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By Mayah LaSol
As of the day I am writing this, I have 

been practicing social distancing and 
hardly leaving my home for a whole month. 
When this cascade of events began, I wasn’t 
immediately very bothered. I’m used to a 
busy lifestyle, but I’m also an introvert who 
enjoys being at home and so I was happy to 
focus on my passions from within my room 
and have a relaxing spring break. 

Eventually, though, the anxiety and 
sadness began to kick in. I would look out 
my window at the brilliant blue sky and 
think, today would be a great day to hang 
out with friends or go browse the bookstore 
for a few leisurely hours, only to remember 
that things were not the way they used to 
be. I couldn’t go out and do those things, 
both for my safety and especially for the 
safety of others. 

An even bigger source of struggle for 
me has been socialization. Although I am 
managing to stay connected with those I 
love, I miss being fully in the presence of 

someone else. I have come to realize just 
how much of a difference there is between 
talking to someone through my screen and 
actually meeting them in the same room. 
There’s something missing in an online 
call, even if you can see their face, because 
you cannot hug them and truly feel their 
presence. 

I do not want to be all doom and gloom. 
I know many people who are struggling to 
deal with the craziness in the world and, 
while I believe it is important to validate 
those feelings and let yourself feel them, I 
also know that what I have needed to make 
it through this challenging time is hope. So, 
I want to share some things that are giving 
me hope because that might bring a ray of 
light or inspiration to someone who needs it. 

Many people in my city have lost jobs 
or loved ones and I am incredibly lucky to 
have a healthy family, caring friends, and 
a community around me that is working 
very hard to stay connected and be positive. 

Whenever those feelings of anxiety show 
up, I work to find that appreciation and 
gratitude within myself, and I find that 
this has begun to make me feel much more 
peaceful and acceptant of my situation. 

Since I am also very used to being busy, 
I have to do that within my own home 
and garden. My house is the cleanest it 
has probably ever been, my skin is thriving 
from my perseverance of using face masks, 
and I am also, surprisingly, the most fit I 
have ever been (thank goodness for those 
inspiring online dance classes!). I almost 
wonder if I will ever be able to go back to 
being busy like I was before, because I have 
managed to find so many interesting and 
useful things to do here at home. 

The last and most wonderful thing that 
has given me hope, though, is the marvelous 
changes that I have gotten to experience 
right in my own garden. Fewer people are 
out driving their cars and airplanes are 
basically nonexistent in our skies. The air 
quality in my city is so clear and refreshing 
that I wonder how we could stand it before. 
I am filled with joy when I see how, while we 
are in our homes, the earth is healing itself. 

And so, even though everything seems so 
uncertain and I am feeling afraid, I am also 
doing my best to recognize that this time 
may be an opportunity for healing, both 
for ourselves and for our beautiful planet. 

Mayah is a teen reader, writer, blogger, 
and all-around arts enthusiast who geeks 
out over books and cats. She writes book 
reviews and poetry on her blog www.library-
inmymind.com.

The Paradox of the Pandemic
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In this month’s edition, many of the contributors share personal ex-
periences about living in northeastern Washington during shutdowns, 
stay-at-homes, social distancing, and economic and supply chain 
disruptions. We are not a newspaper, so readers of the Monthly will 
not find the latest reporting or persuasive editorials on the pandemic. 
Instead, the focus is on finding common ground and building commu-
nity through sharing stories and ideas about Where and How We Live.

Readers will also note that our advertisers have made a strong 
showing during this challenging time. Aside from ads not present due 
to events being canceled, advertising has generally held steady. This is 
significant, as, without advertising revenue, the Monthly would not 
be possible. Please be sure to thank our advertisers, past and present, 
both in word and by patronizing their establishments, for their support 
of this publication. 

One of the features of this magazine since its launch on this month 26 
years ago is the “What’s Happening” section. However, with in-person 
events canceled, this month’s edition instead offers a 31-day challenge 
focused on building community in a variety of ways. I will be partic-
ipating in it and I will be interested to know if anyone else gives part 
or all of it a go. In fact, there are prizes if you do! 

In the meantime, as we reflect and consider what we most deeply 
want for ourselves and our community, rather than take for granted 
that we must go back to “normal” as we knew it, I’m giving over 
the rest of my column space to one of our local poets to share a few 
reflections of her own.

From the Publisher’s Desk, by Gabriel Cruden

Respond Today . . . Restore Tomorrow

www.rebuildingyourdream.com

Water, Fire, Storm, Mold, Sewer Cleanup
Locally Owned & Operated by Kevin & Tammy Triplett

25+ years
experience in
property loss

recovery

We work directly with your
insurance company to eliminate

added stress

Pex Plumbing Tubing in Blue or Red 
 
Red Available in 1/2”x10’ & 100’ 3/4” x 10’ 
Blue: 1/2”x10’, 1/2”x100’ 1/2” x 300’ 3/4”x10’ 

Haney Lumber 
Stocks 

Pex Fittings & Tubing 

1101 N. Highway 
 in Colville 

(509) 684-2150 or  800-600-2150 

  HHaanneeyy  LLuummbbeerr  
 &&  SSuuppppllyy  IInncc..  

Pex plumbing tubing is certified for use in potable 
 water applications and backed by a 25 year 

 manufacturer’s warranty. 

Spring and All, Again 
By Lynn Rigney Schott

“By the road to the contagious hospital...”
        - William Carlos Williams

The meadowlark high in the walnut tree
sends his voice into the blue like a string
of prayer flags. His heart is full of bells:
In his saffron vest, dapper black cravat — his song
pulses across the yard, the fields, into the air. 
Where are you? Where are you? Where? 

Yesterday a robin pulled thatch from the ground
around the yuccas — such a mouthful! — carried it
high into the tamarack where the nest will surely be,
one day the blue eggs breaking like a new morning.

We ask for these weeks to be behind us — who really
wants to wish for such a thing? As if these days
were not our own lives, to be lived, but a medicine

we must swallow, a breath we must not take, a detour
far around the mudslide. May I just skip to the last
chapter or simply sing the final notes of the song?
Must I wait by the window? How long? How long?
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By Christine Wilson

Discombobulated. I heard that in my 
head as I was waking up this morning. As 
my mind started to make sense of what 
it was hearing, I wondered if there were 
a post-discombobulate word, like may-
be combobulate. It turns out that at the 
General Mitchell International Airport in 
Milwaukee, an observant director created 
a Recombobulating Area. That has become 
my current mission for this column – the 
recombobulation of our readership catch-
ment area. No problem.

As the writer and philosopher George 
Santayana said, “Those who cannot remem-
ber the past are condemned to repeat it.” To 
that end, I decided to read Journal of the 
Plague Year by Daniel Defoe. He published 
it in 1722 as a fictional version of his uncle’s 
diaries from the 1665 return of the bubonic 
plague in London. Lesson number one is 
that we haven’t changed much. We are still 
capable of boundless generosity and courage 
and we are still capable of the opposite. That 
continuum continues to exist 350 years after 
London got its second round of plague. It’s 
up to us to determine where we land on 
that continuum. 

Defoe acknowledged that “a plague is a 
formidable enemy and is armed with terrors 
that every man is not sufficiently fortified 
to resist or prepared to stand the shock 
against.” I seem to be hardwired to lean into 
difficult emotional experiences. Thanks to 

social media, we are able to see so many 
people who are rallying in these difficult 
times. There are courageous medical people, 
humorists, musicians, politicians and lovely 
neighbors. I’m a big fan of my husband 
right now because he’s younger than I am 
and between him and our children, I’m 
banished from grocery shopping. I have 
my own personal shopper now.

As was true during the London plague, 
we human beings can benefit from delving 
into our own inner world. Emotional In-
telligence, or EQ, comes in handy during 
these extraordinary times and we know so 
much more about that than we did back in 
the day. So here we are, sheltering in place 
with a limited number of people or no other 
people. The good news is that it gives us all 
a chance to reconnect with ourselves and, in 
cases where we live with others, to recon-
nect with our dearest people. The bad news 
is that when people are dysregulated and 
not skilled at managing difficult emotions, 
problems can arise pretty quickly. Domestic 
violence (DV), for example, has increased in 
these times and DV phone lines are getting 
used a lot more than before the pandemic 
(New York Times, April 6 2020). 

It’s never too late to develop the world 
behind our eyes and, thanks to technology 
those Londoners did not have, we can DYI 
our own EQ. I specifically recommend a 
podcast called “Feel Better, Live More,” 

especially Episode #106 with one of my 
personal favorites, Gabor Mate.

Brain research shows that our minds are 
wired to take new experiences as a life threat 
and this feels pretty real. Defoe said that 
people were “quite abandoned to despair” 
and “gave themselves up to their fear.” In 
the teaching of most spiritual traditions 
around the world, suffering not faced and 
learned from is misery in vain. There is 
so much to know about ourselves in these 
times and it is just waiting for us to harvest. 
Thich Nhat Hanh, a Vietnamese Buddhist 
teacher, calls those lessons our “holy truth.” 
Within our fear and anxiety and anger is 
the path out. Publillius Syrus said in the 
first century before the current era that 
“pain of mind is worse than pain of body.” 
Boy, howdy. Sam Lamott, son of the author 
Anne Lamott, says that “the good news is 
that we are heroes and the bad news is we 
have to save ourselves.”

When our lives and worlds are changing, 
it can be so important to identify what we 
know for sure to be true. I know, for example, 
that the people in my family are a critical 
part of my well-being. My friends are as 
well. I also know, as it turns out, that I am 
capable of learning how to master a Zoom 
meeting. Growing the new brain cells that 
develop when learning something new is 
a sweet bonus.

Defoe wrote that “the families that lived 

“Human beings have astounding transformative potential and in difficult times 
can tap into that with ingenuity and resilience for the benefit of all human beings.”

  ~ Pretty much the mystics and prophets of all spiritual traditions. 
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Random Acts of CommunityRandom Acts of Community
like little garrisons besieged and weren’t 
seen until after the plague had past” did 
much better for themselves. We can order 
food, communicate with people, take in 
information, and listen to uplifting music.  
When Isaac Newton got sent home from 
Cambridge during the London plague, he 
discovered calculus. That’s a high bar. I’m 
pretty proud of myself for learning how to 
make stretchy cuffs on medical gowns. It’s 
my personal little calculus achievement.  

During the plague, people were locked 
up in their houses or sent to “pest houses.” 
However, with the limitations of scientific 
and medical information at the time, they 
didn’t help prevent death. We have healthier 
environments than pest houses now. Read-
ing Defoe’s descriptions has me singing the 
praises of modern medicine, science and 
public health data. 

The fear processing part of the brain is 
hardwired to work faster than the rational, 
conscious part. If we are stepping into traffic, 
for example, it would be dangerous for us 
to weigh our options in a rational manner 
as the car approaches. Our emotional and 
instinctive mind just wants us to get safely 
back to the sidewalk and then sort out what 
happened. That works great in the short 
run, but with a longstanding problem like 
the pandemic, it is easy to exhaust ourselves 
with emotional reactions. Setting intentions 
that we can sustain typically works better. 
Therefore, training our minds to think 
things through is a good way to manage 
the overwhelm. This allows us to stop what 
Thich Nhat Hahn calls our “habit minds” 
and to move into mindful awareness of 
those skills we have (or can develop now). 

We all have our own habit minds and, as the 
saying goes, “when under stress we regress.” 
Hahn recommends not fighting against our 
habit mind but rather training ourselves to 
think of it as a younger sibling that we can 
treat with loving kindness as we shift into a 
healthier attitude and set of actions.

The flip side of understanding our inner 
world is to open our hearts to the larger com-
munity. David Brooks, who writes books 
about character development, suggests that 
“you create a community that makes people 
want to bend their energy towards you.” 
People sometimes think that, for example, 
if people get mean when they are drunk that 
that is their true nature. My inclination is 
to think that it is an unexplored part of a 
person that leaks out when inhibitions are 
gone and is therefore just part of who they 
are. Fear can remove inhibitions as well and, 
to borrow a phrase from Leonard Cohen, 
“there’s a crack in everything and that’s how 
the light gets in.”

Part of the current national dialogue is 
the conflict between personal freedom and 
community safety. It was the same back 
during the plague. Defoe describes an argu-
ment in which a person demanded the right 
to go anywhere he wanted because he was 
a citizen of England. Dan Shapiro, former 
ambassador to the United Nations, boils the 
argument down to “principle versus circum-
stances.” We have various principles we hold 
dear to varying degrees, such as democracy 
and freedom, love and community, moral 
and work ethics. Sometimes circumstances 
require adjustments of which principles get 
the most air time in our mind and in our 
national policy. It can be disturbing, since 

these are typically nuanced conversations. 
Sitting with the uncomfortable nuances 
might just get us the most creative and 
compassionate solutions. 

I laughed when I read this in Defoe: “It 
was a time of very unhappy breaches in 
matters of religion. Innumerable sects and 
divisions and separate opinions prevailed 
among the people … people were seeking 
blame and getting mad if you disagreed 
with them.” Sound familiar? 

I’m encouraging people to do the very best 
we all can. In the midst of all of this, make 
sure you take time for joy. Visu Mahlasela 
is a South African singer who was in prison 
with Nelson Mandela. He wrote a lovely 
song entitled “Song of Love; Song of Life,” in 
which he asks “Should I stop singing of love 
now?” During apartheid, people naturally 
lost their sense of humor. Some focused only 
on the suffering. That was when he wrote 
that song, which is an anthem to finding 
joy in painful times. I recommend we still 
do that. Really, one of the best things about 
this whole quarantine is being able to see 
the funny things people come up with. My 
favorite is a meme from a tired mom who 
says that for all you grandparents out there 
who are missing your grandchildren, when 
this is over you can have them for a month. 

If you would like to send me emails 
about how this is changing you, please do. 
I would love to celebrate our community’s 
resilience and creativity. In the meantime, 
stay safe out there.

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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There is power in the smallest of things. There is power in the smallest of things. 
And sometimes the most stressful of times And sometimes the most stressful of times 
give one the chance to say something we give one the chance to say something we 
didn’t know we needed to say – in the didn’t know we needed to say – in the 
middle of an epidemic, of all things. middle of an epidemic, of all things. 

When the COVID-19 pandemic hit our When the COVID-19 pandemic hit our 
shores, most of us who work on the front shores, most of us who work on the front 
lines had to stop and take a deep breath lines had to stop and take a deep breath 
and analyze our own resolve in the face and analyze our own resolve in the face 
of a crisis. This is not unique to this par-of a crisis. This is not unique to this par-
ticular viral outbreak. I recall when HIV ticular viral outbreak. I recall when HIV 
first came to light in the 1980s. There were first came to light in the 1980s. There were 
doctors who insisted on screening every doctors who insisted on screening every 
person they took to surgery and, because person they took to surgery and, because 
of fear, wouldn’t take someone with HIV of fear, wouldn’t take someone with HIV 
to the operating room, no matter how to the operating room, no matter how 
badly the surgery was needed. There were badly the surgery was needed. There were 
others who took a deep breath, counted others who took a deep breath, counted 
the risk and decided they were called to the risk and decided they were called to 
relieve suffering no matter the disease. relieve suffering no matter the disease. 

This was the same time that my fami-This was the same time that my fami-
ly and I moved to Malawi for three years. ly and I moved to Malawi for three years. 
HIV was spreading like crazy right then in HIV was spreading like crazy right then in 
east Africa. The incidence of HIV in preg-east Africa. The incidence of HIV in preg-
nant women went from 8% to 24% within nant women went from 8% to 24% within 
the three years we lived there and became the three years we lived there and became 
the most common cause for death in our the most common cause for death in our 
hospital. Shelley and I talked about the hospital. Shelley and I talked about the 
personal risk to me often then. I thought personal risk to me often then. I thought 
about it every time I had my hands in about it every time I had my hands in 
someone’s belly during surgery. It was no someone’s belly during surgery. It was no 
easier then than it is now to look at your easier then than it is now to look at your 
own mortality, count the cost and decide own mortality, count the cost and decide 
that this was why you were born, to help that this was why you were born, to help 
people, to relieve their suffering.  people, to relieve their suffering.  

I understand the cost of such a deci-I understand the cost of such a deci-
sion, which every one of our policemen sion, which every one of our policemen 
and women, emergency providers, first and women, emergency providers, first 
responders, nurses and doctors and oth-responders, nurses and doctors and oth-
ers take. They make such decisions with-ers take. They make such decisions with-
out fanfare. It’s not that they are fearless. out fanfare. It’s not that they are fearless. 
Of course they experience fear. But, if they Of course they experience fear. But, if they 
are like me, there is something more im-are like me, there is something more im-
portant that they cannot shake off. It is a portant that they cannot shake off. It is a 
compassionate response to human suffer-compassionate response to human suffer-
ing, and it is stronger than fear.  ing, and it is stronger than fear.  

