reflected as 
thoughts of kindness and compassion for self 
and others.

Moving into any standing pose, such as 
Warrior I, Warrior II, Triangle, or others, it 
is important to always keep the elements of 
Mountain present. This includes the nuances 

which may seem small or trivial but make a big difference in 
the quality of the desired asana.

Dandasana is the seated version of Tadasana and is the 
foundation for all seated poses. Dandasana involves sitting 
on the floor with the legs extended forward. All the elements 
of Tadasana, small and large, are still present in Dandasana. 
Once the elements are in place, a person then transitions into 
the desired seated position.

As always, keep the breath slow and steady. Our breath 
carries the spirit aspect into our practice. 

Namaste.
Brenda St. John has taught yoga classes in Chewelah since 2010.

“Nothing is so strong as gentleness and nothing is so gentle as real strength.”   
       ~ Ralph W. Sockman
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By Michelle Lancaster
My parents come from Swiss and Italian 

heritage, yet I feel like I do not know very 
much about the culture of my ancestors. 
My mom’s mom was a progressive, for-
ward-thinking woman, not one to “dwell” 
in the past. I cherish a few of her tasty 
recipes, modern history in that they are 
recipes she invented. 

My dad and his dad, both the youngest 
in their family, have little recollection 
of their grandparents. Grandpa was not 
even allowed to learn Italian, the language 
his parents primarily spoke. His parents 
passed away around the time my dad was 
born, so family history comes from older 
aunts and a few family photographs and 
inherited family pieces, plus the love of 
gardening handed down from generation 
to generation. 

I am always curious about how and 
why people act the way they do and what 
they eat. Am I like my own ancestors, or 
not? I know I have the Sicilian temper — 
and maybe a little Swiss stubbornness? 
I keep the noodle maker made by my 
great-grandparents, passed to me from 
a distant relative, but do not have the 
family recipe. I do have the family cannoli 
recipe, but no one alive that can describe 
to me how they tasted or what they really 
looked like. I learned how to make the 
filling from a local Italian that hired my 
siblings to cater a Christmas party each 
year. (The trick is to drain the ricotta to 
thicken it before adding the sugar and 
chocolate!)

In cheesemaking, I forever come back to 
mozzarella. Do I have tastebuds genetical-
ly adapted to enjoy Italian cheese? I sure 
do love making and eating mozzarella, 
scamorza, and ricotta.

When I worked at Meyers Falls Market, 
I started many new friendships and got 

The Lineage of Family Recipes
to know quite a lot of people living and 
working in the area. One new employee 
worked with me in the produce depart-
ment. Later, his wife joined the store as a 
café assistant. We all became friends and 
over time my parents got to be friends with 
them as well, sharing food and activities 
like cider pressing. 

Their mother is in the process of moving 
to the area, so on her recent trip north 
we gathered for dinner. The wife and her 
mother made the meal. They are Sicilian 
and from the same region, Palermo, in a 
town near where my grandfather’s parents 
were born.

We sat down to a homemade feast of 
Caesar salad, fresh noodles with Bolog-
nese sauce, and an appetizer made with 
home-cured meat. Eating that meal, I 
thought, “This meal tastes amazing, I 
could eat this for every meal!” The food 
tasted familiar. The Sicilian mother 
looks just like my ancestors. Petite and 
olive-skinned. We joke that you know 
family because we are five feet tall (or 
less!). 

I may be an American, first, but our 
past plays a large role in who we become. I 
took comfort in having a meal with friends 
that could be (and probably distantly are) 
family. I love food from all ethnicities, but 
there is something different about eating 
the food of your own ancestors. 

As we visited, the mother shared with 
me her recipe for making ricotta. I had 
started out making whey ricotta, but as 
I found myself wanting more quantity 
to use, I developed my own recipe that I 
like the taste of and quantity best. Lo and 
behold, our recipes are basically the same! 
She told me how to make ricotta salata, a 
Sicilian cheese, now on my to-make list. 
Either way, I am happy to know my recipe 

A Year On the FarmA Year On the Farm

is authentic! Below are the instructions, if 
you would like to try. It’s about as simple 
as cheese can be.

INGREDIENTS 
4 cups whole milk, 2 cups heavy cream, 

3 Tbsp. fresh lemon juice (or vinegar) 
diluted in 3 Tbsp. water. Add, if you like, 
a sprinkle of salt, to taste.

DIRECTIONS
Pour milk and cream into a thick-bot-

tomed stainless-steel saucepan or double 
boiler. Heat to 180°F, stirring occasionally 
to avoid scorching the bottom or film 
on top.

