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NORM’S AUTO REPAIR

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

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

We Service All Makes & Models
Imports & Domestic

A Higher 
Standard of 

Service!

Downtown, 
in the Heart 

of Colville

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

FREEFREE Battery Testing
FREEFREE Brake Inspection

Winter is Here!

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

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

For inspirational ideas visit kraftmaid.com

HANEY
Lumber & Supply Inc.

509-684-2150
1101 N. Highway

Colville, WA
haneylumberandsupply.com

53% OFF LIST PRICE

Additional Additional 
20% Off 20% Off 
any order any order 

Till 12-16-20Till 12-16-20

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

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

For inspirational ideas visit kraftmaid.com

HANEY
Lumber & Supply Inc.

509-684-2150
1101 N. Highway

Colville, WA
haneylumberandsupply.com

53% OFF LIST PRICE

COLVILLE
509-684-2569

1-800-533-6518

REPUBLIC
509-775-2878

1-888-845-3500

SPOKANE
509-244-0846

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

Call “The Water Professionals!”

www.foglepump.com

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

• Hydrofracturing
• Geothermal Heat

Loop Systems
Lic. #FOGLEPS095L4

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

Serving Northeast Washington Since 1981

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

R-RATE, LLC
PLUMBING & HEATING

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

Sales & Service

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

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

efficiency.
Thermostat 
controlled.
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Stay Warm This Winter With A

Bl aze King Stove!

Locally Owned and OperatedLocally Owned and Operated

https://www.foglepump.com
https://norms-auto.com
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Living in rural northeastern Washington, as we do, my family 
participates in many of the fall activities that mark the season: 
getting in firewood and cleaning the chimney; 
stacking hay bales into towering piles; harvesting and 
preserving large quantities of produce from the gar-
den and orchard trees; draining and rolling up hoses; 
winterizing small engines; insulating exposed water 
pipes and faucets; activating electric and propane 
water heaters for the animals; pulling out the tubs 
of snow pants, coats and boots; and so on. 

When I made the last trip to the dump just ahead 
of the first snow, I was sent to “the pit” where the true 
reality of what happens to all our garbage is there, 
spread out on the ground to see. I’m always chagrinned 
to contribute to the pile and also a bit fascinated by 
the stories that can be deciphered from what’s thrown 
away. I also reflect on the decomposition process and 
how everything is always in a state of change, albeit 
sometimes very, very slowly.

On the theme of change, I consider how my chil-
dren are growing, both physically and as they develop 
into the people they are to become. I think about my 
contributions here, as well, 
and feel at once humbled by 
the awesome responsibility 
and acutely aware of the 
finite window of opportu-
nity for influence and for 
orchestration of formative 
experiences.

Another late autumn 
rite is to swap tires on the 
vehicles, which I did on 
the family kid-hauler first. 
So as not to be in town all 
day, I arrived well before 
the local tire shop opened 
and got a good spot in the 
already-forming line. I 
watched the morning light 
illuminate the clouds and 
cast a rosy blush of alpen-
glow on the mountains. 
Frost designs patterned the 
concrete, and I wondered what our cities and towns might look like 
were all such surfaces so artistically designed as a matter of course. 

From the Publisher’s Desk, by Gabriel Cruden

Each moment brings its own gifts and opportunities for me to 
see things in a different way. In this instance, the sun lifted above 

the mountains and the light 
changed. The frost melted 
away and the patterns 
turned to damp tire tread 
marks and then to a scuff 
of dust. And I realized 
that each bit of transition 
offered a new reality, even 
while so much stayed as it 
was. I drove the same ve-
hicle home, but now, with 
winter tires on, getting up 
my unplowed driveway 
was not a problem. Same 
vehicle. Same driver. Same 
driveway. Same snow. Dif-
ferent tires. Different expe-
rience. Different outcome.

One of my daughters 
made me a window bling – a 
beaded strand with a glass 
crystal at the end – and it 

hangs in my office where it catches the morning light 
and casts rainbows onto the floor. On a whim, I took 
a favorite rock and placed it under the rainbow and 
discovered that its shadow cast a rainbow halo. Same 
floor. Same rock. Same rainbow. But something new 
was created by putting them together in that moment. 