A few weeks ago, I sat with my wife at A few weeks ago, I sat with my wife at 
the breakfast table. We looked at each the breakfast table. We looked at each 
other and talked heart-to-heart about other and talked heart-to-heart about 

COVID-19. What were we going to do? COVID-19. What were we going to do? 
We had enough money saved. We could We had enough money saved. We could 
stay at home, self-quarantine, close things stay at home, self-quarantine, close things 
down temporarily. But it didn’t seem like down temporarily. But it didn’t seem like 
the right thing to do.  the right thing to do.  

I had read the stories of what happened I had read the stories of what happened 
during the Ebola epidemic in west Afri-during the Ebola epidemic in west Afri-
ca. The thing that drove the spread of that ca. The thing that drove the spread of that 
viral illness perhaps more than anything viral illness perhaps more than anything 
to the brink of insanity was the fact that to the brink of insanity was the fact that 
all of the hospitals closed their doors out all of the hospitals closed their doors out 
of fear. Understandable. It’s a human re-of fear. Understandable. It’s a human re-
sponse that all of us have experienced. But sponse that all of us have experienced. But 
the fallout from closing your doors is that the fallout from closing your doors is that 
people still get sick. people still get sick. 

If you have a loved one with Ebola, how If you have a loved one with Ebola, how 
do you get help when all the hospitals are do you get help when all the hospitals are 
closed? You still have to get them food, closed? You still have to get them food, 
fluids, water, medicine, bandages, and so fluids, water, medicine, bandages, and so 
forth. So you do what any one of us would forth. So you do what any one of us would 
do. You go out and buy what you need. In do. You go out and buy what you need. In 
the process, you spread the disease.  the process, you spread the disease.  

When I spoke with one of the When I spoke with one of the 
high-ranking doctors who went into the high-ranking doctors who went into the 
hot zone, Liberia and Sierra Leone, to help hot zone, Liberia and Sierra Leone, to help 
stop Ebola, I asked him how they pulled it stop Ebola, I asked him how they pulled it 
off? How did they stop the disease from off? How did they stop the disease from 
exploding to over 100 million, as had been exploding to over 100 million, as had been 
predicted by the media? He said it was predicted by the media? He said it was 
such a simple answer that it was embar-such a simple answer that it was embar-
rassing, not even newsworthy. That’s why rassing, not even newsworthy. That’s why 
no one heard about it. He explained to no one heard about it. He explained to 
me that the epidemic me that the epidemic 
was stopped largely was stopped largely 
because they opened because they opened 
primary care clinics. primary care clinics. 
The people who were The people who were 
sick had a place to go. sick had a place to go. 
All day long, the doctors and nurses would All day long, the doctors and nurses would 
sort through people with fevers. This one sort through people with fevers. This one 
has malaria, this one has gastroenteritis, has malaria, this one has gastroenteritis, 
this one has pneumonia, this one has Eb-this one has pneumonia, this one has Eb-
ola. They need quarantine, medicine, help. ola. They need quarantine, medicine, help. 
That’s how they stopped it. People had a That’s how they stopped it. People had a 
place to go where they could get help.  place to go where they could get help.  

I’ve never forgotten that. So, as I sat I’ve never forgotten that. So, as I sat 
with my wife and we talked, we realized with my wife and we talked, we realized 
that in order to actually help, we needed that in order to actually help, we needed 
to keep our clinic doors open. People need to keep our clinic doors open. People need 
a place to go. a place to go. 

I choked up a bit as I looked at her. I I choked up a bit as I looked at her. I 

knew what this meant. It meant that in a knew what this meant. It meant that in a 
very real sense, I would be asking myself very real sense, I would be asking myself 
and my employees to take a calculated and my employees to take a calculated 
risk so that we could take care of people. risk so that we could take care of people. 
It meant that I could get sick or worse. I It meant that I could get sick or worse. I 
would need to quarantine myself off from would need to quarantine myself off from 
the rest of my family for a time if I got sick the rest of my family for a time if I got sick 
or had a high-risk exposure. It’s what we or had a high-risk exposure. It’s what we 
do for the sake of love. In our home we do for the sake of love. In our home we 
have the luxury of an area that can func-have the luxury of an area that can func-
tion as a modest apartment with a sepa-tion as a modest apartment with a sepa-
rate entrance and stairway to a bedroom rate entrance and stairway to a bedroom 
and living space. I would separate from and living space. I would separate from 
my family so they would be safe. They my family so they would be safe. They 
would throw me pieces of bread and toi-would throw me pieces of bread and toi-
let paper from time to time, all the while let paper from time to time, all the while 
keeping their distance.keeping their distance.

I doubt anyone likes talking about their I doubt anyone likes talking about their 
own mortality. On the other hand, it’s a own mortality. On the other hand, it’s a 
chance to tell someone how dear they chance to tell someone how dear they 
are to you. To say the words that I think are to you. To say the words that I think 
each of us need to hear once in a while. each of us need to hear once in a while. 
Talk about the what-ifs. Talk about con-Talk about the what-ifs. Talk about con-
tingency plans. The kids and grandkids. tingency plans. The kids and grandkids. 
Reassure each other. Recognize what re-Reassure each other. Recognize what re-
ally matters.  ally matters.  

At our clinic, I had a talk with the rest At our clinic, I had a talk with the rest 
of my team. I explained that I couldn’t ask of my team. I explained that I couldn’t ask 
them to take this risk with me. It had to them to take this risk with me. It had to 
be their choice. They had to consider the be their choice. They had to consider the 
risks to the people at home. That was their risks to the people at home. That was their 
first duty. Their response was a solemn first duty. Their response was a solemn 

one. There was some one. There was some 
anxiety, some deep anxiety, some deep 
sighing. But no one sighing. But no one 
backed down.  backed down.  

Then came an an-Then came an an-
nouncement. Out of nouncement. Out of 

the blue, like a welcome shower of rain on the blue, like a welcome shower of rain on 
a hot summer day. You didn’t see it com-a hot summer day. You didn’t see it com-
ing. We got a phone call from a church ing. We got a phone call from a church 
nearby saying that for the next three days, nearby saying that for the next three days, 
someone was buying us coffee. Strangers someone was buying us coffee. Strangers 
and friends, they wanted to recognize and friends, they wanted to recognize 
the sacrifice we were willing to take. So, the sacrifice we were willing to take. So, 
we accepted. We went by one of the local we accepted. We went by one of the local 
drive-through spots and had hot drinks.  drive-through spots and had hot drinks.  

I remember the flavor of the choco-I remember the flavor of the choco-
late and the smile it brought to my face. late and the smile it brought to my face. 
It wasn’t that the chocolate was so differ-It wasn’t that the chocolate was so differ-
ent from other beverages I had had, but ent from other beverages I had had, but 

By Dr. Barry Bacon, MD
An Unexpected Kindness

“...for the next three 
days, someone was 
buying us coffee.”
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it was so very special because it brought it was so very special because it brought 
to mind the faces of people whom I knew to mind the faces of people whom I knew 
and people whom I could only imagine: and people whom I could only imagine: 
people who were cheering for us, who rec-people who were cheering for us, who rec-
ognized our sacrifice and were saying in ognized our sacrifice and were saying in 
this simple, unexpected kindness, “We see this simple, unexpected kindness, “We see 
you. We know who you are. We stand with you. We know who you are. We stand with 
you. We honor you.”you. We honor you.”

Of all the things that will carry me Of all the things that will carry me 

through this epidemic to whatever lies through this epidemic to whatever lies 
ahead, this one thing will stand out. ahead, this one thing will stand out. 
Someone remembered and cared enough Someone remembered and cared enough 
to thank us. It’s not so terribly profound. to thank us. It’s not so terribly profound. 
But it’s powerful.  But it’s powerful.  

So, to the church of people who are my So, to the church of people who are my 
friends and strangers, you know who you friends and strangers, you know who you 
are. I’m smiling now as I think of you, just are. I’m smiling now as I think of you, just 
as I did when I raised the warm beverage as I did when I raised the warm beverage 

and smelled its aroma. You can’t forget and smelled its aroma. You can’t forget 
a kindness like that. You have given us a kindness like that. You have given us 
courage for the task at hand. Thank you. courage for the task at hand. Thank you. 

Barry Bacon is a physician who has lived 
and practiced family medicine in Colville 
for 28 years. He now works in small rural 
hospitals in Washington state, teaches fam-
ily medicine, and works on health dispari-
ties in the U.S. and Africa. 

Life Matters
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A wee spider that lives behind the bed 
occasionally tickles me in the middle of 
the night or clings to the wall near my head 
when I sit in bed watching Firefly or French 
detective shows on my portable DVD player. 
I worry about squashing my wee viewing 
partner by mistake but – mirroring some of 
the characters on screen – she hustles away 
with practiced alacrity when sensing peril.

Like the rest of us during these weeks of 
being homebound, I’m noticing the increased 
human quiet outside: less traffic, less casual 
conversation when venturing to the grocery 
store. At around 7 in the morning when I go 
outside in my nightie to fill the bird feeder, 
I see the neighbor lady outside also, coat 
buttoned over her nightie, walking her dog. 
If our gazes happen to meet, we wave to one 
another, too far away for any verbal exchange. 
It feels like all of us are waving across social 
and geographical distances to one another as 
we sit out the quarantine. A still here; yeah, 
me too kind of waving. And to some degree, 
as during any cultural pivot, perhaps also a 

waving goodbye to the world as it was.
At my place wild turkeys inundate soli-

tude’s space. They jostle around, the domi-
nant males in full display. If I open the door – 
or even drop a book on the floor – turkey boys 
cut loose with a frenzied barrage of gobbling. 
It catalyzes a (tiny) bit of sympathy for how 
Nixon must’ve felt when the White House 
was surrounded by anti-war protesters. 

Besides the company of turkeys (and six 
deer who also browse the field) there are 
chickadees, finches, and nuthatches at the 
feeder and endearing towhees and juncos 
hop-hop-hopping around below it, dodg-
ing the Godzilla-size turkeys. Bluebirds 
perch on my deck railing and I’ve spotted a 
merlin cruising the field along with a pair of 
swooping tree swallows. Indoors, there’s the 
spider and my cat Taliesin, neither of which 
have concerns about social distancing, ever 
zeroing in on my stationary body.

The only human proximity I’m exposed to 
other than at the grocery store is at the Mar-
cus post office, about a mile from my home. 

The notice on the door tells us that no more 
than two people may come inside at any one 
time and, once there, must stay 6 feet apart. 
These instructions can be problematic as the 
post office business window is open only a 
few hours a day; we all converge around the 
same time. Plus, the post office is so small 
that it is close to impossible to stand 6 feet 
away from anything in there, including the 
walls. In fact, it’s a challenge for two people to 
manage even 3 feet apart. But we try, sucking 
our stomachs in.

My son broke quarantine one day in order 
to help me with a creature stuck in my radon 
pipe. (No, that’s not like having a frog in 
your throat or butterflies in your stomach.) 
Whatever it was – a bird, a bat, a gopher? – 
could be heard – for hours! – desperately 
scrabbling inside the 3-inch pipe. My hacksaw 
had disappeared, so Gabriel brought over his 
(plus a spare one for me) and sawed through 
the pipe. 

By the time this was done (very awkwardly; 
given the pipe’s placement it took a while) the 
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creature was gone – of course. Good news for 
the critter, bad news for the pipe. But what 
was striking was how it felt to have my son 
suddenly appear in front of me, so shockingly 
real in the midst of my extended solitude.

He phones every few days to fill me in 
on family news and what’s going on in the 
wider world: earthquakes in Idaho, election 
campaigning, new health dictates, famous 
people who have died, capricious senior citi-
zens refusing to behave, and so on. Secluded, 
without internet or TV, I fall into the illusion 
that, other than turkeys, deer, small birds, my 
cat, the spider, and the neighbor lady walking 
her dog, nothing much at all is going on. It’s a 
soothing illusion – or maybe not so much an 
illusion as simply local immediacy’s truth. A 
very fine truth, indeed, but I’m glad my son 
calls to tell me things, even disturbing things, 
part and parcel of a shared planet.

In March, in phoning members of my writ-
ers group to suspend meetings for the time 
being, several of them mentioned that they’re 
using the quarantine time to read old classics 
and long books. A friend in the Midwest told 
me her “virus book” is Hillary Mantel’s new 
800-pager about Thomas Cromwell and the 
Tudors. That was a plague time as well.

Complicating my own sense of here-and-
now reality has been the work I’m doing on 
a novella set in the near future. Sometimes 
whole days pass beneath my scribbling pen, 
like miles beneath a trucker’s wheels, as I 
immerse in a partially made-up world, so 
proximate to this one that realities get en-
tangled. Reading (or writing) books, whether 
about old times or new, often reminds me 
that we’ve been “in this together,” as I hear 
people say, for a long time now, enacting the 

Monthly Muse

same dramas within the same spectrum of 
behaviors; it’s just that now YouTube and 
Twitter have been tossed into the fray.

Which brings me back to that waving 
goodbye to normality thing. 

At home I imagine how it is for other 
sequestered people: rummaging through 
attics, cleaning closets – lining up shoes, 
sorting clothes by colors – alphabetizing 
spice racks, dusting light bulbs, poring over 
seed catalogs, giving themselves haircuts, 
rearranging furniture – perhaps making 
room for all those extra boxes of pasta and 
multi-packs of toilet paper. 

I also imagine the immense additional 
amount of business, education, entertain-
ment, ordering in, and general canoodling 
going on over the internet as I do the home-
alone thing, truly alone, wondering if this 
phenomenal increase in non-in-person-ness 
will linger once the virus passes. Or maybe, 
instead, there will be a resurgence of appreci-
ation for physical, “live” experience. The way 
it felt when my son showed up, hacksaw in 
hand, so very present,  really brought home 
once again the powerful difference between 

experience at a distance and presence in-per-
son. The rush of vitality within actual prox-
imity is such a life-affirming, bond-affirming 
thing. I hope we all can get back to it soon. 

This morning 47 turkeys streamed up my 
driveway, squabbling, gobbling, crowding 
each other as they pecked with machine 
rapidity at the ground under my bird feeder 
and blithely raked up dirt in my flower beds 
with their dinosaur feet. Counting a seething 
mass of turkeys is not easy (there may’ve 
been only 45) especially with the amount 
of carry-on and dodging around they do on 
arrival, like kids let out for recess. But the 
unruly mass of turkeys finally spread out into 
the field and settled into browsing, spacing 
themselves apart a bit – like we attempt to do 
at the Marcus post office. With the impressive 
amount of poop they deposit around my 
place, I may use up all my sanitizer cleaning 
the bottom of my shoes this spring. But at 
least I’m not often lonely.

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

509-675-8644
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Article and Photos by J. Foster Fanning
One can look at the moon in many ways: 

scientifically, spiritually, mythologically, 
romantically, sometimes ominously, and 
occasionally we look for the moon and it 
isn’t there. The compiled lunar data is vast. 
But the moon is loath to give up its secrets 
easily. There is much about our companion 
in the sky that remains unknown. 

When the publisher of the North Colum-
bia Monthly indicated he liked some of the 
moon photographs I’ve done and suggest-
ed I consider an article to accompany some 
of those photos, I admit I was intrigued. 
After all, I’m one of 
those humans who has 
been fascinated by our 
solar system partner 
most of my life and, 
after years of reading, 
observing, discussing 
and thinking of the 
moon, I probably have 
a good bit of subject 
knowledge. Right? 
Not! As I proved to 
myself researching 
this topic. 

The moon is an 
enigma. Mysterious, 
puzzling and some-
times difficult to un-
derstand. The moon 
is like the proverbial 
onion – about the 
time you think you have it, another layer 
appears. My problem here is the tendency 
to be holistic on approaching a subject of 
interest, often wanting to know something 
in all its aspects. Our moon, it turns out, is 
a vast subject. Truly. The moon is 2,159.26 
miles in diameter, orbits 238,855.09 miles 
from earth and has an orbit period of 27.3 
days. And get this, the surface tempera-
ture on the moon ranges from -387.4F to 
253.04F!

So, let’s talk moon facts. Most of you 
have probably heard of the “dark side 
of the moon” (who here didn’t listen to 
Pink Floyd?) but that is a myth. In reality, 

all sides of the moon see about the same 
amount of light from the sun, but people 
on earth see only one side of the moon, 
because the moon is in synchronous ro-
tation with earth. 