Meanwhile, press the juice from one 
lemon (or two) and strain out pulp and 
seeds, ending up with 3 Tbsp. or more. 
Add an equal amount of water to dilute.

Remove milk mixture from heat. Stir 
gently. Add the lemon juice slowly while 
continuing to stir. Add more juice, if 
necessary, until the solids visibly begin 
to separate from the liquid.

Place the lid on the pan and let set for 5 
to 10 minutes. The milk solids will further 
separate from the whey liquids.

Line a fine mesh strainer with cheese-
cloth. Place over a large bowl. Pour the 
curds and whey slowly into the strainer. 
Let strain for an hour or longer, until 
desired thickness is reached. Add salt, 
to taste.

Eat fresh or store in a sealed container 
in the fridge for up to 1 week. Can be 
frozen to use later in cooked meals (does 
not thaw well for fresh presentation).

Yields about one generous cup of ri-
cotta cheese. 

Michelle Lancaster homesteads with 
her family on Old Dominion Mountain 
in Colville. She writes at Spiritedrose.
wordpress.com.
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Excerpt from Robert “Chick” Wynecoop’s 
book, printed in 2003 by Tornado Creek Pub-
lications, reprinted here, with permission.

Chapter 36: The Milk Cow
We seemed to find time for construc-

tion projects in the spring or early sum-
mer, but we still had 
our regular chores 
to do. When the 
grass was fresh, the 
old milk cow would 
go her own way in 
search of food. She 
had a bell on a belt 
around her neck, but 
that didn’t stop her 
wandering far and 
wide as she looked 
for greener grass.

On school days, 
when she took off 
in search of better 
feed, we had to find 
her both before and 
after school. Once, I 
found her way up on 
the hill, but she usually wandered down 
into the field below.

One evening I found her way down 
in the field. As I started chasing her 
home, I remembered how our dog Tex 
had swung on cows’ and horses’ tails, 
so I thought, “Why not give it a try?” I 
grabbed her dirty tail and it was really 
yucky, but I held on. She didn’t seem to 
mind much, so as we went along, I be-
came a little braver. I started to swing and 
then bounced up and down, hanging on 
and having fun. She looked around and 
acted like she didn’t like that at all.

Suddenly she huffed really loud and 
a stream of cow manure came out and 
nailed me right in the stomach. What a 
mess! Stinky, runny cow manure plas-
tered me all over! I guess she thought I 
had it coming. Luckily, I had to cross the 

creek, so I was able to get most of it off 
with a stick and some water. I didn’t ever 
swing on her tail again.

Dick actually rode the old milk cow 
and even managed to get a saddle on her 
several times. She didn’t react in a bad 
way to being ridden like she did when I 

was swinging on her tail. Maybe it was 
personal. She didn’t seem to like me very 
much.

Of course, we fed this cow a special 
diet designed to increase her milk pro-
duction. She often ate oats and Bran-an-

By Robert Wynecoop

Growing Up On The Spokane Indian Reservation
The Way It Was, According to Chick

Judge milking “Jangle,” “Jingle’s” sister. Photo courtesy Phoebe Wynecoop. 

shorts, a commercial cattle feed. Having 
good quality milk was important to us, 
so we fed “Jingle” well.

Since Dick and Judge did most of the 
milking, I was usually just a substitute. 
I quickly learned that short fingernails 
were very necessary for that job. As the 

milker, I had to sit 
right next to the cow 
and put my head 
against her flank in 
front of her hind leg. 
This let her know 
what was going to 
happen.

Since we usual-
ly set the bucket on 
the ground, I had to 
throw away many a 
bucket of milk be-
cause she’d halfway 
kick and step into the 
bucket. Her hoof was 
usually covered with 
manure, so when she 
did this, the bucket 
of milk was spoiled.

The worst thing about milking was to 
be slapped on the head by a nasty tail 
soaked with manure and urine. To keep 
that from happening, I usually tied the 
tail to something.  That was the only way 
to keep her out of my hair!

Richard Freeman, Forest PlansRichard Freeman, Forest Plans
I write forest management plans for forestland I write forest management plans for forestland 
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My chest reverberated with the con-
cussion of water striking a pool at the 
base of the falls in front of me. Incessant 
and unstoppable the stream tumbled, 
foamed, and scattered over sharp sedi-
mentary rocks protruding from the shade 
of the canyon. 