I recently served as a grant application reviewer 
for the eastern Washington portion of a statewide 
funding distribution opportunity and was struck by 
how many organizations throughout the region were 
doing similar types of work. It was at once disheart-
ening to know that the issues being addressed were 
so prevalent, and inspiring to learn of these dedicated 
individuals in communities everywhere striving to 
make things better for those who needed it most. I 
fervently hope that these grants are a change that 
contributes, even if only incrementally, toward each 
community finding their own rainbow halo. 

In this season of great transition, when a collection 
of tiny flakes of snow can change the rules for just 

about everything, I wonder about the opportunities that could be 
created with imaginative attention and intention.

Thank you to all who offered feedback 
on last month’s question: stay with the 
same paper stock or upgrade the entire 
magazine to glossy paper? I received 

numerous phone calls, letters, emails, 
grocery store chats, social media messages, 
and survey results. Taken together, it was 
split right down the middle. I also had 
nearly a third of additional respondents 
indicate they were in favor of the glossy 

cover/non-gloss interior combination, 
although that hadn’t been one of the 
options. After further conversation with 
my printer, however, it now is. And here 
it is – the best of both! I hope you like it.

             ~ Gabriel

Paper Decision
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Stonerose: Stonerose: 
Can You Dig It? Can You Dig It? 

Come see us in 2021! Come see us in 2021! 

509-775-2295  |  stonerosefossil.org  |  15-1 North Kean, Republic, WA 99166

According to the fossil record, According to the fossil record, 
2020 was an isolating incident.2020 was an isolating incident.
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By Mayah LaSol
I’ve started my second year of Running 

Start, which is a program that allows high 
school students to get college credits at no 
cost during their junior and senior years 
of high school. As soon as I heard of this, 
my freshman year, I knew I wanted to 
participate in this amazing opportunity. 
Surprisingly, it isn’t that popular, despite 
the fact that it saves students time and 
money down the line. Many people don’t 
do it because they want a full high school 
experience. 

I’m bringing this up because it’s such a 
strange time right now to be a student. No 
one is having a normal high school expe-
rience. Even Running Start isn’t operating 
like the program normally would. Most of 
my classes are online. The only one I have in 
person is a creative writing class with fewer 
than 20 people in it. We only meet twice a 
week and when we do, we sit at spread-apart 
desks with masks on. 

The difficult thing about my creative 

writing class is that, despite it being an 
opportunity to meet fellow writers and 
have some in-person community, I find 
myself not wanting to engage with the other 

students. It’s difficult for me to pin down a 
solid reason for why I feel this way. Part of 
it may be that I’ve gotten used to being less 
social, but I doubt that. Part of it may be 
the fact that my family has decided to move 

The Loneliness of Autumn School Days

and it feels like it isn’t worth it to meet new 
people when I know I’ll be leaving the city. 

However, I think the main reason is 
because the school protocols make me 

feel very alone. There’s 
a distance between me 
and the other students, a 
mask that makes me feel 
like I’m peering out at the 
class through a camera 
lens instead of out of my 
own eyes (this might be 
partly due to my glasses, 
to be fair, but the feeling 
is there just the same). 

Of course, these pro-
tocols are necessary, but 
it’s an effect of wearing a 

mask that I never thought about before. I 
have fairly big glasses on a small face, and 
when you add a mask and a hoodie for these 
colder autumn months, I just have a pair of 
eyes and a bit of forehead peering out at the 
world. It’s cozy in a way, but also isolating. 

I’m hoping that I can begin to overcome 
these feelings of isolation in the coming 
months. The fact that I am writing this arti-
cle and knowing that it will reach someone 
seems like a good beginning. Thank you for 
reading my words and I hope you know 
that you aren’t alone. I’m wishing everyone 
good health and positivity as the months 
grow colder.  

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

• Local crafters-Holiday table
• Gifts wrapped in a balloon
• Digital Four Photography

135 East First Avenue,Ste 5 • Colville, WA 99114 • 509-685-7343

Zaddy’s

 TUES-SAT 10
a-6

p SUN 11
a-4

p
NEW

Holiday 
Hours

OPEN Sundays
! CUSTOM ANIMAL  

SCULPTURES

Many animals
available

Emerson Surveying

Todd J. Emerson P.L.S.