And speaking of facts, do you know that 
the moon is drifting away from earth? It’s 
true, at the approximate rate of 1.5 inch-
es annually. Due to its smaller mass, the 
moon has much weaker gravity than earth. 
Consequently, your moon weight would 
be about one sixth of your earth weight. 
Our moon is the fifth-largest satellite in 

the solar system, and the largest relative 
to the size of the planet that it orbits. The 
moon is, after Jupiter’s satellite Io, the sec-
ond-densest satellite in the solar system.

The term “gibbous” refers to a moon 
visible as more than a half-moon but less 
than a full moon or phases where the moon 
is more than half illuminated. “Waning” is 
essentially the shrinking in illumination 
from the moon, while “waxing” means 
increasing in illumination. 

Let’s take a gander at the cultural side of 
the moon. Long before the advent of the 
Julian or Gregorian calendars, humans 
still noted the passage and measurement 

Moonglow of time. The sun rose and set daily, varying 
a little. But the moon! In every one of the 
27.3 days of the moon’s orbit period the 
visible face of the moon changes. 

Anthropological records show us that 
the phases of the moon were not only 
noted, but often chock-full of meaning 
to observing humans. Ancient peoples 
believed the moon gave guidance on their 
daily lives as to when to travel, to sow 
crops, to hunt, to harvest, and many other 
important aspects. Hence, humans began 
naming the phases of the moon along with 
the cyclic timelines that it follows. 

Over the course of centuries there have 
been countless names for the moon and its 
phases throughout most all cultures. For 
North American reference I turned to The 

Old Farmer’s Almanac. 
Ja n u a r y,  Wo l f 

Moon: Wolves tended 
to howl more often at 
this time. The January 
moon has also been 
called the Cold Moon 
and the Spirit Moon. 

Februar y, Snow 
Moon: The heaviest 
snows often fall in 
February. This moon 
has also been called 
the Hunger Moon. 

M a r c h ,  Wo r m 
Moon: The ground 
begins to soften and 
earthworm casts re-
appear, inviting the 
return of robins. This 
has also been called 

the Sap Moon, as it marks the time when 
maple sap begins to flow and the annual 
tapping of maple trees begins. 

April, Pink Moon: This full moon her-
alded the appearance of the moss pink, 
or wild ground phlox – one of the first 
spring flowers. It has also been called the 
Sprouting Grass Moon, the Egg Moon, and 
the Fish Moon. 

May, Flower Moon: Flowers spring 
forth in abundance this month. This has 
also been called the Corn Planting Moon 
and the Milk Moon. 

June, Strawberry Moon: In the colonial 
areas, this was a time to gather ripening 
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strawberries. It has also been called the 
Rose Moon and the Hot Moon. 

July, Buck Moon: At this time, a buck’s 
antlers are in full growth mode. This full 
moon has also been called the Thunder 
Moon, because thunderstorms can be 
frequent during this month. 

August, Sturgeon Moon: The sturgeon 
of the Great Lakes and Lake Champlain 
were most readily caught during this full 
moon. This has also been called the Green 
Corn Moon. 

September, Corn Moon: This full moon 
corresponds with the time of harvesting 
corn. It has also called the Barley Moon, 
because it is the time to harvest and thresh 
the ripened barley. 

October, Hunter’s Moon: This is the 
month when the leaves are falling and 
the game is fattened. Now is the time for 
hunting and laying in a store of provisions 
for the long winter ahead. October’s moon 
has also called the Travel Moon and the 
Dying Moon. 

November, Beaver Moon: For both the 
colonists and local tribes, this was the time 
to set beaver traps before the swamps froze, 
to ensure a supply of warm winter furs. This 
full moon has also called the Frost Moon. 

December, Cold Moon: This is the 
month when the winter cold fastens its grip 
and the nights become long and dark. This 
full moon has also been called the Long 
Nights Moon.

Myself? Well my version of the meaning 
of “lunatic” might apply – as someone in 
love with the moon. Over the years I’ve 
walked under, hiked with, kayaked in, 
played music to, navigated a sailing vessel 
by, and skied under the luminescence of 
the moon. I have chased its eclipses and 
charted its position. And it most always 
gives me a sense of wellbeing to see the 
moon in any of its differing phases. 

Lunatic is an antiquated term once com-
monly used in law referring to a person 
seen as mentally ill, dangerous, foolish, or 
crazy – conditions once attributed to “luna-
cy,” a word derived from the Latin lunaticus 
meaning “of the moon” or “moonstruck.” 

Lunaticus originally applied to epilepsy 
and madness, diseases thought to be caused 
by the moon. The King James Version of 
the Bible records “lunatick” in the Gospel 

of Matthew, which 
has been interpreted 
by some as a refer-
ence to epilepsy. By 
the fourth and fifth 
centuries astrolo-
gers were commonly 
using the term to 
refer to neurologi-
cal and psychiatric 
diseases. And it was 
the philosophers Ar-
istotle and Pliny the 
Elder who argued 
that the full moon 
induced insanity by 
providing light during nights which would 
otherwise have been dark, causing sleep 
deprivation. 

Throughout the 1700s, it was common 
belief the moon influenced fevers, rheu-
matism, episodes of epilepsy and other 
diseases. Ah, by guilt of the moon. Yet at 
the same time the term lunatic was used 
to describe those who sought to discover 
a reliable method of determining longi-
tude (before John Harrison developed the 
marine chronometer method) such as the 
Method of Lunar Distances, advanced by 
Astronomer Royal Nevil Maskelyne. And 
with that, I will tell you my friend, that 
the legends, mythology, mysteries, and 
science of our lunar neighbor go on and 
on and on…

No matter how I look at it, the moon 
plays a dominant role in my life here on 
earth. Thinking about going for a hike? 
Remember, only 12 people have walked 
on the moon. I hope you stay safe and well 
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and enjoy many new moons throughout 
the course of a long life.

J. Foster Fanning is a father, grandfather, 
retired fire chief and wannabe beach bum. 
He dabbles in photography as an excuse 
to wander the hills and vales in search of 
the perfect image. Learn more at http://
fosterfanning.blogspot.com.

In Nature
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Stress seems to be a catalyst for a lot of 
weirdness in my life these days. I know, I 
know ... weirdness follows me around some-
times like a skunk on the scent of a piece of 
ripe melon in the compost pile. Sometimes 
it creeps in and tugs at my wellbeing even 
when I do my best to just be normal. And 
by “normal” ... well ... I have no idea what 
that means anymore. 

But don’t get me wrong, I’m not complain-
ing. As a matter of fact, I’ve found a lot of 
positive twists and turns to this quarantine 
that many of us are experiencing right now. 
I’ve learned a lot about myself and what it 
means for me to live at a much slower pace 
than I have been accustomed to the past 
several years. And while I do consider that 
a good thing in this situation, I also worry a 
little that once this is over, I may not want 

to leave the comfort of home at all. 
Which brings me to the refrigerator. My 

refrigerator is kind of old. Twenty-four 
years old to be exact. Now granted, I’m 
not the best at keeping a good inventory 
of what’s in the fridge, but I strive to do 
a decent job of keeping food waste to a 
minimum. Well now I’m married. And my 
husband likes to rotate the food so we always 
know what’s fresh. And what’s not. While 
I do understand the reasoning behind this 
shuffling of groceries, I’m ashamed to say 
that for several weeks we threw out enough 
food to feed the whole county because I 
would look in the fridge for a particular 
snack and it would be “gone” so I would 
simply close the door and walk away.

And by walk away I mean I would walk 
as far as the chocolate drawer. If you don’t 
have a chocolate drawer in your house, I’m 
sorry. Trying to navigate this life without 

By Tina Tolliver Lago

Tight Pants, Chocolate, and What We Are Learning
a chocolate drawer is beyond the scope of 
my understanding. Anyway, it has taken a 
bit of getting used to, this shuffling of food. 

But I finally realized that he isn’t eating 
all of the good snacks, the apples and celery 
are still in there, they’ve just been rotated 
to make way for the leftovers. While it’s a 
good system I still find myself, on occasion, 
shoving the older stuff right back to its 
hiding place and bringing the good stuff 
front and center. Mostly because I don’t 
want my apples to get soggy. 

Another weird refrigerator mystery has 
recently been solved when it was discovered 
through the use of actual communication 
that he was the one turning the thermostat 
up and creating warm milk while I was the 
one shoving that thing to the coldest setting 
short of a deep freeze. Of course, we both 
had to concede that our newfound habit of 
opening the refrigerator nearly 20 times a 
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day was probably not helping the situation. 
Frankly, I’ll be surprised if this appliance 
doesn’t die before this quarantine is over. 

Which brings me to my pants. I whole-
heartedly admit I quickly fell into the 
unfortunate yet emotionally comforting 
habit of stress snacking. I tried to keep the 
snacks healthy but all those trips from the 
fridge to the chocolate drawer quickly took 
a toll. My pants got smaller. 

I’m not kidding when I say my pants 
shrank within two weeks of the quarantine. 
It became a problem I couldn’t ignore. No 
matter how wholesome your food might be, 
if you eat more calories than you expend, 
we all know the result. 

So, my immediate solution was to bring 
my yoga pants to the front of the dresser 
cabinet. They are comfy. Stretchy. I even 
have a pair that is warm and feels more 
like pajamas. Those are my favorites, my 
“sock pants.” But, alas, it was obviously not 
a solution to the real problem that I had to 
admit would mean having to buy bigger 
yoga pants before summer’s end if I didn’t 
get serious about fixing the real issue. 

So, for me, the obvious solution was to put 
those yoga pants back to work for their real 
purpose of doing yoga like I mean it. That 
and making an extra effort not to open the 
fridge at all unless I’m actually cooking a 
meal. I still take a nibble from the chocolate 
drawer on occasion, but just a nibble. 

Sadly though, I have been feeling like 
I’ve lost a lot of my cooking skills and 
inspiration the past few weeks along with 
a few pounds, so I haven’t been opening 
the fridge much at all these days. I’ve been 
searching for new recipes and working on 
that, much to the relief of my husband. I 
have created a new goal to try at least two 
or three new recipes a week. At least then 
if I’m handing him a plate full of shame I 
can blame the recipe instead of my lazy 
uncreative kitchen skills. 

Which brings me to the voices in my 
head. Sleep has been elusive at times and 
I became a bit concerned on a particular 
night a couple of weeks ago when I tossed 
and turned and kept hearing voices. I stayed 
still for a little while and convinced myself I 
had discovered a new symptom and would 
be the talk of the town in a matter of days.

Finally, still awake, I crept down the stairs 
to lie on the sofa and read. Down there it was 
worse. Just vague voices, monotone, and 
the weirdest thing was I even heard music 
a couple of times. I got up and drank some 
water, found some earplugs and finally was 
able to doze for a few hours. 

I had a rough day after I woke, tired and 
distressed over the state of things and the 
obvious loss of my mind. But I did my best 
to hold my emotions in check and decided 
I would make a nice meal for dinner. 

So, while my husband was outside work-
ing in the garden I went to the basement 
to gather up ingredients for soup out of 
the pantry and the freezer. It was then, as 
I neared the far wall of the basement, that I 
heard it ... the music, the sound I had heard 
in the middle of the night. He had left the 
old radio on, volume down low enough 
to just be vague noise. I laughed with the 
relief of knowing my mind was still intact. 

While the soup simmered in the crock 

pot we took a long walk with the dogs 
and talked about plans for the summer. 
Our conversation was light, all about the 
things we’ll do around here and the ways 
we’ll enjoy our long summer days. We set 
some goals to accomplish a few more home 
projects. We didn’t talk about work or any 
current “stuff.” We spoke of what we have 
right here right now. 

We are learning as we go. Learning how 
to do this new way of life in a way that is 
already creating a new mindset. At least 
that is my hope, because weird or not, I 
love this great big life and this has taught 
me so many things I never want to let go 
of. Except for the shrunken pants. Stay 
well my friends.

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.

    YYOOUURR  HHEEAALLTTHH  MMAATTTTEERRSS!!  
  WWee  ooffffeerr::  
  CCuurrbbssiiddee  ccaarree  

    TTeelleemmeeddiicciinnee  vviissiittss    

    CCoouurrtteessyy--mmaaiill  pphhaarrmmaaccyy  

    CCuurrbbssiiddee  pphhaarrmmaaccyy  ppiicckkuupp  aatt  oouurr                                      
        CChheewweellaahh,,  CCoollvviillllee  aanndd  NNiinnee  MMiillee  FFaallllss          
        llooccaattiioonnss..      
  

((550099))993355--88442244  

EEOOEE  &&  PPrroovviiddeerr  

MMeeddiiccaall  ││  DDeennttaall  ││  PPhhaarrmmaaccyy  

LLOOCCAATTIIOONNSS::                      

  CChheewweellaahh          

                              CCoollvviillllee  

          LLaakkee  SSppookkaannee                        
((NNiinnee  MMiillee  FFaallllss))  

                    LLoooonn  LLaakkee  

                    NNoorrtthhppoorrtt  

      SSeellkkiirrkk  ((IIoonnee))  

                SSpprriinnggddaallee  

nneewwhhpp..oorrgg  
  

NNeeww  PPaattiieennttss  WWeellccoommee  

This Great Big Life
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Nuestra Águila  
By Jim Cantú 

Ven conmigo
   A la orilla del río
   Con nuestra Santa Madre
   Y mi águila negra 
  Caminando por la justicia

Y los cielos lloran con nosotros
 

Our Eagle
Come with me
to the edge of the river
with our Saintly Mother
and my black eagle
walking for justice

and the heavens cry with us
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Article and photos by Claudia Castro Luna
On February 19th I drove from Seattle on I-5 in the direction 

of Vancouver, WA. That evening I was expected to lead a poetry 
workshop at the Washougal Library, the first of several events 
in Clark County to mark the sixth stop of my statewide project 
One River, Many Voices.

I had made such good time that, by the time I reached Wood-
land, 34 miles from Washougal, I decided to visit the Cedar Creek 
Grist Mill, a place I was curious about for it being listed on the 
National Register of Historic Places. To get there, I drove through 
a bucolic landscape of rolling hills and farmhouses bathed in 
gentle afternoon light. What in Seattle had started as an overcast 
morning was by now a lovely, sunny, winter afternoon. 

I had read about the old mill, but no amount of reading could 
have prepared me for what I encountered. The mill is at the bottom 
of a narrow road that, after leaving flat farmland, twists and turns 
on its way to the creek, a tributary of the Lewis River. After the 
last turn, I came upon a well-kept covered bridge. To the right of 
the bridge, hugging the banks of the creek, the old mill stands. 

The narrow creek moves fast here. Its waters rush past under 
mill and bridge as if being expelled from a chute. The spot is 
thickly wooded; tree branches stretch over the creek, sheltering 
the rushing water below. Irresistibly charming, the intimacy of 
the spot is catapulted to magical terrain by the profuse growth of 
moss covering every available surface of tree trunk and branch. 
The lushness of the foliage, the exuberant moss, the rushing water, 
the dappled light, all of it offered an invitation for me and my 
companion to take a moment in quiet contemplation. 

My eye traveled backward to my earlier travels, to the broad 
and exposed bluffs of the Columbia plateau and to the big river’s 
widening girth as it picks up waters from tributaries along its 
path and heads down to the gorge where, in less than an hour, I 
would soon be. I imagined the moment when the green-tinged 
waters of this sweet creek would relinquish themselves to the 
Lewis River whose own destiny is the Columbia. How many such 
creeks, how much birdsong, how much dappled light, are woven 
every day into the great river’s waters?  

I did get sidetracked at the Grist Mill but made it to the work-
shop at the Washougal Library on time. The librarians were most 
kind and had snacks ready for the participants and we had a great 
time creating poems. 

I visited several public and school libraries and crossed many 
bridges while in Clark County. The biggest bridge I traversed is 
on I-5, a steel behemoth that connects the cities of Vancouver on 
the river’s north bank and Portland on the south. Together these 
cities, each in a different state, form one of the fastest-growing 
metropolitan areas in the country. 

In each of my presentations I shared the story of how the project 
One River, Many Voices came about. I accompanied my telling 

and reading with photographs of the river that I have taken along 
my travels. Gwendolyn Morgan, Clark County’s poet laureate, 
joined me at each event and read her beautiful and inspiring po-
ems. Kim Stafford, Oregon’s poet laureate, joined us for a reading 
at the Vancouver Library where Tanna Engdahl, spiritual leader 
of the Cowlitz Tribe, opened the program in a most inspiring, 
meaningful way.

During this time, I was in contact with folks in Cathlamet 
where in April the eighth and final stop of my project was to 
take place. In March, for the seventh stop, I was to visit White 
Salmon and the Maryhill Museum. It was exciting to be mak-
ing these preparations, to imagine celebrating National Poetry 
Month on the river. 