Above the falls the creek runs smooth 
and clear. Its transparent waters reveal 
a streambed armored with colorful 
rocks plucked by ancient glaciers from 

Wake-robins 
and Waterfalls

Article & Photos 
by D.L. Kreft

an unknown distance and deposited in 
this basin before any human could walk 
its course. But the quiet of the stream is 
torn apart as the first of three cascades 
churns the water to white and briefly 
collects the mass into pools that again 
fall under the pull of gravity until the last 
plunge pool is reached and the stream 
again runs clear and smooth over rocks 
polished for untold millennia. 

The white trappers and settlers called it 

Sweet Creek. The native Salish speaking 
people, the Kalispel, have their own name 
for it. I can neither spell nor pronounce it 
and will not embarrass myself, or them, 
with such fumbling.

These waters must find their way home. 
They began in the great deep, the Pacific 
Ocean. They were drawn up by the energy 
of the sun and moved in clouds until 
they fell as rain and winter snow. That 
portion not needed by the thick forest, 
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or not stored in the ancient soil, funnels 
to the lowest point in every draw until, 
coming together, runs across the surface 
of the earth. Now these waters sound 
the name of their home in the deep of 
the falls, echoing the 
deep of the waves that 
strike the shore where 
river meets ocean. 
The waters are home. 
Deep calls to deep. 

Even as the stream 
courses its way to a 
merger with the Pend 
Oreille River there 
are more wonders to 
observe. The moist 
air of the canyon, 
enhanced by mist and 
spray from the nearby 
falls, provides the ide-
al climate for a select gathering of floral 
beauties.  By early May enough warmth 
has penetrated the canopy of cedar and 
fir to cause the forest floor to come to life. 

The first to appear is the delicate Pacific 
wake-robin, Trillium ovatum. Creamy 
white with bright yellow anthers when 
fresh, the blossom is remarkably subtle to 
be readily noticed. One must slow down 
and observe the shadows, as well as the 
patches of bright sunlight. And then, 
suddenly, you notice you are surrounded 
by them, appearing as three-petaled stars 
suspended above rich green bracts. The 
forest floor is dotted with their glow. As 
time goes on the blossoms will often 
change to a pink and purple as they 
reach maturity. 

Wake-robin is fragile and it is very 
damaging to the plant if you try to pick 

these forest flowers. It can take 7-8 years 
for the plant to produce its first blooms 
and about the same to recover from 
picking before it might bloom again. It 
is quite possible the plant may not sur-

vive at all. It is illegal to pick Trillium in 
several states and British Columbia. It is 
not illegal to pick Trillium in Washington 
but it is not advisable. If you visit this site, 
please leave them be! 

Sweet Creek and its falls are tucked 

into a steep-sided alcove of the Selkirk 
Mountains. Easy walking trails lead from 
the parking area along State Highway 
31, located between the towns of Ione 
and Metaline. There is no charge for day 

use. Picnic tables and 
quality restrooms are 
provided. The main 
trails to scenic view-
points are paved and 
wheelchair accessible. 
The rest area is part 
of the North Pend 
Oreille Scenic Byway 
and the International 
Selkirk Loop in the 
so-called Forgotten 
Corner of Washing-
ton State. Selfishly, 
I hope it stays that 
way for a long time 

to come. 
Now that he is retired, Dave is enjoying 

life as a nature photographer, writer, and 
administrator of the Northeast Wash-
ington Birders Group, @NEWAbirders, 
on Facebook.  

Arden Secondhand

Six miles South of Colville
Mon-Sat 10-5

635 B Hwy. 395 South
509-684-3967

Lots of YARD ARTLots of YARD ART

Furniture  •  Outdoors  •  Dishes Furniture  •  Outdoors  •  Dishes 
Garden Tools  •  AntiquesGarden Tools  •  Antiques
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changing. For both of our sakes, I will try 
to keep it simple.

Moss falls into a wide range of plants 
that are basically swamp creatures, 
bryophytes. They are described as simple 
“lower order” plants. Bryophytes are 
an informal group consisting of three 
divisions of non-vascular land plants: 
the liverworts, hornworts and mosses. 
(Wikipedia)  As it turns out, they are not 
that simple and even the “non-vascular” 
part is not always true.  

