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Over 50 Baskets on display for the entire 
season, many from the 1800’s on loan from 

Colville Confederated Tribal Museum 

KFHC is located north of Kettle Falls just off Hwy 395                     
turn right on the St. Paul’s Mission Road – Watch for the signs! 

Kettle Falls 

Ready to answer all of your questions! 

Our 2017 Season starts May 15th through Sept. 30th  

A Must See 
Exhibit!! 

Mark your Calendar & Join in the FUN!! 
Refreshments will be provided! 

Live Demonstrations by Five          
Native American Basket Weavers 

 Historical Center 

Season Opening Celebration 
Saturday, May 20th from 11 to 5   

  

Pictured from Left to Right: Millie Wolf (Starbrites), Mistie Wolff (Shooting Stars), Kylee Dyar (Silver Stars), 
Kaya Herdle (Platinum Stars), Kinzie Moss (Diamond Stars). Not pictured: Amy Haueisen (Starlets).

Recognizing Our MARCH 
GYMNASTS OF THE MONTH

509-685-0299

KIPS Gymnastics is a fun and beneficial 
exercise program for any child ages 2 and up. 

ASK ABOUT CLASSES AND BIRTHDAY PARTIES!

kipsgymnastics.net  •  kipsgym@gmail.com

Dave Jones • (509) 675-1816
davejones@windermere.com

Windermere Colville

Still Hanging
Looking For Real Estate? 
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By Christine Wilson
Who’s Running Your Life?

Do you believe most things happen to you 
by luck? Do you suppose people get the respect 
they deserve? Do you think bad things happen 
to you because people just don’t like you? Do 
you think that if you make plans, there is a good 
chance they’ll work out? Does being involved in 
local or federal politics make a difference? Are 
your experiences the result of your own doing 
or random outcomes of something beyond 
your control?

Julian Rotter, an American psychologist, 
published an article about locus of control in 
1966. He created a scale ranging from complete 
self-mastery, which he called an internal locus 
of control, to complete powerlessness, which he 
called an external locus of control. He wanted to 
measure the extent to which people believed they 
were in command or that things just happened 
to them, either randomly or perhaps by the 
nefarious intentions of other people. 

By the time I was in graduate school in the 
late 1970s, it was a much-discussed topic, to 

Dr. Rotter’s surprise. We budding therapists 
discussed his scale at great length and vowed 
to use it as an assessment tool once we became 
therapists. Years passed and, in the rough and 
tumble world of therapeutic reality, other forms 
of assessment took precedent. 

Now, many of us are dusting off our old score 
sheets. References to locus of control are again 
showing up in the literature. At the same time, 
research has just been published reflecting that 
since 2007 the U.S. dropped by eleven countries 
in the measurement of collective national hap-
piness. Although I have not read any articles 
linking the two, I believe there is a relationship. 
The Chinese, for example, are not any happier 
than they were 25 years ago, despite the increase 
in their personal wealth. Apparently, money can’t 
buy happiness, just like my father used to tell me. 

I am guessing that what can buy happiness, 
or at least create an atmosphere conducive to 
the genuine thing, involves a relatively internal 
locus of control. I say relatively because if one 

is completely internal in locus of control, there 
is a pesky little problem I call “the Popeye syn-
drome.” “I AM WHAT I AM,” you might say, 
while all those around you are forced to adapt to 
your excessively internalized focus. The Popeye 
person will be frustrated because no one else 
is reading the script correctly and their Olive 
Oyls are frustrated because continuous adapting 
to someone else’s script can get a little old. An 
internal locus of control ought to be just close 
enough to that end of the continuum to inspire 
determination and trust in one’s proficiency 
while still allowing for input. 

An internal anchor creates the energy to 
initiate satisfying activities and, often, the stal-
wart willingness to keep trying. I read an article 
years ago about the nouveau riche and one of 
the millionaires said that he kept losing money 
and then making it again. What separated him 
from others, he said, was that losing it did not 
create a sense of defeat. He just dusted himself 
off and got back into creating his next business. 

RIVERWOOD
AT LAKE ROOSEVELT

509-850-0873
 7 RIVERWOOD CIRCLE 

KETTLE FALLS WA

BED AND BREAKFAST
WEDDINGS ~ EVENTS

HUNTERS & FISHERS WELCOME

NOW TAKING RESERVATIONS ONLINE
RIVERWOODBNB.COM 

 FACEBOOK.COM/RIVERWOODATLAKEROOSEVELT
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Random Acts of Community

2017

Saturday, Sunday, & Monday
May 27, 28, & 29 - Noon to 5:00

Admission Free

The Healthiest Wines on the Planet!The Healthiest Wines on the Planet!

His internal locus of control worked pretty well 
for him, and was linked to optimism. The same 
can be true in any aspect of our life: health, love, 
money, parenting, you name it. 

An external locus of control, on the other 
hand, is associated with the misery of hopeless-
ness. What’s the point of trying, a person with 
an external locus of control might say, while 
collapsing into despair. Unfortunately, that 
external locus of control also tends to include 
complaining about the other people who are 
not fixing things. The songwriters of the Eagles’ 
“Already Gone” communicate that external locus 
of control with: “Oftentimes it happens that we 
live our lives in chains, and we never even know 
we have the key.” The Buddhists say the way out 
of suffering is accepting reality and working your 
way out of discomfort from there.

Living an external locus of control can seem 
easier, of course. We can wish a doctor would 
just give us a pill to make the pain go away. We 
can complain about a politician and never speak 
our mind to them or even vote, for that matter. 
We can go on and on about our community not 
being what we want and do nothing to improve it. 

With an external locus of control, there is the 
freedom of complaining on social media, sitting 

around being sad and miserable, and wishing 
for a rescuer. An internal locus of control takes 
energy. The doctor’s pill might work better if 
we exercised, ate healthier food, or went out 
into nature. People who take control of their 
lives sometimes figure out that a doctor’s pill is 
eventually unnecessary. The politicians may or 
may not change their positions, but we can gather 
ourselves up a group of like-minded citizens and 
put our citizenship to work. We can go to local 
meetings, join organizations, clean up the streets 

ourselves, or constructively focus on whatever 
else is our own worst pet peeve. 

There is a reason it is called the road less 
traveled. Not only does it require more energy 
in the first place, but sustaining that energy is a 
lot of work. Working on shifting into an internal 
locus of control is good work. Your happiness 
may depend on it.

Christine Wilson is a psychotherapist in private 
practice in Colville and can be reached at chris-
tineallenewilson@gmail.com or 509-690-0715.
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I want to share this moment with you before 
its fragrance passes into oblivion, swept away 
in the files of memory marked “awesome one-
of-a-kind moments” that lie dormant, covered 
in the clutter of the everydayness of life’s urgen-
cies. 

I walked in, down the hallway to my kitch-
en, my jumbled thoughts tackling one anoth-
er for preeminence. I ignored the bleep of my 
answering machine and trudged on into the 
house, laying down my burdens, then retracing 
my steps to listen to the messages.  

Message 1: A recruiter from the east coast 
hopes to entice me to work in Maine. I delete 
it. Message 2: A young woman’s sobbing voice 
asks me to call her. I shake my head, quickly 
discarding any notion of responsibility for her 
situation. She messed up. I don’t know her. She 
got my number from somewhere. Message 3: 
It’s the sobbing woman again. She is trying to 
reach someone else, but she is so distraught 
that she accidentally called me again. 

I take a deep breath, then walk to the liv-
ing room and sit down in the center of the tan 
couch with brown stripes in my comfortable 
house with pillars and picture windows and 
water displays with koi and a marble covered 
fireplace that my wife designed. I lay my head 
back and look out at the universe, and these 
thoughts come to my mind. 

My day has been three parts fire and two 
parts water. First came the fire. I interviewed 
three homeless people who have applied for 
tiny homes. I asked them tough questions. 
How long have they been homeless? Are they 
from this area? How would their lives be dif-
ferent if they had a tiny house? What illnesses 
have they suffered from? What barriers have 
they encountered trying to get housing? Do 
they have children, pets, jobs, income, support? 
Do they have land to park a tiny home on? Can 
they make payments? Are they willing to part-
ner with us? Where are they living now?

A 50-year-old man with two adult children 

  By Dr. Barry Bacon, MD
The Phone Message and a criminal background has been trying for 

six years to get into housing, but every door is 
shut to him because of his crime. Might as well 
have been a life sentence. He breaks down in 
tears when I ask him how a tiny home would 
change his life. He sleeps sometimes in his 
rented storage unit, but no one can know, or 
he would lose it.

A 25-year-old woman with three children 
is living in the back of a truck on her mom’s 
property. There is no heat and no running wa-
ter. They are cold every night.

A 35-year-old man with one child and a 
mental illness lives in a car in a friend’s drive-
way.  

All of them have lived in Colville for years. 
All were born here. All of them are invisible to 
most of us. All of them have felt the scorn of 
some of us. I cannot help but be overwhelmed 
by the human condition.

Then I spent a couple of hours doing proce-
dures in the office. I had expected one of the 
family medicine residents to come and help 
with those, but the resident was called, un-
derstandably, to help with that bus vs. logging 
truck accident, so I proceeded alone.  

A phone interview with a professional who 
thinks I am an absolute dweeb. Probably right.

Then, the water – cool, refreshing, on a 
sweltering summer day, the likes of which we 
have not seen for some months in northeast 
Washington. I had a conference call with Rob 
McCann and Brian Ropp of Catholic Charities, 
and my friend Avrum Baum. A wonderful, 
visionary discussion of Hope Street buildings 
and multi-use structures, and warming centers 
and restoration of human beings, and integra-
tion of people who are living without shelter 
into our community, and business strategies 
and partnerships and financing, and engaging 
young people in jobs that matter, and prevent-
ing homelessness, and why it all matters. 

Avrum was telling of his passion to provide 
opportunities to young people, to make a dif-
ference for them, to change this corner of the 
globe for the better, and his voice was breaking 
as he spoke of gratitude and grace. I looked at 
him and I saw him differently. He is not just a 
businessman. Yes, he is disguised as a business-
man, a real estate developer. But he is much 
more than that. He is a visionary humanitarian. 
He speaks from his soul.  

I listened to Brian and Rob speak animatedly 
about how all of this could work together, and 
who we should talk to, and strategies and loca-
tions and possibilities, and I am overwhelmed, 
not by the complexities or costs, but by the pos-
sibilities. I am amazed by their faith and their 
vision. I see them differently now. Yes, they are 
disguised as CEOs and managers and directors 
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of things, but that is not who they are. They are 
compassionate human beings with minds that 
grasp what seems from the ground level to be 
impossible.

Our collective thoughts have morphed into 
a beautiful building to house businesses and 
apartments needed to provide revenue for 
Hope Street. Our partners are Catholic Char-
ities, NEW Alliance, Rural Resources, Com-
munity Partners in Mental Health, Tri-Coun-
ty Community Health Fund, Habitat for 
Humanity, Colville Food Bank, the City of 
Colville, Tri-County Builders’ Association, 
Colville Warming Center and more. Individ-
uals, churches and businesses are joining us. 
The strength of these ideas is growing and the 
effects of what we will build together, I am con-
vinced, will ripple out to other communities in 
our region. I am delighted to know such men 
and women as those who make up Hope Street 
and its partners. We will roll out our plans over 
the next weeks and find our way forward.  

I stopped by the nursing home for a few min-
utes to see one of my loveliest patients, then 
drove home. It came to my mind that for many, 
this is the holiest of seasons. It is the Passover, a 
time to remember deliverance for those of the 

Jewish faith. It is Easter, a time to remember 
redemption for those of many Christian faiths. 
It is a time to remember that we are eternally 
loved, and that we have received grace.

Which is why, as I sit on my tan couch with 
brown stripes in my beautiful home with the 
water splashing in the background, I hold a 
phone in my hand and I call the number left 
by the weeping stranger on my answering ma-
chine. Because I have a chance to do what I 
love most about my work, to restore humanity, 
dignity, redemption to another human being, 
in this case, someone whom I have never met.  

She begins to speak and she tells me who she 
is. Then she begins to weep. “I’m so ashamed, 
Dr. Bacon. I am so sorry. I feel like I have let 
you down, like I have let everyone down. I had 
a trigger and I thought I could handle it, but I 
couldn’t.“

I explain that I can’t fix this situation. There 
are consequences to her choices, and, unfor-
tunately, those consequences will have to play 
out. “But,” I went on, “I want you to know 
something. I don’t believe this is the end of 
your story. Not at all. Your life will be beautiful. 
You will do something good with your life.” I 
can hear her choppy, staccato breathing relax. 

She is hearing my words. They are bringing 
healing to her, one human being to another.

“Your life matters to me,” I explain. “You 
have been given another chance. You can start 
again, you can do it today. I’m glad you called 
so that I could talk to you. You will have a 
chance someday to tell me the rest of your sto-
ry. I will be cheering for you.”

“Thanks Dr. Bacon. It means a lot. Maybe I 
can call you in 30 days. My life will be different. 
I mean it.” 

I hang up, lay my head back and let this mo-
ment overwhelm me.

I remember my friend Avrum saying how 
incredibly grateful he is for what he has been 
given a chance to do, to try to make this part of 
the world a better place. Then he couldn’t speak 
after that. Perhaps that is the point. There are 
not words enough to express to you the grat-
itude that I feel, arms stretched out on my 
couch, head laid back, looking out at the stars, 
overwhelmed that I can live such a life. This 
moment is too spectacular for words.

Barry Bacon is a family doctor in Colville who spe-
cializes in full spectrum family medicine and works 
on health disparities in local communities and in Af-
rica, and teaches family medicine in those locations.

R-RATE
PLUMBING & HEATING

Hours:  Mon - Fri  8 - 5    Saturday  9 - 12
284 W. 1st • Colville •509-684-1605

Sales 
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Heavy Duty Stove
for 

Heavy Duty 
Heating

Heats 2,000 sq. ft.
23 inch wood.

40 hr+ burn time.
Incredible 82.5% 

efficiency.
Thermostat 
controlled.
#1 Cleanest

Burning Stove! Blaze King ®
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You’ll love your new wood or gas

stove!

Spring Into a New 
Blaze King Stove

Driveway Gravel
Landscape Rock

Septic Tanks & Supplies

1175 E 3rd Colville
509-684-2534  •  509-935-6037

Concrete

Ready Mix ◆ Sand ◆ Gravel ◆ Rebar ◆ Well Tile ◆ Drain Gravel

www.ColvilleValleyConcrete.com

Life Matters
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We are on my stoic camper van La Tortue’s 
final run north, from Spokane to the interna-
tional boundary. It’s spring … or trying to be. 

Dellie, my four-footed traveling companion, 
and I leave the Spokane Indian reservation, 
following Highway 25 as it swoops close to the 
Roosevelt Reservoir, an asphalt path rippling 
north past the communities of Fruitland and 
Cedonia, Gifford and Rice. These last two are 
only the remains of settlements flooded out by 
Grand Coulee Dam and moved above the high 
water mark. Other communities that no longer 
appear on the map include Peach, Gerome 
and Harvy.  Places that have been erased and 
forgotten. 