Then everything came to a stop. The readings, poetry walks, 
phone calls, school visits. All of it. It was hard to let go. I wanted 
to witness the river’s merging with the ocean, to pay tribute to 
its life-giving force in the company of others who know it well, 
whose lives are intimately tied to it. But nature had different 
plans, and the virus that has brought us to our knees is a thing 
of nature just as the river is.

I am deeply grateful for the opportunity these past eight 
months to have been in communion with the Columbia and with 
communities of people who live, work and thrive on its banks. 
May the time we spend in isolation offer us introspection and 
appreciation of where we are, where we have been and where we 
might be headed.  

On this journey, I have come to view the Columbia River as 
mighty and also vulnerable. It needs us, humans, to be stalwart 
stewards of its waters, its banks, of the flora and fauna that thrive 
with its waters. I have learned these past weeks how deeply in-
terconnected we are and see how a minuscule thing can show up 
and change our lives in most unexpected and detrimental ways.

At the Vancouver library after I read my long poem “One River, 
a Thousand Voices,” which gives the river agency and recognizes 
its own consciousness, someone asked me what the river asks. 
I responded that I cannot say what the river asks, but I believe 
the people whose relationship to the river goes back thousands 
of years – they probably know what the river asks. They, more 
than anyone else, will know. 

One River, Many Voices was a project to convene a series of 
poetry readings and writing workshops along the length of the 
Columbia River as it traverses the State of Washington. The project 
was designed to explore a sense of place, of ecology, of history, and 
to celebrate the power of words and stories to define ourselves and 
our communities. One River, Many Voices featured free readings 
and workshops with Washington State Poet Laureate Claudia 
Castro Luna and guest poets. Learn more about the journey at 
www.rivervoiceswa.com.

One River, Many Voices
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I can’t remember anything in my lifetime 
that comes anything close to what we and the 
rest of the world have been experiencing. If 
you’re a Stranger Things fan, it feels a bit to 
me like we are living in the “upside down.” 
An alternate reality, a.k.a. “new normal,” has 
replaced the lives we once knew. 

My husband and I are both working from 
home and Zoom meetings have become the 
norm. We’ve minimized trips to the store and 
have acquired homemade masks for when 
we stock up on supplies. We have spent a 
small fortune on cleaning supplies and have 
been cleaning more than we’ve ever cleaned. 
On any given day, my husband and I often 
aren’t sure what day it is. 

For the first time in my 50+ years, we 
did not spend time with family at Easter. 
We do not know when we will see our kids 
or other family and friends again, and if it 
will be safe to do so anytime soon. Things 
really are upside down. Life has certainly 
taken an unexpected turn.  

I recently read something that resonated 
with me, and I’ll loosely paraphrase it here: 
While we are all experiencing this pandemic, 
saying that we are all in the same boat isn’t 
really accurate. Everyone is being affected 
in different ways and to different degrees.  
Some “boats” are sailing along in a com-
pletely different direction than normal and 
others are sinking. Many people have had 
big but manageable changes to their lives, 
and others are in major crisis and operating 
in survival mode. 

In my experience, life has always been 
an unpredictable mixture of happiness and 
sadness, stress and calm, despair and hope, 
fear and faith. The highest of highs and the 
lowest of lows are sprinkled throughout this 
one big life. These are all part of our lives 
as humans. Over the years I’ve gained some 
tools in navigating the inevitable storms of 
life. The pandemic has necessitated getting 
those tools back out. 

One of those tools is finding joy even 

Article & Photo by Joanie Christian
during the difficult times in life. I see our 
lives as a constant interplay of positive and 
negative experiences. When things turn 
predominantly negative, it is easy to get 
swallowed up by it. A pandemic is a giant 
black hole that has swung so many things 
to the negative. And so off I go in search of 
joy. It does not make the negative situation 
go away, but for a brief time shines light in 
dark places. If I do it often enough, I can 
achieve some semblance of balance even in 
the craziest of times.

The hubby and I are big “foodies,” so with 
all this staying at home, we’ve been doing a 
lot of cooking and baking. We weren’t the 
only ones with this bright idea, as the flour/
baking supply shelves at the store quickly 
emptied. I learned that there is a name 
for this: “distractibaking.” The dictionary 
will have a new addition, compliments of 
COVID-19.   

Nature has always been therapy for me, 
a quieting of the endless internal noise 

Joy in the Spaces Between

KYRS MIGHT

MAY 16th - 22nd
88.1 | 92.3 FM OR KYRS.ORG
FOR DETAILS TUNE IN TO

BE GOING

OFF
THE
AIR

https://kyrs.org
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that life creates. Despite what is happening 
in the human world, the animal kingdom 
and mother nature are operating as normal. 
Knowing that some part of life is continuing 
in the usual fashion is a comforting thing.  

Fortunately, we have been able to spend 
time outside while socially distancing. Early 
morning and evening hikes have allowed 
us to observe so much that is happening in 
nature this spring. Birds of many species are 
going about their spring mating and nesting 
behavior. Mallards, songbirds, marsh birds, 
owls, etc. Flickers seem to be especially 
abundant this year. Their courtship dance is 
an interesting one: a lot of head bobbing and 
what looks like a choreographed version of 
peekaboo. Robins are dancing mid-air. Tree 
swallows are staking out their favorite bird 
boxes for nesting and raising young. We’ve 
watched a northern harrier pair hunt in the 
field, the beautiful grey male demonstrating 
why it has the nickname “grey ghost.”  

An early morning walk as the rising sun-
light filters through the trees is a wondrous 
thing, and it is in these quiet places that I 
can take a deep breath and feel my muscles 
relax. I re-center. I am reminded of all the 
wonder that is in this world, even in the 
midst of the current chaos. The earth is still 
spinning on schedule. The snow has melted, 
hydrating the soil as the plants begin to bud 
and sprout. The birds begin their business 
of ushering in the next generation of birds.  

I was fortunate to spend time with a 
great horned owl pair for a brief period in 
early March. The pair usually perched near 
each other in the same tree each day. They 
slept much of the time, but during awake 
moments they did a lot of grooming and 
scratching. Scratching is a precarious thing 
when you have long talons. 

The female great horned owl is larger than 
the male, and the female would often jump to 
the branch where the male was perched, and 
a display of affection between the two would 
ensue. They rubbed beaks and groomed each 
other and, on a few occasions, the female 
would stroke the male’s chest with her talons. 
Though initially receptive, the male would 
tire of this after a short time and they each 
went back to their separate perches. 

I felt very fortunate to have this intimate 
glimpse into this pair’s lives. Nearby, a pair 

of hairy woodpeckers worked their way up 
and down a dead snag, searching for bugs. 
The early morning sun silhouetted the 
woodpeckers as they drilled, illuminating 
the sawdust and debris flying through the air.   

On the home front, sheltering in place 
has given me more time with my husband, 
and we have treasured the time together. 
We’ve been able to really make a dent on 
completing a nearly year-long DIY remodel 
project, and we are really enjoying our new 
space. The gardens are being planted and 
we look forward to fresh and healthy veg-
etables. Playing in the dirt is a tactile thing 
that brings me joy.  

Our family has started meeting by Zoom 
once or twice a week. We see each other’s 
faces, catch up, send jokes and even play 
online games together. While this is more 
impersonal than we are used to, I am grate-
ful that we live in an age when technology 
allows us to at least stay virtually connected 
until we can be together in person again. 

Joy comes in different forms for each 
person. I encourage you to find ways to 
bring joy to your own life. It makes a world 
of difference. 

“And perhaps even here, you’ll find room 
to welcome joy.” - Morgan Harper Nichols

Joanie Christian, a freelance nature pho-
tographer, has lived in NE WA for 40+ 
years. View her work at joaniechristianpho-

A Woman’s Boutique 
& Formal Wear

161 E. 3rd Ave, Suite E Colville
                  509-685-1613

40-70% 40-70% 
OFF SALEOFF SALE

continues 
upon reopening

Hope to see you soon!

The 

wandalouise322@gmail.com   509-675-1559

tography.com and follow her paddling ad-
ventures at stillwaterpaddling.com.
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The “What’s Happening Calendar” is suspended until events are rescheduled. 
In the meantime, do items on this list, or come up with your own, and write to us about 

the experience and we will consider your submission for publication. 
DO THEM ALL AND WE WILL DO A SPECIAL PROFILE ON YOU AND THIS CHALLENGE! 
All submissions will also be entered into a drawing for a FREEFREE 1-year subscription to the North 
Columbia Monthly, and for a FREEFREE ¼ page ad for the business or organization of your choice!

Please send submissions to ncmonthly@gmail.com or P.O. Box 541, Colville. WA 99114

Community
 □ Write a letter to a friend or relative. 

 □ Start or participate in a networking group around 
a specific skill, interest, or goal. 

 □ Find a mentor for something you would like to 
learn more about. 

 □ Be a mentor to someone. 

 □ Install a free book sharing box (with books!) 
by your driveway, business, or other accessible 
space. You can register it at littlefreelibrary.org 
and have it on the map!

 □ Invest time, resource, or money in someone’s 
business start-up or idea. 

 □ Go shopping for an elder friend or relative. 

 □ Reach out to someone who has recently moved 
to the community – welcome them and make 
connections to people and place that match their 
interests and/or needs. 

 □ Take a garbage bag on a walk in a public space 
and pick up litter.

 □ Make a point to try and buy locally something 
you normally buy online or out of town. 

Building 
 □ Reach out to someone who doesn’t share your 

point of view on a topic or issue and ask to learn 
about their perspective. If they agree to share, 
truly listen and learn. And that’s all. 

 □ Write notes to 5 people about why you appreci-
ate them. Be specific and give an example about 
what you appreciate. 

 □ Contribute time, resource, or money to a non-
profit or group making a difference in your 
community. 

 □ Find items made by local artists to give as gifts. 

 □ Learn something you did not know about the 
history of your immediate area. 

 □ Clean up or improve your property, driveway, 
or other shared or visible space for the benefit of 
your neighbor(s). 

 □ Learn an old-time song or story from someone 
or teach an old-time song or story to a young-
ster. Or both. 

 □ Get to know your neighbors – sit on your porch 
and talk to them as they walk by, go for a walk 
in your neighborhood, or connect online. 
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Challenge
31-Day31-Day

 □ Contact your high school or community college and find out how 
you can contribute to make this year’s graduation special for se-
niors that will not get the graduation they were looking forward to.

 □ Cook something you’ve never cooked before using a recipe from 
someone in your community.

 □ Get to know your local grocery store cashier – you are there all the 
time, introduce yourself and learn something about that person.

 □ Grow a row – plant extra in your garden to donate to the food bank 
in your community.

 □ Give gift certificates from local businesses as gifts. 

 □ Provide information you have or can get about programs or assis-
tance to someone in need who may not have ready access or know 
about it or who to talk to. 

 □ Paint rocks (maybe include a joyful note on the bottom) and leave 
them in unexpected places in your community.

 □ Go on Yelp or other online forum, or a community bulletin board, 
and leave positive reviews of local businesses that you appreciate.

 □ Learn three species of birds, plants, or trees in your area that you 
didn’t know before and teach your newfound knowledge to some-
one else, including why you learned those particular ones.

 □ Do a random act of kindness for someone you don’t know. 

 □ Brainstorm three things you can do in the coming year to partic-
ipate and contribute to your community as restrictions are lifted.

 □ Surprise someone with a take-out or pizza delivery.   

 □ Share your personal experience of doing part or all of this chal-
lenge – or anything else from your life that connects to Where and 
How We Live – with your community by sending in your story to 
the North Columbia Monthly. 



22  |  North Columbia Monthly  | May 2020  

Since his time helming the keyboards 
of the awesome ‘80s 
outfit Missing Per-
sons, Chuck Wild 
has been making 
fantastic music.

Fast-forward a few 
decades, and Wild’s 
long-running Liquid 
Mind projects have 
brought a healthy 
calm to people bat-
tling stress, insom-
nia and a host of 
other issues Wild 
himself worked to overcome via his mu-
sical creations.  

Liquid Mind for Turbulent Times

LISTEN UP

With Liquid Mind: Mindfulness comes 
another fantastic, 
synth-based release 
whose mission is to 
bring a level of tran-
quility to a world in 
upheaval. Obviously, 
Wild’s release could 
not come at a better 
time.

Made up of six 
long movements 
(most tracks clock 
in between ten and 
eleven minutes), 

Wild’s latest release sits well alongside 
his decades-long canon of ambient mu-

Gwyn Ashton’s Sonic Grind
Blues-based music is as common as 

oxygen. So, it takes a real vision for the 
extraordinary to make a new version stand 
out in the crowd, and Gwyn Ashton has 
that vision and then some.

With the gritty, up-tempo opener, “She’s 
What I Like,” Ashton’s album, Sonic Blues 
Preachers, feels like the uncompromising 
soundtrack to a Tarantino blockbuster. 
Whisky-soaked guitars and surf-punk 
rhythms fuel Ashton’s full-throttle vocals 
past the redline, and by the time you get to 
the soulful slide of “The Old Fool,” you’re 
on a ride you won’t want to stop.  

sic. Leading off with the lush-but-lilting “In 
the Arms of Love,” Wild scores music that 
is designed to do one thing: help you re-
lax. With “A Wisdom of Kindness,” which 
seems to weave in some beautiful vocal 
textures at times, Wild finds the perfect 
balance between soundtrack sounds and 
unobtrusive themes that require nothing 
but open ears and some deeper breathing.  

Having made it his mission to bring 
an audio-calm to often frenzied listeners, 
Chuck Wild’s latest installment (number 
thirteen as of this writing) is a welcome 
antidote to global panic and long-term 
stress. You can check out Mindfulness free 
until May 7th using the Calm app via: liq-
uidmindmusic.com/mindfulness.

The thing is, Ashton’s gripping vibe 
doesn’t stop with the music. When he re-
ceived the links to his album in the mail, 
he was dodging Australian bush fires to 
try and stay on the road. As COVID-19 
made its way around the world, Ashton 
found himself marooned down under with 
no gigs and working to find his way from 
day-to-day.  

This edgy, adventurous vibe isn’t just 
something concocted for an album release. 
Gwyn Ashton’s slamming, sinewy take on 
the genius, lo-fi groove of “Take Yourself 
Away” is as good as it gets. By the time 

Reviews by Michael Pickett

you’ve had a taste of “Candy” or the mildly 
Zeppelin-y “Soul For Sale,” you realize 
you’re in the presence of greatness.  

This album is absolutely not to be 
missed. While I hope Gwyn makes it back 
onto the road and is able to gig again, I 
almost want him to stay stuck a bit longer 
if it means he’ll create some more insanely 
great, off-kilter blues rock like this. Don’t 
waste another minute not checking out 
Gwyn Ashton’s Sonic Blues Preachers 
at:  gwynashton.bandcamp.com/album/
sonic-blues-preachers.

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

“Education for the Road Ahead”

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

• Individual Instruction
Colville’s locally owned driving school!
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American Indian writers face the particular chal-
lenge of being assumed to represent a homogeneous 
collective – an expectation not often imposed on 
white writers. 

Cheyenne-Arapahoe author Tommy Orange, in his 
prizewinning debut novel There There, blasts through 
this challenge and the stereotypes that go with it. He 
focuses on the distinct experiences of twelve char-
acters, each struggling in her/his own way with her/
his own particular challenges, each on a path leading 
to the Big Oakland Powwow. The character-narrated 
chapters are like short stories in their containment but 
they inexorably converge. 

Oakland’s urban-ness adds an ever-present influ-
ential flavor: “…that fast metal, that constant firing 
around you, cars up and down the streets and freeways 
like bullets.” But the city’s noise and pace, gigs and 
scams – even the dangers – serve as an almost soothing 
distraction for the Native and mixed-ethnicity people 
for whom it is home. “The quiet reservation, the side-
of-the-highway towns, rural communities, that kind 
of silence just makes the sound of your brain on fire 
that much more pronounced.” There are many brains 

on fire in this story; at 
times it feels like the 
book might explode in 
the reader’s hands.

We get to know Oak-
land a bit – not a roman-
tic city like nearby San 
Francisco, but Orange’s 
unapologetic home turf, 
and his characters de-
tail it well. The story 
moves fast but portrays 
the long game; paths 
heading toward the Big 
Oakland Powwow have their genesis decades (even 
centuries) before, and tow along the scars of drug/al-
cohol addiction, family dysfunction, loss and violence. 
What drives movement forward is something that has 
become culturally ingrained, but also raw, mutable – 
even hopeful. The powwow itself, conceived within a 
complex dance of tradition and modernity, holds the 
powerful primality of the drum’s heartbeat at center.

Storms gather. 

