
February 2021  |  Free!
ncmonthly.com



2  |  North Columbia Monthly  |  February 2021  

evermoreeventcenter.com

http://www.evermoreeventcenter.com


ncmonthly.com  |  February 2021  |  3

I have a 12-string guitar that belonged to a musician friend. It 
was given to me by his widow after he passed away at a young age 
from cancer in the late 1980s. The guitar had been his constant 
companion during his travels, from his home country of France, 
to Hawaii, and beyond. During his illness, the guitar was left 
out one evening in its case, but the case was not buckled shut, 
and when picked up, the guitar 
fell out and snapped at the top 
of the neck. In gifting it to me, 
it was hoped I might someday 
repair and make music with it, 
carrying on his memory. 

A couple of decades later 
I did an apprenticeship with 
Dave Keeley, a master luthier 
in Kettle Falls, so that I could 
learn how to repair the guitar, 
and learn something of the 
craft. Dave’s shop was small 
and stacked to the low ceiling 
with raw wood, shelves full 
of tools, and instruments in 
various stages of construction 
and repair. Tucked in here and 
there were old-fashioned radi-
os and electronic testing gear. 
And a workbench. It smelled 
of wood and pipe tobacco and 
varnish. It was amazing how 
much fit in that tiny space, yet 
it was meticulously organized 
and felt enfolding rather than cramped, like a cocoon where 
instruments were transformed from the wood. 

Building a musical instrument takes time – a lot of time. 
And I remember one evening, while waiting for a piece to dry, 
we were talking about how we spend our time. Dave took out 
his tape measure and, using inches, approximated the average 

By Gabriel Cruden
male life-span and then, sliding the tape measure in, deducted 
his age, average time sleeping, average time at work, and so on, 
and all the while the extended tape measure got shorter and 
shorter. This made an impression. 

I thought too about the Frenchman whose guitar we worked 
on, how the measure of his life was cut so short. I thought about 

how precious and fleeting life 
can be. And I began what was 
to become a perennial analysis 
of how I was spending my 
own time. 

The other day I got to be the 
one wielding the tape measure 
in my own shop. It was for my 
13-year-old son, who is in a 
great hurry to be driving and 
to have a job and an apart-
ment and unlimited access to 
snacks. After my re-creation of 
the tape measure experience, 
I could see that my son was 
still rattling around, feeling 
ready for bigger and more, 
but I think he also heard me 
because he came back a few 
days later with a list of goals 
for this year, things he can do 
and work toward now. Things 
that embrace what is here 
before him rather than the 
imagined and desired future, 

representing a shift in focus that allows for seeing the bird of 
prey in the tree and not just the distant moon framed by the 
branches (see cover photo). 

One of his goals was to climb the mountain beyond our back 
pasture, solo. And he did it. Looking ahead is important, I would 
tell him. And so is being in your life, fully, on the way there.

April 16th - 17th
Home & Garden Show!Home & Garden Show!

Colville’s 2021
SAVE THE DATE

Spokane Community College - Colville Campus •  985 S. Elm St., Colville

From the Publisher’s Desk
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Just Open Yourself
Making the world better, 

a word at a time.

Visit Words Of Words.com to 
learn more and to buy acronyms 
on a variety of quality products, 
from shirts to mugs and more.

Give Ideas For Thought Sharing

www.franklinaccounting.org

www.deerparklicensing.com
509-276-5056

222 W. Crawford
Deer Park, WA 
509-276-2177

302 Park Street, Metaline Falls, WA

For more information and reservations 
contact The Cutter office at 509-446-4108
Office Hours: Mon, Wed, Fri, 9 am - 4 pm

VALENTINE’S 
CANDY SALE

Box of Homemade chocolates
by Liz Ellsworth

$8 each or 2 for $15
Each box includes a peanut 

butter truffle, Oreo truffle, frosted 
brownie, Nanaimo bar, fudge, 

chocolate dipped pretzels, 
and a solid chocolate rose.

Orders must be placed by 
Feb. 3rd. Pick up is Thursday 
Feb. 11th or Friday, Feb. 12th.
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Article & Photo by Mayah LaSol
As usual, I didn’t know what I would 

write about this month until I sat down to 
do so. I often find that inspiration comes at 
the strangest moments and this time was 
no exception. A windstorm hit my town, 
causing power outages in many areas. My 
house was quite lucky to get power back 
after only 14 hours. Some areas 
were out for several days. 

When the power went out, 
it was like my family unit went 
into survival mode. Out came 
the flashlights and on went the 
layers of hoodies. I realized 
that our power hadn’t been 
out before since I was much, 
much younger, and the situa-
tion made me feel like a young 
kid again. 

The little routine we went 
through when we realized it 
would be out for more than 
30 minutes almost began to 
feel like a game until I thought 
of the food defrosting in the 
freezer, the lack of hot water for showers, 
and the cancellation of dance that had me 
homebound on a cold night. 

After the obvious anxiety, I began to 
feel a familiar set of emotions. It was like 
the way I felt when COVID quarantining 
started last March. After the anxiety be-
gan to calm, a resignation came on and 

then, ultimately, I came to appreciate my 
new normal. 

The quarantining gave me the ability 
to rediscover myself last year. The power 
outage gave me an excuse to feel a large 
amount of gratitude. 

As I sat wrapped in blankets and cud-

dled up with my family that night, I stared 
at the paraffin lamp and the candle we 
had discovered in our basement and I felt 
immensely grateful. To have a roof over 
my head, to have my wonderful parents, 
to have warm clothing and a soft bed to 
snuggle into when the day is done. 

This isn’t completely out of character for 

Gratitude by Candlelight
me. I’ve been feeling grateful a lot more 
this year already, because of my daily 
journaling habit. I’ve been writing down 
something that I am grateful for every 
day just before I go to sleep. It’s a great 
thing to do before bed, because it usually 
means that I’m feeling grateful as I nod 

off. However, feeling gratitude 
for simple and essential things 
like my house, clean water, and 
food isn’t usually what I focus 
on. Having something equally 
essential like power taken away 
made me all the more grateful 
for these things I have that I 
normally don’t think much 
about. 

Feeling such gratitude was 
a wonderful experience. For 
many months now it hasn’t 
been easy to feel gratitude, but 
because of that fact I think it is 
even more important. I hope in 
the coming months and years 
I can continue to cultivate my 

gratefulness, and I hope that wherever 
you are, you have something that you 
can feel grateful about today! 

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.

Youth View

Check us out on 
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addy2ndhand to view 
 our inventory!

Addy Second Hand
Open Mon. - Sat.

10 - 5:30
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l Electrical Design
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l Voice/Data/Video
l Home Automation/Security
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Retail Sales

l Lighting
l Electric Heaters
l Sign Maintenance
l Poles & Overhead Wiring
l 36ʼ Reach Bucket Truck
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By Christine Wilson
Life is full of changes, of transfor-

mation. As I write this, it is just barely 
the start of the new year, and by the 
time February rolls around a myriad of 
things will no doubt have happened to 
prove the point. My thinking about the 
transformation ends up positive. But to 
borrow from previous cultural wisdom: 
“The truth will set you free, but first it will 
make you miserable.” So, bear with me 
as I work through my thinking on this 
transformative time in which we live. 

“Covid — God willing and the creek 
don’t rise and the vaccines get here — I 
think it will go away. But I don’t think 
the chaotic destructive culture we live 
in is going anywhere. But I think we can 
handle it together.”  Brene Brown

“History is a study of surprises.”  Ed-
ward T. O’Donnell 

“This line captures the world in which 
we live. We’re living history, surprise after 
surprise after surprise, and just when we 

think we’ve had all the big surprises for 
a while, along comes another one. If the 
first two decades of the 21st century have 
taught us anything, it is that uncertainty 
is chronic, instability is permanent, dis-
ruption is common, and we can neither 
predict nor govern events. There will 
be no new normal. There will only be a 
continuous series of not normal episodes, 
defying prediction and unforeseen by 
most of us until they happen.”  Jim Collins

“Considerable hard work can be in-
volved in a time of transformation. Un-
dertake to do it joyfully.” Ralph H. Blum

There’s a collection of phrases people 
are fond of invoking these days, like 
“Let’s just get back to normal” and “This 
is the new normal.” I’m more in line with 
the thought that there is no such thing 
as normal. 

While I attended WSU, back in the day 
of festival seating and packed crowds 
of college students, we were crammed 

together waiting for the concert doors to 
open. There was a sign with cheery inspi-
rational slogans hung over the entrance. 
This building, it said, was dedicated to a 
list of things I can no longer remember, 
except the last one. That was the notion 
that the building was dedicated to nor-
malcy. Someone pointed that out and 
someone else shouted “Where are the 
normals?” We all laughed, hundreds of 
us, hooting about there being no such 
thing. I was young, naïve, and had no 
sense of a future that would continue to 
ask that very question of all of us. 

Now, older, I know from my training 
and experience that people love pre-
dictable and don’t like change all that 
much. Brains are wired to misinterpret 
change as a life threat, and also to give 
negative feelings like anger and disgust 
more attention, which increases the 
discomfort. So, after a year of continual 
change, threat, surprise and negative 

Choosing How to Be in the Flow of Change

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
We carry home appliances - in stock and ready for immediate pick up!We carry home appliances - in stock and ready for immediate pick up!

https://www.colvillehardware.com
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emotion, the Same Old, Same Old can 
sound pretty appealing. 

At some point years ago, I borrowed 
an idea from a mail order catalog and 
wrote onto a rock: “Nothing is written 
in stone.”  That quote has nudged me to 
accept the reality of uncertainty, insta-
bility and disruption. I’m grateful these 
days for that rock and 
for my inclination to be 
a seeker of tranquility 
in the midst of chaos. 

I still have a long way 
to go. Brene Brown 
talks about new expe-
riences as “first times.” 
There are so many of 
them these days. I can 
still feel the common 
pull toward thinking 
I will be OK when 
(fill in the blank) hap-
pens, when things set-
tle down, when some external event 
or circumstance happens. Our life in 
this current circumstance has been a 
daily reminder, to use my frequently 
used quote from “Serenity,” that to live 
that way is “to wait for a train that isn’t 
coming.” 

We are not helped by denial of reality, 
wishing things were different than they 
are, thinking there is no point in trying, 
or waiting for a better set of external 
events before we can feel content. 

 A window into our human dilemma 
can be seen in the definition of post-trau-
matic stress disorder (PTSD). The first 

half of PTSD describes the natural 
avoidance of discomfort. We find cre-
ative ways to stay away from feelings we 
don’t want to feel and images we don’t 
want to picture. However, the second 
half of PTSD is about the inevitability 
of discomfort. People who have suffered 
from PTSD can tell you their tricks for 

avoiding the pain. They can also, no 
doubt, to tell you about their nightmares, 
broken relationships, flashbacks, nega-
tive thoughts, and any number of other 
effects of their traumas despite their best 
efforts to perfect that first, avoidant half 
of the definition of PTSD. 

There’s no shame in avoidance. It’s 
actually adaptive. Even babies protect 
themselves from such things as hot stove 
tops, loud noises, and threatening dogs, 
even in the absence of adults. Besides, 
it’s important to be able to take breaks 
from misery sometimes. Even if it is just 
to crank up Bob Marley singing “One 

good thing about music, when it hits 
you, you feel no pain.” Who needs to 
be miserable 24/7? I’m an advocate for 
breaks from all that.

The bad news is that pain is inevitable. 
We can run, but we can’t hide. If we 
wait for everything to be settled before 
we can feel happy, if we wait for people 

to be perfect before 
we can like them, if we 
wait for life to be secure 
before we feel tranquil, 
we are standing at that 
station waiting for that 
non-existent train. 

So that is why I’ve 
taken up “fierce ded-
ication to reality” as 
my mantra. It’s why 
the Serenity Prayer is 
so powerful. It is why 
the First Noble Truth 
of Buddhism is that life 

is suffering. None of those are meant to 
cause a collapse into powerlessness. They 
are meant to be inspiration, to encourage 
us to sort out what we can do something 
about, and to move forward, even if it 
means just an acceptance of reality. That 
can hopefully trigger a desire to lighten 
up, to do the hard work of helping oth-
ers, to create ways to have a good life in 
the midst of our difficult times, and to 
“undertake to do it joyfully.”

Christine Wilson is a psychotherapist 
in private practice in Colville and can be 
reached at christineallenewilson@gmail.
com or 509-690-0715.
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Zaddy’s • 421 South Main • Colville, WA 99114 • 509-685-7434Zaddy’s • 421 South Main • Colville, WA 99114 • 509-685-7434

Zaddy’sZaddy’sWe’ve 

MOVED!

• • Framed ArtworkFramed Artwork
• • Alder Creek SweetsAlder Creek Sweets
• • Gift WrappingGift Wrapping
• • Godiva CandiesGodiva Candies
• • Stuffed ToysStuffed Toys

OPENING: Feb 5
M - F  9 am - 6 pm
Sat 10 am - 2 pm

closed Sundays Gift’s & CandiesGift’s & Candies

GRAND OPENING
Feb 8 thru Feb 14

OPEN VALENTINE’S DAYOPEN VALENTINE’S DAY
10 am - 2 pm10 am - 2 pm
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When your son dies, you die. The world changes. You see 
things differently. You don’t feel like fighting anymore. Your 
priorities change. You become fearless because you have al-
ready faced your greatest fears. You have already lived your 
worst nightmare.  

Yet we are charged with speaking joy, of healing, whole-
ness, peace. So here I am, in a very dark place from which I 
will speak of joy. Here is what joy looks like from the pit of 
despair. Here is how I hold onto hope.