Dellie sits on the floor behind the driver’s 
seat with her well-practiced traveling gaze. For 
nearly 10,000 miles, she has been seated like 
a sphinx at the back of the van, staring at the 
side-wall, since there has been no window at her 
level to give her visual passage into the world 
through which we have traveled. I know I have 
demanded much of this dear old dog during my 

year-plus of wandering. A more manageable 
scale for a coyote might have been a lope from 
Spokane to Davenport, or Kettle Falls to Daisy 
– not the gaping, four-sided chunk of western 
North America I marked out in my desire to 
understand a scattering of rainforests. 

In the van, the world has moved too fast 
for her, leaping along too many miles at once, 
through too many places, too many scented 
geographies that seemed to offer no loop back 
to familiarity. I know it has been difficult. We 
drive north until Highway 25 comes to High-
way 395 and then we turn west and cross the 
reservoir on the bridge over Kettle Falls, where 
the only sign of the water’s once audible beauty 
is the tribal gas station named Noisy Waters, to 
commemorate Kettle Falls. Sxwenitkw. Water 
that makes a big noise. But no longer.

A little farther upstream, 395 forks off from 
the Columbia to follow the Kettle River, flow-
ing south out of Canada in its own valley. We 
connect now with this river that the Sinixt call 
nehoilpitku. We will continue upstream until 

By Eileen Delehanty Pearkes
Coyote Mind

we arrive at Laurier border crossing, where we 
will meet up with La Tortue’s new owners. No 
known translation of nehoilpitku exists, at least 
one that has survived colonization by European 
and American settlers. While there have been 
larger losses than the translation of this one 
word for one minor river, I dwell on the mystery 
of its meaning as we move against the cobbled 
current. Nehoilpitku. Why can’t we still know 
what that means?  

To the right and east across the river rise the 
gentle swells of Kelly Hill, where many Sinixt 
people once congregated and lived near the Pia 
Mission, after the establishment of the interna-
tional boundary. When the U.S. government 
pressed the tribe to sell the “north half ” of the 
reservation around Kelly Hill and release it to 
settlement, many of these Lakes people moved 
within the new boundaries of the reservation 
south of Kettle Falls. Some took buy-outs in 
the form of allotments. It was about that time 
that the meaning of nehoilpitku dissolved into 
the waters of cultural change. Today, the Pia 

North of the Border

NORM’S AUTO REPAIR
SERVICE MENU

OIL LEAK DIAGNOSIS
TIMING BELT REPLACEMENT
SEAL & GASKET SERVICE

ENGINE SERVICES
EXHAUST SERVICE

CATALYTIC CONVERTER

INSPECTION & DIAGNOSIS
DISC & DRUM SERVICE

ABS DIAGNOSIS & REPAIR
BRAKE FLUID SERVICE

MASTER CYLINDERS
AIR BAG SERVICE

OIL & FILTER CHANGE
30, 60, 90K MAINTENANCE
TRANSMISSION SERVICE

TIRE ROTATION
BATTERY SERVICE

WIPER & WASHER SERVICE

DRIVABILITY DIAGNOSIS
FUEL INJECTION SERVICE
MAINTENANCE TUNE-UP
COMPUTER DIAGNOSIS
STARTING & CHARGING

ELECTRICAL WIRING

LEAK DIAGNOSIS
WATER PUMPS & RADIATORS

BELTS & HOSES SERVICE
COOLING SYSTEM FLUSH

A/C SYSTEM SERVICE
HEATER & THERMOSTAT

SHOCKS & STRUTS
STEERING COMPONENTS
CV BOOT & FRONT AXLES
TRANSMISSION & CLUTCH
RACK & PINION SERVICE
DRIVE SHAFT REPAIRS

“Our Technicians are Qualified and Trained to Perform Services on Domestic and Most Popular Foreign Cars.”

CAR CARE SERVICE ENGINE / EXHAUST SERVICESUSPENSION SERVICECOOL / COMFORT SERVICEENGINE PERFORMANCEBRAKE SYSTEM SERVICE

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

www.norms-auto.com

24 month/24,000 mile nationwide 
warranty on most repairs!
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Mission graveyard is speckled with 
many Sinixt family burials. Kelly 
Hill holds but a faint place in the 
region’s history. 

When we pull over near Orient 
to rest beside the river, Dellie leaps 
eagerly from the van and trots imme-
diately to a large puddle, where she 
takes a long drink from the muddy 
water. I try to explain to her that the 
clear water of nehoilpitku flows past 
us just a few feet down the bank. 
Surely she would prefer this. But, no. 
She wants to drink from the puddle.

Years ago, someone told me about 
a Coyote’s Breakfast. It is a drink of 
water and a look around. There are 
more vulgar versions than this one, 
but I like it. I have seen Dellie drink 
her breakfast so many times. She 
seems most like the coyote that is 
half her birthright when we are on 
a walk and she encounters water. 
First, she moves right to its edge. I 
suppose she sniffs it, but it happens 
so fast, I usually miss the appraisal. 
After that, she always takes a drink, 
sometimes a long one. And then she 
takes a look around. I’ve watched her drink from 
muddy draws, creeks, puddles, wetlands and the 
edge of lakes. Anything, it seems, to avoid a trip 
to a water bowl filled from the tap. 

The more I have traveled with her, the more I 
have grown to appreciate this tendency to choose 
water grounded in place, rather than water 
from an abstract tap or a plastic bucket. I would 
imagine that her Coyote’s Breakfast smells rich 
and inviting, that it tastes of a particular place 
in a way that I could never dream to experience.

Dellie has a quiet way of walking, during 
which she sniffs with a studied sort of wonder. 
As we stand beside the Kettle River, I watch her 
and suspect that her nose engages in an activity 
as close to reading as a dog might ever get. She 

examines and explores and memorizes scents 
just as I scan columns and pages of text. She 
seems to be remembering, and her memories 
are entirely linked to the land. I do this too, 
sometimes, when I take note of a soap-berry 
bush encountered on a walk whose bitter-sweet 
fruit I will want to harvest when summer is 
hot. Or when I smell rain arriving on the wind.  

The poet Gary Snyder writes about what 
he calls Coyote-Mind, the ability to see both 
sides of an argument, to listen and understand 
from some sort of twinned perspective. This 
is the gift my faithful dog has given to me. To 
perceive the land through her nose, and with 
her loping pace.

A night or two after I turn La Tortue over to the 

expectant new owners, I wake in the pre-dawn 
with a powerful thirst for cool, star-lit air. Dellie 
and I step outside, under the glow of the waning 
moon. As I stroke her forehead, it seems to me 
that the bones are more prominent than they 
were a few years ago. Her eyes are clouded by 
cataracts now; she has lost one of her fearsome 
canines and most of her molars. She is old. Our 
journey in La Tortue is over. We have resumed 
local wanderings. Dellie is grateful. I am, too.

Eileen Delehanty Pearkes lives in Nelson, B.C. 
Her new book on the Columbia River Treaty, A 
River Captured, was recently released by Rocky 
Mountain Books. For more of her explorations of 
the western landscape, visit www.edpearkes.com. 
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NATURALS & MORE

SYLVIA ALLEN, C.H., M.H., C.N.
Finest Quality Vitamins & Herbals

Homeopathics • Aromatherapy
Jewelry • Stones

                Mail Orders Welcome
              10 % off for cash!

Hours: Tues, Wed, & Fri, 9:15 - 5:30
509-935-4388 • 1-877-935-2633

110 S. Main, Chewelah, WA 99109 524 S Main   Colville   509-684-1420

PERFECT FOR MOTHER'S DAY!    
Ladies Spa Party ~ May 20, starting at 10 am

Three 20 Min. Spa Treatments
Appetizers * Refreshments * Giveaways
Tickets: $95 (non-refundable - space is limited) 
Mani-Pedi with Taylor's Nails: $40

NEW! Dermaplaning Facial - Intro price: $45
~ Gift Certificates Available ~

Mon - Sat •9 to 5:30

490 West 2nd Ave
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The winter of 2016-17 blew in like a throwback 
year for weather fans across our region. We saw 
cold weather, although most had seen colder, and 
pretty good snow, although no one was comparing 
it to the twin winters of 2007-08 and ’08-‘09 that 
collapsed old barns all over the region. The turn of 
the calendar to 2017 brought no prolonged thaw 
or dry spell, so for the most part the landscape 
retained a fresh December look. “This is the way 
winter used to be,” was a comment voiced by 
many old-timers.

In late February through March, snow kept 
falling in the mountains. Spring rains at lower 
elevations led to high-velocity river runs and 
widespread flooding; migrant swans dabbled over 
farmed fields in the Colville Valley, as they often do. 

But in many unfamiliar places, the water 
continued to rise, and remained high long into 
April. Farms between Sprague Lake and the town 
of Sprague became isolated islands. Oozing mud-
slides closed major highways from the Methow to 
Bonners Ferry. Mill Creek separated Colville from 
Kettle Falls for so long that people wondered if 
Spanish Prairie would ever be dry again. 

What perplexed many observers was how the 
spring of 2017 bubbled up more standing water 
than either 2008 or 2009, despite the fact that 
both of those previous winters received much 
heavier snowfalls.

This unusual pattern of runoff also poured 
into Seltice Lake, which some people know only 
as a little round pond on the south side of the 
Spokane Valley just west of Liberty Lake. Around 
15,000 years ago, multiple Ice Age floods roared 
down from Lake Pend Oreille and swept across 
Rathdrum Prairie. Each separate deluge roiled 
across the Spokane River Valley to crash against 
the ancient geologic uplifts of Mica Peak and the 
Dishman Hills, then turned downstream to follow 
the Spokane River west. 

Between the Peak and the Hills, one small 
uplift of metamorphic rock pointed north like a 
protruding finger. The floodwaters scoured out 
today’s Liberty Lake to the east of that rough finger, 
then boiled over its topmost ridge, where back 
eddies settled down as Seltice Lake – quiet, shallow 
waters that stretched across the expansive basin. 

For several thousand years after that, the fertile 
soils of the protected basin supported a thriving 
system of lake and wetland habitat surrounded 
by bunchgrass prairie. The exposed rocky slopes 
above the flats developed into treeless shrub-
steppe habitat, like a little island of the Columbia 
Basin floating beneath the wet forests of Mica 
Peak. In time, the wetland tules, waving bunch-
grass, and roots and berries that abounded in the 
shrub-steppe supported not only a diverse fauna, 
but also bands of the people we now call Coeur 
d’Alene. Tribal elder Felix Aripa said that they 
used to call the seasonal grassland flats around 
the lake s’ltísu’lmww.

When Northwest Company fur traders ap-
peared in the early 1800s and began to move goods 
from Lake Pend Oreille to their Spokane House 
post, some Coeur d’Alene families supplied them 
with deer for food; some trapped beaver and musk-

 By Jack Nisbet
High Water

rat to trade for European manufactured items. 
Others kept to themselves, living off the beaten 
path of a changing world. Jesuit missionaries who 
arrived in the 1840s made further inroads into 
the Coeur d’Alene country, converting several 
key leaders and in time constructing missions at 
Cataldo and DeSmet. 

For tribal people, the decade of the 1850s 
brought turmoil in the form of gold rushes, 
emerging statehood, and disputed treaties that 
culminated in a series of bitter skirmishes with 
the U.S. Army in 1858. 

One moderate Coeur d’Alene leader who 
emerged from the Catholic branch of families 
was young Andrew Seltice (sometimes spelled 
Saltese), who had adapted his version of European 
farming methods to that secluded lake surrounded 
by wetland prairie and uplands in the Spokane 
Valley. There Seltice ran horses and cattle, and 
in time grew grain. 

He became well-known throughout the region 
for hosting an annual feast across the uplands at 
Liberty Lake, serving up to 500 people with the 
bounty of his hard work. In 1865 the Coeur d’Alene 
leader Victor paid tribute to Seltice’s growing 
influence by formally transferring his position 

Seltice Lake restored, April 2017. Photo by Jack Nisbet. 
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Boundaries
to the younger man. 

Coeur d’Alene historians Rodney Frey, Gregory 
E. Smoak and Laura Woodworth-Ney describe 
Andrew Seltice as a new kind of tribal leader, 
one who farmed the land with manufactured 
equipment, dressed in western style, and attended 
Christian church. At the same time, he maintained 
a deep connection with his Coeur d’Alene culture. 

While some other bands and families contin-
ued to live traditionally according to their own 
set of rules, newly-appointed territory, state and 
government administrators kept looking for a 
single tribal voice to represent Coeur d’Alene 
views. Andrew Seltice remained a strong influence 
around his tribe’s far-flung villages, and learned 
how to use the new attributes he had assimilated 
to help negotiate for their sovereignty. For years 
his name appeared in newspapers around Spokane 
as that Coeur d’Alene voice. 

The Coeur d’Alene tribe had not participated in 
Gov. Isaac Stevens’s treaty tours of the early 1850s, 
and although the original boundaries proposed for 
a Coeur d’Alene Reservation in 1873 were much 
larger than those that exist today, the growth of 
Spokane combined with additional gold strikes 
in the 1870s put all their territory at risk. 

As Andrew Seltice fought for the next two 
decades to maintain the integrity of the Coeur 
d’Alene homeland, he also developed a clear vision 
of how things might play out. In time he moved 
his entire farming operation from Seltice Lake 
south to land near the Jesuit mission, within the 
boundaries of the present-day reservation. Those 
boundary lines, formalized in agreements signed 
in 1887 and 1889, involved the loss of large tracts 
all around Coeur d’Alene Lake, including land 
along the Coeur d’Alene and St. Joe Rivers. 

The white families who purchased Andrew 
Seltice’s agricultural lands in the Spokane Valley 
drained most of Seltice Lake to increase the size 
of their fields. Today their descendants, even in 
the face of encroaching suburban development, 
continue to grow hay and grain and run stock. In 
high summer, what is left of Seltice Lake doesn’t 

look much larger than a watering pond. 
The rough finger of metamorphic rock that 

rises above their fields is currently maintained 
as a Spokane County Conservation Futures 
park known as the Saltese Uplands. A popular 
destination for hikers and bikers, the rocky ridge 
provides stunning views of the farmed fields 
around Seltice Lake to the southwest and Liberty 
Lake leading up to Mica Peak to the southeast. 
From up there, the violent pathways of those Ice 
Age Floods remain clearly visible.

Beginning in early March this past year, winter’s 
runoff filled the little pond that used to be Seltice 
Lake until it overran its banks. As spring wore on 
the water kept rising, flooding fence lines, drainage 
canals, access roads, and rows of poplar trees. Soon 
it was lapping into the yards of the farmhouses 
around the basin’s perimeter. The wetland, and 
the quiet but extensive spread of Seltice Lake, 
had been restored to something like the way it 
looked two hundred or two thousand years ago. 