A Good Read

I seem to have lately embarked on an unintentional 
short-story kick, my most recent find being Honeydew, a 
collection by Edith Pearlman – whom The Boston Globe 
declares to be “Our greatest living short story writer.” I’m 
not sure I concur with this assessment, but after finishing 
the third story in the collection, “Castle 4,” about a world 
of characters inside a Massachusetts hospital, I was almost 
willing to crown Pearlman on the spot.

In her astringent New England way, Pearlman peers 
upon humanity from an advantageous remove. But each 
of the 20 stories in this collection is a love story, whether 
the characters are children or elders, solitary or married. 
Love, in some form, is the crux. 

Her subject and style hark back to a sensibility we might 
not have realized how much we’ve missed until reading 
Pearlman. She’s a master of depth within brevity, hidden 
dimensions within ordinary, impact within understate-
ment – and charms those of us who are oldsters with such 
sentences as, “She poked her fingers into her unfashionable, 
immensely flattering coiffure, dislodging several gingery 
strands which then floated near her lined and lovely face.”

Pearlman’s portrayals of white middle- and upper-class 

New Englanders are flaw-
less, but she can miss the 
boat sometimes in depic-
tions of people outside 
that spectrum.  

Occasionally a periph-
eral character from one 
story shows up as the main 
character in another, an 
appealing technique mak-
ing the stories feel more 
realistic and spacious, like 
a neighborhood (which, 
in Honeydew clusters 
around Boston). The stories shun melodrama, drawing the 
reader close, curiosity piqued: stories to savor.

Other recommendations from the O-P shelves: 
Téa O’Breht – Inland 
Stef Penny – The Invisible One
Loren Cruden writes fiction, nonfiction, and poetry, 

available at www.LorenBooks.com, and provides Home 
Pet Care in the north Stevens County area. 

Honeydew, by Edith Pearlman

Reviews by Loren Cruden

There There, by Tommy Orange



24  |  North Columbia Monthly  | May 2020  

Being of Service

Why Rotary? We all ask ourselves the why. Why join this 
club? Why shop at this store (pre-COVID-19)? Why volunteer 
with this organization? Why get involved? COVID-19 has 
solidified my why for Rotary. To understate the obvious: 
These past weeks have been unprecedented times. Busi-
nesses and schools are closed, people are isolated, and 
solutions are hard to find.

When the schools closed the issue came up surrounding 
food. How will all these stu-
dents who normally get meals 
at school eat? The Colville 
School District needed vol-
unteers to help distribute 
educational kits and food 
to students and the Rotary 
Club of Colville was happy 
to respond. 

Even this response, though, 
had to be filled in an unprece-
dented manner. No longer can 
volunteers gather in groups. 
Social distancing applies to 
volunteering and the wearing 
of masks and gloves and the 
repeated application of hand 
sanitizer are the new normal. 
Adaptions must be made and 
Rotary is taking it all in stride. 

Near and dear to the Rotary 
Club of Colville’s heart is the 
Colville Community Senior 
Center known as the HUB. It is 
here, before the days of social isolation and stay-at-home 
orders, that members shared lunch every Wednesday. 
Rotarians took a pause in the chaos and reunited with 
each other and found inspiration and motivation. Here, 
information sharing and community engagement were 
promoted; needs were discussed, and solutions brain-
stormed. The pandemic changed all that. 

Seniors are a vulnerable population and they must be 
protected and so the HUB closed. But, while the doors may 
be closed, the senior meals must go on. We knew the HUB 
would have needs and so we reached out. Transitioning 
from feeding 50+ meals in person to a take-out method 

was challenging and unexpected costs were occurring. A 
financial donation along with 2,000 plastic bags to assist 
with deliveries were our first contributions. 

As the social distancing orders continued there became a 
need to have home deliveries. On Tuesdays and Thursdays 
Rotarians join together to make sure seniors in the Colville 
and Orient area get their lunches delivered. 

The HUB is not the only organization that helps seniors 
in our community. Rural Re-
sources Community Action, 
through their senior nutrition 
coordinator, Darlene Visger, 
ensures 400+ seniors get boxes 
of food delivered. We stepped 
in with other volunteers and 
helped pack and get these 
boxes ready and delivered to 
seniors throughout Stevens 
County. Mondays, Wednes-
days and Fridays you can find 
Rotarians helping deliver hot 
meals to seniors in Chewelah. 

Rotarians who didn’t want 
to drive or are part of a 
vulnerable population found  
an alternative volunteer 
opportunity. Our club wrote 
a grant for supplies, and 
with the help of our current 
president Michelle Lee and 
president-elect Leslie Waters, 
supported by Bruce Richartz, 

Sarah Groves, Katie Schuerman and Wayne Madsen and 
the sewing skills of 25 Rotarians and other community 
members, we have assembled 200 washable protective 
gowns for first responders and caretakers in the Tri County 
region. This was a coordinated effort with the Tri County 
Health District headed by Dr. Sam Artzis and the owner 
of EZ Knit Fabrics in Colville, Vickie Black.

In the confusion and chaos of the pandemic where the 
normal is an unfamiliar landscape I am proud to be a Ro-
tarian. Even though meetings no longer occur in person, 
the ability to impact and help our community still exists. 
Together we will make it through. #NEWSTRONG 

Volunteer Spirit Rises To Meet The Need
By Adenea Thompson

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

Northeast Tri County Health District administrator Matt 
Schanz (left) and Providence Northeast Washington Medical 
Group doctor and Rotary Club of Colville president-elect Les-
lie Waters (right) give each other a social distanced high five. 
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While pondering what I might write 
about this month, I was, at first, at a 
loss. Like most of us these days, my life 
has been reduced to a small circle: my 
home and its immediate surroundings, 
a few necessary trips to town for grocer-
ies and banking, an hour here and there 
for tasks and chores. Many of you are no 
doubt like myself, dealing with a bit too 
much time on hand, socially limited, left 
longing for more connected time. So, I 
realize perhaps writing about this can be 
something to offer. 

Many of us want to be of help even 
while not having the more necessary 
skills for this moment. Very few of our 
local businesses are open, as is the case 
all around the nation. Our grown chil-
dren living in other cities (in Washing-
ton, Oregon and Massachusetts) all, 
thankfully, still have their jobs, two safe-
ly able to work from home, the others 
employed in essential jobs that are not 
so safe. 

Specifically, one of our sons works in 
telecommunication/radio tower main-
tenance, deemed essential, and is some-
what exposed, while my daughter-in-law 
is working at her first nursing position, 
after graduating last winter, in a Port-
land facility, monitoring the vital signs 
and symptoms of homeless patients 
who are at risk for the coronavirus. A 
motel there has been re-purposed  as a 
temporary dorm for homeless persons 
who have respiratory symptoms and are 
awaiting results from their COVID-19 
testing. She is definitely more exposed. 

She could have chosen to stay home 
but decided to put her skills to use, 
bravely putting herself into the fight and 
helping some of the most vulnerable in 
society, ones who have no place to shelter 
safely. I am proud of her and that she is 
willing, like so many others in the med-
ical profession, to be on the front lines. 
We, our son, and her family pray she 
stays well.  

As I observe how people respond to 

Article and Photo by Patricia Ediger
this crisis, I am both amazed and in-
spired. I see the generosity and compas-
sion, innovation and creativity of our 
fellow human beings as they care for one 
another, figuring out ways to adapt their 
jobs and methods of communication to 
the new normal. Churches do their ser-
vices over the web. Crazily, I even saw my 
cousin get baptized in California on Eas-
ter morning via the internet. I realized I 
wouldn’t have seen this if not for the cri-
sis that required us to remain home and 
go virtual. 

People read children’s stories to kids 
on social media making us (or at least 
me) laugh aloud. I see families trying 
to make the most of their time at home 
together, entertaining through song and 
story, not being shut down by this shut-
down. I love seeing how people rise to 
meet the challenges of our time, the will-
ingness to sacrifice for others, demon-
strating with hope that we can make a 
difference and using this time to love our 
neighbors. 

Today a dear friend showed up at 
my back door with a handful of freshly 
picked daffodils from her garden. She 
is in her 70s and more vulnerable, yet 
she came bearing a gift. No, she couldn’t 
come inside and sit by the fire for a chat 
over coffee, but we shared some sweet 
friendship at a short distance for a few 
minutes, even as snow-rain showered 
down around us. 

Indeed, some friends have told me 
that they are thankful for this moment, 
thankful for the opportunity to spend 
more time with their children, thankful 
for the slower pace, the quiet, the chance 
to get things done at home. I get to spend 
more time reading, photographing and 
enjoying the wildlife around my proper-
ty, including the dozens of wild turkeys 
who entertain and serenade me each 
morning with their gobbling outside my 
window. 

It is a slower, simpler life for some 
of us.  Yet for families suddenly thrust 

into schooling from home and full-time 
childcare, and for others who battle to 
save lives each day, it is not. Many, in-
cluding my brother-in-law in the bank-
ing and financial industry, are exhausted 
and experiencing so much added stress 
trying to help thousands of small busi-
nesses in financial crisis. 

On one hand I think this crisis has 
been a great equalizer, meaning no mat-
ter who we are or where we come from, 
we are all affected. I think we feel this as 
a nation, as a world. 

Yet on the other hand there are some 
carrying the burden much more than 
most, those scrambling to find solutions, 
doctors and nurses exhausted and over-
whelmed with grief, and family mem-
bers having lost grandparents, children, 
sisters and brothers to the coronavirus, 
unable to be by their loved ones’ side in 
their most crucial hour. 

These realities hurt me deeply. The in-
equalities of the burden seem so unfair. 
Many times, feeling guilty, I wish I could 
do more.  Perhaps carrying the hurting 
of others inside myself can be my essen-
tial role, invisible arms holding another. 
Yes, it is unseen, but I believe it is tangi-
ble to those who need it most. 

I have heard some say we will never be 
the same again. Personally, I think most 
things will return to normal, ramp up 
again, as we always do, but ... I do hope, 
for myself as well, that we won’t ever for-
get how much we really need each other. 
We really are all necessary, all are essen-
tial in our own unique ways. We need to 
share meals together, go out to a show, 
laugh, work together, hug and shake 
hands. We will again. We can do this dis-
tancing for a while. We are doing it and 
we are okay. But thank goodness, it is not 
forever.

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.

Daffodils From a Friend
Mountain Meandering
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By Roy Lakewold
Editor’s Note: What’s shared here is one 

pilot’s perspective on firefighting in the 2020 
wildfire season. 

The weather forecast for a hot, dry sum-
mer may make people in the Inland North-
west think about the potential for wildfires. 
And now, there is increased concern across 
multiple governmental agencies and in the 
U.S. Congress about how COVID-19 will 
impact wildland fire management. In an 
April 2, 2020, letter to the secretaries of 
the Departments of Agriculture and the 
Interior, Sen. Lisa Murkowski, chair of the 
Senate Committee on Energy and Natural 
Resources, urged them “to adopt an aggres-
sive initial attack strategy for the 2020 fire 
season.” She added, “One approach to this 
unprecedented challenge is simple: put fires 
out fast and early.” 

Aircraft, such as the Fire Boss, designed 
with specialized firefighting capabilities can 
be an effective way to accomplish the Alaska 
senator’s recommendation. A Fire Boss is 
an amphibious single-engine air tanker that 
can leave an airport loaded with water for 
the initial attack on a wildland fire and then 
scoop water from a nearby lake or river for 
continued attacks on the wildfire for up to 
3.5 hours before needing to refuel. 

On Feb. 19, Hilary Franz, Washington 
State commissioner of public lands, was in 
Spokane to discuss wildfires at a presenta-
tion sponsored by The Lands Council. She 
emphasized WA-DNR’s goal of “keeping 

every fire start to 10 acres or less.” Franz 
said that “initial attack is absolutely critical” 
and explained the value of aircraft on exclu-
sive-use contracts and of state helicopters 
responding quickly to wildland fires. Be-
cause of this strategic approach, the state 
has been able to achieve its goal over 90% 
of the time during the last four fire seasons.

With the COVID-19 pandemic, fire 
managers are confronted with life-threat-
ening problems that never existed before. 
In previous years, operations included 
establishing temporary fire base camps of 
1,000 people or more. In addition, residential 
evacuation plans included housing people 
in shelters, such as local schools. Any plan 
necessitated having large groups of people 
in close contact with each other, which is 
now a risk during this pandemic. 

In addition, recruiting and training 
wildland firefighters is now more difficult. 
According to an April 5 CNBC article by 
Emma Newburger titled “Firefighters Say 
Coronavirus Will Obstruct Emergency 
Services, Evacuations as Wildfire Season 
Closes In,” local fire services In Washing-
ton won’t have access to essential training 
because the state had to cancel all three of 
the fire academies this year that would have 
trained 4,500 firefighters.

Murkowski’s letter emphasized that “ae-
rial firefighting will be an important part 
of an aggressive initial attack strategy.” The 
senator went on to say, “Some recent studies 

have shown that, on average, a fire can be 
contained within 24 hours if an air tanker 
is deployed on that fire within about four 
to six hours. Conversely, fires that do not 
have aerial assets for a period greater than 
72 hours are more likely to take weeks to 
achieve containment.”

Fire Boss pilots, including some who have 
fought wildland fires in the Northwest for 
over 20 years, routinely advocate for aviation 
resources as early as possible in response to 
a fire. They describe experiences fighting 
wildfires in our region where high winds and 
steep, remote and rugged terrain make access 
for ground crews nearly impossible. Their 
best days are when they hit the fire fast and 
early, preventing an uncontrollable blaze. 

With the multifaceted problems asso-
ciated with the COVID-19 pandemic and 
weather conditions that predict a more 
severe fire season, there is concern for an 
increased risk to public safety. Different 
strategies may include an increase in de-
ployment of aviation resources, enhanced 
response time for initial attack on the fire, 
less dependence on ground crews, different 
residential evacuation strategies, and the 
development of innovative fire management 
methods not experienced in previous fire 
seasons.

Roy Lakewold is a general aviation pilot 
and flies out of Deer Park Airport as a relief 
crew chief for Dauntless Air’s Fire Boss air 
tankers. 

COVID-19 and the 2020 Wildfire Season 
Photo by Brian Gridley of Fire Boss drop at Scab Rock Bluff, Lake Roosevelt, piloted by Parker Lucas. 
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What a time we are living in. I, for one, did not foresee the 
lockdown lasting so long. Yoga classes have been canceled for 
over a month, as of this writing, and those of us who teach 
through the Community Colleges of Spokane’s Act 2 Program 
aren’t scheduled to resume until July. That means no yoga classes 
there for over three months! 

The social aspect alone is devastating. Students are missing 
their fellow yogis and the exchange of friendly chit-chat that 
keeps us all connected. But our bodies, too, are missing the 
practice. So there is a lot of specific recommendations below.

Yoga practice can change rather than become abandoned. 
Classes abound on Zoom, which is a form of video communi-
cation where a group of people gather in front of their screens 
(computer monitors or smartphones) and are virtually present 
to their instructor and to each other. It allows some dialogue 
among those present. To join a yoga class on Zoom, a person 
must request and then receive an invitation via email to join 
the group, and then must log in at the specified time, just like 
attending a class in person.

There are also videos on YouTube and DVDs that people own 
which can be played and followed, but of 
course the personal connection is missing. 
The variable time element is both good and 
bad. Since these methods can be done at any 
time, it is nice that the practice can be at a 
person’s convenience, but the downside is the 
lack of accountability, making it easy to continually postpone.

The important thing is that there be some type of practice. 
Without that, it won’t take long for our bodies to lose their 
strength and flexibility. So, if your choice is to go “freestyle” with 
the instructor being yourself and what comes to you through 
your mind and heart, then here are a few guidelines.

Start with gentle dynamic movements and increase the inten-
sity and length of hold over the course of the session.

Move the spine in the six directions of movement. I gener-
ally move in the following order: backbend, side bend to the 
right, side bend to the left, twist to the right, twist to the left, 
forward bend. 

Hips will tighten up quickly without regular practice. The 
first thing I will notice is my lack of flexibility in hip flexors and 
hamstrings, but there are many other hip muscles that should 
not be neglected.

Shoulders, like hips, will tighten up, but I don’t think the 
change is as obvious as long as a person can still carry out the 
movements of daily life. Therefore, it is important to be vigilant.

Core strength and arm strength will rapidly decrease without 

By Brenda St. John

directed effort.
There are a few basic positions from which a person can 

carry out a number of yoga postures, so my recommendation 
for a home practice is to pick one position and do about 15 or 
20 minutes of yoga from that position. Later in the day, choose 
a different base pose and do another 15-20-minute session. Do 
two or three sessions per day. Here are some examples:

Kneeling: Cat/Cow, Thread the Needle for arms, Table Top 
Twist, Lunges (high, low, lizard and twisted versions), Ham-
strings Stretch (generally alternated with lunges), Sunbird 
(a.k.a. Spinal Balance), Camel, Hero, Pigeon, Child Pose. Let’s 
put Downward Facing Dog and Plank in this category, since 
they often begin from Table Top. For strength work, alternate 
between Down Dog and Plank.