I believe life is a beautiful, convoluted mix of sorrow and 
joy, pain and healing. The affliction of the one accentuates the 
beauty of the other. Such glorious heartfelt melodies come 
from our deepest pain. And there are sorrows worse than 
death.

I wrote a song called “Two Captains.” I wrote it during a 
particularly difficult time in my relationship with our son. He 
was incarcerated at the time and estranged from us. He had 
shut us off and voiced an intention of disappearing, never 
making contact with us, changing his name so he couldn’t be 
traced. As hard as things were in that moment, the thought 
of not seeing our son again was the worst thing imaginable. 

The song tells of a father and son who sail the seven seas 
together as captains until they quarrel and go their separate 
ways. Then one of them drowns in a shipwreck, which dev-
astates the other captain, because they had never reconciled. 
The third verse describes the second captain this way: “There 
in that fog, perched on a log, he sits upon the shore, and he 
never feels like sailing anymore.” I can’t sing those words 
without choking up. I have felt that devastation so many 
times.  

In the last verse, the second captain dreams he finds a bot-
tle washed ashore. Inside there is a letter set adrift on the day 
of that shipwreck years before. He opens the letter and it sim-
ply says, “Oh I miss you, Dad.” That is all he needs. Just a 
word that things were OK between them. 

Death is devastating, but living the rest of your life unrec-
onciled to those you love is, I think, a sentence worse than 
death. Fortunately for our family, when my son read the 
words to this song, he reconnected with us and loved us. We 
were family again.

So, let me speak of the joys that I have found as I grieve. 
My son, for all of his brokenness, loved his mother and me 
dearly. My son hung onto hope far longer than he otherwise 
would have, I’m convinced, out of love for us. My son wrote 
songs and poems while he was in prison. My son dreamed 
of doing something that would add to our knowledge and 
comfort and make a difference in the world. 

Going through his belongings in Spokane, seeing the 
quirky, funny, lovely things which made him uniquely who 
he was, has a way of wringing tears and a smile from you at 
the same time. A motorized bicycle. Two large basins of pea-
nut butter in the fridge. Giant bags of beans and large chunks 
of raw chocolate. CD sets of classical music. A weird metal 
angel hung on the wall. Nine slightly used belts. Hints of a life 
he dreamed of building for himself. 

Here is where I find joy. I had 36 years with my boy. No one 
can take those memories from me. When I remember him, I 
see his beautiful smile, his eyebrows, his eyelashes, his beard 
and his big, knobby head. I see his strong, athletic body. I see 
his skin covered in tattoos which I don’t begin to understand. 

By Dr. Barry Bacon, MD
Two Captains
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I see his brokenness and his beauty, and to me it is the story 
of human existence. The beautiful, warped struggle we call 
life.  

But there is one singular day that comes back to me when I 
think of joy. It was a Sunday afternoon in the summer of 2017 
in his house on Adams Street in Spokane. 
I am standing in the dining room looking 
up at a broad-shouldered young man who is 
balancing on a work bench, hanging sheet-
rock, and it suddenly dawns on me that I am 
having the most glorious day of my life. I am feeling so beau-
tiful because this man hanging sheetrock with me is my son, 
and on this day, he is free. That was the best of days. My own 
mental prison was over because my son was free. 

At the end of that day as I packed up my tools and prepared 
to head back home, I got a little choked up and I said to him, 
“I don’t know about you, but I had a really good day today. I 
am thinking I’d like to spend more days like this.” 

“Yeah, I’d like that,” he replied with a smile. We embraced 
and I headed home. That was the last day I remember my son 
as a free man. Despite what the justice system did or allowed 
to happen to my son, no one can take the glory of that mem-
ory from me.  

He was characterized by the courts as a rabid, bloodthirsty 
scoundrel without a moral compass (to convince themselves 
he was a lifelong criminal they used an episode which had 
occurred when he was 12 and had taken some extra newspa-
pers for his paper route). I know the truth about him. He was 
a crummy criminal. He was the kind of man who, even in 
prison, would do his best to stand up for the underdog, those 
taken advantage of by the gang-led power structure. He was 
the kind of man who would be pushing an older lady’s wheel-
chair, just because she needed help. He was so good that he 
was annoying with his goodness. At age ten he told me, “Dad, 
I ought to obey God rather than man.”  

I sift through memories like that, pulling them out, savor-
ing the ones which bring joy, remembering how rich I was. 
And yes, sometimes I figuratively sit on the shore and look 
for a message in a bottle. I look for why. Because I know how 
much he loved us. 

So, I keep thinking, he must have felt something for us as 
he neared the end of his life. What was it he felt? Did he know 
peace? Did he know our love was undying? Did he, in his last 
moments, know how dearly he was loved? Perhaps that mes-
sage will come to me one day. For now, I am waiting. What 
we have received is messages from friends, acquaintances, 
others who knew him, affirming that he was good. He was 
kind. He looked for chances to help. A good worker. A neigh-
bor who was consistently kind to the people next door who 
had no water or electricity. That’s my son.  

As I am writing this, I am interrupted by a phone call. My 

“My own mental prison 
was over because my 

son was free.”

Life Matters
colleague is reporting to me about a hospital admission. He 
is a young man, age 16, who was out for a joyride but missed 
a turn, rolled his parents’ car and flipped down an embank-
ment, finally resting upside down among some rocks. He 
awoke hanging upside down and unceremoniously dropped 

out of his seat onto some rocky lumps and 
found his way back to the road where a pass-
erby picked him up and brought him to the 
emergency department. 

As my colleague describes his injuries, tears 
are streaming down my face. I can’t help but wonder if he 
knows. If someone has told him how dear he is to someone, 
how much he is loved, how their lives would be devastated 
if he died, how precious he is. And I know what I must do. I 
must find a way to tell him. And that is what I will do. 

That is what joy looks like from the pit of despair, when life 
turns out to not be happily ever after. It’s kind of morbid, but 
kind of beautiful. For now, it’s where I will live. 

Barry Bacon is a physician who has lived and practiced fam-
ily 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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One on One
By Loren Cruden

Back in December, of a year I think we’re all relieved to put 
behind us, some friends gave me a gift card for outdoor clothes 
from a mail-order company. After perusing the catalog I phoned 
with my selections, speaking to a woman whose voice made 
me wish my list was longer so I could luxuriate in those rich 
vocal textures.

It turned out our conversation was prolonged, but for other 
reasons.

At first the Voice, though ravishing, was businesslike, asking 
rote questions. Then we got to my wee list. I read out each item 
number and she dutifully pronounced the item’s name and 
price and asked what size and color I wanted, a well-honed, 
soulless routine. But the Voice faltered when I gave the item 
number for a pair of ordinary undies that nonetheless had been 
burdened by a silly, slightly racy name. (Have you noticed that 
in catalogs these days items of women’s apparel often are given 
women’s names – like “Natasha Blouse,” “Larissa Skirt” and 
“Silvia Tunic”? I’ve started half-hoping, half-dreading to come 
upon a “Loren” item, to find out what look the retail world has 
decided that name evokes.)

Anyway, after a suspenseful pause, my helper on the phone 
settled on calling the underwear simply “Underwear,” a dignified 

relief to both of us.
My list of purchases finished, she asked for the gift card’s 

number. It comprised 16 digits, the printing so minuscule 
and squeezed together a microscope would’ve come in handy. 
Lacking that, I scurried out onto my snowy deck where the 
light was better, squinting and guessing my way through the 
succession of numbers. Being dyslexic, it would’ve been a chal-
lenging exercise even if the 16 digits had been in large print.

“And the PIN number?” the Voice asked smoothly, into the 
home stretch of yet another routine customer encounter, the 
undies’ name her sole speed bump.

“PIN number? What PIN number?”
“Under the sticker.”
“Oh!” I said, spying it. I set about removing the sticker but 

it came off one molecule at a time. “Sorry,” I muttered, “this is 
going to take a minute. It’s like someone ironed the sticker on.” 
I was sweating, even out on the snowy deck, grimly chiseling 
away with my thumbnail.

“That’s fine,” the Voice reassured. She could probably hear 
my little struggling noises – I was trying hard not to curse.

All four digits finally appeared and I read them out. There 
was a pause. Then I heard her blurt the D word, a moment of 
transcendent solidarity. She instantly apologized – my turn 
to offer reassurance. The computer was having some kind of 
technical tizzy, the upshot of which meant I had to stumble 
through the 16-digit card and 4-digit PIN over and over until 
she was able to get them successfully entered. It took many, 
increasingly hilarious repeats. The Voice got warmer and 
warmer, had an enveloping laugh. 

“Have you seen this week’s New Yorker cover?” she suddenly 
asked. “The one with the woman on it?” 

It was disconcerting: After all, how many people in rural 
eastern Washington did she imagine subscribed to the New 
Yorker? And why would she ask if I’d seen the cover? “Not yet,” 
I said hesitantly. “But I will.”

“Well, when you see it, think of me, OK? Because, the woman 
on the cover? That’s me.”

When I pulled the latest New Yorker from the post box, the 
very next day, the cover illustration was of an African-Amer-
ican woman sitting at a small table in her tiny urban apart-
ment, wearing casual clothes, sipping a drink as she stared at 
a computer, cat at her slippered feet, the all-purpose room in 
lived-in disarray. On and off for several days I returned to the 
illustration, wondering about the woman who identified with 
it: where her home might be; what her life was like. How our 
laughter transformed a rote interchange into a bonding moment 
in which anonymous lives touched.

I realized how much there is to savor in this warm hu-
man-to-humanness that may unexpectedly blossom when the 
assigned roles, like those of service representative and customer 
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– or compartmentalized identities, like person of color and white 
person – with their assigned scripts open to the simple one-on-
one of something genuine. It feels like a moment when, on the 
vast stage of humanity’s theater, improvisation irresistibly sweeps 
aside our programmed 
lines. The truest intima-
cies sometimes occur 
spontaneously, between 
strangers. 

Musing on this led to 
thoughts about where 
scripts come from in the 
first place. Contemplating 
the broad stretch of his-
toric patterns brought me 
to the personal tangent of 
my own family – a legacy 
that, in the overwhelming 
main, is full of well-ex-
amined perspectives. But 
what struck me most was 
how – despite radical 
changes in the world over 
the past century – so much 
of that perspective still 
made its way forward. 

During my own lifetime 
I’ve seen how my grand-
mother’s transmission of 
influence touched three succeeding generations, and my moth-
er’s passed through two generations beyond her own. But the 
changes happening in my time appear to be altering the human 
species itself, not just the ways in which we communicate, and 
my generational conveyance of perspective will have a slighter 
reach than that which came before me.

Writers could be considered a type of professional note-taking 
spectator, a role in which I have some experience. But as a senior 

citizen, in a world I now don’t recognize as my own, being a 
spectator extends far beyond the role of writer. The question 
that comes to mind each day is about what right relationship 
or participation might look like, moment to moment, within 

these less than resonant 
circumstances. 

Which brings me back 
to the congeniality of 
spontaneous one-on-
ones.    

I’ve kept the New York-
er cover for now and, as 
requested, think of that 
woman when I gaze at 
it. Like the woman in the 
illustration, does she, too, 
have a cat? Does she sip a 
drink between calls from 
people buying undies 
and fleece jackets? Does 
she often have genuinely 
warm, unscripted mo-
ments on the phone with 
customers?

At one point, during my 
stressful efforts to read the 
gift card number, I’d told 
the woman that I wasn’t 
sure if one of the digits 

was a B or a 13 and she said, “It’s all numbers, hon.” Something 
about this felt obliquely profound, like a poem my son wrote 
when he was a little kid, about “the come and go of robins/ the 
come and go of swans” and their different ways of life. How, 
when it comes down to it, they’re all birds. 

Loren Cruden writes fiction, nonfiction, and poetry, available 
at www.LorenBooks.com, and provides Home Pet Care in the 
north Stevens County area.     
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In my opinion, winter is an undeniably 
beautiful time here in northeast Washing-
ton. Many years ago, I was less enthused 
about photographing during the winter, as 
my images looked nothing like the scenes 
my naked eye had seen. I learned early 
on that photographing in winter can be 
very tricky, and sometimes disappointing. 

But winter photography has challenged 
me and helped improve my technical 
ability. Through trial and a lot of error, I 
have learned tricks to be prepared for pho-
tographing in winter conditions and how 
to capture beautiful images that I think 
do the gorgeous winter season justice.  

Winter brings dramatic weather and 
lighting conditions that aren’t seen at any 
other time of year. The days are shorter, 
the sun is lower on the horizon, and in 
regions with snow, there is a soothing 
monochromatic color palette by day, with 
beautiful cool tone pastel sunsets, and 
the occasional fiery sunset or alpenglow 
as the day comes to a close. Snow, fog, 
freezing rain and sunny days are also 
part of the mix.  

Photographing the Magic of Winter

All of these conditions can transform 
a landscape and produce some truly 
dreamy and magical photos. Learning to 
pay attention to the conditions and taking 
advantage of them is key. For instance, 
sunny or partly cloudy skies following 
a snowstorm will often produce alpen-
glow, painting the sky and mountains in 
brilliant pink and purple hues just after 
sunset. Early morning and late afternoon 
often produce the most dramatic con-
ditions, and you are more likely to see 
wildlife at these times as well. Winter, in 
general, is a time when  popular spots are 
less crowded and you are more likely to 
have a location all to yourself.  