Mosses can be described as having two 
stages of life. One has cells that have two 
sets of chromosomes (diploid) and one 
stage has just one set (haploid). What I 
was seeing as “buds” were really spore 
capsules. They had already been fertil-
ized, meaning that they were diploid 
sporophytes. These are the “buds” I saw 
on long stalks. In this stage, sporophytes 
are considered to be parasites on the 
original moss plant (a gametophyte) 

“The moss is blooming” is exactly what 
I thought when I saw the “buds” on top of 
tiny stalks growing out of a patch of moss 
in my potted grape plants. Like just about 
everything that I have since learned about 
mosses, this assumption was wrong. Not 
exactly dead wrong but not right either. 
Thinking that this would be a fun thing 
to write about for the Monthly, I took a 
picture and moved on.

To mix analogies, after going down 
this rabbit hole I soon had a “We’re not 
in Kansas anymore” moment. When you 
are young, you get the “birds and the 
bees” explanation of sex. Moss would 
be a really bad example. Biologists 
spend a lot of time and energy on how 
plants reproduce. They use Greek and 
Latin terms that are hard to pronounce 
let alone understand. I spent about an 
hour creating my own glossary just to 
read the literature. I was surprised to 
see that some of the definitions were still 

By Joe Barreca
The Moss is Blooming?

which has leaves and only one set of 
chromosomes. It gets to be even weirder, 
but let’s leave it at that.

An interesting factoid is that for the 
sperm and egg parts of the plant to get 
together it needs to be raining or at least 
the plant must be wet. But after fertiliza-
tion takes place, the spores wait until it 
is not raining to be released. The reason 
I saw these “buds” at all is that I watered 
the potted plants. Other patches of moss 
nearby did not have spore capsules be-
cause it had been so dry. But there were 
lots of other patches anyway, including 
on the asphalt shingles on the north side 
of our garden shed and shady places on 
the north sides of other buildings.

As a farmer, what I really wanted to 
know is what the moss said about my soil 
and what effect it has on other plants. To 
get the lowdown on what this moss was, 
I brought it to Amy Cabral, local moss 
enthusiast. (No one I talked to would 

Southtown Plaza: 984 S. Main, Colville • (509) 684-6505   Open 7 days a week: Monday - Saturday 8 - 6 • Sunday 9 - 5
WWW.COLVILLEHARDWARE.COMWWW.COLVILLEHARDWARE.COM

LOCALLY OWNED & PART OF THE COMMUNITY!LOCALLY OWNED & PART OF THE COMMUNITY!

Colville Hardware
Thank you to our customers!Thank you to our customers!

http://colvillehardware.com
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admit to being a moss expert.) There 
are an estimated 100,000 species of moss 
worldwide and hundreds in the Pacific 
Northwest. I brought a key to moss identi-
fication with me. Amy had a much bigger 
well-used key book and a magnifying 
glass. She informed 
me that although keys 
are nice, they can 
take hours to work 
through. Pictures are 
much more helpful.

She decided that my 
moss is a Funaria hy-
grometrica (pictured), 
also known as the 
“weed of the world” 
and cord moss. Funis 
is Latin for rope and 
hygrometrica means 
measures water. These 
species names refer to 
the rope-like stalks on 
the sporophytes and 
their tendency to be 
twisted unless they are exposed to water. 
The “weed of the world” alludes to its 
habitat that ranges from the sidewalks of 
New York to the arctic and tropic regions.  

So basically, this is about as common 
and everyday a moss as you are going to 
find anywhere. But as a moss it is still 
pretty special. Mosses are especially 
sensitive to the substrate they live on. 
They can generate enough acid to dissolve 
minerals in rocks and specific mosses 
live on specific kinds of rocks. They are 
also sensitive to air quality. Unlike plants 
with vascular systems moving minerals 
around their bodies, they get nutrients 
more directly from the soil and the air. 
This makes them an ideal pioneer species.  

This weed of the world moss quickly 
covers the ground after a forest fire. 
Doing so impedes erosion and begins 
converting the minerals in ash to carbon 
compounds that can be digested by fungi, 
microbes and larger plants. It doesn’t 
grow tall so other plants eventually out-
grow it. In the meantime it has restarted 
the cycle of growth on the forest floor. 
When you find it growing, you know it 

is enriching the soil.
When you find it dying, don’t count it 

out. It can go dormant in dry weather and 
actually prefers the cool, wet and shadier 
weather of winter. Also don’t forget those 
spores. In the forest fire situation they 

have survived extreme temperatures and 
perhaps many years of waiting for the 
right time to spring to life again.