Supine: Apanasana (hug knees to chest), Supta Padangust-
hasana A, B and C using a strap, Bridge Pose, Happy Baby, Supta 
Baddha Konasana, Thread the Needle for legs, Reclining Spinal 
Twist, Legs Up the Wall, Savasana.

Prone: Sphinx, Locust, Cobra, Upward Facing Dog, Bow Pose. 
For strength, Dolphin and Forearm Plank.

Standing: Warrior I, Warrior II, Triangle, 
Extended Side Angle, Chair, Squats, Prasar-
ita Padottanasana (wide-leg forward fold, 
which can lead into side lunges and twists), 
and of course the balance poses like Crane, 
Tree, Warrior III, Eagle and Dancer. Sun 

Salutations A & B are sequences that cover many movements.
Seated: With legs crossed, extended straight together or in 

a wide straddle, or the soles of the feet touching, these are all 
good starting positions for Back Bends, Side Bends, Twists, and 
Forward Bends. For core and arm strength, there is Boat Pose, 
Reverse Table, and Reverse Plank.

Shoulders: From seated or standing, shoulders can be kept 
flexible by clasping hands together behind back, Eagle Arms, 
and Gomukhasana arms.

Chair yoga: Many of the postures mentioned above can be 
modified to do while seated in a chair or holding onto a chair. 
I recorded an audio version of a chair yoga class and posted it 
to my website (www.brendastjohnvo.com).

These are just a few suggestions to physically keep you going 
until we meet up again in person. Meanwhile, don’t forget to 
breathe!

Namaste.
Brenda St. John has been teaching yoga classes in Chewelah 

since 2010 through the Community Colleges of Spokane’s Act 2 
program.

Repositioning Your Yoga Practice
Life’s Stretch

“Anything can be understood. With each attempt fresh and spontaneous 
understanding arises.”      ~ Yoga Sutra 3.33 as translated by T. K. V. Desikachar

“The important thing is 
that there be some type 

of practice.”
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By J. Merrill Baker
Can We Come Out Now?

The snow is The snow is finallyfinally almost gone, as of  almost gone, as of 
this writing. Every time we have a bit of this writing. Every time we have a bit of 
a snow flurry, it brightens up the remnant a snow flurry, it brightens up the remnant 
spots, just enough to remind us where the spots, just enough to remind us where the 
shade is. All those wonderful wide berms shade is. All those wonderful wide berms 
that we tractored during the first snows that we tractored during the first snows 
worked out well. We still had some ero-worked out well. We still had some ero-
sion. We still had to drive the tractor back-sion. We still had to drive the tractor back-
wards to break up the newer berms that wards to break up the newer berms that 
were enclosing the road.were enclosing the road.

And then the break-up happened, while And then the break-up happened, while 
still having ice in the mud. The bogs are still having ice in the mud. The bogs are 
after that, you know, the kind of mud that after that, you know, the kind of mud that 
will suck a boot right off as you try to walk will suck a boot right off as you try to walk 
through it? Hopping around doesn’t work. through it? Hopping around doesn’t work. 
You must aim your foot back to your boot You must aim your foot back to your boot 
and hope you don’t end up in the mud. and hope you don’t end up in the mud. 
Oh, the challenges we have conquered!Oh, the challenges we have conquered!

With spring, the challenge is to help With spring, the challenge is to help 
our roads recover, to know just when to our roads recover, to know just when to 
use the tractor on what dirt where. Of use the tractor on what dirt where. Of 
course, that is different every year. In fact course, that is different every year. In fact 
every day you think you can work on it, every day you think you can work on it, 
you have to go check in person. Mud bogs you have to go check in person. Mud bogs 
gone? gone? 

“Water bars” are those ridges of dirt built “Water bars” are those ridges of dirt built 
across the road that catch the running wa-across the road that catch the running wa-
ter and divert it to the side of the road, ter and divert it to the side of the road, 
avoiding further erosion. Maybe. There avoiding further erosion. Maybe. There 
are no guarantees. Ours have been leveled are no guarantees. Ours have been leveled 
from snow plowing, or gotten deeper on from snow plowing, or gotten deeper on 
one side, so you must slow down when one side, so you must slow down when 
driving over a water bar to avoid being driving over a water bar to avoid being 
launched into the air or even off the road. launched into the air or even off the road. 

Trust me, a water bar is a sudden surprise Trust me, a water bar is a sudden surprise 
without snow packed around it!without snow packed around it!

This spring has brought new challeng-This spring has brought new challeng-
es to us all. A pandemic! I like to remark es to us all. A pandemic! I like to remark 
when crossing the riv-when crossing the riv-
er bridge that we are er bridge that we are 
“entering the “entering the MatrixMatrix,” ,” 
which now seems which now seems 
appropriate with the appropriate with the 
conditions we must conditions we must 
consider in order to not contract a possi-consider in order to not contract a possi-
bly deadly disease. It is a disease we hear bly deadly disease. It is a disease we hear 
is like having high-altitude sickness, when is like having high-altitude sickness, when 
your lungs act as if you were dropped off your lungs act as if you were dropped off 
at the top of Mt. Everest without having at the top of Mt. Everest without having 
been acclimated.been acclimated.

We finally caved to the “Take Out” sign We finally caved to the “Take Out” sign 
and ordered a picnic from our favorite and ordered a picnic from our favorite 
local Mexican restaurant. All these years local Mexican restaurant. All these years 
and I never knew her name. I asked, and and I never knew her name. I asked, and 
I want to thank Maria for always helping I want to thank Maria for always helping 
and being so considerate. We really en-and being so considerate. We really en-
joyed our car picnic parked by the park!joyed our car picnic parked by the park!

We noticed a dog or two walking their We noticed a dog or two walking their 
people through the park. And kids out of people through the park. And kids out of 
school were riding their bikes past us, but school were riding their bikes past us, but 
yes, they were about ten feet apart. They yes, they were about ten feet apart. They 
seemed to be on an errand. I saw neigh-seemed to be on an errand. I saw neigh-
bors talking in a yard near some work bors talking in a yard near some work 
being accomplished and wondered if they being accomplished and wondered if they 
had ever done that much before this glob-had ever done that much before this glob-
al problem. To the heart of it: We will need al problem. To the heart of it: We will need 
each other to get on with our lives.each other to get on with our lives.

We suddenly find that our need to adapt We suddenly find that our need to adapt 

is being tested. We discover that we are is being tested. We discover that we are 
doing things we actually wanted to do – doing things we actually wanted to do – 
those rainy-day projects are filling our those rainy-day projects are filling our 
need for accomplishment in the face of need for accomplishment in the face of 

adversity. And that adversity. And that 
is what drives us, I is what drives us, I 
think. think. 

We have taken We have taken 
more naps – who more naps – who 
knew that an actu-knew that an actu-

al eight hours of sleep was so beneficial? al eight hours of sleep was so beneficial? 
And the humor I see expressed has been And the humor I see expressed has been 
ironic and encouraging to my cautious ironic and encouraging to my cautious 
nature. 2020, the Year of the Great Toilet nature. 2020, the Year of the Great Toilet 
Paper Debacle. The home-school experi-Paper Debacle. The home-school experi-
ment and all of the things that pushed and ment and all of the things that pushed and 
pulled us out of our comfort zone have in-pulled us out of our comfort zone have in-
spired a fresh perspective. spired a fresh perspective. 

Let’s not stay stuck in the blame, time’s Let’s not stay stuck in the blame, time’s 
a-wasting! We’ve had too much practice a-wasting! We’ve had too much practice 
with that, so let’s plant things and consid-with that, so let’s plant things and consid-
er our own farmers markets where we can er our own farmers markets where we can 
share and trade and barter and make a dif-share and trade and barter and make a dif-
ference with each other, right here where ference with each other, right here where 
we live. Because I believe we do care, and we live. Because I believe we do care, and 
that we cannot ever lose that part of our that we cannot ever lose that part of our 
humanity – it makes us great examples.humanity – it makes us great examples.

“People often say that motivation “People often say that motivation 
doesn’t last. Well, neither does bathing – doesn’t last. Well, neither does bathing – 
that’s why we recommend it daily.” – Zig that’s why we recommend it daily.” – Zig 
ZiglarZiglar

Onward! Onward! 
J. Merril Baker: On a mountain, moti-J. Merril Baker: On a mountain, moti-

vated, not mourning!vated, not mourning!

Living in NE WA: Lessons Learned

KCRK 

FM 92.1

The hits of 
the 80's, 90's 

and today! 
Plus, local 

news, sports 
& weather.

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

“We discover we are 
doing things we actually 

wanted to do...”

http://colvilleglass.com


ncmonthly.com  |  May 2020  |  29

A Year On the FarmA Year On the Farm

These days are difficult to understand, with 
ample time to question and reflect. Seeing 
current happenings makes me very grateful 
for the way I was raised. 

Growing up, my parents both worked 
extra hard and sacrificed a lot to make sure 
that my siblings and I had everything we 
would need for a happy childhood. My dad 
came from Sicilian heritage, where garden-
ing was their life, and my mother grew up 
in a mostly single-parent home where my 
resilient grandma worked long hours to 
provide for her children. That translated into 
a childhood where I learned how to appre-
ciate family, hard work, faith, independent 
thinking, and life-long learning. Traits that 
are coming in very handy these days.

The thing about growing up poor in 
money is that the focus 
got turned toward what 
we did have rather 
than what we did not. 
Primarily, we had an 
invaluably close-knit 
family. These days, I am so glad to be living 
near my parents and siblings – being house-
bound would be socially unbearable for our 
family. By living next door and avoiding trips 
to town, we get to stay-at-home together 
as a family. 

My younger relations like to make cards, 
even when they are living next door, and 
my niece sent a sweet note saying, “Thank 
you for giving us eggs and milk to bake and 
make pancakes.” Some of us recently spent 
Easter together, a gathering we never before 
thought twice about having the freedom to 
do, and with milk and eggs, foods not reliant 
on transportation for us. What a blessing to 
have family together and food a-plenty on 
that day this year.

Family is great, but I do really miss my 
friends. I say I am introverted and want to 
stay home, but when community is taken 
away, I realize how much I miss seeing the 
people in my community. I try to send a 
few emails, snail-mail letters, or make some 
phone calls each week, but nothing compares 
to a social visit and a genuine hug.

On the other hand, being home and 
without distractions is almost a sort of pre-
requisite for successful homesteading. The 
amount of time that life requires to survive 
in our part of the woods is exhausting. 
These uninterrupted days allow time for 
completion of a lot of projects that in the past 
we would delay for the chance to do more 
enjoyable tasks. This is definitely the first 
year our wood pile is already almost filled 
back up, barns are scraped clean, the fields 
are planted, and the starts are outgrowing 
the pots because I started seeds too early. 

Every year we strive to grow most of our 
own food, so having shortages in the gro-
cery store does not much affect us. I waffle 
between feeling safe for having our own 
supplies, upset that others that are able to 

do not grow more of 
their own food, guilty 
for not growing more 
food for others than we 
already do, and won-
dering how I can help 

educate others to be successful in providing 
for their own family. 

Now, more than ever, the value of local 
food supplies becomes visible to everyone. 
A key difference between the farmers that 
survive this and those that are struggling: 
how local is the market they serve? Local 
farmers are continuing to provide food to 
consumers!

The physical work of farming gets well 
balanced with the enjoyable pastime of read-
ing in our home. Bookworm is too light of a 
word – I will read the toothpaste tube label 
if that is the only reading material available. 
Without access to the library and physical 
books that I am nail-bitingly addicted to, I 
find myself having reading withdrawals. My 
little home library is getting a thorough read-
through as I wait for the opportunity to pick 
up the books I have on hold at the library. 
Whoever thought there would be months 
on end without access to basic necessities 
… like the library!?

These times of reflection remind me of 
all I take for granted. For the things we are 

By Michelle Lancaster
Benefits of Staying Home

without and for the luxuries such as reliable 
electricity that we enjoy on a daily basis. The 
nationwide promotion of moving people 
out of rural areas into the cities and making 
schools bigger and bigger – consolidation 
leading to potential for mass disruption. 
Maybe those concepts need serious revision. 
I worry about whether we hold our elected 
officials accountable. 

I love seeing the nationwide enthusiasm 
for starting plants from seed and growing 
a modern Victory garden. I hope the fervor 
lasts long beyond this year, in self-sufficiency 
on the individual level and protection for 
independent local farmers.

Over the past few years, I have felt a lot of 
people in my life drift away into a constant 
state of busy-ness, like that was the only 
option they had. It appears to me that the 
technology that was supposed to make their 
life easier has made their life so much busier. 
A relative recently said to me that this is the 
happiest and most peaceful her husband has 
been in a long, long time. A friend asked her 
grandchildren if they missed all the activities 
after school, being away every night at school. 
The granddaughter said no, she was so happy 
to be able to spend all day with her mom! 

I hope we all remember these feelings as 
things start to get back to normal. 

Michelle Lancaster homesteads with 
her family on Old Dominion Mountain in 
Colville. She writes at Spiritedrose.wordpress.
com.

“Now, more than ever, 
the value of local food 

supplies becomes visible...”
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This is the time of masks. Wearing them is no 
longer an option. They are tight and uncomfort-
able, and difficult to put on – if one has scored 
the coveted N-95 model. Soft, homemade masks 
are comfortable but less protective. My Lisa 
made me a soft one out of fabric adorned with 
bird images. I can’t wait to wear it! Even though 
it will mask a smile – unless one smiles with 
one’s eyes. Masks fog glasses. Masks cause con-
versations to turn into unintelligible mumbles.  

There are times, though, when a face covering 
may be a face-saver. My California friend, Jack, 
shares this experience:

Many years ago, I used to enjoy taking my 
young daughter out to lunch at a local health food 
store that had a lunch counter and a few tables. 
Sandwiches made with sunflower seeds, bean 
sprouts, and all the other “healthy” stuff served 
on multigrain bread were on the menu. 

I loved taking my daughter out 
because she was very cute, sweet and 
adorable, and I always got lots of 
compliments. I was quite proud of her. 
One day we were having lunch together 
and a couple of attractive young ladies 
gave the usual compliments about my 
daughter and I was feeling quite full of 
myself. However, from their table they 
continued to look at ME, and when I 
would catch their eye, they would look at 
each other and giggle, so I really started 
to swell up.

Soon my daughter and I left the store and got 
in my car to go home. I was thinking along the 
lines of “Wow, Jack, you’re a married, middle-aged 
man, and you’ve still got it!” 

I took a glance of myself, pretending to adjust 
the rearview mirror that didn’t really need ad-
justing. That’s when I noticed there was a bean 
sprout dangling from my nostril onto my upper lip.  

I had to laugh at myself for the gentle lesson 
in humility.

And then my longtime friend Sandy told me 
about wearing something embarrassing on her 
face, and it wasn’t a mask: 

She was shopping for flowers in her local 
grocery store. She was fixing to make a perfect 
bouquet. She decided on the Asiatic lilies that 
were so beautifully fragrant and long-lasting – 
and they were even on sale! 

She sniffed each lily. After smelling every 
bloom Sandy made her selection, paid the ca-
shier for her bouquet and went to her car. Back-
ing out of the parking stall required a look in 
the rear-view mirror. She caught sight of her 
reflection. There, on her nose, cheeks and lips, 
pollen from all the lilies she had sampled had 
hitched a ride on her face. 

(Little did she know that the pollen from 
some lilies, though not poisonous, causes 

minor symptoms such as mouth irritation 
and drooling.)  

Oh, for a mask!
My own humiliating face-time was more 

intermittent. I wish I had been aware of what 
I was frequently wearing the last two years. I 
attended a wonderful conference that was 
celebrating the resurgence of the Indigenous 
Salish.  Classes, programs, meals, workshops 
and speeches mixed with opportunities to shop 

 By Tina Wynecoop

Mask-uerade: The Things We Wear On Our Faces

among displays of Native American art. Some 
table displays offered freebies with promotional 
advertising logos on pens, pamphlets, lip gloss, 
etc. I grabbed a blue tube of lip gloss and de-
cided to keep it in my car permanently for use 
while on the go.

I was impressed when, after two years of swab-
bing my lips, this gloss didn’t melt in summer or 
freeze in winter, or even wear out. I liked how 
convenient it was for a quick application before 
going to a meeting, lunching with girlfriends, 
volunteering, or whatever. I never once checked 
in the mirror to see how the gloss looked on 
me. I should have. 