I’m not an early bird, and one of the 
things I love about winter photography 
is that the shorter days mean I don’t have 
to get up at 4 a.m. to be out and about 
when the sun rises! But you do need to 
prepare more in order to stay warm. I wear 
layers of clothing designed for cold/wet 
conditions, and can add or remove cloth-
ing as needed when conditions change. I 
have a favorite pair of fingerless mittens 

with a flap to cover fingers when needed, 
allowing me to keep my hands warm and 
still have the dexterity to adjust camera or 
tripod settings. Wool socks, waterproof 
boots with decent tread and a good hat 
are a must. Hand warmers are a big plus.  

Our adventures often take us where 
roads may be primitive and not main-
tained well. A four-wheel-drive vehicle in 
good repair with decent tires has given us 
flexibility to get to most places we want to 
go to. We pack an emergency kit with the 
all-important shovel ( I can attest to the 
fact that it does indeed come in handy). 
That said, know your vehicle’s limits. 

All these things may seem like no-brain-
ers or may make a person wonder what 
they have to do with photography. Getting 
safely to and from a destination impacts 
the amount of time I have available to 
shoot during daylight. And for me, being 
too cold means the end of an experience, 
which translates to less time in the field 
and missed opportunities. Winter pre-
paredness helps me to maximize my time 
in the field, while fully and comfortably 



ncmonthly.com  |  February 2021  |  15

immersing myself in the experience. 
This ultimately leads to getting some 
good images, and when I’m really lucky, 
it can mean I stuck around long enough 
to capture a spectacular image.  

I also take extra batteries. Keep your 
batteries warm, and your camera/lenses 
cold. Batteries drain faster and also don’t 
work as well when it is cold, so storing 
them in a secure, warm and dry pocket 
does the trick. Keeping your camera and 
lenses cold (but dry) prevents condensa-
tion when you take your camera from a 
warm to a cold environment. Be sure to 
bring lens cleaning cloths or microfiber 
cloth to keep your gear dry or wipe away 
any moisture on your lens that would 
affect the quality of your images.  

Focus on both the large and the small 
things in winter. What I mean by this is 
to not only look at the beautiful and vast 
snowy landscapes, but also look for the 
fine details. Hoarfrost on the grasses or a 
spider web, icicles, ice formations along 
the edge of a creek, freezing rain on a 
branch, frozen bubbles encased in lake 
ice, or even an individual snowflake. The 
plants of spring, summer and fall have 
taken a winter’s rest, but the remnants 
can become a stunning framework upon 
which winter deposits frozen jewels. 

Have you ever taken an image of a 
pristine snowy scene, and it comes back 
grey? One of the biggest challenges in 
winter photography is that a snowy scene 
is one of sharp contrasts between darks 
and lights. This high contrast situation 

has a tendency to fool the camera. The 
camera sees a lot of white, and will dark-
en or “underexpose” an image. Manual 
mode works best in this situation, so that 
you can control all three elements of the 
exposure triangle: shutter speed, focal 
length and ISO/film speed. 

A fourth setting often comes into play 
in my winter photography: exposure 
compensation. Not all cameras have this 
feature, but many do. Exposure compen-
sation allows you to override camera 
settings to adjust for the conditions. In 
snowy conditions, it would allow you to 
bump up the lighting by one or several 
levels without changing your other set-
tings. If your camera has a histogram 
feature, utilize that in combination with 

manual mode settings. 
Manual adjustment of white balance 

in your settings can also help. Proper 
exposure in winter conditions comes 
down to shooting in manual mode with a 
combination of shutter speed, f-stop, ISO, 
exposure compensation, using histogram 
and adjustment of white balance. It may 
seem like a lot to remember, but it really 
does make a difference, and becomes 
more second nature the more you use 
these settings/features.

Whenever possible, I photograph 
during a snowstorm, which can yield 
surreal painting-like images. This can 
present challenges of its own, as the 
camera’s autofocus can’t home in on what 
it should focus on. Manual focus often 
works well in this case, so that you can 
focus on your intended subject or horizon, 
while the flakes in the foreground are in 
soft focus, creating that dreamy look. 
Shooting images just after a snowstorm 
is a wondrous thing when the world is 
covered in fresh snow. Birds and other 
wildlife are often active just after a storm 
too, as they are out searching for food. 
And sometimes, the snow makes it easier 
to spot wildlife!

Adventures await in the glorious season 
of winter. Don’t be afraid to photograph, 
but instead use these tricks to help make 
your images better than ever.  

Joanie Christian, a freelance nature 
photographer, has lived in NE WA for 40+ 
years. View her work at joaniechristian-
photography.com. 
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From our windows we sometimes see 
creatures we share this rugged and remote 
setting with. As the seasons change so do 
some of those critters. Migration plays a 
big role in what animals we see and in 
which season. By February, we are about 
halfway between the autumn and vernal 
migrations, which feature a parade of 
most everything from birds and fish to 
big mammals and tiny insects. 

Migration
Article & Photos by J. Foster Fanning

Migration might be easily explained as 
the seasonal movement of animals from 
one region to another, but, of course, with 
Mother Nature there is more to it than 
meets the eye. Birds migrate, or at least 
many of them do, especially to, from and 
through our Highlands area here. But 
are they partial migrators, or irruptive 
migrants or possibly in obligate migration? 
Before answering those questions, let’s lay 

the groundwork of migration.  
Several factors influence migration, 

including weather, habitat, food sources, 
topography and the sociality of the spe-
cies. A sampling of migrating creatures 
includes salmon, crabs, turtles, bats, but-
terflies, dragonflies, reindeer, zebras and 
whales, as well as many species of birds. 
Some migrate over short distances, others 
travel thousands of miles. The Arctic tern 
is thought to have the longest migration 
cycle of all, traveling over 40,000 miles. 

Many of us have heard about the mil-
lions of monarch butterflies that begin 
their 3,000-mile journey 
in autumn from 
northeast-
e r n Canada and 

the United States to their 
wintering grounds in southwestern 
Mexico. Did you also know that, unlike 
mammals and birds, individual monarch 
butterflies do not complete the entire 
sequence because their lifespan is shorter 
than the duration of time it takes to com-
plete a migration cycle? In fact, it takes 
four generations of a monarch butterfly 
to complete a cycle. 

On another end of the scale, the largest 
migratory mammal is also the largest liv-
ing animal in the world: the blue whale. 
These creatures, the most threatened 
of the great whales, spend their winters 
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at the equator to escape the punishing 
weather conditions in the poles where, 
during the summer, they spend their 
t i m e feeding on zooplankton. 
The ex- act migration path 
o f  t h e blue whale 
remains a mystery 
to research- ers 
because of their un-
clear travel patterns. 

The Canada goose migrates to 
every corner of the North Amer-
ican continent ex-
cept the Arctic, and 
is one of the largest migratory birds in 
our region. Some of the smallest are the 
various hummingbirds which frequent 
our riverine valleys. While there are ap-
proximately 300 known species of hum-
mingbirds, only a handful migrate. And, 

unlike many other birds, humming-
birds migrate individually. They 

move and feed during the day 
and rest during 

the night, 
taking 

from 
several weeks to a 

month or more to reach their destinations. 
While migratory journeys are about as 

varied as the species themselves, ecologist 
Andy Davis, editor of the journal Animal 
Migration at the University of Georgia, 
says the mass wildlife movements have 
one important thing in common. “It’s 
hard; it’s a taxing, energetically expensive 
journey,” Davis says. “It allows them to ex-
ploit different resources that they wouldn’t 

have been able to find if they’d stayed 
put, but a lot of animals die trying to 
complete migrations. So every year it’s 
a selective episode that helps to keep 
the population strong.”

Most of the North American migrat-
ing land mammals have been forced to 
adapt to limited or closed migration routes, 
with the exception of herds of caribou in 
the Arctic. In earlier times, American 
bison migrated regularly through the 
Great Plains in herds of up to 4,000,000 
animals moving from north to south in fall 
and returning when spring rains brought 

fresh grass to the northern part of their 
range. Other North American mammals, 
such as elk, mule deer, and Dall sheep, still 
migrate although in very restricted areas. 

The pronghorn holds the distinction 
of being the fastest land animal in North 
America as well as having the longest con-
tinuous migration cycle of land mammals 
in the continental United States. In early 

spring, pronghorns begin their journey 
north from the upper Green River 

valley in Wyoming. The herd 

grows 
as more pronghorns join 

the entourage through the Colorado and 
Snake River drainages. These animals have 
a final destination in Grand Teton Na-
tional Park and Jackson Hole, Wyoming. 
It is currently unknown if the pronghorn 
introduced on the Colville Confederated 
Tribal lands are developing migratory 
patterns. 

If we want to look at speed plus distance, 
the bar-tailed godwit is a champ. Logging 
6,700 miles in nine days, this shorebird 
makes the longest known nonstop flight of 
any migrating bird while traveling from its 
winter home in New Zealand to breeding 
grounds in Alaska and the Yukon.

Warblers, thrushes and buntings are a 
few of the species that are night migrants. 
Ornithologists have discovered birds 
navigating the night sky do so by using 
certain stars such as Polaris, and star 

patterns. Birds migrating by day use the 
sun to navigate, adjusting their angle of 
flight as the sun’s position moves from 
east to west. Some birds, for example 
robins, use earth’s magnetic field to assist 
in migration. It is believed that they have 
magnetic sensors near their nostrils to 
help them orient themselves. Birds also 
use landmarks such as islands, trees and 
buildings, as well as sounds and smells, 
during migration.  

Partial migration is when some but 
not all members of a species move away 
from their normal range during a specific 
season. An irruptive migrant is a species 
that usually migrates short distances at the 
most, but occasionally moves far south in 
very large numbers. Obligate migration 
is considered “hard-wired,” in that the 
creature appears programmed to leave its 
breeding area at a certain time each year, 
and to return at another certain time.

As winter progresses and you are out 
and about, take a good look around and see 
if you can spot any newly-returned irrup-
tive migrants. They are usua l ly 
the first to return to our home 
grounds. 

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 fosterfan-
ning.blogspot.com.

In Nature
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What I’ll Miss
By Dennis Held

First published Nov. 26, 2020, in terrain.org, an online journal.

It’s hard not to think about the things I’ll miss. I don’t 
imagine myself sitting on a cloud with my angel wings on and 
feet dangling, moping about everything I’m missing. No, it’s 
more of a series of sharply observed moments, bittersweet, but 
mostly sweet. Things I might not have highlighted before the 
diagnosis. Together, they represent the small gifts that make 
up a lifetime. My lifetime.

Like gathering wild fruit – foraging. Driving around the 
Palouse Prairie, watching for overgrown homesteads and 

abandoned orchards, grapes unpicked along fence lines, 
hardscrabble raspberries climbing the rock piles back home 
in Harvey Metztger’s field: all of it free! Huckleberries on Mt. 
Spokane; morel mushrooms along the river; tiny yellow plums, 
no bigger than my thumb; and the best pear ever, outside Asotin, 
Washington, while looking for an apple tree. 

The best finds can come aslant: Arrowheads reveal themselves 
in the flat glint of flint faces, struck by human hands four thou-
sand years before. In the night, pennies will reveal themselves 
as they will not during the day, reflecting the streetlight glare 
from the parking lot. 

Maybe I should have eaten more Chicken in a Biskit; should 
have used the air conditioner in the car more often; should have 
had more shrimp, and more bacon; gone back once more to 
the ocean; kept and loved one more dog. 

The languid, heady, southern smell of 
honey locust blossoms in the spring: I’ll 
miss that. Gardening, turning the soil. 
Tomatoes and peas, sunflowers. And beets: 
Who knew I’d learn to love beets late in 
my life? 

Until recently, I did not know that they 
make chocolate pound cake – now I’m 
going to miss that; that it’s really simple 
to spray WD-40 into a car lock and it will 
work better; that there are different spellings 
of “discreet” and “discrete.” I did not know 
what it would feel like to have a definite end. 

*     *     *
Sometimes, especially when I’m on the 
phone, the elephant re-enters the room. 
The other person says, man, I’m having 
a hell of a time with my hip lately, and – 
oh jeez, yeah, that’s right. Umm. I mean, 
you’re like going to, well, you know, and 
here I am bitching about a sore hip. I’m 
sorry man, I just wasn’t thinking and ... 

No. Stop. Thanks, but it’s OK.
How to be graceful, in times like these, 

might be worth some attention, on my end. 
What has become clear to me is that when 
it comes to our end times, everything be-
comes dear. Becomes worthy of note. And 
what we encounter as individuals turns out 
to be contained within something that is 
much larger, much more like a plasma or 
gel, that simply encompasses and encap-
sulates it all. All the hard parts, the pointy 
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bits, the tragedy and the melancholy sit comfortably alongside 
the ecstasy and joy at the miracle of simple human existence. 
Everything gets absorbed. That’s it: In the end, it’s all the same 
material. Fluid. Welcoming, even. I don’t know if that’s idiotic 
or profound. For now, it’s enough.

I’ll miss all water, really, every creek and rill: the Spokane 
River, Devil’s Lake in central Wisconsin, Lake Michigan east 
of my home, the channel called Porte des Morts: Door of the 
Dead. Freshwater lakes that never warm up. Lightning bugs. 
Camping at Terry Andrae State Park.  Those dunes.

Along the Snake River, Buffalo Eddy petroglyphs, eight thou-
sand years old and counting. Pecked deep into the burnished 
rock, other-worldly visions.

Cooking for others. And how I’m going to miss basketball: 
sneaky step-backs, up-and-under layups, left-handed hook 
shots. I’m 61, and until recently, when I make a shot,  my friend 
Andy says, “There’s the Old Coyote!” But since my surgery, no 
more.