The water had not receded all that much in 
mid-April when the Saltese Uplands began to 
display their annual show of wild blooms. Grass 
widows and buttercups flourished. Sticky currant 
and serviceberry, several kinds of biscuitroots, 
and the fritillary lilies called yellow bells burst 

forth in all their beauty 
On one such spring day a long time ago, as 

Andrew Seltice tracked the rise and fall of the 
lake against his grazing livestock, he would have 
seen those same cultural berry and root flowers 
blooming on the rugged slopes. He would have 
absorbed all of spring’s news, and considered 
what to do with it as both a European farmer and 
a Coeur d’Alene man. He decided to move south, 
to the new reservation, where he staked out new 
fields among rolling Palouse Hills. There, in the 
face of aching loss, he continued to successfully 
nurture the land. Andrew Seltice figured out how 
to live in a drastically changing world.  

Seltice Lake, even in a vastly diminished state, 
has also survived. Once every few years, the lake 
swells back to its original size and shape, filling 
its home basin with the quiet ripples of spring. By 
now the lake has receded back into its summer 
pothole, but it’s only a matter a matter of time 
before it returns again to declare the timeless 
power of high water.

Jack Nisbet’s latest book, Ancient Places, is 
now available in paperback. For a listing of Jack’s 
spring presentations and field trips, visit www.
jacknisbet.com.
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While cycling along Ferry County’s Rail 
Trail north of Curlew recently, I heard a sharp, 
loud, repetitive and shrill bird call. I’m not real 
good with bird calls. Okay, I can tell a hoot owl 
from a Canada goose, but it tapers off fairly 
fast from there. 

I was stopped when the call happened again. 
And then I saw it. Small to medium sized, 
perched on a snag top looking down at me. 
I snapped up the camera and fired off a few 
quick shots. And then it was gone. 

There’s an interesting thing that sometimes 
happens when photographing birds; occasion-
ally I have nothing more than a guess as to what 
I just attempted to capture in the camera. Of 
course the problem is often complicated while 
looking into a bright sky, trying to bring a zoom 
lens to focus and all the while knowing my 
subject is about to disappear. Literally. It was 
only after uploading the images and focusing 
in on the subject that I eliminated my guess of 
having photographed a kestrel. What had been 
in my lens was a more elusive falcon and a first 
for me: Falco columbarius, a merlin. 

Cornell Lab of Ornithology states, “Merlins 
are small, fierce falcons that use surprise attacks 
to bring down small songbirds and shorebirds. 
They are powerful fliers, but you can tell them 
from larger falcons by their rapid wingbeats 
and overall dark tones. Merlin populations 
have largely recovered from twentieth-century 
declines, thanks to a ban on the pesticide DDT 
and their ability to adapt to life around towns 
and cities.”

It was from Catherine the Great, along with 
Mary Queen of Scots and other medieval no-
blewomen, that falconers bestowed upon this 
bird the title of “Lady Hawks.” These women 
sport-hunted skylarks and other small birds 
with the fast and skillful Falco columbarius. The 
name “merlin” originates from esmerillon, the 
old French designation for this species. Merlins 
have also been referred to as “pigeon hawks” 

The Merlin Appears
Article & Photo by J. Foster Fanning

due to their flight pattern appearing somewhat 
pigeon-like. Their species name, columbarius, 
is also a reference to pigeons.

Not only our Columbia Highlands but 
the entire Pacific Northwest, all the way up 
through coastal British Columbia and Alaska, 
is year-round residence for this bird. Of the 
three subspecies of merlins in North America, 
we have the dark-plumaged “black” merlins 
here in the Pacific Northwest. There are also 
“prairie” merlins of northern prairies and aspen 
parklands, and “boreal” or “taiga” merlins of 
northern forests, which have intermediate 
plumage. Six more subspecies live in Eurasia. 
A highly dispersed species of bird. 

These small falcons have a powerful build 
and are broader and stockier than the slightly 
smaller American kestrel. With sharply pointed 
wings, a broad chest, and a medium-length 
tail merlins excel at flight, both in speed and 
maneuverability, which contributes to their 
reputation as fierce, robust predators. Hunting 
mostly birds, typically catching them in mid-
air during high-speed attacks, merlins don’t 
swoop onto prey birds the way most falcons do; 
instead they attack at high speed, horizontally 
or even from below, chasing the prey upward 
until it tires.

They specialize in hunting birds in the 1-2 
ounce range. Common prey includes horned 
lark, house sparrow, Bohemian waxwing, least 
sandpiper, dunlin and some shorebirds. Other 
prey includes large insects such as dragonflies, 
bats caught at cave openings, nestling birds 
and small mammals. An interesting point to 
ornithologists is that merlin pairs have been 
observed teaming up to hunt large flocks of wax-
wings: one merlin flushes the flock by attacking 
from below; the other comes in moments later 
to take advantage of the confusion. 

During the breeding season they are exceed-
ingly territorial in the nest area, aggressively 

chasing potential predators away. They are 
typically monogamous during a single breeding 
season, but a high percentage find new mates 
from year to year. 

It is when courting that the males excel at 
performing remarkable flight displays, includ-
ing spurts of fast, level flight with a side-to-side 
rocking maneuver often followed by deep 
U-shaped dives, and slow, fluttering flights in 
circles or twisted figure-eights – all occurring 
near a perched potential mate. 

Both sexes claim territory by soaring high 
near their nest sites. Males tend to make a slow 
landing next to their mate, keeping their legs 
outstretched, bowing the head, and fanning 
the tail. In such a manner he may bring food 
for the female. Outside the breeding season, 
merlins are usually solitary. However, they 
are sometimes observed migrating in loose 
groups, roosting communally, or spending the 
winter in pairs.

Merlins can be identified by the generally 
dark and streaky overall appearance, although 
their coloration varies geographically and by 
gender. In our highlands they tend toward 
the darker colorations. Adult males are slate 
grey to dark grey; females and immatures are 
browner. The chest is typically streaked and 
the underwings are dark. The dark tail has 
narrow white bands, and the face often lacks a 
prominent malar or “mustache” stripe.

The oldest known merlin was a male who 
was at least 11 years, 11 months old. He was 
banded as an adult in New York in 1982 and 
recovered in New Brunswick, Canada, in 1993.

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. 
His show, “A Walk On The Wild Side” is at the 
Colville TEDD Building through mid-May. Learn 
more at http://fosterfanning.blogspot.com.
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What people have written about the north Columbia region

EAVESDROPS

“Boyds depended on a ferry operation, logging, 
orchards, and farms in its early years. Little but 
the mood remains… Herons, geese, kingfishers, 
coyotes, deer – and empty space – seem to sus-
pend the effects of time and create a balance 
that stirs empathy for people forced to leave this 
place, by treaty or because of a rising reservoir.”

~ Excerpt from Exploring Washington’s Past
               by Ruth Kirk & Carmela Alexander

By Loren Cruden
Curb That Blurt!

As a kid my little brother was an infamous blurter. At the dinner 
table one night, thinking it a riotous witticism, he launched “You, you 
…HUSSY!” at my mother, briefly silencing us all. He had no clue what 
“hussy” meant, of course, having just encountered it in a “Superman” 
comic featuring a dispute between Lois Lane and Lana Lang. My sister 
and I worried about our little brother’s seeming disregard of self-pres-
ervation. A born blurter, his jaunty delivery of “Guess what?” at dinner 
always carried an aura of doom.

By adulthood we are expected to master our blurts, but as old age creeps 
in, the brain censor may again become a less than effective gatekeeper, 
outbursts rushing through like suicide bombers. 

I was once told that the only time people are honest with one another is 
when anger triggers an eruption of feelings. A character in one of Stephen 
Vizinczay’s novels holds that “People only keep secrets until they are at 
a loss for something to say.” Resentful lashing out and default betrayal: 
odd ways in which to glorify frankness. I think transparency is overrat-
ed. Reticence has essential virtues linking it to kindness, trust, privacy, 
and diplomatic restraint, all of which seem out of fashion these days.

At a seminar I was teaching in Minnesota, as the thirty or so attendees 
gradually arrived, a woman sitting next to me struck up a conversation. 
We chatted for a few minutes, then the seminar sponsor called for 
quiet and I was introduced. As I rose to go to the front, the woman I’d 
been passing the time with blurted, “You’re the presenter?!” with such 
incredulity that I had to laugh. Sometimes there’s a liberating pleasure 
in not being what’s expected. 

Animals, too, are known to blurt on occasion: full-body outbursts. 
My cat Taliesin, watching wild turkeys through the sliding doors, made 
his feelings eloquently known with a frustrated blurt into the glass. A 
male grouse once darted out of underbrush along the driveway to display 
at me, doing the whole fanned tail-feathers and get-down circle dance 
before dashing back into the bushes. Whoa, wee dude – curb that blurt!

There are all kinds of blurts. Ones of fear, relief, longing, confession, 
disappointment, glee. When I was cleaning the men’s bathroom at a 
backpackers’ hostel in Scotland, (part of my job, not a perverse urge), I 
startled a man standing at the sink, razor in hand. He asked what I was 
doing in the men’s room, and I joked about it being a sure place to meet 
guys. Instead of laughing, he blurted that he was unbearably depressed, 
thinking of killing himself. We went down to the empty dining room 
to talk. After returning home to the Lowlands he wrote to say he was 
managing a bit better.

In a gift shop on Skye where I worked, a tourist from the States 
perusing postcards blurted to the quiet room at large that “Americans 
are a strong people!” As if in the midst of a stormy argument. It was 
right after 9/11. He sounded terrified. Many of our blurts are provoked 
by internal debate. 

One of my favorite animal blurts happened when my son and I were 
living in a tipi on First Thought Mountain while building our house. 
Along with Gabriel and me, the tipi accommodated our two cats and 
noble dog Flubs – whose formal name was Leo. We called her Flubs 
because her loose canine lips (jowls? muzzle flaps?) “flubbed” when she 
vigorously shook her head.

Unlike our cat Jumpers – single-mindedly dedicated to the pursuit 
of food whether it was cached somewhere, or in a diner’s hands, or on 
the hoof (or, indeed, even edible) – Flubs was well mannered. Nobly 
well mannered. But one morning after we cooked French toast on the 
camp stove, which sat at dog eye level, Flubs was overcome by impulse 

and snatched a leftover piece of our breakfast out of the skillet. Once 
she had it in her mouth though, Flubs was paralyzed by noble remorse. 
What to do? What to do? She stood horrified, a mortified look on her 
face, her flubs incompletely draped over the protruding toast, while 
Gabriel and I stared in amazed hilarity. A classic post-blurt moment.

Experience is rife with fervent wishes to rewind. To retrieve those 
fateful seconds in which irrevocable words or actions occur and lives/
relationships/reputations shatter. Blurt consequences are reminders 
of fallibility. They are also revelatory – and often provide comedic 
entertainment. 

But as I get older and the brain censor goes on walkabout more often, 
deserting her post, I more than ever value the judicious wisdom of silence 
in blurt-prone situations (such as when spectating at sporting events). I 
picture Creature, the Black family’s house elf in the Harry Potter books, 
who skulked around muttering and occasionally blurting highly inap-
propriate remarks. He is my reminder to behave – an anti role model 
– though I still rather like him; not everyone can be a ray of sunshine.

Wandering around the Habitat for Humanity store the other day, I 
overheard a young woman and her father conversing nearby. At first 
I didn’t see them, just heard them. The lovely ease and warmth and 
enjoyment of their relationship were so apparent in their voices: rays 
truly brightening my day. The words hardly mattered. Honest feelings 
reliably emerge through love with far better effect than through anger’s 
fecklessness. 

But blurts sometimes evince their own charm. One that I still savor 
happened in Scotland back in the late ‘90s when I spent half of each 
year on the Isle of Skye and half on First Thought Mountain. Legally, I 
couldn’t stay longer than six months at a time in Scotland without a visa 
– difficult to obtain unless, for instance, some U.K. citizen married me.

I was playing pool at a pub on Skye one spring when two Glaswegian 
factory workers – up on Skye for a spot of hill walking during the May 
Day holiday – bought me a drink. Nice blokes: gallant, funny, unpre-
tentious. We got to talking about my visa woes, my dearth of solutions. 
“I’d marry you,” blurted the shyer of the two men, with breathtaking 
sincerity. What a moment. And he wasn’t even drunk.

Monthly Muse
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Nestled in the mountains north of Colville, 
the Barton farm looks like it has been there for 
decades, a place where time has stood still. The 
farm has indeed been in the Barton family for 
generations, with Dennis purchasing it from 
his grandparents in 1991. He and Angie have 
raised their children Claire, Ellie, Rachael and 
Luke in this idyllic spot.  

This working farm and micro-dairy has all 
the traditional elements. A menagerie of cows, 
pigs, sheep, chickens, horses, goats 
and donkeys. A barn. A silo. Each 
member of the family has a role in 
the care of the farm and its animals 
– feeding, irrigating, milking, plant-
ing, animal health care, gardening, 
haying, fencing, etc.   

That’s where the predictable ends 
and the unexpected begins. The lla-
ma, emus, peacocks, Japanese quail, 
African geese, silkie chickens and 
more, plus the occasional animal 
or bird that Angie is called on to 
nurse back to health, bring to mind 
Dr. Dolittle meets James Herriot.  

While growing up, I was cap-
tivated by a British veterinary 
surgeon who wrote books about his 
adventures during the World War 
II era. Heartwarming, funny, wise 
and sometimes sad stories about 
life’s universal truths. Stories that 
remind you of the miracle of life, 
and the wondrous world we live 
in. These books had me laughing 
out loud and crying within the 
same chapter. 

I first met Angie Barton a few 
years ago and have followed her 
Facebook posts about all the joys 
and struggles of farm life. Honest 
and real stories about a life that is 
a world away from the technology 
and chaos many of us now live and 
work in. My James Herriot child-
hood roots were reawakened, and 
Angie’s accounts of farm life had me 
yearning to capture it through my photographic 
lens. Ever gracious, Angie invited me in. 

My first of several trips was a year ago. That 
is when I met Maggie the baby llama, standing 
right in the Barton family’s living room. Where 
she was living. In the kitchen, a couple of goat 
kids were in a box. Angie and her family carried 
on as if this was a normal thing and I began 
to have an inkling of the great lengths the 
Bartons are willing to go to in caring for their 
animals. They literally welcome ailing animals 
into their home, where they get the TLC they 

need until they are healthy and strong enough 
to live outside.  

After several months in the home and even 
cuddling with the Bartons in a chair during 
football games, Maggie the llama is now thriving 
outside with the other animals. She is affec-
tionate, curious and attentive to all who come 
in contact with her. She shadows me as I walk 
around the farm. Maggie is just one example 
of the impact of the Bartons’ nurturing on the 

creatures entrusted to their care.  
Dogs, ducks, geese and peacocks wander 

freely. The dogs are eager to be a part of any 
activity and accompany the Bartons and visitors 
around the grounds. The geese are very vocal as 
you approach, and are a bit like watchdogs with 
their loud honking when there is new activity 
or they feel threatened.