Some other mosses and lichens are 
much more sensitive. For instance, 
Laboria pulmonaria, lungwort or lung 
lichen, only grows in area with clean air 
such as the Salmo-Priest Wilderness. 
Like many rare organisms, it has healing 
qualities and can be used to treat nervous 
and rheumatic disturbances. (Materia 
Medica, Boericke). 

In fact, many mosses and lichens are 

collected and analyzed to see what pol-
lutants such as cadmium they have pulled 
from the air or water. Others can be eaten 
in a survival diet. They are not high in 
nutrition and reportedly don’t taste good, 
but survival is survival. The regional 

native people used a 
variety of mosses for a 
variety of uses includ-
ing bedding , diapers, 
cradle lining, men-
strual pads, caulking, 
hand cleaning, blood 
absorbent, dyes, fire 
starter, medicinal and 
survival food. (Spokan 
Indians, John Alan 
Ross).

It is the age of the 
Internet and you can 
find a lot of informa-
tion about mosses 
and their wetland 
neighbors online. I 
will include a link to 

this one since it is an easy way to learn 
the moss basics. (STEM = Science, Tech-
nology, Engineering and Math) Stem 
Lounge Link: https://stemlounge.com/
life-cycle-of-a-moss-infographic/ and 
this one: Guide to Common Macroli-
chens and Bryophytes of the Umatilla 
National Forest  https://www.fs.usda.
gov/Internet/FSE_DOCUMENTS/stel-
prdb5405373.pdf

Joe Barreca makes maps, grows grapes, 
makes wine and posts blogs on Barre-
caVineyards.com.

Down to Earth

509-684-6501
colvilleglass@gmail.com

www.ColvilleGlass.comwww.ColvilleGlass.com
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Join or renew your membership with 
your local Chamber of Commerce and 
get 20% OFF20% OFF any size ad for one month 

in the North Columbia Monthly! 
The North Columbia Monthly is a free regional 
magazine dedicated to building community 

and finding common ground through sharing 
stories about Where and How We Live. 
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over 500 locations from downtown Spokane and 
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What a fantastic way to spend the 
first Saturday of May 2021 – volunteer 
Litter Picker Upper!

It was a gorgeous day that started out 
with a maple bar for breakfast. It had 
been a while since I had allowed myself 
to have one. Put a big ole smile on my 
face.

There were over 30 of us Litter Pick-
er Uppers. We had Dan and crew from 
Chokes & Spokes with a few cars to 
view, John and neighbors – especially 
the Morris Family and, of 
course, our fearless lead-
er, Wes, from the Arden 
Community Club Clean 
Up Committee. Many 
thanks go out to Alice 
and her crew for putting 
on a spread that was very 
much appreciated after 
all the hard work that 
went into collecting over 
700 pounds of litter (a 
small bit of it pictured). 
That is a lot of truckloads 
to the dump!

This is an annual Ar-
den community volun-
teer event done in the 
spring of the year. We 
cleaned on Hall Road, 
Artman-Gibson Road, 
Arden Hill (which was 
noticed by a resident – 
thank you very much), 
Arden Butte and Old Arden Highway. 
Some of the neighbors could not be 
there to join in the fun and doughnuts 
on Saturday so they got some bags and 
collected along their portions of the 
roads on previous days. 

Personal note: Call out to whoever 
drinks Hurricane Punch while driving 
on the south end of Old Arden High-
way … come out and help clean up next 
year and I’m betting that you will never 
throw another can out your window.  

To become a member of the Arden 
Community Picker Upper Club I took 
a break from packing up my house 
to move. But not too far away. Just 40 
steps. We have two houses on our prop-
erty – a cabin and a big house. Daugh-
ter Jamie, living in the cabin with her 
family, and me, living in the big house, 
decided to switch. I get to move back 
into my cozy cabin! 

Going from the big house (2,300 
square feet) to the cabin (1,000) takes 

a bunch of packing and purging. Years 
ago Jim and I had looked at downsiz-
ing to a “Park Model” home, before the 
tiny home craze. I’m thinking, way too 
small at that time with two daughters 
still at home but maybe later in life? 
Well, it became later in life. When the 
cabin became available we moved in 
and lived there for over 10 years. Af-
ter Jim’s folks passed away, we moved 
into the big house. I feel like I’m going 
home! I’m thinking I can handle anoth-

By Becky Dubell

Family Ties

er 40-step move!
Urnch! There go those stinking 

brakes again. Universe has a monkey 
wrench to throw my way. I caught it. 
This is where my mantra kicks into gear 
and I will run with it.