I get to wear my slippers any time I want now – even to the 
grocery store. I can eat chocolate ice cream with impunity and 
with a bigger spoon. Less oatmeal. More Fudgesicles.

Small tricks I can do with my hands: skipping stones a dozen 
times, twirling a baton. Learned that in third grade, on the 
playground practicing those over-and-under-the-finger rolls. 
Catching a Frisbee behind my back, between my legs, on top of 
my head. Card-into-hat flipping and Toss the Pen in the Tall Cup.

Music? Hard to get started. Doc Watson, Merle Watson, and 
the Frosty Morn Band. “Alberta, let your hair hang low. I’ll give 
you more gold than your apron can hold, if you’ll only let your 
hair hang low.” Ooof. Guy Clark and his dad’s Randall knife. 
Emmylou Harris, Gram Parsons. Annie Lennox. John Hiatt. 
Any list I make excludes too much.

Knowledge. Just finding things out, going deep, pushing off 
with both feet: local history, who lived where, and geology – 
every lump of pegmatite, each batholith. Fossils slay me. Co-
lossal geological floods. The Channeled Scablands of eastern 
Washington! Digging up old bottles from farm dumps. 

Driving along a Wyoming dirt road and finding a slab of 
mother-of-pearl fossilized clamshells in perfect replication, up-
side-down, from the ocean floor and heaved up to the roadside. 
Actual dinosaur bones pulled from an eroding hillside south 
of the Badlands near Scenic, South Dakota.

Having to juggle together the recognition of one’s imminent 
mortality with thoughts of doing the laundry and shopping 
for bananas can get things a little mixed up, in your head and 
in your heart. Can complicate things. One has to set certain 
thoughts, certain truths, even, aside, to get on with the business 
of everyday life. And that, in itself, can be a kind of a blessing, 

too. A balm. To enter back into the dailiness of life, out of 
the rounds of grim waiting rooms and stark facts and cold 
comforts. Of six different doctor appointments in four days. 
Of walnut-sized “ports” surgically implanted under the skin 
and two-drug cocktails and a Gamma Knife we all know is not 
really a knife. Out of the medical world. Back into the world.

I’ll miss being useful. Not feeling useful, but being useful. 
Set the table, fold the metal chairs at the end of a meeting, do 
the dishes, the laundry, the floors, on hands and knees. Doing 
a good job of it.

Ponds, for sure, with turtles. Mucky ponds too, the whole 
rank and file – mostly rank – with liberty and cattails for all. 
Half my childhood was spent in the company of crayfish, caught 
in streambeds and quarries and ponds. Knowing how to get 
them to scoot backwards into your hat, your net, how to grab 
them right behind the pincers and render them helpless, how 
to wave them at girls walking by on the beach while making 
fake dinosaur roaring sounds. 

Huge, rolling Midwestern thunderstorms that blast stick 
lightning to the ground and pour down rain: gully-washers, 
branch-breakers, flooders of fields. Ice storms that form on 
tree branches and bring everything down. Big hail. Gale-force 
winds. Stories told across the table while the latest storm is 
still flashing all around, of the time lightning came through 
the kitchen window, busting it out, and traveled around the 
room in the wires inside the walls, popping off the wall plates 
on the way by, and running out onto the porch where it blew 
the gutters off. Nobody hurt, though. Sheesh. 

I love oiling a pair of good leather boots. Where you get the 
neat’s-foot oil down into all the little cracks and creases, and it 
cleans everything up, and makes it all supple again.

What do I have? I have Stage 4 cancer, the worst kind. As 
a friend reminded me, there is no Stage 5. I have malignant 
melanoma, a kind of cancer almost always associated with the 
skin, although it can enter the body through the skin and settle 
in anywhere. In my case, that was the gall bladder. 

It took my doctors a long time to track the whole thing down, 
because the tests came back negative for gall bladder cancer, 
but positive for melanoma. How rare is that? My surgeon says 
that he’s found 12 other cases in the entire medical literature. 
I have asked every medical professional I’ve met to give me 
as much information as possible, as soon as possible, so I 
can make the best decisions. So far, I have been afforded that 
courtesy every time.

I believe in the power of warm bubble baths, especially for 
men: lavender-scented, Epsom-salted, candles flickering in the 
dark, soft music in the background. No general ever stepped 

...continued on page 20
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out of a bubble bath and declared war.
I won’t have to buy Christmas stamps. It’s OK if I’m starting 

to go deaf. And I won’t have to get a colonoscopy.
Yes to sandbars, to caramel sauce and to ice-cream sandwich-

es. Yes to tadpoles in classrooms, tadpoles with legs and a tail, 
tadpoles all the way to frogs. And then let go into the swamp.

Dragonflies. Moose.  
Vellum-covered books, a warm stocking cap, heavy-duty 

long johns.
The Pacific Ocean and everything in it. Kelp bulbs and 

fronds that look like cheerful waving aliens. Sea urchins. Tidal 
pools. Haystack Rock. The Monterey Bay Aquarium, the Shedd 
Aquarium in Chicago, the Oregon Coast Aquarium in New-
port, any damned aquarium anywhere. The first time I saw a 
starfish at 25 years old: fiery orange as a kid’s drawing of the 
sun. Curious seals bobbing toward me in the Pacific surf, sea 
lions illustrating the word “bask” at Florence, Oregon. Whales 
off Yaquina Head. Even the slow-going freighters that crawl the 
horizon are parcel and part, are connected to the Kon-Tiki and 
the Makah tribal whalers and every human outward seagoing 
endeavor: Go! Go find out!

Rattlesnakes? The first was in the Klickitat Canyon in 
south-central Washington, a timber rattler, curled up against 
the trunk of a big blue sagebrush off to the side of the trail. The 
first clacking, clattering sound, the first dry, hollow shatter of it, 
got into my body and I was reduced to the truth. You could die.

I’m undergoing Gamma Knife radiation treatment, and then 
immunotherapy. The Gamma thing is not a blade, but a highly 
focused radiation tool that sits in a room by itself and weighs 64 
tons and shoots gamma rays from 200 different points to focus 
a superfine beam on a tumor, to shrink it. These tumors are 
in my brain, a total of seven of them, mostly small, except for 
one larger mass. This is the most advanced therapy of its kind, 
and it has a low rate of side effects. The doctors are confident of 
good results, and everything looks positive in that department.  

Immunotherapy consists of a regimen of two different drugs, 
three weeks apart. The intent is to boost the immune system 
enough to fight the cancer. The infusion is a three-hour process 
where I bring a book along with me and they have me sit in a 
recliner. Sometimes it’s the best part of my week. Almost. The 
resulting side effects are much reduced from those experienced 
during chemo or general radiation. I am receiving two new 
drugs, one just released by the FDA, specifically meant to treat 
melanoma.

But there is no cure for Stage 4 cancer. It will kill me. None 
of my doctors has been able to offer me an “end date,” even 
though I sometimes ask, “Can you give me a ballpark figure 
here? Weeks, months, a year?” It all depends on a matrix that 
has too many variables: I’m in good health, I’m relatively 
young, I have no other heart or lung conditions to complicate 
matters. The PET scan showed that I don’t have cancer in my 

bones, where melanoma often runs to – that’s a particularly 
good bit of news.                                      

Just months ago, back in May, I had no idea there was any-
thing wrong. I was playing basketball once a week with some 
of the other old guys and getting up tricky shots with my left 
hand. But in June, while I was driving, I had a sudden feeling of 
pressure inside my chest, on the right side – not a heart thing, 
but something I’d never felt before. I drove to the ER, where 
they diagnosed a blocked bile duct (goes from the liver to the 
small intestine) and they put a stent in the duct and removed 
some suspicious material. 

Thus began the first mystery: What was the “sludge” (their 
term) they found in the blocked duct? A biopsy took ten days 
to come back with a definite conclusion. The gall bladder ma-
terial tested negative for most cancers, including gall bladder 
cancer, but positive for melanoma. Can’t be. They had to rerun 
the tests, twice. Turns out, that’s what it is.

So the oncologist hands me the keys to the hearse and says, 
“Drive slow.”

I’ll miss the loopy, heady feeling I get when I smoke pot. I 
like the fine disordering of the senses, the associative surprises 
that can arise when I’m high. I don’t take edibles; they put me 
to sleep. And I don’t vape that 90% concentrated stuff. Too high 
by half. Every once in a while, just put a little puff in a pipe. I 
have for 40 years.

My odd case got kicked upstairs from Dr. Puri to Dr. Mejia, 
who explained that my gall bladder, which was left in after the 
first surgery, would now have to come out. Also, there was 
a chance he’d have to resect, or remove, a piece of my liver 
where it was in contact with the gall bladder. That surgery, 
in mid-July, revealed that the cancer had spread through the 
lymph nodes that were near my gall bladder to other parts of 
my body. Dr. Mejia removed the gall bladder and the lymph 
nodes, and recessed the liver, which tested negative for cancer. 
Once again, it took a long time – ten days – for the report to 
come in, confirming the diagnosis: melanoma of the gall bladder.

At the bank, there’s an overeager teller – Ben – with a sev-
en-dollar haircut, a tip-hustling voice and a steel-trap mind 
who always asks, “So Dennis, what ya got goin’ on tonight? 
You going out?” He nods at my empty ring-finger. So this one 
night I say, in the flat voice of a serial killer, “No, Ben, tonight 
I’m going to sit in my basement in a cocoon of self-loathing 
and despair and shake my fist at the sky while burning with 
contempt for humanity.” He blinks twice, and says only, “OK, 
here’s your cash.”

Late-night walks, end of August, the air buoyant, uplifting, the 
cool starting to slide in under the day’s heat. And conversation. 
As much as anything, conversation. Simple back-and-forth. 
A laugh now and again at an unexpected turn of phrase. Easy 
repartee. Wit.

Junk shops, second-hand stores, thrift stores, the Thrifty 

Continued from page 19 
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Grandmothers store in Colfax, estate sales, farm auctions, all of 
it. Every last chipped glass and plate of it. When I was 12 years 
old, I went to a yard sale across the street and bought six pink 
Depression-era wine glasses for two dollars. I still have five. 
Just because I’m dying doesn’t mean I have to quit shopping.

Found notes. I’ve kept these for 40 years: Yvonne, Call your 
mother before your visit to the psychic. Ragtag snips of sentenc-
es, inmate mail, more than 200 letters. Also, I have a wooden 
box full of found pennies; the ones that are the worse for wear 
are the best. The run-over, the beat up and bent. The farther 
away from money they come – the closer back to copper they 
go – the better.

On the Palouse Prairie in harvest time: grain trucks lined up 
like circus elephants in a cut-over wheat field, each truck’s tail 
grabbed by the trailer behind it.

Colleen comes to get me from the waiting room, wearing 
blue scrubs. She’s handsy, patting my arm, my back, my knee 
once I’m seated on the examining table. She’s very interested 
in what I do for a living, how everything has been going since 
the diagnosis, if I have friends to help me through. She’s warm 
and genuine and takes more than a passing interest in me as a 
person and a patient. She is also not afraid to tear up. 

She introduces me to Jill, who will walk me all the way 
through the procedure and will, it turns out, be there for me 
when I begin to cry unexpectedly. Jill is a rock-solid nurse with 
33 years on the job and 16 years doing this particular work. 
Yet she still lets her eyes fill up and has to take a tissue of her 
own after handing me one. Like Colleen, she has somehow 
found a way to stay compassionate, to keep her heart open to 
the truth of her patients’ lives, short though they may be, and 
still offer all the strength and support she can muster. It’s a rare 
combination – it’s so much easier to guard the heart.

Kicking a pine cone down a trail, and having it roll a long way.
Should I store my summer shorts over winter? Is Christmas 

likely? How about rubber bands? Should I even bother saving 
them?

Dumb jokes. Bad puns. Word squirts. Why can’t you run in 
a campground? Because you ran – past tents. I have 25 friends 
who are letters but I don’t know Y. My mom had a bunch of 
set-pieces she could trot out: “The drunker I sit here, the longer 
I get. I’ve only had tee martoonies.” I still love gags – especially 
sight gags. The Buster Keaton flying prat-fall. And Mad Maga-
zine (RIP). Any kind of laughter. Carson. Chaplin. Also Robert 
Benchley and Red Skelton and Gilbert and Sullivan. Danny 
Kaye, for sure. Definitely Danny Kaye. (Watch him dance with 
Liza Minnelli on his 1960s TV show on YouTube. Smashing.) 
Smothers Brothers in red sweaters. George Carlin? A saint. 
Firesign Theatre? Geniuses. 

In the neurosurgeon’s office, the first thing I notice is the dog 
bed. Then Fiona the dog trots in and plops down. Meanwhile, 
the neurosurgeon is pointing to the view from the top of my 

brain down, working his way through the layers and cross-sec-
tions, and describing the seven tumors. He shows me a small 
cloudy area where some blood has spread into the brain. The 
doctor’s affect is decidedly flat. It’s not that I want a flamboyant 
neurosurgeon or something, but I’m just hoping for a reaction. 
The dog stirs, sighs. 

My neurosurgeon has a loose shock of white hair and a dandy, 
flowing mustache, a bit like Mark Twain. I trust him imme-
diately. He thinks we’ll have to do three treatments, just to be 
sure. Good idea, I say. Very good idea. Three treatments. Two 
weeks apart. Whatever it takes. The dog snuggles into its bed. 
The doc has me sign a consent form. He looks at my handwriting 
and finally, he laughs: “You have a worse signature than I do.” 