The brilliant plumage of a peacock, while its 
tail is displayed, is truly spectacular, especially 
when the sunlight hits the vibrant iridescent 
feathers. Behind the tail, strong vertical feath-

A Farm for the Soul
Article & Photos by Joanie Christian

ers support the “train,” which the male rattles 
as part of the breeding/mating ritual. It is like 
listening to an unusual percussion instrument 
from a faraway land. 

The other animals are in fenced areas. As we 
entered the gate, the goats came running. Tails 
wagging, nuzzling up to you, these goats were 
delighted to see us. They love being petted as 
much as a dog or cat does. Angie attributes their 
friendliness to having bottle fed them. More 

than once, two goats pinned me 
between them in an attempt to 
get some cuddling. And they are 
nibblers … they’ll nibble at your 
clothes, watch, shoelaces, nothing 
seems to be off limits. They aren’t 
actually eating or biting … just 
taste testing.

In a separate area, the goat 
kids are playing, jumping and 
head-butting in the sunshine, with 
a few of the newest-born cuddled 
up with a sibling and snoozing un-
der a wooden platform.  Wherever 
Ellie goes, she is surrounded by 
goats large and small. They adore 
her. And she adores them. Ellie 
often jokes that it’s going to take a 
very special young man to get her 
to leave this farm. I’m pretty sure 
she’s not joking.

There are 11 goat kids to date 
during our spring visit, with three 
sets of triplets. One goat is still 
VERY pregnant, with a ginormous 
belly. There is clearly more than 
one kid in the oven. One goat doe 
had triplets early. Two were still-
born, an unfortunate and sad part 
of life on the farm. The third was 
weak and had a broken leg, becom-
ing the latest animal to be moved 
into the farmhouse. Edna’s leg was 
splinted, and her other issues have 
so far been successfully addressed 
with some intensive care. 

Every life has value, and this 
family makes tremendous efforts to save an 
animal if there is a chance it can enjoy a healthy 
life. In Angie’s words, “There’s nothing more 
prevalent on our minds as a farming family 
than the care and comfort of our animals and 
being a good steward of our land.”   

Many of the animals have names. Some are 
family pets, but others are named for practical 
identifying, as in “Are you going to milk But-
tercup or Mittens?” 

Patty the pig is a rust-colored Kunekune 
breed originating from New Zealand. She is just 
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as social as the dogs, and meanders up to visit 
and get some affection. Penelope, a Vietnamese 
potbellied pig, isn’t unfriendly, just more con-
cerned with eating while I’m there. Ellie said 
that while she was recently out of town, her dad 
took over the feeding of Penelope. When she 
returned, Penelope’s belly was dragging on the 
ground. Penelope is now on a diet.  

I’ve brought a dear friend with me, and she is 
delighting in being welcomed and embraced by 
this company of animals. She and Rocky the calf 
play in the sun-drenched meadow, and the joy 
is palpable. A healthcare worker in long-term 
care, she has lost a patient this week. Clearly 
these stolen moments with the curious, playful 

and loving animals soothe and uplift her. The 
adorable goat and sheep babies are a reminder 
of renewal and the circle of life. 

I’m not sure who is happier, the animals or 
the Bartons. What I do know is that I feel very 
privileged to have a window into this extraor-
dinary life. Every time I visit, the Bartons (and 
the animals) greet me like a long-lost friend. 
No pretense. No agendas. Just delight in the 
companionship, and the satisfaction of a life 
well lived. I forget all the craziness that is going 
on in our world, and in the blessings of these 
moments I rediscover my sense of wonder.

I return home smiling. I feel enlightened. Ed-
ucated. Renewed. Humbled. Amazed. Peaceful. 

Content. And grateful.
I close my eyes and vivid visions of the farm 

return. Freshly baked bread cooling on the 
counter. A llama in the living room. Angie caring 
for a sick animal. Claire planting in the garden 
flanked by a long row of blooming lilacs, with 
Old Dominion mountain in the background. 
Ellie surrounded by adoring goats. The ebb and 
flow of life. All is right with the world again, and 
just as it should be.

Joanie Christian, a freelance photographer, has 
lived in the Colville area for more than 40 years 
and is still finding new things to discover. Follow 
some of her adventures at stillwaterpaddling.com. 

Monday-Saturday 9-6

www.colvilledeals.com

Great Reasons to Shop Locally!

Flexible Delivery!
684-9745
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Events
May 3: Colville High School Blood Drive, 10-3, in the 

hall next to the gym. Call 509-991-2418 for more info.

May 4: Tri County Economic Development District 
open house, 3:30-6 pm, to celebrate National Small 
Business Week. Light refreshments, free giveaways, 
meet the staff, tour the facilities. Call 509-684-4571 
for more info.

May 4: Registration due for 15th Annual Northport 
Lions Club Golf Scramble on May 13 at Dominion 
Meadows Golf Course in Colville. Call 509-732-4191 
or email tlmidkiff@gmail.com for info. 

May 5-7: Mountain Mania Mud Sports, Mud Bogs / 
Fri night Karaoke, Sat night $1,000 Pit Challenge and 
live muic by Usual Suspects. 2869 Huffman Rd Valley, 
WA. Call 509-680-7660 for more info. 

May 6: The HUB’S 8th Wine Tasting Gala and auction at 
5 pm. Tickets at Main Street Floral or at the HUB, 231 
W. Elep Ave., Colville.

May 7: Northport Lions Club and the Northport HS 
Volleyball Team host Bingo at the Northport School 
Cafeteria. Doors open at Noon, games begin at 1 pm. 
Early Bird Games, Regular Games, Fast Pick & Black-
out with a $500 Jackpot! Must be 18 to play. 

May 12: Masquerade Ball presented by the Colville 
Volunteer Food & Resource Center. Hors d’oeuvres & 
beverages (no host bar), 5:30-6:30 pm, dinner, danc-
ing and silent auction to follow. Tickets $40 ea / $75 
couple, available at Horizon Credit Union, Washing-
ton Federal and Happy’s Gift Shop, $45 at the door. 
Visit colvillefoodbank.org for more info. 

May 12-13: Fogle Pump & Supply Open House on Hwy 
395, north end of Colville. New building tours, factory 
reps, and free drawings for a flat screen TV, outdoor 
BBQ, $100 gift card, and a SoftMax Water Condition-
er, a $1895 value, and more. BBQ with hamburgers, 
hot dogs, chips and drinks both days,  11-2.

May 13: High Tea in honor of Mothers at 1 pm at the 
HUB, 231 W. Elep Ave., Colville. Call 509-675-1479 
to reserve.

May 13: Northport Raceway Test & Tune Day, 12-6. 
Visit northportinternationalraceway.com for more 
info and the 2017 racing schedule.

May 13: Colville Eagle’s Lodge fundraiser, open at 11, 
auction starts at 1, live music to dance to at 7.

May 14: Mother’s Day.

May 15-21: Washington State Search and Rescue 
Pre-Conference and Conference, Ferry County Fair-
grounds. Visit wasarcon.org for more info. 

May 20: Basketweaving demonstrations by five Native 
American basket weavers at the season opening cel-
ebration of the Kettle Falls Historical Center, 11-5. 
Over 50 baskets, many from the 1800’s, will also be 
on display. Refreshments provided. St. Paul’s Mission 
Rd., just off Hwy 395 north of Kettle Falls.

May 27: Home Brew Tasting Festival, a benefit for 
The Cutter Theatre, 302 Park Street, Metaline 
Falls, WA. $20 for 20 2oz tastings from Savage Bear-
cat Homebrewers. Must be 21 to attend. Call 509-
446-4108 for more info.  

May 29: Memorial Day. 

May 29-Jun 3: Between the Rivers Gathering: Ances-
tral Skills for Self-Sufficiency near Chewelah, WA. 
Visit betweentheriversgathering.com for more info.

Music, Dance, 
Theater & Film
May 5: Open Mic at the Pend Oreille Playhouse, 236 

S Union, Newport, WA, 7 pm. All are welcome to 
share their talents or just listen, Admission $3. Call 
509-447-9900 for more info. 

May 5-6: DANCETASTICKS, Northern Dance The-
atre’s Spring Show, at the Colville HS Auditorium, 
7 pm. Tickets, $10, available at Happy’s Gift Shop 
and at the door. Enjoy a night of jazz, lyrical, tap, 
character, and ballet. Rated G – Good for all ages! 

May 6: May Flower Dance featuring Buckshot, old 
time country and 50’s rock-n-rock, 7-11 pm at the 
Kettle Falls Legion Hall, 1057 Hwy. 395 N. $5 at 
the door, food, soft drinks and snacks available for 
purchase. Hosted by the American Legion Post 146. 

May 13: Guitarist and singer Alex Ashley will play the 
Cutter Theatre, 302 Park Street, Metaline Falls, WA., 
7 pm. Tickets: $12. Call 509-446-4108 for more info 
and to reserve tickets.

May 19-20: McManus in Love, written by Patrick F. 
McManus and starring Tim Behrens, 7:30 pm  at 
the Pend Oreille Playhouse, 236 S Union, Newport, 
WA. Doors open at 6:30 pm on Friday and 6 pm on 
Saturday and beverages will be available for purchase. 
Tickets: $20.  Visit www.pendoreilleplayers.org or 
call 509-447-9900 for tickets ($12) and info.
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CALL HOSTING PARTIES TO CONFIRM LISTING INFO. THE NORTH COLUMBIA MONTHLY 
WILL NOT BE HELD RESPONSIBLE FOR ERRORS OR SCHEDULE CHANGES. 

VISIT NCMONTHLY.COM FOR DAILY LISTING UPDATES OR TO SUBMIT A “WHAT’S HAPPENING” LISTING.

May 5-6: Rossland Light Opera Players 2017 Main-
stage Production: The Reluctant Dragon, a musical 
of monstrous proportions, will play at several school 
locations. Visit www.rlop.ca for schedule details, 
tickets and more. 

May 21: Dances of Universal Peace, 2 - 5 pm at the 
United Church of Christ, 2nd & Maple, Colville. 
Donations appreciated. Potluck following. Call 
509-684-1590 for more info.

Music at Northern Ales, 325 W. 3rd Ave., Kettle 
Falls, northernales.com, 509-738-7382:
6th: Sara Brown, 6-8 pm
11th: Justin Johnson, 6-9 pm
12th: Fire Creek, 7-10 pm
18th: Michael Pickett, 6-8 pm
19th: Open Mic, 7-10 pm
25th: Refugees Unplugged, 6-8 pm
26th: Alex Ashley Band, 7-10 pm

Music at Republic Brewing Company, 
26 Clark Ave., Republic, republicbrew.com, 509-
775-2700. 
12th: Gregory Rawlins, 7-10 pm
21st: Yogoman Burning Band (ticketed con-
cert), 7-10 pm

Music at The Flying Steamshovel, 2003 2nd Ave., 
Rossland, B.C. Visit theflyingsteamshovel.com or 
call 250-362-7323 for more info. 
5th: Cinco de Metal w/ Sack Grabbath, 9 pm
11th: The Eisenhauers w/ Guests, 8 pm
30th: The Pistolwhips w/ John Lee’s Hooker, 9 pm

Free Movie Day at the HUB Senior Center, 231 W. 
Elep, Colville, at 1 pm on Thursdays. Free popcorn.

Interested in the world of Magic? Meet with 
amateur and professional magicians from all over 
the Inland Northwest with the Spokane Magic 
Club the first Wednesday of each month at the 
Corbin Senior Center in Spokane at 6:30 pm. Visit 
spokanemagic.org or contact John H. at jack@
panamagic.net or 509-675-8243.

Literature & Writing
May 13: Celebrate International Migratory Bird Day at Aun-

tie’s Bookstore, 402 W. Main, Spokane, with area authors 
Lisa Langelier and Laurie Klein. Their spirited “Words 
about Birds” event begins at 2 pm with bird experts from 
Spokane Audubon Society, live birds from West Valley 
Outdoor Learning Center and local falconers. Tandem 
reading at 3:30 pm features Langelier’s book, The Wild 
Eye: Field Notes from a Wildlife Refuge and poet Laurie 
Klein’s Where the Sky Opens. Free posters and coloring 
pages while they last. 

Writers’ Group: Open invitation to writers of all skill levels 
and categories of writing, to a writers’ group facilitated 
by author Loren Cruden. Regular gatherings for feedback 
on one another’s work and help in developing skills. If 
interested, don’t be shy; call Loren at 509-675-8644. 

Arts & Crafts
May 5: Gold Mountains Gallery reception in Republic, 4 - 6 

pm,  featuring the stone jewelry, watercolors and photog-
raphy of Sandy Tauber, on display through the month of 
May. The artists coop is open Wed-Sat, 10:30-4:30 and 
offers a wide assortment of locally made arts and crafts.

May 13: Sip and Paint with Tina Matney, Northern Ales 
Brewery, 325 W. 3rd Ave., Kettle Falls. Call  509-738-
7382 for more info.

May 18: Upcycling is a fun hobby that also reduces waste! 
Join us at 1 pm to make fun and creative bird feeders 
at the HUB, 231 W. Elep Ave., Colville. Sponsored by 
Parkview. Please RSVP by May 15 at 509-675-1479.

Local Fiber Artists featured in the gallery at Meyers Falls 
Market in Kettle Falls for the month of May. Works 
include textiles, fabrics, yarns, threads, and more. 

Featured Artist J. Foster Fanning of Curlew has 
landscape and wildlife photography on display through 
mid-May at Tri County Economic Development Dis-
trict, 986 S Main Suite A in Colville. Stop in and view 
his work Mon - Fri, 8-4. 

Busy Hands=Happy Hands. Bring your favorite needle-
work or other craft project to the HUB Colville Senior 
Center, 231 W. Elep. at 1 pm on Tuesdays. Games will 
be provided as an alternative. 

Colville Piecemakers Quilt Guild meets on the 3rd 
Tuesday of the month at the Assembly of God Church in 
Colville at 6:30 pm. Visit colvillepiecemakers.webs.com.

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

Colville Valley Fiber Friends, (CVFF) meet every Monday 
at the Ag Trade Center, 317 W. Aster, Colville, noon - 3 pm. 
All interested in spinning, weaving and other fiber arts 
are welcome. For more information, contact Sue Gower 
at 509-685-1582.

Farm, Field & Forest 
May 3: Farmers Market opens on Astor Street in Colville, 

every Wednesday and Saturday from 9-1.

May 18: NE WA Permaculture Guild, 5 pm, Community 
Connections Room, Meyers Falls Market, Kettle Falls. 
Please park in back; bring a snack or dish for afterward 
potluck. For info, call 509-680-1480.

May 19: Chewelah’s Farmers Market open in the 
Chewelah Park, every Friday, 11-3:30. 

May 21: Colville Area Garden Friends annual plant trade 
and cleanup of the entry area (you might even score 
some free tomato plants) at the Colville Community 
Garden, 170 B. Highway 20 East, just past Colville 
High School. Sponsored by Parkview Senior Living.

Wellness
May 31: National Senior Health & Fitness Day., hosted 

by Parkview Senior Living, 240 S. Silke, Colville, 1 pm. 
Interactive displays, screenings, games, and prizes. 
Call 509-684-5677 for more info.