I had commented to a customer at 
the hardware store, who is a plumber, 
that I never see him in on the week-
ends picking up plumbing supplies. 
He shared advice he received years ago 
from an older friend (paraphrased): 

“Life is a juggling act. You 
have two kinds of balls to 
juggle. Those that bounce 
and those that break. It is up 
to you which ones you keep 
in the air.” I know which 
ones I would keep in the air 
and it sounds like a sweet 
way to live your life.

Well, I am working on 
keeping the breakable ones 
in the air. My mom and I 
are going to be spending 
some time together. At least 
for the next six weeks. She 
took a tumble and had some 
rib damage. She lives in the 
little town of Skagway, so 
by the time you’re reading 
this, I’ll already be there. 
The cabin is gonna be left in 
a heck of a mess and I am 
taking time off from work. 

But … you know what? 
Family is the most important thing in 
my life! So, dang, need to go to Alaska. 
Do you want to twist my arm? Okay … 
okay … I’ll go! May even send back a 
picture of the view from her hot tub.

Till the next time I see your smiling 
faces, be safe and enjoy the summer.

Becky is a mother, gramma, and 
great-gramma who is all about family 
and friends, loves northeast Washington, 
and follows the mantra: “It is what it is 
and it will become what I make it.”

Spring Clean... 
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the pole part of the ladder decided on 
its own to meander down the sidewalk 
at a rather accelerated rate. The electric 
trimmer was immediately ejected, as both 
hands were needed to grasp the ladder. 
The pole finally caught after jumping the 
sidewalk and landing among the peonies 
just inches before flattening my fingers. 
The electric trimmer died in a noble cause.  

Orchard ladders should never be used 
when they lean away from the tree, even 
when there is a tree branch handy. As in 
my case, you may end up on said tree 
branch with no easy access to the ground. 
Twelve feet is a lot higher when looking 
down than when looking up.

Orchard ladders should not be used 
on frozen ground, especially on hillsides. 
Even though the ground may not appear 
frozen, and you have jumped up and down 
on the bottom step several times to make 
sure the ladder is secure. When you are 
near the top of the ladder, the ladder may 
seek revenge for some past perceived 
abuse – such as a hole drilled through 
the pole to connect a wire between the 
pole and the steps so the pole can never 
again escape on a concrete sidewalk. The 
bottom of the steps may proceed down 
the hill, leaving two parallel gouges before 
deciding it has scared the crap out of you 
and reaped its revenge, and decides to 
stop, or not.

Orchard ladders work really well in 
snow unless there is a hard berm in the 
middle of the bottom step. In which case 
make sure the ladder is leaning toward the 

I find it ironic that in every news report 
about vaccinations, they always show 
someone getting an injection – often in 
great detail. Don’t news persons realize 
that 90% (an unscientific survey in which 
4.5 out of the 5 people I asked agreed 
with my presumption) of us try to avoid 
looking when we are being vaccinated? 

I assume most news media favor vacci-
nations. Why then would they think we 
are fascinated watching others getting a 
needle shoved in their arm? The 10% who 
enjoy watching vaccinations probably 
enjoy watching old people trying to get 
out of their Prius, Tesla or Ford Focus. 

Speaking of repulsive activities, I 
spent most of the afternoon trimming 
deadwood out of our apple trees with 
my chainsaw while standing on a 12-foot 
orchard ladder. Trimming trees on a 12-
foot orchard ladder is not a safe project 
for any 80-year-old. Fortunately, I’m only 
74 so I figure I have six good years left. 
But it is still not a pleasant task even at 
74 – sawdust falling in your eyes, tree 
branches falling on your head … it almost 
makes you wish you were 60 again.

I have had some close calls on that trusty 
orchard ladder. Most involve inappropri-
ate use of equipment – in most cases the 
ladder. Orchard ladders should never be 
used on concrete sidewalks, especially 
when the sidewalk slopes. Speaking from 
experience, while trimming my vine 
maple hedge with my electric trimmer, 
in just such a situation, I can relate one 
possible consequence. In my situation 

By Bob McGregor
On Vaccinations and Orchard Ladders

house and the top of the ladder is higher 
than the gutter. The gutter will still drain 
even with a few divots but snow is not 
always as soft as it’s rumored to be.

And if you are ever forced to have your 
pole on the downhill side of the slope, 
never let the top of the steps exceed the 
point on the ground occupied by the pole. 
Several things can happen and they are 
all bad. I was fortunate – I ended up in a 
tree, again, but this time with the ladder. 
But the results could be much worse, for 
you never know to where or how far you 
may be catapulted.