It was after two years that I saw that the ap-
plicator’s content was opaque, white – and not 
clear at all.  I checked the label and discovered 
I had been smearing my lips with zinc oxide 

sunblock for noses/lips. 
Now, wearing white lipstick was 

uber fancy when Sandy and I were in 
high school back in the sixties. Why 
was it so special? I don’t know. Few of us 
had perfectly white teeth and the con-
trast between white lipstick and teeth 
was not at all becoming. Five decades 
later, wearing zinc oxide sunscreen for 
lips still is garishly stunning.

Rushing into the library to pick up 
books, or dining out, or giving a talk 
about birds at a garden club meeting 
wearing white lips isn’t attractive either. 

Swimming/hiking/fishing activities are okay. 
Last month I threw my freebie tube away. 

Now I keep a tube of real lip gloss in the car 
– something colorless and balmy. But reliving 
all the times and places I’d naively smeared my 
lips, I wish I had worn something to hide my 
mistake(s). A mandatory mask would have been 
great! Or, as my husband says, “Help us avoid 
wanting to drop down into our shoe and hop 
out the door!”
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Back in the 1950s, when my family 
operated a hunting and fishing resort 
on Curlew Lake, my best friends were 
children of some of the resort’s steady 
customers, families that came every 
year for the same week or two. Two of 
these friends were a brother and sister 
about my age.

One summer I had occasion to be a 
little jealous of them because of their 
relationship with a muskrat. I had a 
rather proprietary attitude toward all 
the lake’s wildlife and enjoyed showing 
its representatives off to visiting young-
sters.

The brother and sister told me, 
during one of their summer visits, that 
they had trained a muskrat and that I 
should come and see. They ushered me 
out to our largest boat dock, a T-shaped 
pier built on pilings driven into the lake 
bottom. Attached to each piling was 
an old tire that served as a bumper for 

boats tying up. 
They directed my attention to the end 

tire on a landward side of the T. In it sat 
a small greyish-brown muskrat, comb-
ing its fur with its hind feet. The sis-
ter reached down with a willow switch 
and tickled the rat. It must have been 
a young and ignorant muskrat because, 
instead of launching itself into the wa-
ter to get away from the humans, like 
a sensible animal, it sat up and looked 
at us.

Muskrats are cute little animals and 
this one was sitting up with its small 
hand-like paws in front of its chest, 
looking up at us fearlessly. I immediate-
ly decreed that anything that appealing 
and that apparently tame should be fed. 

Off we went to my mother’s garden. 
We selected a bunch of small carrots, 
took them back to the dock and hand-
ed them down into the tire. They were 
accepted, one by one, by the muskrat, 

By Madilane Perry
who was lying down in the interior of 
the tire. We left the rat to enjoy his car-
rots in peace.

Later we went back to check on “our” 
muskrat. What we saw was a trail of 
small carrots among the water weeds 
leading to an overgrown stretch of lake 
bank. We assumed that the muskrat had 
a hole there and had taken the carrots 
home and dropped a few on the way. 

Until the brother and sister left for 
home, the muskrat received his daily 
ration of carrots.  My friends left feel-
ing very proud that they had “tamed” 
and “trained” a wild muskrat. I have 
often wondered since exactly who had 
trained whom.

Madilane Perry, a retired archaeolo-
gist, was raised on a family-owned hunt-
ing and fishing resort on Curlew Lake. 
She is married to local author Ray Bil-
derback. They are both managed by a 
small brown dog.

Muskrat Ramblings – Part 3

Everything you need  to turn your house, into your dream home.

Flooring   Countertops   Blinds   Tile   Home Decor

108 South Main Street • Colville, WA • 509-684-4673 OPEN by appointment only
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By Joe Barreca
“We all feel like we are in command 

of our actions. And sometimes that com-
mand includes input from ‘gut feelings,’ 
‘intestinal fortitude’ and ‘having the stom-
ach for it.’  Seldom do we consider that our 
digestive system is in charge of our actions. 
And it is even more rare to admit that our 
digestive systems are under siege.” 

But that is exactly the gist of a presen-
tation that John Ellis, naturopath and 
owner of Meyers Falls Market, intended 
to give on March 24th, before the coro-
navirus triggered a cascade of canceled 
gatherings. A talk with him later revealed 
the dynamics of this conflict.

Looking to count how many cells are 
in our bodies and how many of them are 
actually from our 
own DNA can be 
tricky, as Ed Yong 
for Science Alert 
magazine writes: 
“More recent esti-
mates, put the total 
number of human 
cells at anywhere 
from 15 trillion to 
724 trillion, and the 
number of gut mi-
crobes at anywhere 
between 30 trillion 
and 400 trillion. 
According to Sark-
is Mazmanian, a 
microbiology re-
searcher at Caltech, 
“The remaining 57 percent are bacteria, 
fungi and single-celled  eukaryotes  that 
live in our guts, in our mouths, on our 
skins, and in the female reproductive 
tract.” So, really, we are each a living army 
of microbes. The bacteria in our systems 
weigh more than our brain and, appar-
ently, affect how we think.

These microbes have a remarkably 
higher turnover rate than the cells from 
our own DNA which can be good or bad 
news. Ellis points out that 80% of our im-
mune system is in the large intestine. The 

microbes in our guts are actually the first 
line of defense against most of the mate-
rial entering our bodies. They can change 
completely in 24 hours so we can start re-
inforcing those defenses immediately by 
eating well. Napoleon Bonaparte is said 
to have proclaimed, “An army marches 
on its stomach.” The microbe army in 
your stomach marches on the foods you 
eat. So those supply lines are critical and 
often that is where the battle begins.

Ellis notes that it would take eating 30 
of the commercial apples in stores today 
to equal the nutrition of one apple from 
50 years ago. As one farmer put it at a re-
cent Soil Conservation District meeting 
in Colville, “There’s not a worm left in the 
Palouse.” 

Refined sugars and processed foods 
have most of their nutritive value 
stripped out of them. Animal-based 
protein can be even worse. For instance, 

animals raised in 
feed lots don’t get to 
move around much 
and it turns out that 
moving around is 
what kills toxins in 
their bodies (and in 
ours as well).  

To make up for 
the natural foods 
and activities that 
would keep animals 
healthy, they are 
given antibiotics. 
Ellis says that of the 
35 tons of antibiot-
ics consumed in the 
United States every 
year, 32 of those 

tons are fed to feedlot animals which pass 
them on to us.  So, according to Ellis, the 
microbial army in our guts is not getting 
what it needs to march. To make matters 
worse, it harbors antibiotics and our bi-
ome suffers heavy losses from those.

Ellis uses the herbicide, Atrazine, as 
an example. He says that it causes endo-
crine disruption of the human hormone 
system that is, in effect, chemical castra-
tion for males. The American male sperm 
count has decreased from anywhere be-
tween 50% and 80% in the last 10 years, 

depending on what reports you study 
(Pesticide Action Network). Compound-
ing the effect of agrichemicals are pre-
scription drugs, alcohol, smoking, and 
air and water quality.

These forces are aided behind the lines, 
so to speak, by detrimental bacteria, 
fungi and yeasts. “Detrimental” might 
be over-simplifying what goes on in our 
guts. With trillions of microbes playing 
different roles, health is more a matter of 
balance than elimination. We have only 
been able to sequence the DNA in mi-
crobes for the last 10 years. Labs can only 
grow less than 1% of them outside of a 
living digestive system. So nutritionists 
are basically working with a black box, 
changing inputs and watching effects 
without identifying the whole process. 

“A spoonful of sugar may make the 
medicine go down in a most delightful 
way,” but it is sure to be consumed by 
fungi which will include candida. Ellis 
says that too much candida can bloom 
when antibiotics take out the bacteria 
that keep it in check. Then it contributes 
to itching, bloating, vaginal infections 
and trouble sleeping. 

There are indications that yeasts, par-
asites and some other microbes promote 
their own favorite foods by causing crav-
ings for things that are not really good for 
the rest of the system. Jazmine Polk re-
lates how her cravings for pancakes load-
ed with sweets drove a bad case of Candi-
diasis. But the good news is that she was 
able to cure that by changing her diet. She 
eliminated sugars, grains, and alcohol 
and switched to eating green vegetables, 
meat, fish, eggs, salad, almonds, walnuts, 
herbal tea, green juice, and unsweetened 
coconut water. (health.com)

This is basically the kind of diet that El-
lis recommends, along with bone broth, 
aloe juice, probiotics, and prebiotics. 
“Prebiotics  are a type of fiber that the 
human body cannot digest. They serve as 
food for probiotics, which are tiny living 
microorganisms, including bacteria and 
yeast,” (medicalnewstoday.com). Probi-
otics are the reinforcements our systems 
need to balance out our gut biome.

The transition may not be entirely 
easy. Not only might you crave unhealthy 

Gut Wars

John Ellis
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foods, you might not have the right biota 
to digest healthy foods. Ellis points out 
that there are 2,500 species of microbes 
in our guts, but we are probably missing 
around 500 species that have gone ex-
tinct. The missing microbes have a rip-
ple effect where other organisms depend 
on them for their own nutrition and so 
are also in short supply. These microbes 
might still be found in aboriginal popula-
tions and recovered through fecal trans-
plants.

Another impediment to getting the 
benefits of fresh leafy greens might lie 
within the greens themselves. Endo-
crinologist, Dr. Zach Bush, had recom-
mended a green vegetable-rich diet to 
his clients in rural Virginia. He was sur-
prised to see that they were still getting 
sick. Looking into it he found that gly-
phosate (Roundup) had been taken up 
by vegetables after it got into the water 
and air. It acts as an antibiotic. Besides 
destroying bacteria in your gut, it opens 

up holes in your gut membrane. “Your 
gut membrane is the largest barrier to the 
outside world: it covers two tennis courts 
in surface area and is the thickness of half 
of the width of a human hair.” The injury 
that Roundup does to your guts “starts 
to activate the immune system, and we 
become reactive to our foods. So, we de-
velop allergies of all sorts, pollen allergies 
and environmental allergies, but also all 
the food allergies that have become so 
prevalent in our children today,” (Dr. 
Zach Bush on Salon.com). This mem-
brane is the real front line of the gut war.

Luckily the battle is not necessarily 
lost. Nature has a way of balancing the 
biome if you are only exposed to more 
of it. Dr. Bush says, “The microbiome we 
breathe will ultimately populate our gut 
through different mechanisms. Touch it. 
Consume it through fermented foods.” 
He advocates getting out in nature as 
much as possible, walking barefoot, go-
ing to the mountains and the ocean.

John Ellis realizes that people who have 
not been eating celery, cabbage, broccoli, 
kale and asparagus regularly don’t digest 
it well. These foods just seem to cause 
flatulence for them. To build up the mi-
crobes that will help digest these greens 
he suggests overcooking them at first, 
like you would cook baby food. Over 
time, cook them less and the bacteria and 
other microbes in your gut will adapt.

That part of Ellis’s recommendations 
reminded me of some advice Randy 
Greenland gave to the workers at a log 
mill where I once worked while we sat 
around a fire in the yard eating lunch. 
He talked about a really healthy horse 
he had. After a ride, when its saddle was 
taken off it would roll on its back, jump 
up to its feet and fart loudly. The adage 
he related was, “A fartin’ horse will never 
tire. A fartin’ man’s the man to hire.”

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

Down to Earth
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By Karen Giebel
It began softly and stealthily with mi-

croscopic tentacles slowly but pervasive-
ly twisting and turning like tiny hair-
thin worms. “IT” grew and continues to 
grow, spreading those tentacles further 
and further around the world. “IT,” of 
course being COVID-19. Then BAM! 
Just like that we were in lockdown and 
life changed. So, how y’all doing?

This is not meant to be a political state-
ment, but rather a passage on how “IT” 
has affected me, my loved ones, and may-
be you.

Being a retired registered nurse, I paid 
close attention to the track of the virus 
itself, not the political agenda. Who said 
what, did what, where or when is of abso-
lutely no consequence to me. I just want 
people, you all, my family, my fellow 
health care providers, my friends and 
community, to be safe.   

Our first grandson, Jack, celebrated 
his first birthday March 31. The planets 
had aligned for us to be there. We had a 
house sitter, no one was ill and Otto, my 
15-year-old-dog who has a lung tumor, 
was doing well, so we were heading out. 
We could not wait to snuggle that chubby 
little love bug! 

They live in Nevada so seeing the kids 
and Jack is a rare treat for us. This birth-
day was special to my hockey-playing, 
hockey-loving husband who raised two 
hockey-playing sons and had driven to 
Canada to buy Jack his first pair of hock-
ey skates. He was going to be so excited 
to see his son’s face when they opened 
up the box containing those little skates. 
His son is spearheading the movement 
to build an ice skating arena where they 
live. 

We mailed the skates. 
Modern technology is fabulous and 

the kids set up a Zoom online event and 
the whole family was able to be there vir-
tually interacting as Jack smeared choc-
olate cake all over his face. The look of 
absolute bliss on his face while eating 
that cake was priceless. We are thankful 
to have shared that moment.

For years I have wanted to see the 
musical Jersey Boys. Having grown up 

listening to and loving the music of 
Frankie Valli and the Four Seasons I was 
so excited! We had tickets for the April 
4 performance in Spokane. But it’s all 
good. We did not want to be in a large 
crowd just for entertainment. We’d be 
worrying about the contagion and that’s 
not fun. I’ve waited this long to see Jersey 
Boys and so waiting a few more months 
is nothing. I am thankful the show was 
postponed.

Being a retired nurse means I am no 
longer on the frontlines of medical care, 
but I still needed to do my bit to help 
fellow nurses and other healthcare pro-
viders. My hubby bought me the sewing 
machine of my dreams for Christmas. 
Rather risky as a gift, because I de-
stroyed the prior two sewing machines. 
This one, however, I’ve put to good use. 
So far, I have sewn upwards of one hun-
dred masks. Many have gone to our local 
hospital but I have also mailed masks to 
Massachusetts, Pennsylvania, Georgia, 
Minnesota, Alabama and Colorado. 

Local folks have given me material, 
elastic and bias tape so I can continue my 
“war effort” against this virus. Former 
co-workers have emailed and said how 
desperate they are for masks and could 
I please help them. Their pleas have 
moved me to tears. I am thankful to be 
able, in some small but meaningful way, 
to help them.

We grow our own fruits and vegetables. 
It’s a lot of work for a couple of retirees 
who’d rather be golfing and traveling, but 
we feel a need to provide for ourselves as 
best we are able. Also, there is something 
soul-satisfying in growing your own 
food. It’s even more work during summer 
and fall for us to can and freeze the prod-
uct of our labor. But our shelves are full 
of good nutritious food and we do not 
have to worry about a lack of supplies in 
the stores, nor about going to a store and 
potentially being exposed to the virus. 
We also know we have enough to share if 
needed. I am now thankful that we work 
so hard to provide for our needs. 

Prior to moving here in 2011, my 
spouse raised chickens for home use. He 

keeps saying he wants chickens again but 
his hobbies have a very strange way of 
becoming my responsibility (can you re-
late?). This year, I finally relented, know-
ing we can provide our own eggs and, if 
needed, chicken dinner if this quarantine 
is extended. We are now the proud own-
ers of ten Blue Andalusian chicks. 

Of course this meant a chicken coop 
had to be constructed. My husband spent 
hours and hours designing the coop – 
deluxe living accommodations for his la-
dies. He spent weeks cutting wood, fram-
ing, building walls, installing a window 
and every other task involved in con-
structing his super-duper chicken house. 
This has been a blessing for us. Working 
so hard has taken his mind off the state 
of the economy, our dwindling retire-
ment income and concern for the future 
in general. Plus, he knows he is doing 
something to help us. I am thankful he is 
challenging both himself and his talents. 

We are not people who dine out or or-
der takeout meals. I prefer to do my own 
cooking and baking. In fact, both are 
favorite hobbies. I have even published 
my own cookbook. Being at home has 
allowed me to practice my bread-baking 
skill, which was never one of my greater 
talents. Let me tell you I am turning out 
some fabuloso sourdough breads here! 
Because I am perfecting my skills – or 
attempting to anyway – I have an over-
abundance of bread. We have an elderly 
neighbor and her son who are happy to 
share in our abundance. I am thankful 
for time at home to work on favorite 
hobbies. 