Gentle Yoga for Seniors every Monday at the HUB 
Senior Center in Colville, 8-9 am, free. Class is taught 
by Care Tafoya and is sponsored by Parkview and 
Buena Vista. Please RSVP at 509-675-1479.

Leisurely Walk About Group leaves every Thursday 
at 10:30 am at the HUB Senior Center in Colville.

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

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

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

Flu Clinic: 1st and 3rd Thursday from 8-3, Tri County 
Health District 240 E. Dominion Ave. Colville. Walk-
in or by appointment. Adult $20, child $7.

Overeaters Anonymous meets on Mondays 
at 11:30 am at the Nazarene Church, 368 East 
Astor, Colville. Call 509-680-8674 for more info.

Caregivers Group meets at Parkview Senior Living the 
last Thursday of each month, 3:30 - 4:30 at 240 S. Silke, 
Colville. Call Nancy at 509-684-5677 for info.

Rape, Domestic Violence & Crime Victims, 
help is available. Confidential, 24 hours a day at 
509-684-6139 or toll free 1-844-509-SAFE(7233). 

Continued on page 28
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Joyce Carol Oates’ novels began appear-
ing in the mid-1960s and have cascaded 
from her pen – forty-three books at last 
count – since. The Man Without a Shadow 
is one of her latest. Oates’ meticulous lit-
erary skill is consistent, book after book, 
though her approach has a relentless pessi-
mism that can be wearing for some readers. 
Consistency does assure that whichever of 
her books is drawn from the shelf, it will be 
excellently representative. Especially since 
her themes are like spokes from the same 
hub. She writes about modern American 
life: relationships, family, society – and 
self-obsession.

The Man Without a Shadow refers to Elihu Hoopes, who is an am-
nesiac (and has a distractingly awkward name, no matter which way 
I tried pronouncing it). He retains memories formed during the first 
decades of his life, but after suffering a devastating encephalic fever at 
age thirty-seven, can only hold onto new information and experiences 
for seventy (uninterrupted) seconds at a time. 

For the rest of his life, after the onset of amnesia, Elihu is subjected 
to tests and studies by an exclusive group of neuroscientists, including 
a seriously neurotic grad student, Margot, who generates a “special 

relationship” with Elihu. (“The scientist searches for her subject the 
way a predator searches for his prey.”) Margot is the reader’s conduit 
into the (disgracefully scant) research ethics of the time, the sexism in 
academia, and other social textures characteristic of the setting’s decades 
(1960s to ‘90s).

Elihu is uneasily a man of the moment – the wrong moment. He never 
stops believing he is still thirty-seven, regardless of what he sees in the 
mirror, with only his increasingly distant past for context. His medical 
condition was well researched by Oates, whose husband is a neuroscien-
tist. Amnesia offers the plot a rare character perspective: that of a person 
estranged from the normative illusion of identity’s unbroken continuity.

The fascination I found in the book was with the links between person-
ality and time. When there is no appearance of orderly time progression, 
there is no sense of reliable place in the moment, much less any projection 
into the future. What then happens to one’s perception of self and world? 
In Oates’ story, Elihu loses hold of the illusion of continuity, putting him 
out of sync with his world. But then, so is the highly acclaimed scientist 
manipulating him. (“In the vicinity of E.H., you glance about anxiously 
for your own shadow, as if you might have lost it.”)

     There is a prevailing aura of disconnection and loneliness surrounding 
each character in the story, but it is only Elihu, who can no longer create a 
cohesive narrative for himself, of himself, who irrevocably stands outside 
the stream “…as in one of those protracted and excruciating dreams that 
exhaust the dreamer even as they come to nothing.”

A Good Read

Last year, reading Keith Richards’ auto-
biography, I was startled at his revelation, 
not of bad-boy behavior as a Rolling Stone, 
but by his being a devotee of Patrick O’Bri-
an’s novels: old-fashioned stories about 
Jack Aubrey of the British navy and his 
sidekick Stephen Maturin, ship’s doctor, 
naturalist, and spy during the Napole-
onic wars. I kept trying to imagine Keith 
Richards on one of the discipline-obsessed 
Royal Navy warships of that era. Repeat-
edly flogged for wearing eye shadow and 
flaunting authority. 

O’Brian is a terrific writer; I never tire 
of his characters, the ebullient Captain 

Aubrey, the utterly un-nautical polyglot Maturin, and their mutual plea-
sure in playing music together in the captain’s cabin – fiddle and cello, 
respectively. “[But] Jack Aubrey was a neat creature by temperament and 
rigorous training, and he set no more than one foot in the cabin before 
he saw that order was confounded, that some criminal hand had merged 
at least three complements into one unmeaning heap, and that this same 
hand had spread out several manuscript sheets of music, the score of a 
pavan in C minor.

“‘Oh I do beg pardon, Jack,” cried Stephen, walking quickly in from 
the quarter-gallery. ‘I had a sudden thought to be set down – but I trust 
I have not disturbed anything at all?’

“‘Not at all,’ said Jack.” Testily. Aubrey and Maturin’s fierce friendship, 
like that of other famous pairings, is one where respect and affection bond 

very opposite temperaments.
Minor characters as well have their quirks revealed with O’Brian’s 

wonderful dry wit, presented in an adroit, somewhat ornate style. Much 
like a square-rigged sailing ship itself, canvas abloom, plethora and effi-
ciency breathtakingly combined. “A little before the evening gun Preserved 
Killick, Captain Aubrey’s steward, an ill-faced, ill-tempered, meager, 
atrabilious, shrewish man who kept his officer’s uniform, equipment and 
silver in a state of exact, old-maidish order come wind or high water, and 
who did the same for Aubrey’s close friend and companion, Dr. Stephen 
Maturin, or even more so, since in the Doctor’s case Killick added a fret-
ful nurse-maid quality to his service, as though Maturin were ‘not quite 
exactly’ a fully intelligent being, approached Stephen’s cabin.” O’Brian 
tacks around a bit, but cagily, the whole thing appropriately Georgian.

Life on land sometimes comes into play in these books, but most 
of the time the reader is diligently pursuing or blockading the crafty 
French, braving extreme weather and engaging in appalling battles at 
sea. O’Brian’s acutely detailed knowledge of the politics and manners 
of the day, as well as its natural sciences and every nuance of ship’s 
anatomy and navel strategy, might be tedious in the hands of a lesser 
writer. But the Aubrey-Maturin novels are thoroughly absorbing tales, 
The Hundred Days as true to form as the previous eighteen books in this 
splendid series. “This was pure sailing, with a fine regular heave and lift, 
an urgency of the water along the side, and sea-harping in the taut sheets 
and windward shrouds….”

Another recommendation from the O shelves:
Chigozie Obioma – The Fishermen
Loren’s fiction, nonfiction and poetry can be found at Meyer’s Falls 

Market in Kettle Falls, and at lorenbooks.com.

The Man Without a Shadow, by Joyce Carol Oates

The Hundred Days, by Patrick O’Brian

Reviewed by Loren Cruden

Reviewed by Loren Cruden
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Disney invites us back to the castle in the 
studio’s latest live-action adaptation of one of 
their classic animations, Beauty and the Beast. 
Is it a pleasant stay? That it is! Was it a necessary 
trip? No, but that doesn’t hurt the movie-going 
experience overall. 

A remake of the 1991 fairytale musical that 
was the first animated film to be nominated for 
an Academy Award for Best Picture, this latest 
version of a “tale as old as time” has the chops to 
delight most fans of the cartoon while charming 
children who haven’t seen the initial version. 

The plot runs the same narrative thread as the 
original: Belle (Emma Watson) dreams of a life 
beyond her village, where tradition dictates that 
the local populace considers any woman who 
aspires to educate herself beyond the duties of 
domesticity an oddity. 

Her father, Maurice (Kevin Kline), is captured 
and imprisoned by the beast (Dan Stevens), a 
former prince cursed to take on an animalistic 
appearance until he learns the value of what lies 
underneath. Belle bravely volunteers to take her 
father’s place, living in the beast’s castle with his 

servants (Emma Thompson, Ewan MacGregor 
and Ian McKellan, to name a few), who were 
also affected by the spell, which turned them 
into household objects. 

Over time Belle and said beast develop a 
friendship amid various song and dance num-
bers. Throwing a wrench into their enchanting 
plans is the narcissistic Gaston (Luke Evans) 
and his simpering henchman LeFou (Josh Gad). 

I have a fondness for the original movie, in 
all its untainted artistic glory (don’t get this nerd 
started on the digital touch-ups to the original 
look of the animation). The remake has plenty 
to like, as well as a few lackluster differences. I 
never felt like I was being whisked into a world 
of imagination and wonder, since the CGI is 
subpar and the cinematography just can’t shake 
its soundstage vibes. I never got the feeling of 
being transported to a tangible location that 
wasn’t a set.

Unfortunately, the voiceover performances of 
the actors playing the servants and courtiers also 
get lost in the glamour constantly being shot up 
on the screen, and those characters are nowhere 

First of all, thank you to Bonnie Stichart 
for emailing me and suggesting this film for 
The Classics Corner. Even a diehard film buff 
can have some blind spots, and after watching 

William Wyler’s The Best Years of Our Lives I 
had to shake my head at how long it took me 
to finally watch this cinematic gem.

 Released in 1946 and an Academy Award 
winner for Best Picture, The Best Years of Our 
Lives is an unflinching, pensive look on the 
effects of war, not only on the men and women 
who fight, but those who wait at home. 

near as charming as their 1991 counterparts. 
The good news is that the star performances are 

commendable, particularly those of Kline, who 
brings a warm pathos as Maurice, and Evans, who 
dives into the role of this arrogant, self-centered 
villain with great relish. Watson won’t blow any-
one over with her singing voice, but she brings a 
calm strength and sense of playfulness to her Belle 
that reaffirms what her role as Hermione in the 
Harry Potter films showed audiences worldwide: 
She’s a heroine for the masses. Stevens shows both 
fierceness and vulnerability as the beast, making 
us root for his redemption. 

One of the original composers of the 1991 
film, Alan Menken, returned to score this film, 
and there’s something delightfully nostalgic 
and simultaneously refreshing about seeing and 
hearing real actors belt out these classic tunes. 

Beauty and the Beast doesn’t break any new 
ground, but it’s not meant to. It fulfills its duties 
as a perfectly nice time at the movies while also 
nicely rounding out some plot holes from the 
flick. It won’t supersede the orginal’s place on my 
DVD shelf, but I would readily watch it again. 

Reviewed by Sophia Aldous
In Theaters: Beauty and the Beast

Reviewed by Sophia Aldous
The Classics Corner: The Best Years of Our Lives

S I L V E R S C R E E N NI G

Homer, Al and Fred are three World War II 
veterans dealing with obstacles as they re-enter 
civilian life. Fred (Dana Andrews) is a war 
hero who, unable to compete with more skilled 

workers, has to return to 
his low-wage soda jerk job. 
Bank executive Al (Fredric 
March) gets into trouble 
for offering loans to vet-
erans without collateral. 
After losing both hands 
in the war on a sinking 
aircraft carrier, Homer 
(Harold Russell) struggles 
to adjust to his disability, 
causing him to push away 
his caring fiancée (Cathy 
O’Donnell). 

Wyler, himself a World 
War II veteran who captured live footage of 
D-Day, handles the subject with a combination 
of tender astuteness that looks at the characters 
in this movie with a sympathy that manages to 
be humanizing instead of maudlin.

In an era of war movies like The Sands of Iwo 
Jima and The Flying Tigers, where on screen 
airmen and soldiers died heroically but blood-

lessly, and so many of the films were simply 
propaganda, Wyler asks an honest question: 
What happens when the flag waving and battle 
din stop and we have to come to grips with the 
aftermath? 

As the saying goes, “everyone’s a critic” and 
Sophia is no different. She is a reporter and cinema 
aficionado in Newport, WA, and enjoys every 
genre, from action movies to silent films and ev-
erything in between (even that weird French stuff). 
Reach her at sophiamatticealdous@gmail.com.

All Natural Ingredients!

509-738-3166  •  509-675-9132
430 S Meyers St., Kettle Falls 
  UPHAUSBAKERY.COM 
Tue - Fri: 7 am - 5 pm  •  Sat: 7 am - 2 pm

All Natural Ingredients!
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I’m not always a fan of people asking me to 
check out music. If it’s a nonchalant thing, it’s 
great fun, but if it slips into the “Hey, check out 
this favorite thing of mine that you must also now 
love” territory, it’s a recipe for disaster.

Not because people don’t have good taste in 
music, but because I like weird stuff. So, it’s a good 
thing that the power vocals of LP (shortened from 
Laura Pergolizziv), suggested to me by a trusted 
colleague, are my kind of “weird.” Not as crazy 
as Dale Bozzio but with hints of Geddy Lee and 
a more serious Gwen Stefani, LP’s singing is ad-
venturous and immediately arresting.  

The production on her third album, Forever 
for Now, is absolutely my kind of gorgeous, with 
guitar-laden richness too. Take a listen to the 

Reviewed by Michael Pickett
LP Has It All Together

LISTEN UP
throbbing but organic album-opener, “Heavenly 
Light,” with its clever dance rhythms and slam-
min’ synths. There’s a nod to Queen on “Night 
Like This,” another to U2 on the gorgeous “Free 
to Love.” The perfect guitars of “Tokyo Sunrise” 
are just so well-produced, you’d think the whole 
thing might overshadow the vocals.  

But they don’t. Beside the fact that any good 
producer would make sure the singer is able to 
tell the stories here, this voice – with its bleat-
ing-but-beautiful insistence – just fills up the 
headphones. It’s a great listen.  

Even on some of the stratospheric lines in 
“Salvation,” “Tokyo” or “Your Town,” these vo-
cals just work. Stellar songwriting and arranging 
doesn’t hurt at all, but the best songs in the world 
will only be as strong as the vocalist delivering 
them. LP is as strong and inventive as they come.  

Reviewed by Michael Pickett
Kate Bush’s Live Blockbuster

For almost 40 years Kate Bush has been the 
queen of off-kilter, com-
pelling and fearless pop. 
Don’t let that time period 
fool you into thinking 
she sounds dated or has 
become a nostalgia act, 
despite disappearing 
from live performance 
for 35 of those 40 years. 
The sound of what she 
does – especially live – 
is like suddenly finding 
yourself in the middle of a 
gripping, even unsettling 
movie scene. Her sound is 
unpredictable and cinematic at nearly every turn.  

That’s why her massive live album Before the 

Dawn is almost too much to take in with just one 
listen. First of all, it’s a collection of 29 pieces of 
music broken into three “acts,” so it’s a sprawl-

ing work just in terms of 
length. Beyond that, it’s 
just so brain-slamming 
in terms of sound, drama 
and dynamics that you 
feel absolutely immersed 
in this larger-than-life 
creation.

Captured from a 22-
date residency at the 
Hammersmith Apollo, 
the album grabs audio 
from one of the most 
visual shows ever staged 
and, as well, stands on its 

own as a live album.
Bush’s seasoned-but-scorching vocals on 

You can stream Forever for Now on Amazon or 
purchase the album online. It’s absolutely worth 
it. Thanks, Sophia!