Other misuses (I have learned) include 
employing the orchard ladder to change 
the chandelier light above the tiled floor, 
using it as a brace to stop a small tree 
from falling in the wrong direction and 
climbing it to put up Christmas tree lights 
on your vinyl deck.

Orchard ladders are great when used 
correctly and treated with gratitude. Mine 
is called Larry (I didn’t choose a feminine 
name so my wife wouldn’t become jeal-
ous). Larry the ladder likes to have his 
top step rubbed with a soft cotton cloth 
and enjoys a goodnight story, especially 
if it involves a fire truck ladder. 

So treat your orchard ladder well, my 
friend, or you too may literally find your-
self up a tree without a paddle or a ladder.

Bob McGregor, originally from  North 
Dakota, taught science and math in North 
Dakota, Alaska, and for the Community 
Colleges of Spokane in Colville. He is 
happily retired.

986 South Main, Suite B, Colville, WA  •  509-684-5973
www.colvillechamberofcommerce.com

C
O
L
V
IL
L
E

July 15th - 16th - 17th

 SAVE
       THE 
    DATE

C
O
L
V
IL
L
E

Car Show & Street Faire!



ncmonthly.com  |  June 2021  |  41

Addy
ADDY INN: A full menu, family-style 

restaurant just a block off Hwy 395. 
A local favorite, Addy Inn boasts an 
Addy Burger that is a challenge to the 
largest appetites. Steaks, fish, burgers, 
specials and desserts. Enjoy the old 
west atmosphere or slide up to the 
unique bar. A creek and shady deck completes this adventure. Join us for your 
next outing. 509-935-6137.

Colville
ACORN SALOON & FEEDING STATION: 
Breakfast, lunch & dinner 5 days a week with 
daily specials. Cold beer and cocktails, pool 
tables and pull tabs. Hours: Tue-Thur: 7am-
8pm, Fri-Sat: 7am-9pm. 262 S Main., 509-
684-3337, find us on Facebook!

CAFE ITALIANO: Authentic 
Mediterranean cuisine featuring local, 
organic veggies, fresh seafood (“No 
fried garbage...”) and daily specials 
from around the world. 151 W. 1st. 
Call for hours open: 509-684-5268.

DRAGON VILLAGE: Authentic 
Cantonese, Hunan & Szechwan Cuisine. 
Dine it, take out, catering, beer, wine, 
cocktails. 155 S. Main. Tue-Sun 11am-
9pm. 509-684-8989. View our menu at 
dragonvillagecolville.com. 

COLVILLE EAGLE’S 2797: Open to the public 
for Lunch Tue-Fri 11am-2pm with salad bar & 
a great menu. Wed Bingo 5:30, Friday dinner 
& salad bar 5pm-7pm with line dancing & 
karaoke, Sunday breakfast 9am-2pm. Pool-
Darts-Poker. Check us out on FaceBook for 
all the festivities. New members welcome. 608 
N Wynne. 509-684-4534

MAVERICK’S: Where breakfast, lunch 
and dinner are served all day on the 
gorgeous patio or indoors. Friday is 
Prime Rib Night. Burgers, steak, chili, 
salads, beer and wine. Open 7am-8pm 
Mon, Thurs, Fri, Sat, and 7am-2pm Sun. 
153 W 2nd Ave. 509-684-2494.  

MR. SUB: Fresh baked bread daily. Hot 
and cold subs, wraps, salads, fresh 
baked cookies, U-bake pizza, party 
Subs, daily specials. Gluten free 
available. Event catering and phone 
orders welcome. M-F 9am-8pm. Sat 
10am-6pm. 825 S. Main. 509-684-5887.

Featured Dining 
RONNIE D’S DRIVE-IN: Locally owned 

restaurant serving the community 
for over 30 years! Enjoy hamburgers, 
salads, hot sandwiches, fish, chicken and 
more! Huge variety of ice cream flavors, 
banana splits & homemade waffle cones! 
Mon-Fri 9am-9pm, Sat 10am-9pm. 505 
N. Lincoln on Hwy 395 Colville. 

BENNY’S COLVILLE INN: With 106 
guest rooms, suites, spa and largest 
local indoor pool, Benny’s has big city 
accommodations with that small town 
charm and friendliness. Simple breakfast 
5-10am. Check out our fish museum 
lobby. 915 S Main. 800-680-2517 or 509-
684-2517.