Some of the better wack-a-doodle books: Poor Richard’s 
Almanac. The Diary of Samuel Pepys. Boswell’s Life of Samuel 
Johnson. Lin Yutang, With Love and Irony and the Analects of 
Confucius. Lafcadio Hearn, all the way. e e cummings near the 
top of the list for sass, and sincerely mocking the worst of capi-
talism. Whitman because, well, Whitman: perhaps the original 
American. Gary Snyder. Marilynn Robinson. Wendell Berry. 
Kurt Vonnegut. Saul Bellow: all the fiction, and especially the 
essays, It All Adds Up: From the Dim Past to the Uncertain Future. 

Unlimited bratwurst: no more cholesterol checks. Apple 
streusel goes on that list of what I’ll miss. It’s all about how you 
crumble the butter into the brown sugar-flour mixture. One 
pound butter, two cups flour, one cup brown sugar. Good fat. 
My friend Sean calls it “crack cake.” Goes well with the weed. 
And everything else.

Job 7:7-10: Remember, O God, that my life is but a breath; 
my eyes will never see happiness again. The eye that now sees 
me will see me no longer; you will look for me, but I will be no 
more. As a cloud vanishes and is gone, so one who goes down 
to the grave does not return. He will never come to his house 
again; his place will know him no more. 

So now it’s slow and steady and we’ll all try to get through 
this with some grace and decorum. One thing I know – wait, 
what was that thing? I’ll keep you posted.

Jan. 19, 2021, update: I’m doing very well, at the moment – 
and moments are all we have, right? Since the essay first appeared 
in terrain.org on Thanksgiving Day, I’ve heard from dozens of old 
friends and colleagues, students and other writers I’ve worked 
with. Former poet laureate Ted Kooser dropped me a nice note, 
and we’ve been exchanging emails ever since. I read for the 
Blacksmith Reading Series in Cambridge, Massachusetts, and, 
most important, I’ve reconnected with family members back in 
Wisconsin. The essay has been a real blessing in my life.

Dennis Held lives in the Vinegar Flats neighborhood of Spo-
kane, WA, where he is a book editor and community organizer. 
He has published three books of poetry: Betting on the Night, 
Ourself, and Not Me, Exactly. He lives along Hangman Creek 
and watches for kingfishers.
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Going orchestral with your greatest 
hits is not a new idea, and, in some cases, 
it’s a truly nauseating one. So, if you’re 
Neil Diamond, and 
you’ve retired from 
the road as you navi-
gate the difficulties of 
Parkinson’s disease, 
it might seem like a 
no-brainer. 

Except that Neil 
Diamond has almost 
never created an un-
original project in his 
life.  Combining new arrangements 
with newly recorded vocals and mining 
his massive cache of iconic classics for 

Neil Diamond Symphonic

LISTEN UP

all their worth, Neil offers a platter of 
truly inspired versions of sing-along 
songs just when the world needs them 

most.  
Classic Diamonds 

with the  London 
Symphony Orchestra 
opens with an uplift-
ing choice in “Beau-
tiful Noise,” as Dia-
mond’s voice sounds 
like it hasn’t aged a 
day. Naturally, “I Am 
... I Said,” “America” 

and “Heartlight” are all here, and the 
album obviously closes with  “Sweet 
Caroline” (a version that is somewhat 

Joel Hoekstra’s Lucky 13
It’s not easy to be a guitar hero in the 

classic sense just now. With the passing of 
the late, great Eddie Van Halen, you have 
one guy with a legacy of pioneering some 
of the greatest tone, touch and technique 
in the history of stringed instruments. So, 
if you’re Joel Hoekstra, and you’re going 
to take a break from Trans-Siberian Or-
chestra, Whitesnake and Night Ranger 
to record a hard-rock guitar album, you 
have your work cut out for you.

draggy but still a lot of fun).  
If there’s one thing you won’t accuse 

Neil Diamond of on this album, it’s 
phoning in his performances.   He 
sounds as earnest on “Song Sung Blue” 
as he did in 1972, and while some of the 
tracks indicate there may be some very 
slight engineering issues with orches-
tral recording levels, the lack of “fixes” 
and the immediacy of Neil’s vocals 
make the whole affair seem authentic, 
especially in an age when “authentic” 
seems to be in somewhat short supply.  

With the sad news that this legendary 
performer had retired from the road, 
having a vital album of classic hits re-
worked is a welcome addition to 2021.

Squaring off with an all-star cast, the 
new album Running Games opens with a 
vintage-metal assault and bone-bruising 
backing by the likes of Tony Franklin 
(The Firm, Whitesnake) on bass, Vinny 
Appice (Dio) on drums, Derek Sher-
inian (Dream Theater, Sons of Apollo) 
on keyboards and the Dio-esque vocal 
roar of Russell Allen at the mic. “Cried 
Enough for You” and the off-kilter groove 
of “Reach the Sky” showcase solid song-

Reviews by Michael Pickett

writing and searing guitar lines with tone 
that peels the paint off the walls.  

While Hoekstra seems wholly at home 
letting massive vocals pilot these songs, 
his guitar playing truly shines on the 
Whitesnake-y “Heart Attack” and the sly 
nods to his mind-melting Trans-Siberian 
solo work on “Hard to Say Goodbye.”

In an age where computers can make 
out-of-tune singers sound note-perfect, 
having a classic-sounding album that 
anchors itself in an age of solid songwrit-
ing and soaring solos is a welcome gift.

Check out Michael Pickett’s music, free 
at pickettmusic.com.
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Diana Beresford-Kroeger is a botanist and medical 
biochemist and, like scientist and author Robin Wall 
Kimmerer, combines indigenous ancestral wisdom 
about the natural world with modern academic knowl-
edge. Only, in Beresford-Kroeger’s case, the ancestral 
strand is Irish, not Potawatomie. 

To Speak for the Trees has its foundations in rural 
Cork where, during the author’s rocky childhood, “The 
Brehon laws of hospitality were still strong as they 
had always been, and according to those laws, as an 
orphan I became everyone’s child.” The farming people 
of Lisheens were her first teachers – about herself and 
about traditional Celtic relationships with the land.

After university, Beresford-Kroeger moved to Canada 
where she devoted her skills to groundbreaking plant 
research. She became particularly focused on the role 
of forests in creating and maintaining an environment 
conducive for life, including provision of botanical 
medicines vital to the human community. 

Born in 1944 and coming of age in an era when women 
were actively denied careers in science, it was chal-

lenging to be a female 
for whom “Math was 
poetry to me; books were 
food and science was 
air.” But Beresford-Kro-
eger, sure of her course 
and empowered by key 
childhood mentors and 
experiences, let nothing 
stand in the way.

Part One of the book 
is memoir – down to 
earth, unpretentious yet 
remarkable. Part Two is a 
series of fascinating essays about each of the trees in the 
old Ogham (Irish runic) alphabet. Beresford-Kroeger’s 
climate-change “bioplan,” with its emphasis on global 
tree-planting, is rooted in both cutting-edge science 
and the humbling, traditional realization that “Trees 
paved the way for the human family. The debt we owe 
them is too big to ever repay.”  

A Good Read

Danielle Evans, whose debut short-story collection 
(Before You Suffocate Your Own Fool Self) won a string 
of prizes, has unveiled another sharply rendered clutch 
of stories – along with a brilliant novella – in her new 
collection, The Office of Historical Corrections.

History is the dealer in each of the six stories and no-
vella. As an African-American writer Evans is acutely 
aware of the past’s infiltration of present moments. 
Dealt history-laden cards, what her characters do with 
these hands is never quite predictable: tossed into their 
respective situational rivers, characters may flail or float 
or strike out for shore. The reader never yawns.

Evans’ characters tend to be young (and the POV 
female) and their sex lives seem sadly less than sexy 
– making this reader (from another era) wonder if dis-
passionate encounters are typical of youth these days. 
Evans’ style is punchy – often funny and tragic at the 
same time. Her descriptions are deadpan. “The office 
was wood paneled, newly renovated in a bright but bland 

way that invites you to 
imagine it decades later 
and dingy.”

The collection’s title 
novella is a suspenseful, 
satirical piece about a 
Black scholar who finds 
herself pinned between 
her job’s absurd strictures 
and historical truth’s 
inevitable but shocking 
consequences. As in the 
famous quote the main 
character in “Alcatraz” 
has tattooed on her body: The past isn’t dead. It isn’t 
even past.

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

The Office of Historical Corrections, by Danielle Evans

Reviews by Loren Cruden

To Speak for the Trees, by Diana Beresford-Kroeger
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When someone asks me “Do you want 
the good news first?” my heart usually 
flutters and flops around and tries to make 
a little more room in my chest so that I can 
breathe once the good news that generally 
is never truly good  is followed by the bad 
news which just makes the “good news” 
seem less awful. In other words, I basi-
cally dread what I’m going to hear when 
someone leads with that question. In all 
honesty I think I’d rather hear “You need 
to sit down because I have something awful 
to tell you.” There it is, the brutally honest 
lead-in to the plain and awful truth you 
know you don’t want to hear. 

Basically, that is how I got the news that 
my daughter had just been given a diag-
nosis that turned my heart upside down 
the very moment the awful words were 
spoken. It was one of those phone calls of 
a kind I have only imagined and some-
times dreaded through this great big life 

Hold On Tight
By Tina Tolliver Lago

of mothering my babies and doing my very 
best to get them to and through adulthood 
with their health and happiness intact.

Until recently, I was just putzing through 
life as normally as I could during this 
pandemic. I was looking forward to the 
holidays, anticipating the joy of some 
much-needed family time while we chat-
tered in our group messages of how we 
could spend our time together safely. 

We made plans for bonfires along with 
wishes for enough snow for some sledding 
and snowshoeing but not so much snow 
that the pass conditions would make travel 
difficult for my son. And then my phone 
rang on the afternoon of Dec. 1. 

If I remember correctly, in my previous 
creative writing of how I imagined such 
an experience might play out, I quoted 
the words from a song, “We’re all just 
one phone call from our knees.” But even 
though I had written about it, neither I 

nor my heart could find enough space 
to draw in a breath as I had to hear the 
words … breast cancer … that ensured 
life would never quite be the same after 
that very moment. I wanted desperately to 
just give those words back to the universe. 
“Wrong number! Wrong family! Wrong 
diagnosis!” But there it was. 

It took days for this family to absorb the 
impact of it all. 

We have learned a lot since that time, 
searching out the best sources of informa-
tion and building an arsenal of the best 
tools to help her get healthy again. But 
there were times I wanted so desperately 
to return to the days and nights when 
this thing did not dominate my brain. 
We all had to learn quickly that fear had 
no place in our lives. And she has taken 
the lead in that respect, showing us all 
that courage and gratitude are the best 
defenses for fighting. And that is where I 
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This Great Big Life
find the best news. 

I find it in her bravery as she arms herself 
with a mindset that has no room for fear 
or doubt. I find it in her determination to 
beat this thing that has dared interrupt 
her life while she has children of her own 
to raise, friends of her own to comfort, 
and so many more gardens to grow. And 
I find so much good news in the friends, 
the families and even the strangers who 
have gone before her and who share their 
experiences to help her and so many other 
women to get through this knowing they 
can and will come out of the ring stronger 
and braver than they ever thought they 
could be. 

And I find it in my own family. It was 
my son who called me that day. It broke 
my heart to know he had to do this thing 
for his little sister and that he would be 
delivering a blow to me that he knew 
would be hard for me to bear, but he knew 
it needed to be done. And he did it with 
such bravery, determination and love. 
“It’ll be OK, Mom. We will all get through 
this together.” Hearing those words from 
him were what I hung on to that day, and 
I tucked them into my heart where I can 
find them every time I need them. 

There is a lot of work for my girl to do. 
But she will not be doing it alone. This is 
her time. Her journey and her battle to 
fight, but we’ll be by her side every step of 
the way. The gratitude I feel for this great 
big beautiful family of mine is beyond 
measure. We know how to raise each other 
up even in the worst of times. 

Yet I find myself thinking of other 
women who might not have such a sup-
port group of family or friends to help 
them through when life tries to beat them 
down. I’d like to think that isn’t even an 
issue for anyone ... but life isn’t always so 
kind for some. I imagine that there are 
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indeed women who must fight alone. And 
so, for me, this new experience has truly 
opened my eyes and given me pause to 
think about that. 

I could find time too for women who 
are fighting battles without the support 
of others. Offers to fix meals, maybe help 
tidy up, grocery shop, offer a reminder 
to take meds or, maybe most important, 
just to listen or hold a hand ... these things 
can go a long way in helping someone feel 
stronger, hopeful and more determined 
to fight like their life depends on it. And 
that might just carry them through their 
own battles with the best news possible.

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.

First chemo treatment done, five to go.
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By Brenda St. John
Yin Yoga

Life’s Stretch

“Have patience. Wait until the mud settles and the water is clear. Remain unmoving until 
right action arises by itself.”     ~ Laozi

“Hatha” is an umbrella term which encompasses many 
styles of yoga. Dating back to the 15th century, the yogic text 
Hatha Yoga Pradipika describes three elements which must be 
observed for a practice to be considered hatha yoga. These are: 
(1) physical postures or poses, (2) breathing practices, and (3) 
meditation. There are many types of yoga practiced all around 
the world, but all that contain these three elements can be 
classified  as hatha yoga. 

Hatha yoga can be subdivided into two types: active and 
passive. Examples of active styles include Iyengar Yoga, Bikram 
Yoga and Ashtanga Yoga. Examples of passive styles include 
Yin Yoga and Restorative Yoga. Yin Yoga is the topic of this 
month’s column.