“Hounds of Love” are a great point of entry here, 
and by the time you arrive at the subdued “And 
Dream of Sheep” or “King of the Mountain,” 
there’s a feeling that you’re actually missing 
something … and you are.

These shows were like a stage play, sort of like 
Devin Townsend’s recent Ziltoid works, and 
Kate Bush’s sprawling shows were so theatrical 
– including actors and visual cues – that a full 
DVD would make more sense than an album 
here. Still, to hear her singing and emoting on 
material that hasn’t been heard live in decades 
is worth the price of admission.

If you have no experience with the music of 
Kate Bush, Before the Dawn might be an over-
whelming and even baffling experience. But if 
you’re up for the adventure, it’s worth taking.

Stream Pickett music free on Apple Music, Spotify, 
Rhapsody and Beats. Just search “Pickett magnetic 
feedback” and enjoy a whole album’s worth of music!
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Balance is at the heart of the practice of 
Yoga. When you look at the five qualities of 
flexibility, strength, balance, awareness and 
breath, balance is central. Yoga is a method of 
achieving the balance of all of these qualities, 
and balance is another word for health! When 
you have an “imbalance” you have a “dis-ease.”

Having the ability to balance physically is 
important in life. We need the physical skill 
to avoid falls and injury. Practicing asanas 
such as Vrksasana (tree pose) helps us to refine 
these skills. Even when we slip, if we have been 
practicing balances, we are more able to right 
ourselves and avoid a fall. 

As humans age, balance is one of the skills 
which naturally decline, so it is even more 
important to practice! Also, many physical 
conditions can challenge physical balance. 
How wonderful it is that we can actively work 
to improve our skills. 

Within each pose there is a lot of muscle 
balancing going on. For instance, in Vrksasana 
(tree) the lifted foot is pressed into the thigh of 
the standing leg, but the inner thigh muscles 
must push back in equal measure. In that pose, 
there is the balance of standing on one foot, the 
balance of the foot to the thigh and the thigh to 
the foot, and the balance of grounding down 
through the standing leg and up through the 

upper body, head and arms. We are reaching 
in two directions from a strong core.

This reaching in two directions from the core 
is apparent in lunges. With the arms under the 
shoulders, one foot between the hands with that 
knee bent at ninety degrees, the other leg is 
drawn back as far as possible to create a lunge. 
The head and heart reach forward and up from 
the strong drawing up of the navel, and from the 
same point, there is a strong reach back through 
the heel of the back foot. This type of extension 
creates strong, open back-bends. 

Even in Tadasana (mountain pose), which is 
basic standing alignment, we are consciously 
finding the balance point of reaching down 
into the earth, and growing up toward the 
sky. As we stand in Tadasana, or practice any 
balancing pose, it soon becomes apparent that 
there is always movement going on. We are not 
still, but making small muscular adjustments 
to maintain our balance. Where there is life, 
there is movement.

One of the movements we detect is the expan-
sion and release of breathing. Breath must flow 
freely to allow ease in the body. When we hold 
our breath, we hold tension in every cell of the 
body! Exhalations release unnecessary tension 
from our pose. Through balanced breathing we 
begin to find the balance between effort and ease.

To Your Health

  By Sarah Kilpatrick, E.R.Y.T.
Along the Mountain Path: Balance

“Balance is not a still point. It is a dance.”
Becoming more aware of our breathing pat-

terns, and learning to exhale and let go, helps us 
to find the balance between effort and ease in 
all areas of our lives. It is important to work for 
things we believe in and wish to manifest in the 
world, but at the same time we need to rest and 
nourish ourselves so that we can continue to be 
effective in our work. We want to be strong, but 
not rigid. We want our lives, like our asanas, to 
be grounded and strong, and also an expression 
of flexibility and ease. 

This combination is a noble intention, but 
one that requires a good deal of awareness and 
the ability to constantly start over. We must 
remember that balance is not a still point. There 
will be adjustments, a little bit over here, a little 
bit over there. And, of course, sometimes trees 
fall. We must learn to enjoy the process, trust 
and let go.

May your journey upon the mountain path be 
a joyful dance, strong and light and balanced.

Namaste
Sarah practices and teaches at Mt. Path Yoga 

studio, 818 E. Columbia Ave., Colville.

Chewelah’s 8th Annual
Community Wide Yard Sale

Saturday, May 6th • 9am-3pm

Over 45 sales expected!

www.chewelahyardsale.com

“Enjoy a day full of
bargain hunting fun!”
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Dent de lion, lion’s tooth, blowball, cankerwort, 
doon-head-clock, witch’s gowan, milk witch, 
yellow-gowan, Irish daisy, monks-head, priest’s-
crown, and puff-ball, faceclock, pee-a-bed (for 
its diuretic properties), wet-a-bed, swine’s snout, 
white endive, and wild endive. These are all names 
given over the years to the lovely dandelion.

Dandelion is the bane of many gardeners’ ex-
istence. People go to a great deal of expense and 
effort to remove it but there is something almost 
endearing about a plant that is so persistent and 
cheerful. It turns out that for hundreds of years 
this common weed has been used for food and 
medicine. In fact, some speculate that it may 
have come to this country deliberately with the 
passengers on the Mayflower. Nearly all parts 
of the plant are useful for something. What a 
wonderful bounty!

I also recently learned that, although most of 
us try to eliminate it from our gardens, the dan-
delion plant is a beneficial weed and even a good 
companion plant for gardening. Its taproot will 
bring up nutrients for shallower-rooting plants, 
and add minerals and nitrogen to soil. It also 
attracts pollinating insects and releases ethylene 
gas which helps fruit to ripen. I will take a much 

gentler approach to dandelions in my garden 
from now on.

My father said he grew up eating dandelion 
greens. His mother would send him and his 
brothers out to gather them. She told them to 
look under boards to get the most tender shoots. 
He said his mother would boil them and they 
were a lot like spinach. A little searching online 
reveals several recipes for cooking dandelion 
greens similar to spinach with olive oil, garlic 
and red pepper.   

When we were probably 16 or 17 my friend 
Judith took me along to see her auntie and uncle. 
While we were there we had lunch and her uncle 
Oscar offered us some of his homemade dandelion 
wine. Besides the memory of feeling very grown-
up at being offered wine, what I remember of the 
taste is that it was very, very sweet. 

A couple of years ago, I decided to try my hand 
at dandelion wine and in fact just recently found 
a bottle in the back of my root cellar dated 2014. 
I thought it was quite good. I made it dry and the 
final product was a little bit heavy, maybe like a 
chardonnay but with a flavor more similar to a pi-
not, just slightly floral but with a hint of bitterness 
and a clean finish. I am definitely going to try that 
again although I remember the harvesting was 
a lot of work. You need to start with a gallon of 
petals, not flower heads but just the yellow part. 
It was tedious but I think worth the effort and 
not a bad way to spend a warm spring afternoon. 

Roasted dandelion root is advertised as a coffee 
substitute. Maybe a substitute for the coffee my 
mother drank all day, which looked more like tea. 
But to my taste it doesn’t have much flavor. I tried 
roasting and grinding my own roots. Somewhat 
better, particularly if you take the roasting part 
seriously and dark roast them. I also tried adding 
some powdered chocolate … even better, but what 
isn’t improved by adding chocolate? And then you 
are adding the caffeine back in. The bottom line 
for me is that I will probably continue to drink 
it, especially for the medicinal benefits, but I will 

From the Soil
 By Louanne Atherley

not tell myself I am drinking coffee. 
Here is another recipe I came across that I am 

anxious to try.
Fermented dandelion stems
1 large bunch of dandelion stems 
2 cups of water 
1 tablespoon salt 
1/2 teaspoon whole peppercorns 
1/2 teaspoon whole allspice 
1/2 teaspoon whole mustard seeds 
1/2 teaspoon chili pepper flakes 
1 teaspoon whole coriander 
1 bay leaf
1 cabbage leaf
olive oil
Place the dandelion stems on end in a pint glass jar. 
Bring the water to a boil and add the salt and spices. 

Stir well until the salt is dissolved. Let it cool to around 
95 degrees F. Pour the cooled brine over your dandelion 
stems. Make sure to get most of the spices in the jar.

To help the dandelion stems remain below the 
brine, cut a piece of cabbage leaf to the size of the 
jar and tuck in on top of the dandelion stems. Then 
add a small, sterilized stone or marble to keep the leaf 
weighed down. You’ll want about 1/2 inch of brine left 
above the stems.

Pour just enough olive oil on top to form a layer. 
This creates a barrier to decrease risk of mold. Put 
the lid on and place your jar in a warm part of your 
kitchen. A temperature of 68-72 degrees F. is optimal. 
Place a small plate under the jar in case any of the 
brine escapes during fermentation.

Check fermentation every couple of days to make 
sure the stems and cabbage leaf stay under the brine. 
The fermentation process may take 2 to 4 weeks. You 
will be able to taste the difference, 

Text adapted from Fermented Dandelion Stems 
Recipe at http://learningherbs.com/remedies-rec-
ipes/dandelion-recipes/

Louanne Atherley says, “I was born into a 
farming family and raised on a meat and potatoes 
diet, but exploring the diversity of foods from other 
cultures has been a lifelong passion.”
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What is freelancing? It sounds like a simple 
question but the answer could fill a book. For 
now, let’s limit ourselves to the basics.

In general, a freelancer is someone who 
writes to sell, but is not an employee. Novelists, 
for instance, are independent contractors who 
enter into an agreement to produce a certain 
number of “products” over a certain period 
of time for which they will receive a certain 
amount of money. They are responsible for the 
place where they write and for all the costs of 
their writing – supplies, rent, equipment, phone 
bills, etc. Finally, they pay their own taxes and 
keep all their own business records. 

Because there is so much responsibility placed 
on the shoulders of the writer, the “job” of free-
lancing requires much more than simply writing.

Who buys a freelancer’s work? 
The markets are numerous and offer some-

thing for every aspiring writer. Here’s a sampling:

• Magazines – there are thousands of print 
magazines published in the U.S. and 
abroad. Generally they purchase nonfiction 
articles on subjects that fit each magazine’s 
overall theme, but fiction is also accepted 
by select publications.

• Online periodicals – these may be stand-
alone sites or they may represent the online 
presence of a printed publication.

• Nonfiction books – while freelancers do 
not usually start off writing books, it is 
an area to consider for the future. These 
are usually placed without the need to go 
through an agent so it offers a good way 
to expand your experience.

• Newspapers – This is a smaller market 
but one which is open to local or regional 

pieces, usually of a timely nature.

Or, you may become a writer or an editor 
for one or more businesses, for print or for 
their websites. Here, you will be producing the 
material requested rather than selling what you 
have created for yourself. We’ll cover the topic 
of the many forms of editing in a future article.

What’s Your Commitment Quotient?
Not everyone has the time, space, discipline, 

or talent to be a freelancer. If you wish to dabble 
a bit, go for it. There’s nothing that says you have 
to quit your day job to become a writer. However, 
if you wish to develop a career in freelancing, it 
will involve a commitment. At some point you 
will need to do some serious planning to map 
out the steps you need to take to move toward 
eventual success. A personal survey is called for.

• Are you a good writer? The best way to 
find out is to submit your work and keep 
track of what happens. If you get nothing 
but rejections with form letters, you may 
need to step back and look into improving 
your writing. Getting some input from a 
successful freelancer may help you im-
prove your chances.

• Can you sustain your efforts? Your markets 
may have timing and topic requirements 
for their publication schedule. You must 
be able to persevere in your day-to-day 

  By Linda Bond

The Writer’s Way
Freelancing Fundamentals

work and discipline yourself to produce 
without having a boss to tell you what to 
do and when. Unless you are writing to a 
deadline, you will need to become your own 
timekeeper to stay on point with your work.

• Are you a self-motivator? It’s important 
to figure out why you want to do this and 
to know that you will largely be working 
alone, with no one to pat your back and 
give you kudos for your efforts. Self-mo-
tivators don’t need much encouragement 
from others.

• Are you professional? You will be taken as 
a professional if your submissions, query 
letters, phone conversations and emails 
are professional in presentation. There is 
no need to go into your lack of experience. 
Just put your best writing foot forward and 
meet your potential buyers on their terms.

If these points all seem to describe you or if 
they can with a little work, you may very well be 
able to develop a career as a freelancer. We’ll be 
looking at some of the specifics on freelancing 
in future articles. In the meantime, if you have 
any questions or comments, get in touch. And 
have a wonderful summer!

Linda Bond is cofounder 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.
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Fencing seemed like a pretty benign topic for an article – a straightforward 
discussion of the types and uses of fences in our region – until I started re-
searching the topic. I stumbled into a societal hornets’ nest of laws, society, and 
neighborly relations that often end poorly! 

For example, a 1642 Virginia court record proclaims: “The opinion of the 
Court is that in respect Henry Walkers ground is not Fenc’t the said Walker 
cannot recover any satisfaction for damage done by hogs apperteyneing and 
belonging to Mr. John Neale.” Are you as fascinated as I am with the way people 
spoke back then?

Many years later (published 1914), Robert Frost wrote “Mending Wall,” a 
poem questioning a well-known adage about fences: 

Good fences make good neighbors…
Why do they make good neighbors?...
Before I built a wall I’d ask to know, 
What I was walling in or walling out, 
And to whom I was like to give offense.
It’s clear that America has dealt with a lot of human conflict in relation to fences. 

Our laws, to this day, are likely a result of the historical turmoil. What seems 
like a simple part to owning land is instead a complicated, detailed item of law. 

For example, Washington state operates under the “open range” concept 
that land owners should erect fences in areas where they do not want range 
animals to be. “All territory not so designated [as restricted] shall be range area, 
in which it shall be lawful to permit cattle, horses, mules, or donkeys to run at 
large” (WA RCW 16.24.010). If you fail to protect your property from outside 
range animals, the fault is with yourself, according to the law. Which is pretty 
much what the Virginia law said in 1642.

In North Columbia country, fences are necessary for most land owners. 
In addition to separating our land from open range, fences help keep track 
of who maintains use of which sections. For those of us with gardens, fences 
protect our cultivated plants from animals both wild and domestic. Farm fences 
keep animals within boundaries, protect the land by rotating pasture use and 
discourage predators or stray animals.

The most-used styles of fencing in North Columbia country are barbed wire, 
wood, wire mesh, and electric. Our small farm utilizes all four. 

BARBED WIRE: As is likely for most rural property owners, our perimeter 
fencing consists of barbed wire on T posts – installed by earlier owners of the 
property. Barbed wire suffices as inexpensive boundary fencing. (Although 
Washington RCW defines a lawful fence as “barbed” or “equally strong as 
barbed,” I would encourage limiting barbed wire to perimeter fencing and not 
for animal housing or near the home, for animal and human safety.) [Note: 
barbed wire is also a wildlife hazard.] 

WOOD: Wood panels of varying styles (including pallet boards, a common 
yet coveted commodity to locals) work well for tender young animals – perhaps 
as lambing pens or calf hutches. Wood is esthetically pleasing, plentiful in our 
area and adaptable for many needs.