Kettle Falls
NORTHERN ALES BREWERY: Family and 

Food Crafted From Scratch. Pizza, burgers, 
salads, specials, 10 taps, wine, cider and 
seltzer.  Wed-Sat 3-8pm at 325 W. 3rd Ave., 
Hwy 395, Kettle Falls. 509-738-7382. 
northernales-online.square.site.

CHINA BEND B&B:  Luxurious 
lodging at the China Bend Winery 
Estate.  Enjoy a gourmet breakfast and 
complimentary wine tasting. Custom 
menu dinner available by reservation. 
Located on the Northport-Flat Creek 
Road along the Columbia River at 3751 
Vineyard Way. 509-732-6123, www.
chinabend.com.

Newport
DANNYANN’S B&B: Enjoy a 

hearty breakfast and explore 
the beautiful Pend Oreille River 
Valley. Three appointed guest 
rooms with private baths. Play 
& Stay: an easy walk to shops, 
restaurants, museum, and less than 1 mile to river and trails. Relax. Renew. 
Retreat. 131 N. Spokane Ave., dannyanns.com, 509-447-3787. 

Orient
BEARDSLEE FAMILY RESTAU-
RANT: Where everyone is family. 
Home cooking and specials every day. 
Also serving spirits, beer, wine and 
hard ice cream. Karaoke every Thur 
and Sat. Open Tue-Sun, 7am-8pm. 
Hwy. 395 in Orient. 509-684-2564. 

& Lodging 2021
ADDY INN: A full menu, fam-

ily-style restaurant just a block 
off Hwy 395 in Addy, WA. A 
local favorite, Addy Inn boasts 
an Addy Burger that is a chal-
lenge to the largest appetites. 
Steaks, fish, burgers, specials 
and desserts. Enjoy the old west 
atmosphere or slide up to the 
unique bar.  A creek and shady 
deck completes this adventure.  
Join us for your next outing.  
509-935-6137.
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COLVILLE
509-684-2569

1-800-533-6518

REPUBLIC
509-775-2878

1-888-845-3500

SPOKANE
509-244-0846

1-888-343-9355
DEER PARK!
509-276-5400

Call “The Water Professionals!”

www.foglepump.com

• Water Well Drilling
• Pump Systems
• Water Treatment
• Full Service Store

• Hydrofracturing
• Geothermal Heat

Loop Systems
Lic. #FOGLEPS095L4

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

Serving Northeast Washington Since 1981

Hours: 8-5 Mon - FriHours: 8-5 Mon - Fri

Kettle Falls
Historical Center
... join us for a journey into the past

Now Open
Thursday - Sunday

11am to 4pm

NEW PERMANENT EXHIBITS
NEW Seasonal Exhibits

NEW Outdoor Sculpture
Annual Quilt Raffle - Tickets $1.00 ea.

GIFT SHOP featuring works by Local Artists, 
Historical Books and much more!

Follow the Signs on N. Hwy 395, just before the 
bridge turn right onto St. Paul Mission Rd.

http://foglepump.com
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Chewelah Valley Car Wash, LLCChewelah Valley Car Wash, LLC

Going strong since 1987!
708 N. Park St., across from the park 708 N. Park St., across from the park 

Hwy 395, Chewelah, WAHwy 395, Chewelah, WA

We really appreciate our  
tri-county customers!

MMeeddiiccaall  │ DDeennttaall  │ PPhhaarrmmaaccyy  │ BBeehhaavviioorraall  HHeeaalltthh  

EEOOEE  &&  PPrroovviiddeerr  

• In-person visits  
• Curbside care    

• Telemedicine visits  
• Curbside pharmacy pickup    

• COVID-19 screening/testing 
• Behavioral health services 
• Dental care for prevention, 
  restorative and emergencies 

Most insurance plans accepted  
 including Medicare and Medicaid 

Locations    
Chewelah                  

 Colville                     

 Ione                          

 Loon Lake                 

 Nine Mile Falls           

 Northport                 

 Springdale 

509-935-6004                

newhp.org  

Northeast Washington Farmers Market

Meet your neighbors!
Every Wed & Sat    9 am  ~  1 pm
May 1st  ~  October 30th

under the clock at 
Main & Astor in Colville

Find us on Facebook for current info!

Fresh, locally produce
Handcrafted gifts
Bakery goodies
Specialty foods

253-203-8920  ~  newfarmersmarket.org
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