Professional Land Surveying

Family Owned & Operated

Licensed in Wasington & Idaho
17010 N. Tamarac Lane

Nine Mile Falls, WA 99026
(509) 710-3200

emersonsurveying@hotmail.com

509-684-6501
colvilleglass@gmail.com

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

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

•	Rock	Chip	Repairs
•	Commercial	Glass
•	Residential	Glass

http://colvilleglass.com
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Support your local businesses and artists. 
Message us for gift certificates. 

We hope to see you soon!

30+ different shops and artists!

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

684-2587
1101 S. Main St. • Colville

Since 1984

Collision Repair 
Specialists

Axalta	Lifetime	Refinish	Warranty

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

November 21 – December 12
at Sandra’s Furniture

      at the 
Christmas Tree 
Extravaganza!

Shop Colville 
for the 

Holidays!

Drawing is LIVE on Facebook Drawing is LIVE on Facebook 
December 12 at 3 p.m.December 12 at 3 p.m.

Win a Christmas 
Tree & Gifts 

For just a $1 you could...For just a $1 you could...



8  |  North Columbia Monthly  |  November 2020  

Annual Candy 
Cane Lane is 
Canceled for 
2020!

We are sad to announce that we are unable to 
have our annual Candy Cane Lane this year. 

B uy  fo r  M o m ,  D a d ,
G ra n d p a r e n t s  a n d   S i b l i n gs  

WWee  hhooppee  
ttoo  sseeee  yyoouu  
nneexxtt  yyeeaarr!! 
Questions? 
Call (509) 680-0325 

Deer Park Dental
Formerly Dr. Clark Christofersen Dental Office
           “Let my Deer Park Dentist...be your dentist!”

Dr. Sandy Fletcher Montano, DDS
Advanced Education in General & Cosmetic 

Dentistry, Dentures and Dental Implants, 
University of Washington

We accept all insurances and state dental insurance 
Same day appointments & onsite denture repairs available

118 E Crawford St., Deer Park, WA 99006   |  EmergencyDentalDeerPark.com  |  Like us on Facebook!

Call/Text 

509-850-8061

STOP BY OR CALL FOR A FREE QUOTE!
790 NORTH HWY 395 COLVILLE

RIGHT NEXT TO WALMART

ROCK CHIP REPAIRS FREE UNDER MOST 
COMPREHENSIVE INSURANCE PLANS!
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Random Acts of Community
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By Christine Wilson
 When I stepped on one of my snowshoes 

with my other snowshoe two winters ago, I fell 
across both of them onto the snow, in front 
of the ticket office at Silver Star Resort. Our 
dog, who was my winter activity companion 
on that and many days, ran over to me and 
licked my face. Of course, like with so many 
embarrassing moments, I was not alone. A 
snowshoe tour group, at least eight strong, 
stood nearby. They caught my attention be-
cause of their collective sigh of delight. Myka 
was showing me empathy and the humans 
witnessing that empathy recognized it as 
such. My embarrassment was replaced with 
a warm collectivity; we were all experiencing 
that lovely moment together.

YouTube is full of stories of adults and 
children acting with compassion, reaching 
out to people they see in need. We each can 
no doubt share our own stories of kindness, 
given and received. In these heartbreaking 
and stress-inducing days, those become more 
important. 

When I was in high school, a friend was 
suffering from depression. A woman in our 
church told her to do an act of kindness for 
someone else each day. So now I was on the 
receiving end of a batch of cookies as part of 
her efforts. I was sorry she was depressed but 
sharing cookies with her was fun for me and 
my delight lifted her spirits.

I am not saying depression or anxiety or 
grieving can magically go away. I would not 
want to encourage the minimizing of such 
hardship. The underlying issues are best 
healed when they are faced, and that is a 
painful journey. That facing of hardship is 
done with a balance of self-soothing and 
relational soothing.