WIRE: Welded wire protects our orchards and gardens from critters such 
as deer and bear. The initial cost can be staggering, but considering that our 
orchard fencing was probably installed in the 1970s and is still fully functional, 
the cost pays off over time. Wire fencing is particularly useful in hindering 
escape artists such as sheep and goats.

Chicken wire, a lightweight rounded wire mesh, works well as an outdoor 
pen adjacent to a chicken coop if chickens are unable to free-range. Last sum-
mer we laid down chicken wire over the new landscape in our front yard – to 
keep the chickens from scratching up the freshly laid bark chips from Webley’s 
Mill – and it worked, keeping them out of the landscaped area.

ELECTRIC: The largest length of fencing (not including the perimeter 

fence) is our pasture fencing. Electric is a cost-effective fencing method for 
most types of animals – from one strand for the cattle to intricate webbing 
to keep sheep in place. The ease of use allows us to follow the New Zealand 
system of rotational pasturing which includes fence boundaries around one 
main water source, one main alley, and several small paddocks that we can 
rotate the animals through (so all the field is resting and re-growing except 
the one field the animals are in that day). 

Spring fence repairs include replacing posts (while the soil is still wet and 
pliable), re-stringing wires, and checking conductivity throughout the electric 
fence lines before we let the cows, sheep and young lambs out to pasture. Heavy 
snowfall over the past few months meant tractors pushed snow berms into the 
fields – on top of, though, and around our fences. As the flood waters recede, 
we are slowly repairing fences in anticipation that someday soon the animals 
will indeed be out to pasture again. 

As important as fences are, they do not function well without gates. The gate 
tends to be the weak link in a fence, though. If our animals are seen running 
down the county road, someone probably forgot to close a gate. 

Yet we will continue to build fences with gates – for the safety of our animals 
and also to let our neighbors know that we are not walling them out and actually 
would enjoy a friendly visit from time to time. Maybe an inviting gate would 
have eased Robert Frost’s concerns about offending anyone. 

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

By Michelle Lancaster
Good Fences

For a kitchen so personal, it could only belong to you. 

58% OFF LIST PRICE Special Savings Event
Dec 1 - Dec 31, 2010

For a kitchen so personal, it could only belong to you.

logo

Dealer Name
Address

City, State Zip
Phone Number

Website

Quo to volicaep 
labori ipsntut ipit 
velendi andignia

Mi, ipsam quatem re dolor 
modipsus, ium inullor iberias 
num is aut aut faep tatios

Ximus consed ulpa autat porpore vol-
orempor rent landign atemquam ut fugit
volent faceate maiorate volorum, sintiorepe 
ditium volorpos nossiminctus aliquidi ber-
rovidit exeri ut optatissin prorem faccum sus, 
comnime inciis rersped que asintur?
Il invent, sitatius abo. Od mint qui omnimax-
ime pro offic tem vit, omnime dolorit, toribus 
cuptaquas aut iducit aut eosam doluptur, 
quam quissim atur rem restem que ipsanis 
autempelitin ra sam ium faccus de et fa-
cereptios ullesto tature niet officiae. Aliti con 
ne cum facearuntur aliquodi quunt, volorpo 
raerum rerovid ut is es sandi nos minum, 
nonsequo omnist perchit laborum. For inspirational ideas visit kraftmaid.com

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

* Free design service and 
quotes.  

* Delivery available.  
* Appointments Welcome! 

Haney Lumber & Supply Inc. 
1101 N Highway  
Colville, WA 99114 
509-684-2150
haneylumber@plix.com  

A Year On the Farm



26  |  North Columbia Monthly  |  May 2017

His every stride equaled two of mine. His proper 
province was the clouds. Sage-green moss swayed 
from pine trees and seemed to wreath his head. 
Bark chips, fallen needles and twigs beneath our 
feet made a spongy duff. As often as our schedules 
allowed, my father and I packed up gear and threw 
it in the pickup. We blasted across Snoqualmie Pass 
from our family acreage in Seattle to camp, fish and 
hike in the Taneum drainage, Colockum Pass, Crab 
Creek, Clover Springs. That same canopied pickup 
served us as our bed.

We needed relief from the population crush in 
Seattle. We found sanctuary in the relatively arid 
Columbia Basin and Plateau. He and I shared a 
tacit rapture, an unspoken contract. We favored 
“the dry side” so much that we came to call those 
inland pine and fir forests home. My mother and 
sisters stayed behind.

The coastal interstate can become a kind of asphalt 
hell for those who love the Big Outdoors. Even out 
of earshot of the I-5 corridor – that great artery of 
the West – it brooded over my bent world when I 
was young, hatching drizzly days and nights. It was 
as if electromagnetic radiation had found a way to 
colonize my blood. Traffic racket as lymphoma. 

Particulates seen and heard and smelled. 
Some people always need frontiers – on fresh 

continents, on high seas, in outer space. My ancestors 
hit the Pacific Ocean and I bounced back inland. 
My design: to reoccupy the intermountain West, 
reclaim sparsely populated places that others had 
abandoned for the coast. 

My home lies by the Idaho border now. It is 
low-rainfall natural grassland, like the eastern 
two-thirds of Washington, mixed shrub-steppe 
and conifer. Some moisture, mostly snowmelt, 
distinguishes it from sheer desert. Shrubs struggle 
to grow on the Columbia Plateau. So do the many 
tree species in its higher reaches. 

From my home, I bicycle an old railway, the Fish 
Lake Trail. Converted to a community path, it links 
the towns of Cheney and Spokane. Wild beings 
throng along it. Attention is a form of devotion, 
I believe, and so I often slow to ogle them. The 
magpies, hawks, eagles, deer; also the smaller sorts 
that can prove invisible, the praying mantises and 
walking sticks. On other days I blur by, opting for 
speed, music churning in my earphones, leaving 
the wild beings be. 

A freeing sport, this bicycling. It opens riders to 
aromas both pleasant and rank. Even at speed I can 
detect leaf mold, pungent forbs, alkali water, a carrion 
heap. The asphalt that I pedal is a petroleum product. 
So are the skinny snakes of my tires, my handgrips 
and cable casings. Such petrochemical reminders 
subdue any self-congratulation that might otherwise 
arise from my nonpolluting ride.  

Occasionally I load my bike on a city bus and tote 
it to the office. After work, I cleat into the pedals 
for the fifteen-mile ride home. Speeding stealthy 
as the breeze, I power past milkweed and massive 
ponderosa pines, past animals sunning or ambling 
on the path. Flocks of turkeys cause me to wonder 
which of us would suffer most if we smashed up. 
Bald eagles above Queen Lucas Lake eye me at eye 

By Paul Lindholdt
level from low branches where they fish. Bull snakes, 
lizards and the occasional rattler soak up the heat 
radiated by the black asphalt. 

In my neck of the woods, moose who stand a 
full six feet high at their shoulders spook us. Several 
times a year we encounter bulls or cows on breathless 
trails or backroad scrapes. They tower blackly over 
our compact cars. They feed on our landscaping 
and linger in our yards. Approaching them can be 
hazardous. 

Moose kill more people than the leading two or 
three predators do. They strike with forefeet like 
horses. We surrender our domestic spaces to them 
without being told. We lavish them with gratitude 
for the wildness they exemplify so close at hand. 
Complete attention extends my utmost devotion to 
them. One cow I’ve seen twice along my bike route 
wears a blond chest and a forehead blaze.

From a window in the Spokane home, I’ve watched 
a young bull nibble at the leaves of a river birch, a 
top-heavy sapling I planted just the year before. The 
animal threw its considerable weight into the tree, 
bent the sapling double and devoured the leaves. 
Farther and farther up the trunk it pushed and 
chewed. At last it straddled the whole bole and bent 
the sapling back to Earth, like Robert Frost’s swinger 
of birches did for sheer sport in his poem “Birches.” 

After the moose finished eating, every leaf was 
gone. It must have been a rush when the tree sprung 
back up between its legs. The next year the leaves all 
sprouted again like revelation, and that river birch 
grew too sturdy to subdue.

A coyote hunting along the Cheney end of the 
bike path got a big surprise. Close upon it I pedaled 
and whistled a shrill alarm between lips and teeth. I 
was only aiming to keep it alert and alive. It leapt a 
stream and bolted up the twelve-foot berm. Railway 
laborers built the berm when they excavated rock 
to level a path for the railway a century ago. Their 
heaps of basalt cobbles tower now.

Shrub Steppe, Pothole, Pondersa Pine
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DAILY SPECIALS EVERYDAY OF THE WEEK!
Best Prime Rib Around! (Friday Nights Only)

Awesome Steaks!   Fantastic Salads!

Open 7 days a week ~ 11 am till Closing 
302 Center Ave, Northport, WA  ~  509-732-6678
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The leavings of the railway laborers remind me 
they were more than flesh-and-blood machines. A 
century after Italian immigrants swung sledgeham-
mers and picks to flatten the grade, their rock ovens 
remain. I stumbled on the ruins of one oven while 
stalking redhead ducks beside some pothole ponds. 
Yes, I am a geek who is forever seeking new species 
to add to his ornithological life list. 

Using stones of local basalt, the laborers baked 
dense loaves of bread. Think wood-fired pizza today. 
A slate slab toted from site to site served as oven floor. 
Wood first burnt inside the oven would superheat 
the entire dome. Then bakers raked out the spent 
coals and swept clean the slate, sprinkled meal on 
it, inserted the dough and sealed the door. To bake 
those loaves from start to finish (I have it on excellent 
authority) would have taken a mere quarter-hour. 

History lies closer to the surface in this arid 
landscape than it does on the coastal third of the 
state. Soils are shallower, scrubbed bare by Ice Age 
floods. The potholes where I stalk ducks formed 
when Pleistocene-era vortexes or eddies plucked 
and scoured bedrock. Those vortexes are called 
kolks. Bodies rarely may be buried very deep due 
to all the stone. In the business of Indian-white 
relations, place names remain as blunt reminders 
of our ancestors’ legacy of conquest. 

Col. George Wright hanged members of the Ya-
kama and Spokane tribes. He slaughtered hundreds 
of their horses to weaken their ability to survive and 
fight. As a sort of reward his name memorializes a 
fort, a cemetery and an arterial drive. In turn the most 
well-known of his victims, Qualchan, lent his name 
(however ironically) to a real-estate development, a 
golf course and a footrace. 

Onomastics, the study of proper names, has stirred 
my imagination since I settled here. The name Spo-
kane looks as if it needs to be enunciated like cane 
at the end. But it has been given a midrange vowel, 
and so it sounds like can. The creek where Qualchan 
was hanged appears on state maps as Latah (Salish 
for fish), but it appears as Hangman on the national 
records. Federal cartographers seem unwilling to let 
the state forget its treacherous bit of regional history. 

A tool I found along the Columbia River lay on 
the surface as well. With my spouse and friends, I 
was paddling a kayak on the river’s Hanford Reach. 
We pulled out on an island near the Hanford Nuclear 
Reservation. Plutonium there helped manufacture 
the Fat Man bomb the U.S. dropped on Nagasaki 
in 1945. Since we took that paddle trip, “the site” 
as locals call it, has been opened to the public and 
named the Manhattan Project National Historical 
Park. Among other topics, it commemorates “The 
Dawn of the Atomic Age” and “the creation of the 
atomic bomb, which helped end World War II.” 

Before we launched our kayaks, I read online: 
“Radioactive ants, flies and gnats have been found 
at the Hanford nuclear complex, bringing to mind 
those Cold-War-era ‘B’ horror movies in which giant 

mutant insects are the awful price paid for mankind’s 
entry into the Atomic Age.” If paddling past a nuclear 
reactor on fast water seems counterintuitive today, 
we did not think about it at the time. 

We had come to experience that last free-flowing 
stretch of the Columbia River. By the grace of its 
fast-moving water, Chinook salmon still spawn 
there. Almost every other portion of the river has 
been dammed. We stopped to pee on the sandy 
island formed by sediment before the dams went 
in. Atop the sand, as if crying aloud to be found, a 
stone tool from the First People lay in plain sight. 

In my cultural naïveté, I pocketed the tool. 
Carried it to my office and put it on a shelf, little 
knowing that the legal protocol for such artifacts 
is to let them lie, leave them behind, make the Big 
Outdoors a big museum. Made of basalt, a fine-
grained igneous rock, it was used for knapping, my 
archeologist-colleague Stan Gough said. To knap is 
to shape stone by striking at it with another stone to 
fabricate tools. Stan identified this one as a flensing 
or skinning implement. 

The beauty of that tool resides in its simplicity. In 
the heft of its antiquity. And for the way it manages 
to prod the imagination. Its value lies in its lack 
of utilitarian value. We assign undue value to the 
useful artifacts – smartphones and microwaves, 
automobiles and beauty aids – that surround us. 
The man or woman who knapped the skinning tool 
focused his or her attention with a keen devotion. A 
devotion that would have been more Earth-centered 
than most other forms of reverence flourishing today. 
Less other-worldly and more this-worldly. 

All this useless beauty lies far beneath the surface 
of the landscape for my kind. Inside our jaded gaze, 
natural splendor seems to drain away like topsoil in 
an Ice Age flood. While museums draw millions of 
observers, and paintings fetch hundreds of millions 
in investments, the arid landscapes of the American 
West reside in silence, begging for federal money to 
rectify decades of neglect. Maybe such landscapes 
as mine are acquired tastes. 

My father never was a collector of artifacts, a 

Wild West reenactor, or a practitioner of creative 
anachronisms. He was a modern man from Seattle 
who needed to get away. The last time he visited me, 
we motored out to open range, that quaint space 
where grated cattle guards keep stock from roaming. 
An Angus trotting beside the road tickled him. He 
joked it was “out for a morning jog.” The cow really 
looked the part. Tail raised, hoofs clopping, dust 
puffs settling behind.

Paul Lindholdt recently wrote the books Explora-
tions in Ecocriticism and In Earshot of Water. He’s a 
professor of English at Eastern Washington University.

Private Sessions by 
Appointment

Introduction to Yoga! 
May 11-June 15 ~ Thursdays 6-7:30 pm

Please call Sarah at 684-0965 
to sign up!

Classes with Tifanie Wells
Wednesdays, 9:30 - 11:30 am 

Call 722-5281 for info

Ongoing Classes 
For All Levels

Mountain 
Path 
Yoga

Sarah Kilpatrick, E.R.Y.T.
818 E. columbia • Colville

(509) 684-0965
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Miscellany
May 10: Northeast Washington Genealogical So-

ciety meets in the basement of the LDS Church, 
Juniper Street, Colville, at 1 pm (no morning 
meetings in the summer). NeWGS member 
Dave Bunnell will share his collection of digitized 
photos and demonstrate how he edits them for 
posting to Ancestry.com. All visitors are welcome.

May 20: The Stevens County Democrats will hold their 
monthly meeting at 10 am at the Colville High School, 
staff room 207. All are welcome. 