Yin Yoga is one of my favorite practices. I often begin a class 
with a couple of yin yoga asana (postures), and I also frequently 
practice yin yoga at home. It is wonderful for increasing range of 
motion and flexibility, as well as calming and quieting the mind.

My teacher for all things Yin is Bernie Clark. He explains 
that we should think of our muscles as being yang-like and our 
bones and joints to be yin-like. Muscles can be stretched, but 
they then return to their original shape, similar to elastic. On 
the same note, our fascia and connective tissues surrounding 
the joints are more like plastic. They don’t move very much, 
but given enough time, small changes steadily occur. 

Most Yin Yoga postures are seated and, in general, they focus 
on the tissues associated with the hips and low back. They all 
correlate with an asana in the yang style, but it is interesting 
to me that in the yang version, the name of the pose is in San-
skrit and requires practice to spell and pronounce, while the 
yin version is a very simple descriptive term. Yang/yin terms: 
Baddha Konasana/Butterfly; Janu Sirsasana/Half Butterfly; 
Paschimottanasana/Caterpillar; Upavistha Konasana/Straddle 
or Dragonfly.

When practicing in one of the many yang styles, precise 
alignment is a key focus, but that is not such a big deal in Yin 
Yoga. Acquiring the general shape of the pose and then holding 
it for quite a long period of time are what is most important. 
Ideally, hold each pose for three to 10 minutes. Comfort and 
ease are increased by sitting at the front edge of a folded blanket 
or cushion. Use blocks, bolsters or rolled blankets as support 
where needed. 

Bernie Clark claims there are three principles to Yin Yoga, 
principles that he likely learned from Sarah Powers, one of 
Yin Yoga’s pioneers:

• Playing your edge, which means to go as deeply into the 

pose as your body naturally can without pushing, forcing 
or straining. There should be a tolerable, but not excessive, 
level of stress or sensation.

• Become still. No moving or fidgeting while in the pose. 
The only two exceptions are that a person should (1) go 
deeper if the body opens up and (2) come out of the pose 
if pain indicates they have gone too deep. This also ap-
plies to keeping the mind still. Helpful techniques include 
focusing on breath, meditation or reciting a mantra.

• Time is the magic ingredient. Time is what allows the 
changes to take place in the body.

Now let’s get started!

Straddle (also known as Dragonfly): From a seated position, 
spread your legs apart until they won’t go any farther. Place 
hands on the floor in front of you and walk them out as you 
fold forward. Knees can bend as much as needed for comfort. 
Hold the pose, then walk the hands back to come out. Follow up 
with Windshield Wipers, which means knees bent, feet on the 
floor, and drop both knees from side to side while supporting 
your upper body by placing hands on the floor behind you.

Half Butterfly: From Straddle, draw one foot in toward you. 
Turn your upper body toward the straight leg. Place hands 
on the floor on either side of the straight leg and slowly walk 
them forward. Allow the back to round as you fold forward, 
and press the bent knee toward the floor while keeping the 
tailbone grounded. Follow your breath and quiet your mind 
as you hold the pose. When it is time to come out, slowly 
walk the hands back. Switch sides and repeat. Follow up with 
Windshield Wipers again.

Butterfly: From sitting, place the soles of the feet together 
and then slide them away from your body. Fold forward from 
your hips, letting gravity take over until you find your edge. 
Place your hands wherever they feel most comfortable. Round 
your spine and let your head hang, resting the forehead on a 
block or in your hands. Hold as is appropriate for you, then 
slowly reverse out of the pose. Follow up with a seated twist 
to each side.

Caterpillar: Sit on the floor with both legs straight out in 
front of you. Fold forward over the legs, allowing the back to 
round. Quiet the mind as you hold the pose, and when it is 
time to come out, use hands as you slowly roll up. Follow up 
with a seated backbend.

This concludes a very short Yin Yoga practice. Namaste.
Brenda St. John has taught yoga classes in Chewelah since 2010.
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By Michelle Lancaster
I wrote a long, frustrated article about 

how I feel about the world we live in to-
day. Then I saved it to a file and closed it 
to write this one. Because I am not sure 
my anger would be beneficial. Almost 
everyone, from family to neighbors to 
acquaintances to employees to politicians, 
seems to be upset about something and 
unable, it seems to me, to compromise. 

When I get to feeling like that, that 
horrible feeling of living in a world I am 
not a part of, a world I cannot understand, 
worldviews I do not condone, then I need 
to go do something productive. Otherwise, 
I would be inclined to curl up on the couch 
with my cats and give up. 

I may not solve the world’s problems, but 
I can do something with my hands that has 
nothing to do with solving anything other 
than some basic arithmetic and blowing 
off some steam.

My dad and I built a set of wood steps to 
our chicken coop, replacing the half-rotted 
log stump we had been using to climb in 
and out of the tall building. As we worked 
and visited, I explained again the garden 
bench project that I had found, utilizing 
a cast iron sink that came out of our old 
house and was in dad’s scrap metal pile. I 
am sorry, but no way can a cast iron sink 
full of history and character end up in the 
scrap pile!! 

The plan rumbled around in my brain 

Constructing Equanimity
for a year or more, but my lack of wood-
working ability and tools gave me an easy 
excuse to never jump into the project on 
my own. My husband is always supportive 
of my ideas, but his skills are in milking 

the cows and managing the farm.
Enter dad. He has the tools, knowledge, 

and energy to make this little project a 
reality. Last year, he and the neighbor cut 
some logs using the neighbor’s portable 
sawmill, enough to make the legs and base 
of the stand. The neighbor got several loads 

A Year On the FarmA Year On the Farm

of compost from us in the fall to load up 
their garden with nutrients. In exchange, 
we were able to rummage through their 
lumber piles where we found a few rough 
cut one-by boards to finish out the top of 

the project. All using Douglas fir lumber 
from our community. I love using local 
wood!

I will admit, my dad did the majority of 
the work. I was half afraid he wanted to 
keep the project when we finished because 
it sure did come out cute. I know I owe him 
a big batch of eclairs in payment. I did help 
a bit, securing the top boards, sanding, and 
then coating the wood with my homemade 
linseed oil and beeswax sealant.

I also helped dad prune apple trees in 
frigid weather. Then organized the new 
planting area, preparing for the next few 
days when I will start onions and peppers. 
I am feeling calmer. I did not fix the world, 
but I fixed my attitude.

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 29: Walt’s White 
Thing and Other Scary Stuff

One story, “Walt’s White-Thing” was 
a favorite Old Ranger episode. It was 
about the half-coyote that had haunted 
the storyteller. The storyteller told about 
how Walt had tried to shoot the crea-
ture, but his gun would not fire. When 
he took his weapon inside the house to 
clean it, the cursed gun “accidentally” 
went off and killed poor Walt. Every 
time we told the story it seemed more 
real.

As the storyteller got into it, we’d look 
around to make sure that the cursed 
coyote wasn’t nearby. I always suspected 
that the White-Thing was closing in on 
us, because my hair would stand up and 

a slight chill would creep over me while 
I listened to the tale.

One night playing in the moonlit field 
we saw something spooky in the field 
and we really looked it over. Judge kept 
whispering: “It’s Walt’s White-Thing! 
See, it’s only half-dog.” The longer we 
stared at it, the surer we were that it was 
a ghost. It went down and across the 
field, then it disappeared.

I can still see that thing in my mind, 
and I’m not sure what it was. We headed 
for home FAST and almost convinced 
the folks that we had really seen Walt’s 
White-Thing this time.

This creepy-chilly feeling was es-
pecially strong when we walked our 
friend, Jim, who lived a couple miles 
away, part-way home. That really was 
a scary walk on a full moon night, be-
cause along the way there was a big rock 
that took on the appearance of a face. 
We called it the “Ghost Rock.”

We never noticed that rock during 

By Robert Wynecoop the daytime, but once Jim kept talking 
about it, our imagination and the Old 
Ranger’s ghost stories took over. From 
then on, we would do anything to get 
around that rock – even if it meant 
walking an extra mile on the new road.

If we were feeling especially brave, we 
went right up to that rock for the ex-
citement of it all. We knew it was just a 
rock, but if we watched it long enough, 
it seemed to move.

Once any one of us thought it had 
moved, everyone thought it had moved, 
and down the road we ran. I finally got a 
good multi-celled flashlight one Christ-
mas, and when I shined it on the rock, 
the ghost went away. Later on, someone 
pushed the rock out into the woods with 
a tractor and we felt safer on our night 
walks. Until then, that old Ghost Rock 
could really make the hair on your neck 
stand up. I have always felt sad about 
losing the thrill of the Ghost Rock. Too 
bad it’s not there anymore.

There was more spooky neighbor-
hood stuff we had to deal with, includ-
ing several old haunted buildings. One 
was the empty Presbyterian minister’s 
house. When it was unoccupied, we 
figured it had to be haunted. The other 
spooky house was the old government 
house up on the hill close to Sonny 
Campbell’s house. Between the two 
houses was a big old barn that we nosed 
around. Only a few pigeons lived there 
behind closed doors.

We also explored the old government 
barn and warehouses by the Agency. 

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

These buildings were usually locked up 
tight. The weight scales building and 
blacksmith’s shop were seldom used or 
locked, so we got inside of them a few 
times and had some fun. It was fun to 
play blacksmith. I turned the handle 
on the forge and pretended to heat and 
bend a metal piece or shaped a horse-
shoe. Several of the buildings were to-
tally empty. Naturally, we thought all 
of these empty old buildings might be 
haunted.

The warehouses were used, especially 
during the summer. All of the tools for 
fighting forest fires were stored in them. 
They were a real treasure chest that we 
kids never got to explore.

The old barn by Sonny’s was huge 
and sat near his house, across the road 
from the Presbyterian church. We went 
over to the barn and looked around, but 
the big doors were always closed. There 
were several buildings like that around 
the neighborhood, empty, not used, and 
therefore suspected to be haunted. But 
the big old house next to the barn was 
considered by ALL of us to be haunted. 
It sat up high on a raised stone founda-
tion.

For years, we had heard rumors about 
how some crazy man had stayed in a 
dungeon in the basement. The house 
had once been an Indian school and 
then a jail. Of course, that unusual his-
tory attracted kids like iron fillings to a 
magnet.

A screened-in porch on the back of 
the house had an open door, but the 
main door to the house was locked. 
Eventually, some unknown explorer 
had broken a window in the back door. 
Once we found it, we crawled into the 
house and looked around. There was 
nothing interesting on the main floor, 
just squeaky doors like on the radio 
program “Inner Sanctum.”

Of course, we had to make good use 
of the supposedly scary surroundings, 
so we started telling ghost stories. That 
spooked us, so we ran out. After over-
coming our fears, we eventually made it 
back inside. We even mustered enough 
courage to go down into the basement. 
There was no dungeon filled with a cra-
zy-man’s bones – just an empty, filthy 
basement. But it was sure exciting when 
we thought ghosts lived there.

After Mose’s house burned down, he 

and his family moved into this “un-
haunted” house. One day, Dick, Steve 
and I went up to get Richard Phillips to 
play with us. We were up on the hill be-
hind the house, and as we started down 
to it, the back screen door flew open 
and a woman came running out

Since we were sitting down we just 
leaned over and down we went into the 
tall grass, hiding to see what would hap-
pen next. She ran towards us and sud-
denly turned around. Down went her 
underpants. She went to the bathroom 
right in front of us. We were in shock. 
When she finished, up her pants went, 
and she went back into the house.

I don’t think she saw us, or at least she 
didn’t act like it. When that back door 
shut behind her, there were three of the 
fastest kids in the west running up that 
hill into the trees. That was worse than 
any ghost story.
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as part of my mulch mix (if the deer don’t 
eat them first). So here we have Tor’s idle 
equipment and his experience, Fruitland’s 
wine waste, and my soil all benefiting 
from surplus that might have otherwise 
gone unused.

There are a lot of opportunities like that 
on a typical farm. One of my favorites is 
a “chicken tractor.” This is another idea 
mentioned by Salatin. It really is “starting 
from scratch.” Part of its beauty is that it is 
inexpensive but also that it can be a startup 
enterprise in partnership with someone 
who has a pasture but no chickens. 

In a July 2020 article in the North Co-
lumbia Monthly, I related how Ramestead 
Ranch, now a thriving regenerative farm 
near Ione, WA, started from a backyard 
garden. When the owners decided that 
they wanted to also produce meat, they 
built a “chicken tractor,” basically a mov-
able fence/cage that lets chickens scratch 
and graze a new area every time it is 
moved. They moved it around a 2½-acre 
parcel. Now they have 16 chicken tractors 
that they run for seven months during the 
warmer part of the year on their pasture 
after the four-legged livestock have gone 
through. In the end they have fryers both 
fresh and frozen ready for market.

Note in this picture (facing page) the 
green trails between the pens. Those are 
areas where the chickens have already 

I’m a rockhound. For years I have gone 
on field trips with the Panorama Gem and 
Mineral Club. On a field trip, everyone 
arrives at a rock site and almost imme-
diately they split up looking for valuable 
rocks. After a while the group settles down 
into two groups that I call “the scratchers 
and the pickers.” The scratchers find a spot 
they think has promise and dig in. The 
pickers explore the whole site looking for 
what is already exposed. 

I think that finding opportunities for 
enterprises in rural northeastern Wash-
ington is a little like that. Last month 
I passed on advice from finance and 
marketing experts. They suggested that 
any enterprise should start with knowing 
what you are passionate about and good 
at. This month I’m following a sugges-
tion from Joel Salatin in Folks, This Ain’t 
Normal, to look around your place and 
take note of what equipment, resources 
and experience you have that could be 
expanded in a new direction. 