During this month known for its attention 
to thankfulness, I feel gratitude in my own 
life for friends and family members who 
have reached out to me as I’ve navigated the 
illnesses of my brother and his wife and the 
loss of our dear friend in July. I’m realizing 
the power of knowing we are not alone and 
of feeling that connection to others. I’m 
also realizing the necessity of balancing that 
comfort between my own well-developed 

but currently tested tool kit of self-soothing 
and the ability to take in love and support 
from others. 

It starts with complexity theory. About once 
a year, I feel compelled to remind you good 
readers about my introduction to the concept. 
Dan Siegel, brain researcher at UCLA, was 
standing in front of an audience of 700-800 
therapists. He asked for volunteers who had 
sung in choirs. Twenty or so people came up 
on the stage with him. He had them sing any 
random note, and it was a frightful cacophony 
of ear pain. Then he pulled out a pitch pipe 
and played middle C, asking them to all sing 
that note at once and to hold it for several 
seconds. It was stifling. Then he had them 
arrange themselves into four groups: soprano, 
alto, tenor and bass. Although they had never 
met each other, let alone practiced together, 
they sang “Amazing Grace” so beautifully we 
listened with glistening eyes.

“That,” he said, “is complexity theory.” 
The first and random sound was his way of 
showing chaos. The second sound was rigidity. 
The exquisite harmony of “Amazing Grace” 
was complexity. It takes some work to get to 
that but it is much more pleasant. Since I am 
seeing (and feeling in myself) jangled nerves 
everywhere, I’m rooting for complexity to 
take over. 

In the early 1970s, I read an essay by 
psychologist Rollo May about the dangers 
of overdoing the movement toward indi-
vidualism. I was resistant because my own 
journey was so focused on finding out who 
I was. We were called “the Me Generation,” 
and I was devoted to promoting self-aware-
ness, even then. 

I dismissed the criticism, but it always 
rattled around in the back of my mind. It has 
slowly become foreground over the last few 
years. The term that is being tossed around 
now is “toxic individualism.” That might 
sound harsh, but it is not a denial of the self 
or an admonishment. It’s more a reckoning 
with an extreme version, rather like those 
singers I mentioned picking any note they 
felt like blasting.

There are cultures and time periods that 
have been on the other end of the spectrum. 
The one-note sound that echoed in the lecture 

hall that day did not hurt my ears the way the 
shrieking and chaotic first sound did. It just 
seemed to suck the creativity out of the room. 
Rigidity has that effect on people.   

Humanity has swung throughout history 
from one end to the other. We are, in my not 
very humble opinion, in a period of extreme 
individualism. The impact, seen across our 
culture, is huge. We have depression, drug 
abuse, suicidal ideation, attachment disor-
ders, and a terrible sense of loneliness. 

I would not want us to swing too far to 
the other side. Rigidity has its fair share of 
problems as well and some of them are similar 
to the ones that show up with toxic individu-
alism. Even the sense of not being understood 
can exist on both ends of the continuum. The 
whole thing can start seeming more like a 
circle than a linear spectrum.

To use a teaching point from Harvey Jack-
ins, it is our underlying nature to be loving, 
rational, cooperative and zestful. When any 
of us are behaving in a way contradictory to 
those four characteristics, it is because our 
distress patterns have been triggered. And 
boy, howdy, are we distressed this year. I 
was looking forward to 2021 until someone 
pointed out that Mad Max is presumed by 
some to be taking place in 2021. Yikes.

So, perhaps we need to sort this out without 
counting on an easy future. Most spiritual 
traditions address the skill of experiencing 
tranquility in the midst of external difficul-
ties. One of Harvey Jackins’ points was that 
the first victim of our distress patterns is 
ourselves. We are also our first ally against 
these distress patterns. This is where healthy 
individualism comes in.

Remembering the beautiful harmony of 
“Amazing Grace” from those many years ago 
has set an aspiration in my mind. It is about 
finding the balance between that individual-
ism and our commitment to the greater good 
of a community. Figuring out if we need to go 
inward or reach out to others is complicated. 
Balance is never still, as usual. But difficult 
as amazing complexity may be, bring it on. 