I wear my hair short and every six 
weeks I go for a cut and color. When we 
went into quarantine, I was already due 
for the hairdresser. My husband likes 
his hair short, very short. Right now he 
looks like Grizzly Adams and I look like I 
stuck my finger in a light socket. I bought 
some hair color online and Dan offered 
to color my hair. I wasn’t convinced he 
was being sweet, because he has a wick-
ed sense of humor and I truly was wor-
ried that he’d give my hair polka dots or 

We Are Thankful

Continued next page...
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skunk stripes. Plus, he kept teasing me 
about doing just that! But, bless his heart, 
he took his job seriously and my roots are 
good for another few weeks.  

Everybody’s experiences during this 
trying time will be different. Some will be 
difficult, some scary. But I hope that most 
of our experiences will be inconvenient 
at worst, some even amusing. I trust that 
we will adapt to this new normal, what-
ever it may be, as time goes on. One thing 

for sure, we will all have stories to tell for 
years to come! So, bless us all. Stay hope-
ful and kind and we will get through this 
together.

Karen Giebel blogs about life and food at 
www.thejourneygirl.com up in the back of 
the beyond in Ferry County, Washington.

We are living in extraordinary times. Whether it be political divi-
siveness, economic fears, or the latest virus attack on our daily lives, 
it seems to me life has become less stable and filled with uncertainty. 
Just this morning, we learned that a dear friend passed yesterday. 
While it does not appear to be related to the virus, his loss is no 
less devastating to his wife, friends like us, and the community at 
large. He was a good man, caring, and uplifting. He helped others 
and taught us all about options in life we did not even know we 
had. He will be missed.

As I sit thinking about this unexpected loss and the life he led, I 
realize that one of the main strengths I saw in him was the ability to 
honor hope in his and others’ lives. No matter what kind of darkness 
came to draw out our anger and fear, he represented tomorrow and 
the possibilities for better things it would bring. So, as I meditate 
on his life and what it meant, I begin to think of the things I hope 
for in my life, in my community, and for everyone in the world.

Hang on to the Good That is Being Done
First, I really hope we are all able to keep doing the good that is 

being done. Each day, I hear the stories of people who care about 
others: making sure food gets to those who need it, through food 
banks and neighborhood help centers, or directly delivering food 
to the porches of those in need; donating supplies and other items 
to those working on the front lines in our health centers; visiting 
others by phone just to give them the chance to talk through their 
fears while listening to them quietly, and, oh, so many other ways 
people are showing kindness in these hard times.

Returning to Civil Conversation
Anyone who spends time on social media soon learns how vicious 

some people are as they strike out at those who do not agree with 
them. Of course, this is likely fear-driven and just a way to pretend 
they are tough, but it still hurts all of us. One way to deal with it is 
to click on the little dots for each posting on Facebook and choose 
to “hide” that post. But wouldn’t it be wonderful if everyone remem-
bered what it was like when we sat over a cup of coffee or maybe 
lemonade and discussed our differences, politely giving back and 
forth time and listening before speaking. My great hope is that we 
will do more of this in the future as our experiences teach us we are 
not as different as we think.

Remember What Really Matters
Many of us who have led overly busy lives in recent years have 

had a new opportunity to rediscover the things that really matter 
to us – relationships, health, the chance to spend quiet time in our 
gardens or on our porch, our hobbies and noncompetitive fun, even 
the art of cooking. Let’s hope when this crisis passes, we will be able 
to continue honoring what really matters rather than returning 
to the blind bustle of a too-driven life, working so hard to secure 
tomorrow that we miss out on living today.

A Love of Nature and the Environment
In the North Columbia region, we are fortunate to have beautiful 

nature at our doorstep. But not all of us take advantage of the great 
outdoors as often as we might. Blame it on that hectic life we feel 
forced to lead, but a few of us carve out a little time each day to get 
outside to enjoy what nature offers, even if it is just on a walk around 
our neighborhood enjoying the sunshine and spring flowers poking 
their heads out of the soil. 

Our current situation spotlights such walks as one of the few 
activities that can be enjoyed by nearly anyone. If walking is a prob-
lem, perhaps just sitting on the porch and watching local critters is 
sufficient. But the main thing is to retain this newfound relationship 
with nature when our lives return to something like normal.

I consider the environment as everyone’s responsibility. We hear 
stories daily about how animals are “reclaiming” the open areas of 
our cities and towns, and how waters are becoming cleaner in places 
like Venice, and how the air over China and big cities in the United 
States is cleaner and so clear that we can see across the horizon to 
things like mountains which have been hidden behind pollution for 
so long we forgot they were there. Can we work to make sure these 
things don’t go away when we return to “normal”? I certainly hope so.

Unending Hope
There are so many things to hope for: peace, understanding, rev-

erence, love for others, and on and on. Hope need not disappear in 
the face of disaster. In fact, it is hope that keeps me going forward, 
reaching for a better future. What do you hope for?

Linda Bond is co-founder and leader of the Inland Northwest 
Writers Guild and Outreach Coordinator at Auntie’s Bookstore in 
Spokane, WA. Write to her at lindathewriter@gmail.com.

Finding Hope in the Midst of Loss
By Linda Bond

Backyard Philosopher
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By Faye Stewart
The information presented in these arti-

cles is based on tradition and personal ex-
perience and is not meant to be in any way 
prescriptive or a substitute for consultation 
with licensed healthcare providers. 

Lung herbs, as with those for the heart, 
are best chosen for tonic attributes. Seri-
ous or acute cardiac and pulmonary con-
ditions call for expert attention. In some 
of the previous articles we’ve touched on 
herbs for coughs, colds, hay fever and such. 
This time the focus will be on deeper re-
spiratory issues and the herbs that address 
them, starting with a remedy I particularly 
appreciate: Inula helenium – elecampane – 
called elf dock in the old days.

Elecampane (the root is the part used) is 
native to Europe, a specific for chronic re-
spiratory ills, pneumonia, whooping cough 
(combined with thyme), tuberculosis and 
bronchitis. It warms and strengthens the 
lungs (also stimulates and tones digestion) 
and promotes expectoration – so it is not 

as useful for dry coughs. Use the cold-in-
fusion method for elecampane roots and 
gently warm it before use or tincture the 
roots – best fresh but okay dried. Take in 
small doses. Elecampane and Echinacea 
team up well together.

Mullein (Verbascum Thapsus), another 
European perennial, is readily found in 
our eastern Washington fields and waste 
grounds. Its leaves are a specific for asthma 
and bronchitis. Mullein dries the respira-
tory passages so, as with elecampane, don’t 
use it for dry coughs. The leaves are best 
prepared fresh or tinctured when fresh. Sip 
up to 6 cups per day of mullein infusion or 
take 25-40 drops of tincture every 4 hours 
during acute respiratory episodes.

Red clover flowers (Trifolium pretense) 
are a specific for spasmodic, dry, irritable 
coughs – also, along with thyme and ele-
campane, for whooping cough. Use fresh 
infusion or tincture made from fresh 
flowers. Red clover additionally promotes 
blood circulation to the capillaries. It is 
soothing for the nerves, mildly laxative, 

and nutritive.
Yarrow, yet another European immi-

grant that has enthusiastically taken root 
on this continent and is common in our 
area, has a wide range of medicinal usages, 
including for lung and bronchial problems. 
Infuse or tincture yarrow’s aerial parts and 
add it to your pulmonary formulas.

When treating dry coughs, combine the 
“specific” with a demulcent like fenugreek 
seeds, slippery elm bk., or licorice rt. For 
wet coughs, combine the specific with an 
astringent such as sage or yarrow. Anise 
seeds and mullein are good additions to 
remedies for which you need expectorants. 
Small, frequent herbal doses are best when 
treating coughs of any kind; chest com-
presses and fomentations also help. 

Lungwort (Pulmonaria officinalis) is 
one of those old-fashioned herbs you don’t 
hear mentioned much these days, but it 
still works as well as its Latin and common 
names suggest (“wort” means herb). The 
leaves are demulcent, expectorant, astrin-
gent, and high in vitamin C. Lungwort is 

Pulmonary Herbs
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especially helpful in cases of upper respi-
ratory catarrh. Its astringency makes it ef-
fective for treating diarrhea – in children, 
particularly – and hemorrhoids. For lung 
conditions this herb partners well with 
coltsfoot, white horehound, and lobelia 
(in small amounts) – a further lineup of 
old-fashioned herbs. Lungwort leaves are 
infused for 10-15 minutes, a cup taken 3 
times daily, or it can be used in tincture. 

Others: Pennyroyal lvs. are good for 
coughs with colds; wood betony for asth-
ma and bronchitis; osha rt. for acute initial 
stages of coughs; eyebright for hay-fever 
coughs; spikenard rt., wild cherry bk., 
hyssop, and Lomatium for flu coughs, and 
coltsfoot for irritable coughs. 

Acute, dry bronchitis may be eased by 
use of immortal (Asclepias Asperula) in 
tincture – it is taken for asthma, also. Its 
cousin, pleurisy root (Asclepias tuberose), 
is also a specific for hot, dry asthmat-
ic coughs. (Neither herb should be used 
during pregnancy.) Grindelia tincture is a 
specific for bronchial asthma or any bron-

Green Medicine
chial disorder characterized by thick, dif-
ficult-to-expel mucus. (Don’t use grindelia 
if there’s underlying kidney disease.) Wild 
cherry bk., marshmallow rt., plantain, 
thyme, Echinacea rt., yerba santa, yerba 
mansa, and peppermint are other sup-
porters to consider for bronchitis combi-
nations. Senega snakeroot is good for sub-
acute, moist coughs; cubeb br. for chronic 
bronchitis with thick mucus, and skunk 
cabbage (tinctured) for spasmodic coughs 
with chest congestion.

A general antispasmodic asthma herb is 
passionflower, which is a muscle relaxant 
also used for neurogenic pain, insomnia 
and agitation. Take in infusion or tincture 
3 times daily but not for extended use. 
Angelica rt. is another antispasmodic for 
coughs. Ginkgo helps with asthma and 
hay fever – the extract is taken 3 times dai-
ly for 6-8 weeks. (Don’t mix ginkgo with 
blood-thinning agents; and don’t use herb-
al steams for asthma or bronchitis until 
you’re sure that the steam itself won’t trig-
ger coughing or wheezing.) 

Reishi mushrooms are pulmonary allies; 
Astragalus can be used as a tonic. Rose-
mary’s volatile oils can prevent constriction 
of airways due to histamine; drink up to 3 
cups/day of infusion or – for adults only – 
add 5-10 drops of rosemary essential oil or 
a pint of rosemary infusion to bath water. 
(Or use in steam if tolerable.) Rosemary’s 
needles should be steeped for 10 minutes.

Licorice rt. (Glycyrrhiza glabra) has ste-
roidal and estrogenic action, thus is not 
taken for more than 6 weeks at a time (and 
is inappropriate during pregnancy and 
lactation or in conjunction with steroidal 
drugs, digitalis, or in the presence of di-
abetic, heart, or liver disease, high blood 
pressure, or edema). As a demulcent, lic-
orice rt. relieves sore throat, congestion, 
coughs, bronchitis and laryngitis. Decoc-
tion dose is a cup 3 times daily; tincture 
dose is 30-60 drops 3 times daily. Roots 
should be dried before preparing.

Faye Stewart has gathered, gardened and 
enjoyed working with herbs for decades. She 
ran a medicinal herb business for 15 years.
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By Doris Patterson
What follows is a remembrance of hav-

ing some privacy for the first time in a 
family of eight siblings in the 1950s.

Our house where I grew up in Mich-
igan had four bedrooms on the second 
floor and a living room, dining room, 
kitchen and bathroom on the first floor. 
Our parent’s bedroom took up a lot of 
space in back of the living room.

Several times our parents rented out 
the smallest room on the second floor, to 
earn much-needed extra income. When 
my oldest siblings moved out, that little 
room at the top of the stairs on the right 
became mine. There was just enough 
room for a single bed, a micro desk with 
one shelf underneath to house books or 
whatever I wanted to put there, and a 
rickety, straight-back chair. 

My small room did not have a clos-
et but there was an undesignated dark 
space at the foot of my bed. I wedged a 
broom handle into that space and hung 

my clothes up. I looped some black ma-
terial through twine and thumbtacked 
it to the walls: I had a closet. I bought 
a table lamp at Kresge’s and sat it on 
my desk. There was a  ceiling light  in 
my room that  I used only in emergen-
cies (i.e., the light bulb in my desk lamp 
burned out).

I painted the walls of my room white 
before moving my things in. Every six 
months or sometimes sooner, I painted 
my room. During my tenure in that be-
loved small room I painted the walls a 
loud canary yellow, dark royal blue, and 
light brown. Back in those days the smell 
of anything freshly painted was almost 
toxic! I opened the window and could 
not go back into my room for hours after 
I painted.

My room on the second floor at 712 
North Avenue was the only one that did 
not have heat. During the winter, when it 
was time to go to bed, I put several blan-

kets on my bed and a heavy green army 
coat that one of my brothers brought 
back from Germany where he had been 
stationed.  Sometimes I was forced to 
leave my bedroom door open so some of 
the warm air from the hall could flow in.

Once in bed under the layers of warm 
covering, I did not move until Mom 
called from the bottom of the stairs, tell-
ing us to get up, get dressed, and come 
downstairs to eat breakfast and get ready 
for school. Those of us who got up right 
away and went downstairs  had dibs on 
our one and only bathroom, and also got 
to pour the cream, at the top of the glass 
milk bottle, over their corn flakes.

My room was ice cold in the winter 
and sweltering hot in the summer. But 
that small room was mine. I remember 
how special it felt to have my own space.

Doris Patterson is a Midwest transplant 
now living in Northport, WA. She has 
been writing for over 40 years.

My Own Room
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In January, when I put in for vacation time the last two weeks 
of March, my plans were quite different from what actually hap-
pened. I always take vacation at the end of March because the 
27th was our anniversary. You know the saying: “Life happens 
while you are making plans.”  Well … world … welcome to life!

Here we go. In March I was informed by my doctor that I am 
in the classification of people on this planet who need to be su-
per careful with this virus going around. So, life happened. I feel 
like I’ve been playing hooky (from my job) for over a month! 
But, this later-in-life hooky sure is different from the high school 
hooky back in the day. 

Are you all keeping track of things getting done around the 
house that have been put off for weeks, months and even years? 
Betchya I’ve got the longest “put off project.” It is so long ago that 
I’ve lost the list that it was on originally when we moved into this 
house in 1983! Move the drain line that is hanging a foot below 
the floor joists. Well, Jerry did. It is now out of sight up between 
the floor joists – after the allotted three trips to the hardware 
store, of course. 

Have a new “toy” that I can’t wait to get outside and play with 
– a chainsaw! My lists keep growing and a lot of projects are get-
ting done (including the wood for winter now). Typical gal’s list 
though – one thing crossed off and another added. Oops.  Sorry 
gals. I forgot that was to be our secret.

Besides working on my lists I have spent time figuring out 
how to have a safe grand-daughter play date using the “six foot 
rule Granny BB!”, as she yells at me with her hand out like the 
police officer’s stop signal. I had forgotten how pretty a bunch 
of bubbles are when in the sunshine and how fun it is to run 
around and pop them. Love listening to JJ laugh at her dog try-
ing to catch and eat all the bubbles. A picnic dinner outside on 
the grass. Watching JJ walk down with mommy to feed her six 
“ladies.” Her “ladies” live in the barn and supply us with six eggs 
a day. Not much out there better than fresh eggs except, maybe, 
watching her collect them. These ladies recently taught her a new 
trick: how to take a dust bath (photo included – her eyebrows are 
actually blonde!). LOL!

I have been going through piles of stuff around the house 
and came across something in a folder marked “inspirational.” 
This is an old e-mail from a high school buddy. He used this 
for some time and I’m wondering if he is still doing it. In the 
morning: “My purpose today is ____________.  I am thank-
ful for _______________.” In the evening: “I am thankful for 
______________. Today I accomplished ________________.” 

I’ve been doing this for about a week and, I don’t know, I may-
be feel a little more grounded, not so out of touch with myself 
in this weird time. But, I’m waiting for the time that we get back 
to the hugging stage of our lives. I mean, my 90-year-old dad 
and his wife (who just went for a CanAm ride), my 4-year-old 
grand-daughter who I warned today was gonna have to put up 

with an hour-long hug, my friend whose dad is really sick, and 
all the people out there that just need a big ole hug. That might 
be even better than farm fresh eggs, I’m thinkin’.

Charles Schulz “Peanuts”… Charlie Brown and Linus sitting:
Worrying won’t stop the bad stuff from happening
It just stops you from enjoying the good
If you need to go downtown for anything – give everybody you 

see a big smile. Even if you are wearing a face mask, the smile can 
be seen in your eyes. When they smile back at you, your day will 
brighten up cuz you will know that you have helped make their 
day a little brighter.

By Becky Dubell

Family Ties
Is This a Vacation?
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