For instance, Tor Trousdell, who 
distills oils from lavender as part of his 
business, Flowing Water Lavender, with 
his wife Alex and daughter Rya, stopped 
by with a load of grape pressings that he 
had distilled to make raki, a Greek hard 
liquor. The pressings were surplused from 
Fruitland Valley Vineyard and Winery. I 
am going to spread them on my vineyard 

By Joe Barreca
Starting from Scratch

been through once.  Chickens till in the 
manure from ruminants and eat larva of 
flies and other insect pests, along with 
grass and seeds, and then leave their own 
enriched manure behind. This improves 
the fertility of the whole field while pro-
ducing healthy chickens for little cost.

I learned of a similar restoration project 
in Texas. Tina and Orion Weldon of Terra-
Purezza regenerative agricultural institute 
and farm partnered with the musician 
Willie Nelson and his wife Annie to run 
pigs on the Nelsons’ played-out pastures at 
Luck Ranch using food waste from Whole 
Foods.   The result was new life for the 
overgrazed land and healthy, happy hogs 
ready for market (austinchronicle.com).

There usually is some resource going 
to waste on a farm. Sometimes it is just a 
matter of preservation. I made apple cider 
from lower quality apples in January. I 
traded for them from local orchards in-
cluding Cliffside Organic Orchards. The 
cider will eventually become wine. But it 
could have become vinegar or jelly or even 
been cooked down into syrup. In any case, 
waste turned into a product for market.

The real limiting factor is labor. Many 
organic farms and orchards nearby take 
advantage of Worldwide Opportunities 
on Organic Farms (wwoofusa.org). 
Woofers, as they are known, will travel to 
live on a farm where they can work and 
learn farming. A farmer should provide 
shelter, hopefully food, and often com-
pensation to the mostly young people in 
this program. Many times woofers stay on, 
sometimes eventually purchase the farm 
or one nearby, and become neighbors and 
friends. So it can be a good opportunity 
for everyone, though a few woofers are 
not all that motivated to actually work. It 
is a good idea to screen applicants early 
in the winter to find the best fit. 

Speaking of visitors, a farm can also host 
agritourists, especially if they have their 
own RV. The website harvesthosts.com 162 East 1st, Colville  •  (509) 684-3164  •  www.roadscholardrivingschool.com
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Down to Earth

lists places to stay at wineries, breweries 
and farms. With over 1,500 locations 
already listed, it gives farmers the oppor-
tunity to get income without building and 
licensing a bed and breakfast.

U.S. Census Bureau Director John H. 
Thompson said in 2016 that 19.3% of the 
population is rural, living on 97% of the 
land, while the rest of the population is 
urban (census.gov). But authors such as 
Jason Bradford (The Future is Rural: Food 
System Adaptations to the Great Simplifica-
tion, Post Carbon Institute, 2019) foresee 
a dramatic return to the countryside as 
fuel, steady employment, healthy foods 
and safety all become scarcer in urban 
environments.

So, scratching away at the resources you 
know to be close at hand on the farm is 
a good start, but you might also do well 
to become pickers by looking around to 
the urban population that is headed our 
way. As local Realtors can attest, these 
folks have money but they could use a 
few more skills when it comes to livestock 
and farming. 

One family that found an opportunity 
in training is Rick and Lora Lea Misterly, 
founders of Quillisascut Farm. While 
marketing their handmade goat cheese 

to restaurants in Seattle and Spokane, 
they saw a need for chefs to understand 
the seasons, resources and techniques 
involved in getting whole fresh organic 
food from the farm to the kitchen. They 
built a classroom and dormitory with 
straw bale construction and offer classes 
in cooking and farming directly to chefs. 
They have support for providing this 
training from other culinary institutes. 
Students walk away with life experiences 
that can be used to develop their own 
sustainable kitchens.

There are a lot more opportunities 
in this arena. Emerging techniques for 
sustainable farming and regenerative agri-

culture are building on ancient methods, 
indigenous knowledge and new science. 
If the future is rural, it is also local. Best 
practices to grow crops and raise animals 
vary from one place to another. If you can 
make it as a small farmer, you could also 
teach others what you know. If your busi-
ness is expanding, you can branch out and 
cooperate with others for new products, 
markets and educational experiences. As 
usual, if you have ideas along these lines, 
let’s share ideas. There is always more to 
teach and learn.

Joe Barreca makes maps, grows grapes, 
makes wine and posts blogs on BarrecaV-
ineyards.com  

509-684-6501
colvilleglass@gmail.com

www.ColvilleGlass.comwww.ColvilleGlass.com
111 S. Oak • Colville, WA 99114

•	Auto	&	Log	Trucks
•	Heavy	Equipment
•	Wood	Stove	Glass

•	Rock	Chip	Repairs
•	Commercial	Glass
•	Residential	Glass

http://colvilleglass.com


32  |  North Columbia Monthly  |  February 2021  

Final Notes
By Faye Stewart

The information presented in these articles is based on tra-
dition and personal experience and is not meant to be in any 
way prescriptive or a substitute for consultation with licensed 
healthcare providers. 

Botanical beverages and medicines are mainstream prod-
ucts nowadays. But in rural communities like ours plenty of 
people still (and I hope will long continue to) grow, gather, 
and concoct their own herbal teas and remedies. 

There is something deeply satisfying about going outside and 
plucking a fresh leaf or digging a medicinal root that is exactly 
the plant – and activity – needed to nourish well-being in that 
moment. Or in winter opening a jar of herbs you’ve harvested 
and dried, inhaling the fragrance of summer memories of 
fields and gardens, and brewing a healing infusion. These 
things are a particular gift of our rural home environment, 
essential knowledge of which we can pass on to children and 
grandchildren.

None of what was contained in this series of 19 articles was 
lifted from the internet. Not a word. Some of the information 
came from books I’ve had and used for decades, their authors 
like wise neighbors. Some came from collaboration with 
herbalists I’ve been in contact with over those same decades, 
sharing knowledge and experience and comparing notes. 
And much came from solitary experimentation and direct 
interaction with plants over the years.

As was said in the first article of this series, each person’s 
response to any given herb is unique and can be part of discov-
ering her or his own affinities (or non-affinities) with various 
plants. Sometimes these discoveries are not subtle. I remember 
the first time I opened a bag of dried lobelia (which has emetic 
properties), sniffing its scent and promptly throwing up. Wow, 
I thought, not an herb needed in large doses! 

I hope, of course, that you will apply discretion in your 
own herbal encounters and experiments. Knowledgeable 
teachers can be a great resource for learning, as are plant 
walks with people who know traditional botanical uses. After 
serving this kind of apprenticeship of respectful attention 
and knowledge-gathering, the plants themselves can begin 
to deepen your understanding of their particular natures as 
you work with them. Being intuitive and well-informed are 
not mutually exclusive.

I recommend that you start the journey, as with this series 
of articles, with nutritive herbs, tonics, and simples and, if 
interested, expand from there – or legitimately stick with those 

basic allies – or maybe branch out into specialized applications 
such as dye herbs, culinary herbs, or plants for making soap, 
shampoo, or potpourri, for instance.

I keep a revolving inventory of beverage and medicinal 
herbs around the house and maintain a kit of first-aid herbal 
remedies that usually includes:

• Herbal antiseptic spray for bites, stings, cuts, scrapes
• Arnica cream for sore muscles
• Echinacea tincture for infections
• Shepherd’s purse tincture to help stop bleeding 
• Corn silk tincture for urinary tract irritation
• Colds & flu tincture blend
• Milk thistle tincture to protect the liver
• Skullcap tincture for the nervous system 
• Astragalus tincture to boost the immune system 
• Toothache/mouth-sores tincture blend
• Turmeric for inflammations
• Goldenseal powder for wounds
• Witch hazel extract as a medicinal astringent
• Mullein fl. infused oil for earaches
• St. John’s wort infused oil for sunburn
• Comfrey-Calendula salve for various surface owies
• Lavender, Tea Tree, wintergreen, clove and Thuja es-

sential oils
• Aloe vera gel or plant for burns

By far the most frequently used first-aid remedy is the herbal 
antiseptic – after all, I have active rural grandchildren. Arnica 
gets a lot of use also, for bumps and bruises and strains, as does 
the colds and flu blend in winter. And turmeric, for aging joints.

Herbs being the big business they are these days, we now 
have access to an international array of botanical remedies. 
But many of these are made from plants endangered in the 
wild due to loss of habitat and relentless over-harvest. A sample 
list of these includes wild ginseng, lady’s slipper, goldenseal, 
arnica, black cohosh, echinacea, gentian, ginkgo, kava-kava 
and Pacific yew. 

So it makes sense to buy from reputable cultivated-crop 
sources or grow your own when possible. Or find common local 
analogs to rare, endangered or imported herbs. Our homely 
backyard weeds include many medicinal powerhouses such 
as dandelion, nettle, yarrow, mullein, Oregon grape, elder, 
usnea, wild mushrooms, St. John’s wort, thistle, horsetail, 
plantain and so on. If you are fortunate enough to learn native 
botanical lore from someone with indigenous local knowledge, 
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your “green pharmacy” will be even more grounded in what 
is natural to this area.

When appropriate, I’ve mentioned cautions and contra-
indications for use of various plants, but not covered them 
all. The lists provided in some of the articles are thorough 
but not all-inclusive, as there are hundreds of herbs and I 
have experience with only a fraction of them. My knowledge 
started from a European herbal background and is still largely 
rooted in those plants – many of which, for better or worse, 
now prolifically grow in this country. 

As you conduct your own investigation into herbs that interest 
you, keep in mind that there is plenty of misinformation (and 
gaps in information) out there concerning medicinal plants, 
so consult proven sources and seek second opinions. Herbal 
health fads come and go, heightened by social media and 
advertising. Don’t be too quick to jump on bandwagons; just 
because something is “natural” doesn’t automatically make 
it safe or efficacious. Focusing on what is available in local 
habitat, including your garden, rather than online, engages 
the literal ground of one’s participation in well-being.

As direct engagement with plants deepens you may find the 
“rooted clan” catching your attention in wonderful, unexpect-

ed ways as you go about your daily business. As engagement 
increases you begin noticing plants more and paying closer 
attention to their habitats. Once, when I was traveling across 
the Midwest, my car broke down out in the boonies. It was a 
miserably muggy, hot day and I had to wait in the sun on the 
exposed roadside a long time before help arrived. My son was 
crying; I felt like crying. For distraction we walked a little way 
along the weedy highway verge. He was small: we had to walk 
slowly. And there at our feet among the straggle of scratchy 
weeds bloomed a rare orchid, said to be extinct in the region. 

An exquisite single bloom. I couldn’t believe it. We bent 
down and gazed at it; my son stopped crying and I stopped 
feeling grumpy. It was as if this exotic jewel of a flower had 
fallen from some far planet and taken root to dazzle us with 
wonder in just that particular gnarly-world moment.

I later heard that local botanists had found several of those 
orchids at that spot and were keeping them a secret, hoping 
for undisturbed increase: precious gifts for the future and a 
good reminder to step lightly as we go. Well wishes to you all!

Faye Stewart has gathered, gardened and enjoyed working 
with herbs for decades. She ran a medicinal herb business for 
15 years.

Green Medicine

Fresh roses by the dozen and single stem

Happy Valentine’s Day!

Located in Kettle Falls at The Old Apple Warehouse 

Mon - Sat: 9:30 am - 5 pm • Sun: 10 am - 4 pm • 509-738-4848

R-RATE, LLC
PLUMBING & HEATING

Hours:  Monday - Friday  8 - 5
251 N. Main St., Suite D  •  Colville  •  509-684-1605

Sales & Service

Heavy Duty Stove for 
Heavy Duty Heating
Heats 3,000 sq. ft.

23 inch wood.
40 hr+ burn time.
Incredible 82.5% 

efficiency.
Thermostat 
controlled.
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Stay Warm This Winter With A

Bl aze King Stove!

Locally Owned and OperatedLocally Owned and Operated
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Support your local businesses and artists. 
Message us for gift certificates. 

We hope to see you soon!

30+ different shops and artists!

Stop by our KraftMaid Cabinetry showroom at Haney
Lumber & Supply to experience all we have to offer.

- Free design service and quotes
- Delivery available. Appointments Welcome!

For inspirational ideas visit kraftmaid.com

HANEY
Lumber & Supply Inc.

509-684-2150
1101 N. Highway

Colville, WA
haneylumberandsupply.com

53% OFF LIST PRICE

Additional 
Additional 

20% Off20% Off  
5+ Cabinets 
5+ Cabinets 

Till 2-12-21Till 2-12-21

Stop by our KraftMaid Cabinetry showroom at Haney
Lumber & Supply to experience all we have to offer.

- Free design service and quotes
- Delivery available. Appointments Welcome!

For inspirational ideas visit kraftmaid.com

HANEY
Lumber & Supply Inc.

509-684-2150
1101 N. Highway

Colville, WA
haneylumberandsupply.com

53% OFF LIST PRICE

Get this deal while you can! Get this deal while you can! 
Price increase coming 2-15-21Price increase coming 2-15-21

NORM’S AUTO REPAIR

295 W. 1st  •  Colville, WA
509-685-9653 • 855-877-9653

Mon - Thur   7:30 am - 5:30 pm
www.norms-auto.com

We Service All Makes & Models
Imports & Domestic

A Higher 
Standard of 

Service!