Jane Cody Democratic Women’s Club (not just for 
women any more), meets at 4:30 pm in the Episcopal 
church basement in Republic on the second Wednes-
day of every month. Call 509 775-2605 for more info.

Colville Toastmasters meets on Tuesdays, 5:30 pm, at 
the Health Education Center, across from the hospital 
in Colville. Visitors encouraged – come see what we 
have to offer those who want to boost confidence and 
sharpen communication/leadership skills and be a 
part of a life-changing program with a free mentor 
to help guide you! Call 509-690-3539 for more info.

 

Full Gospel Business Men’s Fellowship in Amer-
ica (Colville Chapter) meets on the 3rd Thursday 
of each month at the Stevens County Ambulance 
& Training Center in Colville. Call 509-684-6144 
for more info.

Career & College Readiness Help at the Adult 
Ed. program at the Spokane Community College, 
Colville Campus, Mon-Thur, 12-3. Drop in with a 
question or sign up for a wide range of courses. Email 
Kari.Hubbard@scc.spokane.edu for more info. 

The Panorama Gem and Mineral Club meets 
the third Tuesday of each month at the Arden Com-
munity Center at 7 pm. www.PanoramaGem.com.   

The Stevens County Veteran’s Information 
and Referral Line is available Mondays, Wednes-
days, and Fridays (except holidays) from 9 am to 
3 pm. Call 509-685-AVET (2838) for more info.

The NE WA Amateur Radio Club meets the 
first Saturday at 11 am in the Abundant Life 
Fellowship, E. 2nd & Clay (basement). 

Girl Scouts is more than just cookies and 
camp!  Activities for girls ranging from ages 4-17 
and adults from ages 18-100. For information, 
call Debbie at 1-800-827-9478 ext. 246. 

NOTE: It is the responsibility of the parties placing 
the What’s Happening notice to keep the listing current. 
Notify us at ncmonthly@gmail.com or 509-684-3109 of 
any changes. This listing is provided as a courtesy to 
our readers and to event organizers on a space-avail-
able basis.

MORE LISTINGS & DETAILS AT NCMONTHLY.COM
ALSO: Check previous editions for usual, reoccurring 

listings that may be missing from this edition due to 
shortness of space. 

Continued from page 17

MOTHER'S
DAY! 

509-732-6179
101 Center St., Northport, WA

JOIN US FOR

Fresh Specials
Open Daily! 7:30 am - 2 pm

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

684-2587
1101 S. Main St. • Colville

Since 1984

Collision Repair 
Specialists

DuPont	Lifetime	Refinish	Warranty

Northeast Washington Farmers Market

Meet your neighbors!
Every Wednesday & Saturday

9 am  ~  1 pm
May 3rd  ~  October 28th

under the clock at 
Main & Astor in Colville

Fresh, locally grown produce
Handcrafted gifts
Bakery goodies
Specialty foods

Children ages 5 - 12 are invited 
to participate in our POP Club!
253-203-8920  ~  newfarmersmarket.org

509-684-6501
TOLL FREE 1-888-254-9773

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

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

•	Rock	Chip	Repairs
•	Commercial	Glass
•	Residential	Glass
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It is fascinating yet sometimes financially 
challenging to experience events as they unfold 
before me. They can morph from the tiniest little 
spark of an idea or even a mishap that becomes a 
journey to right a wrong and results in something 
more beautiful or meaningful than ever before. 

The replacement of a broken commode along 
with the purchase of new towels for my master 
bathroom once set off a chain of redecorating 
that morphed into installation of a new tile floor 
and paint for the walls before it progressed to 
the next room, where I barely finished before I 
came to my senses and the bottom of my bank 
account. 

That was several years ago and I’ve avoided 
buying new towels since then. I stood in the 
store just two weeks ago staring at the pretty 
spring greens and the browns and piled three 
of each in my cart before my suppressed inner 
decorator started making some noise. I headed a 
few aisles over to buy some printer paper when I 
hear that first little whisper. “Those towels aren’t 
going to look so great with the wall, the green is 
the wrong shade. And your tile … nothing goes 
with that tile, what were you thinking?” I turned 
my cart around and placed the towels back on 
the shelf and shut my inner decorator down as 
fast as she came to life. 

I don’t have the time nor the funds for a 
bathroom remodel right now. I’ll live with my 
ratty threadbare towels for a few more years. 
Besides, I have a backyard to put back together. 

It all started just twenty minutes after the last 
of the snow piles disappeared into the ground. 
Just twenty minutes after doing my annual happy 
dance for spring with the prospect of getting dirt 
under my fingernails and working muscles until 
they become sore enough to need an Epsom 
soak, I burned down a tree. 

Granted it was a small tree, a little ornamental 
spruce. It was one of two that graced a short path 
to nowhere in what I call my little oasis, a small 
part of my backyard I’ve been reworking since 
taking out several large fir trees years ago. I was 
attempting to burn off the ornamental grasses 
that get so messy over the winter when a little 
breeze picked up. Before I knew it the bottom of 
my little tree was sizzling a little around the base 
where there were a few dead needles. I thought 
to myself, “It’ll be alri…” – then “pfffffft” it was 
gone before my partner, who witnessed the en-
tire “pfffffft” from his office window, could get 
outside and ask me where my hose was. “Don’t 
need the hose now, it’s out,” I said as I wiped a 
little soot from my cheek. 

So there it was, the entire feng shui of my 

backyard gone up in that little smoldering stick 
that mocked me with its tiny little untouched 
green top. Don’t get me wrong, I make light of 
this only because I didn’t die, my house is still 
standing and it wasn’t a disaster … but it was 
dumb and I admit such irresponsible burning, 
even when I thought the ground was still wet and 
soggy, is not to be taken lightly. And I chastised 
myself and learned a lesson and was reminded 
that wetting down the vegetation around my 
burning area is really important, no matter how 
wet I believe the ground might be. Also, a rake 
with a wooden handle is not the best tool for a 
controlled burn. 

But now I have a tree to replace. And I know 
myself well enough to admit that making a trip 
to the nursery to purchase one ornamental tree 
is something that I need to plan for very care-
fully. Because once I dig that little burned tree 
out and see that gaping hole my inner outside 
decorator will emerge. 

She emerges every spring, and while I gener-
ally enjoy her company it’s also a lot of physical 
and financial work to keep up with the com-
pulsive plant buying and gardening ideas that 
often result in the need to build something or 
make something to contain all of the blooming 
loveliness. 

So I’m preparing myself. I’m arming myself 
with the resolve to pull in to the nursery parking 
lot with only a little cash in my wallet, no credit 
cards and a super clean car that I won’t want to 
get dirty. Maybe this will help keep my purchase 
simple and my stay short. Maybe this will help 
me steer straight to the ornamental trees, pull off 
the tag of the tree I want and take it to the cash 
register with my sunglasses on, coming through 
the back so that I don’t walk through the flowers.

It’s the flowers that kill my resolve. They pull 
me in, entice me with their pretty colors, their 
heady aromas. Their ability to transform the yard 
in my head happens so quickly that I often have 
filled up four or five flats before I even make it 
halfway up the first aisle. 

Not this year. I will curb my passion for so 
many flowers because I don’t want them to take 
over my summer life. I don’t want to be a slave 
to the watering needs, the feeding schedules. I 
want the freedom to laze in a lawn chair and sip 
iced tea while I daydream a little. I have a little 
seating area beside where that little tree will go. 
It’s a lovely space near the bird feeder and a place 
to watch the alpacas and the chickens out at the 
barn. It’s a good place to daydream. That bird 
feeder would sure be pretty with a clematis vine 
climbing up the pole. 

This Great Big Life

By Tina Tolliver Matney
Perhaps I should buy two new ornamental 

trees and replace the unburned one as well so 
that the new ones will be the same size and 
shape. Then I’ll move the older one over there, 
beside the boardwalk on the end facing the 
alpaca pasture. But if I put it there I’ll need to 
get another one for the opposite side. 

Some low ground cover under them would be 
nice. It would cut down on the weeds and help 
keep them cool. And some flowerpots along the 
outcrops of the boardwalk would be so pretty as 
well. And I could always add drip lines for easy 
watering. I should move some of the hops over 
to make some shade on the porch. And those 
lavenders are looking pretty haggard, maybe it’s 
time to replace them and move them away from 
the eaves of the house where the snow smashes 
them and create a little dry creek there instead. 

And so it begins … this joyous season of 
planting, nurturing, growing, weeding, watering 
and feeding. And moving the lawn chair no 
one ever lazes in so that the grass can be cut. 
Perhaps I won’t attempt to suppress my need to 
help things grow but instead I will just revel in 
the activity of creating and in the beauty of it 
all. Maybe it’s OK to get carried away with the 
garden and with the flowers and be attentive to 
their needs for a few months, to let our creative 
spirit revel in the fresh air and sunshine. 

Just remember to keep the lawn chair close 
by and make a point to sit in it every now and 
then so you can dream and plan and decide what 
color those new bath towels might be.  

Tina is a mother, grandmother, artist, rescuer of 
owls, eagles, hawks and other wild creatures, chil-
dren’s book illustrator, gardener and hobby farmer 
who makes her home on the Kettle River. Write 
her at grandmamatina@gmail.com and check 
out the Kettle River Raptor Center on Facebook.

One Thing Leads to Another
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Chewelah
CHEWVINO: Come enjoy our 

delicious tapas, weekly specials, 
deli, and our expanding selections 
of wine, whiskey, craft beer and 
cigars. Open Tue-Sat 3-8pm. N 
101 Fourth Street E. 509-935-
8444. www.chewvino.com.    

CHEWELAH MOTEL & RV 
PARK: Guaranteed low rates, new 
beds, flat screen TVs, WIFI, easy 
access location. 311 S Park St. 509-
935-4763. Check out our website 
at www.chewelahmotelandrvpark.
com.

THE FARMHOUSE ON DRY CREEK: Cozy, renovated farmhouse 9 
miles north of Chewelah. Sleeps seven, two 
full bathrooms, fully equipped kitchen, 
gas fireplace, laundry, DSL, satellite TV, 
linens. Enjoy the country sights and get 
a peaceful night’s sleep. 509-995-0512. 
www.thefarmhouseondrycreek.com. 

Colville
CAFE 103: Located at the corner of 1st and Main with espresso, 

wraps, panini, salads out, smoothies, baked goods, local brewed 
beers and WA wines. M-Sat 8am-8pm. Delivery 10am-3pm. Skip 
the line, order online at 103cafe.com or call 509-684-0103.  

CHATEAU VIN: Artisan-prepared salads and chef-inspired tapas 
paired with a great selection of wine and beer at 161 E. Third Ave., 
Suite F. For orders to go call 509-675-6243. M-F 11:30am-8pm. Also 
providing catering and event planning. 

2017 Dining &

N 101 Fourth Street E., Chewelah, WA
(509) 935-8444
ChewVino.com

          Wed - Sat   •  4 pm - Close

Selection of More Than 100 Wines!
Great Food

Cocktails & Micro-Brews
Cigars

Patio Seating
Special Events & Private Parties

LIKE US ON FACEBOOK!
Specials and Events posted regularly. 

EAGLES LODGE: Open to the public for lunch M-F 11am-2pm 
with salad bar and a great menu, Friday night dinner and salad 
bar 5pm-7pm with line dancing Sunday breakfast 9am-12pm. Live 
band 2nd Sat night, cribbage on Tuesdays. Darts, pool, poker, Bingo! 
Fundraiser auction May 13. 608 N Wynne. 509-684-4514.

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

TAZI’S COFFEE SHOP: A cozy and cheerful oasis featuring 
Crandall Coffee and specializing in espresso cold brew and pour 
over drinks. Also a selection of Republic of Tea. Mon-Sat, 7am-3pm 
at 119 E. Astor, by the clock tower. 509-684-2722.

WESTSIDE PIZZA: It’s all 
about the pizza! Eat in or sit 
back and enjoy our delivery 
service! Combo, speciality, 
build your own pizzas, plus 
dessert stix, appetizers, and 
salads. 555 S. Main, Sun-Thurs 
11am-9pm, Fri & Sat 11am-
10pm. 509-684-8254.

ZIPS FAMILY DRIVE-IN: Boasting the best breakfast in town 
with fast, friendly service, daily & weekly specials, huge selection of 
burgers, chicken & fish with too many choices of ice cream treats. 
Open Mon-Sat, 6am-9pm and Sun, 7am-8:30pm at 1265 S Main.  

Enjoy dining out in Northeastern Washington at any one of our fine eateries listed below. If traveling 

or just looking for a special night out, be sure to check out the lodging options listed here first! 

Say You Saw
GET YOUR BUSINESS LISTED! 

ncmonthly@gmail.com ~ 509-684-3109
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BEAVER LODGE: At beautiful 
Lake Thomas, 24 miles east of Colville 
on Hwy 20, RV parking, campground, 
cabins, store, gas, restaurant open 7 
days a week 8am-8pm for lunch and 
dinner, everything from hot dogs 
to prime rib. Come and relax with 
no cell service! 509-684-5657 www.
beaverlodgeresort.org. 

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

SELKIRK MOTEL: Offering 
guaranteed low rates, new beds, 
flat screen TVs, WIFI, centrally 
located, walking distance to 
restaurants. 369 S Main St. 509-
684-2565 Check out our website 
at www.selkirkmotel.com.

Kettle Falls
CHINA BEND B&B:  Luxurious 

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

Lodging Guide
RIVERWOOD B&B: Washington’s 
most scenic highways lead to Kettle 
Falls, halfway between paradise and 
heaven. Come relax in comfort on the 
banks of the Columbia, 7 Riverwood 
Circle E. Call 509-850-0873 or 
visit www.riverwoodbnb.com for 
reservations. 

Northport
RIVERTOWN SUDS N 

GRUB: Meet our friendly 
staff and enjoy daily specials, 
the best prime rib around 
(Fridays), awesome steaks, and 
fantastic salads! Open 7 days a 
week, 11 am till closing at 302 
Center Ave.. 509-732-6678.

MATTESON HOUSE B&B: 
When it’s time for a break from the 
ordinary, come stay in one of our 
themed, vintage decorated rooms 
and enjoy peace and quiet, a cozy 
fireplace and a hearty country 
breakfast. 607 Center Ave. 509-
732-6151. 

Orient
BEARDSLEE FAMILY RESTAURANT: 

Where everyone is family. Home 
cooking and specials every day. 
Also serving spirits, beer and wine. 
Karaoke every Thur and Sat. Open 
Tue-Sun, 5am-8pm. 509-684-2564. 

Look for more communities and listings in upcoming editions of the North Columbia Monthly!

To have you business listed, please email us at ncmonthly@gmail.com or call 509-684-3109. 

Us in the NCM!
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SPRING
March - May 2017

merchandise book

FREE COPY
pick up your

Our 2017 Spring Merchandise Book  
is now available.

STORE INFORMATION HERE.
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Store information

Southtown Plaza  ~  984 S. Main, Colville
www.colvillehardware.doitbest.com

509-684-6505
Mon-Sat: 8 am - 6 pm  ~  Sun: 9 am - 5 pm