Downtown, 
in the Heart 

of Colville

$25 off$25 off Antifreeze Flush
$10 off$10 off Oil & Filter Service

FREEFREE Battery Testing
FREEFREE Brake Inspection

Winter is Here!

https://www.oawtrading.com
https://www.spokanepublicradio.org
https://norms-auto.com
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The year 2020 started out for me like 
any other new year. The resolutions. 
The out with the old and the new will 
roll right on in. The plans for new ad-
ventures. Looking back on all the de-
cisions and accomplishments that were 
made in the year of 2019. And you 
know what? I just now realized that the 
year of 2021 is starting out just like the 
year 2020 did.

I’ve shared that the resolutions I 
made in 2020 are still very much on 
my plate for 2021. The old going out 
my door will be a continuous work in 
progress so that I can make room for 
the new. The new will roll on in, grab 
me by the scruff of the neck, give me 
a shake to wake me up and yell, “Hey, 
lady! Look at all the new possibilities 
around you.” Awake? I think so … no 
… I know so!

Plan for new adventures of any 
kind. I have found that plans kinda’ get 
changed around a lot in my life.  The 
saying is something like “Make your 
plans and then life happens.” I keep 
falling back on my mantra (listed be-
low) which can show me the silver lin-
ing of most every situation that I get 
myself into. Family can’t make it up for 
the day – boy did I get lots done with 
that “free day.” No snow on Christmas 
morning – wait for it … the next day 
… a sledding fest with the six inches 
of new-fallen snow and our version of 
the biggest sledding hill in the world. 
Roll the car, taking out the neighbors’ 
mailboxes on the way to the ditch – 
they wanted a new mailbox system and 
I learned that there will be no heavy/
sharp stuff in my next car to fly around. 

My new adventures may not be that 
week-long trip on BB (CanAm Spyder) 
but nothing says adventures have to be 
a certain length. In fact, I started BB 
the other day and giggled when I got to 
run her in reverse to the shop door so 
the exhaust was sticking outside. It was 

only about eight feet. But you know 
what? It was good! I know … doesn’t 
take much to amuse me.  

Decisions and accomplishments in 
2020: Stay home at the beginning of the 
“new way of life.”   Short trips around 
the block (10 miles) on BB – honk at 
Rhonda on the way by her place. New 
bathroom. New back porch. Move the 
hot tub to the front porch. Start a car-
port. Move machinery equipment out 
of the shop. Set up my very own work 
bench – a work in progress. Split lots 
of firewood with more to do. Work 
on those piles that have been stacked 
in the corners of the rooms for how 
long!?!

2021 plan: My grandson, Brenden 
McNiven, will be graduating from 
WSU with his engineering degree (his 

By Becky Dubell

Family Ties

wife graduated in the spring). He is 
the son of Raymon McNiven, who is 
a WSU grad too. And Bren has a son 
who is going to the pre-school at WSU. 
So, I am a WSU mom-in-law, gram-
ma, gramma-in-law & Great-Granny 
BB. Cool beans. Try fitting that on a 
bumper sticker or sweatshirt!

2021 plan (more): Whatever comes 
my way will be greeted with, “REAL-
LY?!?” and then “OKAY.  BRING IT 
ON! I’M READY!”

My hope is that you go for all the 
new that you can and totally enjoy 
what it becomes.

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

Freshly Resolved

SLABS DONE RIGHTSLABS DONE RIGHT
DRIED, FLATTENED, READY-TO-USE

Open to the PublicOpen to the Public

• Custom Shop
• Veneers
• Bits & Blades
• Carving & Turning Blocks
• Glues & Adhesives
• River Table Epoxies
• Furniture Grade Lumber

10 miles south of Colville on Hwy 395

Small to MONSTER Size!
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Cherishing the Moments
Article & Photo by Patricia Ediger

Mountain Meandering

Our family of five moved to northeast-
ern Washington in early July 1995. We 
lived Little House on the Prairie-style near 
Kettle Falls for that summer and fall in a 
one-room shed with a loft and an outdoor 
makeshift privy for the time it took us to 
build our house by ourselves. We moved in 
at the end of October, just ahead of the first 
big freeze. The freeze broke the toilet tank 
we had left outside – thankfully an easy re-
placement – and, although the house was 
not completely finished, we were thrilled 
to be tucked cozily inside for our first Min-
go Mountain winter. 

As the years went by, we worked togeth-
er as a family, finishing the house, shov-
eling snow, chopping and stacking our 
winter wood supply, planting the gardens, 

caring for our animals and celebrating the 
special days each year, as well as holding 
and helping each other through the diffi-
cult and painful times of life. I must admit 
it was almost impossible for me to imag-
ine that this would not always be. Even 
when our kids all went off to college, one 
by one, I somehow assumed they would 
remain close by and we would still share 
our holidays, our special days together. 
Yet, as many parents discover, our dreams 
and visions do not determine those of our 
children. 

Our firstborn moved off to Boston for 
a job right out of college. Our second did 
likewise, leaving for Portland, OR. Our 
youngest stayed and worked in Spokane  
but is now moving away as well, to western 
Washington.

Through the years we have made count-
less trips back and forth, by car or plane, to 
spend time together. We have made peace 
with it through the years and found these 
visits to be very special – a concentrated 
time to set aside work and other distrac-
tions to enjoy our time together. We have 
not taken these moments for granted, es-
pecially now with the pandemic restricting 
travel and gatherings for so many people.

So, it was a very special gift to have our 
son and daughter-in-law spend a few days 
around Christmas with us in our home. 
Though it was just the four of us, it was a 
cherished time. We shared meals, played 
games, laughed and talked, played tennis 
on a wintry wet court in Colville, and even 
ventured with cross-country skis upon the 
frozen Pend Oreille lakes. 

This was a first for us, after all these 
years of living in northeastern Washing-
ton. With some trepidation (well perhaps 
it was only me who felt nervous) we skied 
out on the ice, but soon found that the ice 
was plenty thick – over eight inches thick 
in fact, as we discovered after measuring 
an abandoned ice-fishing hole. Scattered 

over the expanse of ice were several ice 
fishing tents, the anglers gathered around 
the holes they had made. We skied togeth-
er through the couple of inches of perfect 
snow that rested upon the ice, around the 
whole perimeter of both Thomas and Gil-
lette lakes. The sound of winter stillness on 
the frozen lakes was quite different than 
the busy summer atmosphere. I recom-
mend it. 

I love our times with family. I am thank-
ful for all our memories and those in the 
making.  Admittedly, it still is hard for me 
that our kids live far from us. I miss shar-
ing the ups and downs of daily life with all 
of them. I feel a sadness about our young-
est taking one step further away. What a 
paradox of feelings. To be happy for their 
success and progress and the indepen-
dence we raised them to have, yet sad over 
the loss of their presence. So much of life is 
about letting go, is it not? We love, nurture, 
support, and then we let go. 

I found a plaque which now hangs in my 
home that says it perfectly, I think. “Your 
wings were ready, my heart was not.” That’s 
the way of it. Yet, there is another saying: 
“Absence makes the heart grow fonder.” 
As we have experienced, the fact that we 
do not get to see one another as often has 
made our times together that much richer 
and valued. 

It is good to be missed, I think. Good 
to long for one another. So, I cherish the 
moments as they come. I am so thankful 
to be a mother, for better or worse, in joy 
or in sorrow. Family is one of my greatest 
blessings on this earth. May this new year, 
for all of us, hold joy and healing and bless-
ed times that make up for those we missed 
out on. 

Patricia Ediger is a freelance photogra-
pher specializing in wildlife, nature, and 
landscape photography. See her work at the 
Old Apple Warehouse, Kettle Falls, WA and 
at patriciaedigerphotography.com.
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Being of Service

As another month passes in the pandemic, the combi-
nation of cold weather and dreary days can become a bit 
overwhelming. Looking outside one’s own world often 
offers some relief from the dark recesses of one’s mind. 

This month I found myself 
reflecting on Rotary’s timeless 
mottos, Service Above Self 
and one which was derived 
from a speech delivered in 
1910 by Rotarian, Arthur 
Frederick Sheldon (pictured, 
courtesy rotary.org) at the 
Chicago Rotary convention. 
Sheldon declared, “Only the 
science of right conduct to-
ward others pays. Business is 
the science of human services. 
He profits most who serves his fellows best.” Resulting in 
the motto, One Profits Most Who Serves Best.

Our club still meets, but virtually. And, although large 
gatherings are not allowed, that isn’t stopping the Rotary 
Club of Colville from addressing community needs and 
seeking to live the motto of service above self. For Martin 
Luther King Jr. Day, partnering with RE/MAX Select Associ-
ates of Colville, we had another very successful clothing 
and food drive for our local warming shelter. 

We also are continuing with the Dolly Parton Imagination 
Library. Every child up through five years old is eligible 
to receive a free book a month. Just go to https://imagi-
nationlibrary.com/usa/affiliate/WACOLVILLE/ to sign up. 
Currently over 700 children in Stevens County receive free 
books! We are always looking for community members to 
help support us in this amazing opportunity. If you would 
like to donate as a business or individual, it is an amazing 

program to be involved with. Together we can inspire the 
young to read.

Some may have not linked the Rotary Trail with our local 
Rotary Club, but in fact the trail was built and is maintained 
by our own Rotary Club of Colville and some very dedicated 
volunteers. We are always looking for help on the trail and 
if you have any ideas or feedback please do not hesitate to 
reach out to the club. This is an amazing community asset 
that has been a delight to utilize year-round. 

For those who have not experienced the Rotary Trail: 
It is up past the Colville High School on Highway 20, next 
to the Colville Community Garden. It is a gravel loop that 
traverses around and through a golf course. It is canine 
friendly; we just ask that you clean up behind your four-
legged friend. (Photo below, courtesy Alexis Larson.)

We are excited about some future events. One is an 
Art in the Park event set for sometime this summer. It 
may coincide with our Blazing Saddles ride or it might be 
a stand-alone event. The hope is to create a safe event 
where kids, families and artists will have a chance to ex-
press themselves. The event is still in the early planning 
stages, but if it is something that piques your interest 
please contact us!

Events like these occur only because of the volunteers 
supporting them. If bike riding is your passion, we encourage 
you to reach out and see what Blazing Saddles is about. 
You can follow us on Facebook or at blazing100.org.

These can seem like isolating and lonely times. Getting 
involved in your community and investing time outside 
your regularly scheduled program can really help change 
a mindset. Think about what interests you and then reach 
out. During these times we can all use an extra hand. 
Service above self really does help re-center a person and 
rejuvenate a stagnant routine.

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

The Service Mindset
By Adenea Thompson
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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

EEOOEE  &&  PPrroovviiddeerr  

NNEEWW  HHeeaalltthh  SSeellkkiirrkk                                                                    
WWeellccoommeess  NNeeww  PPrroovviiddeerr  

NNEEWW  HHeeaalltthh  iiss  eexxcciitteedd  ttoo  aannnnoouunnccee  tthhee  aaddddiittiioonn  ooff      

AAlleexxiiss  PPeetteerrss,,  AARRNNPP  ttoo  oouurr  FFaammiillyy  PPrraaccttiiccee..  

NNEEWW  HHeeaalltthh  SSeellkkiirrkk  MMeeddiiccaall                                                                          
220088  CCeeddaarr  CCrreeeekk  TTeerrrraaccee  │  IIoonnee                                                                                                          

((550099))  444422--33551144          nneewwhhpp..oorrgg  

• GGeenneerraall  FFaammiillyy  MMeeddiicciinnee  

• PPrreevveennttaattiivvee  ccaarree,,  cchhrroonniicc  ddiisseeaassee  
mmaannaaggeemmeenntt,,  aaccuuttee  ccaarree  

• NNeeww  PPaattiieennttss  WWeellccoommee!!  

Main Street 
Floral

www.colvillesmainstreetfloral.com • Hours: M-F 9-4
(509) 684-9096 • 104 N. Main Street • Colville, WA

Teleflora wire service worldwide.
Spokandy • Teddy Bears • Balloon Bouquets • Candy Bouquets

Express your true 
feelings with beautiful 

flowers from 
Main Street Floral!
Also offering gifts, 

jewelry, plush, candy, 
balloons and more! Charmed In Love Bouquet

Valentines Day! 
The ONE DAY to show your love and appreciation!

Open Valentine’s 
Day Weekend 9-5

https://www.foglepump.com


HISTORIC OLD APPLE WAREHOUSE
THANK YOU FOR SUPPORTING & BUYING LOCAL

160 E 3RD AVE KETTLE FALLS, WASHINGTON

M-F 10-6, Sat 10-4  •  meyersfallsmarket.com  •  509-738-2727

BULK SALEBULK SALE

15% OFF!
Please present this coupon to 

receive your discount!
Coupon expires 2/28/2021

Mon-Sat 9:30-5, Sun 10-4  •  oawtrading.com  •  509-738-4848

Please present this coupon to 
receive your discount!

Lovely Lita’s Hair Salon

Coupon expires 2/28/2021

Please present this coupon to 
receive your discount!

Coupon expires 2/28/2021

Meyers Falls Market

Antique Mall

25 & 50 lb Bags25 & 50 lb Bags
  BULK   BULK 
 HONEY HONEY
15% OFF!

Please present this coupon to 
receive your discount!

Coupon expires 2/28/2021

COMPLIMENTARYCOMPLIMENTARY  
Brow Wax or Haircut 

when you receive a 
Hair Color Service

Valentin
e’s 

Specials
!

Treat your Treat your 
sweetheart tosweetheart to

  15% off15% off  
any purchase of $10 or moreany purchase of $10 or more

at Crandall Coffee Co.at Crandall Coffee Co.  