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

Harmonizing the Stress
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A formerly homeless friend of mine A formerly homeless friend of mine 
called me recently. He is now living with called me recently. He is now living with 
his restored family in another town where his restored family in another town where 
he has a full-time job, a house, and a better he has a full-time job, a house, and a better 
life. He wanted to donate a vehicle to Hope life. He wanted to donate a vehicle to Hope 
Street, our project to end homelessness in Street, our project to end homelessness in 
northeast Washington. northeast Washington. 

I thought it was a very kind gesture, I thought it was a very kind gesture, 
since by any measure he and his family are since by any measure he and his family are 
still poor, but he explained that he really still poor, but he explained that he really 
wanted to give back, since Hope Street had wanted to give back, since Hope Street had 
been instrumental in giving him a chance been instrumental in giving him a chance 
and helping him restore so much of his life and helping him restore so much of his life 
that had previously seemed lost.  that had previously seemed lost.  

The vehicle wasn’t perfect. So, late on a The vehicle wasn’t perfect. So, late on a 
Saturday night, I lay on a creeper under Saturday night, I lay on a creeper under 
the front end of this four-wheel-drive, re-the front end of this four-wheel-drive, re-
placing the front U joint. When finished, I placing the front U joint. When finished, I 
did a test drive. I made some mental notes did a test drive. I made some mental notes 
while pushing the vehicle to its limits, while pushing the vehicle to its limits, 
making sure everything was in running making sure everything was in running 
order. OK, there was a cracked windshield, order. OK, there was a cracked windshield, 
the left reverse light was burned out, but it the left reverse light was burned out, but it 
runs and drives well and has good acceler-runs and drives well and has good acceler-
ation. All in all, it will make a fine vehicle ation. All in all, it will make a fine vehicle 
for someone. for someone. 

As I rounded the end of my driveway As I rounded the end of my driveway 
I was giddy with the thought of selling I was giddy with the thought of selling 
this car and reporting the income to the this car and reporting the income to the 
Hope Street board. I didn’t notice the Hope Street board. I didn’t notice the 
small black and white creature waddling small black and white creature waddling 
along the side of the road, and I came too along the side of the road, and I came too 
close. The strong smell of skunk followed close. The strong smell of skunk followed 
me all the way home. Alas, it has been my me all the way home. Alas, it has been my 
disappointing experience that selling a disappointing experience that selling a 
skunk-scented vehicle is not easy. skunk-scented vehicle is not easy. 

On another day, a team of visitors from On another day, a team of visitors from 

Whitworth College in Spokane came up to Whitworth College in Spokane came up to 
look over the Hope Street Project and learn look over the Hope Street Project and learn 
what we are discovering about homeless-what we are discovering about homeless-
ness in rural northeast Washington. Their ness in rural northeast Washington. Their 
stated goal is to energize churches to reach stated goal is to energize churches to reach 
out to their communities and give back out to their communities and give back 
rather than being so inwardly focused. As rather than being so inwardly focused. As 
our Hope Street leadership shared stories our Hope Street leadership shared stories 
and statistics about the people we serve, it and statistics about the people we serve, it 
was with a profound sense of gratitude for was with a profound sense of gratitude for 
the work we have committed to. We sense the work we have committed to. We sense 
that we are called to such a wonderful life, that we are called to such a wonderful life, 
a life helping people to move from hope-a life helping people to move from hope-
lessness to hope.  lessness to hope.  

There are two things that deeply move There are two things that deeply move 

me about our work to end homelessness. me about our work to end homelessness. 
One is the degree to which people experi-One is the degree to which people experi-
encing homelessness support and become encing homelessness support and become 
family to each other. The other is the de-family to each other. The other is the de-
gree to which community members have gree to which community members have 
stepped up, often unsolicited, to help us stepped up, often unsolicited, to help us 
accomplish our mission.accomplish our mission.

The numbers are meaningful. Hope The numbers are meaningful. Hope 
Street Rest Stop has served 197 differ-Street Rest Stop has served 197 differ-
ent individuals, including some children, ent individuals, including some children, 
living without shelter or in substandard living without shelter or in substandard 
housing in the 14 months since opening. housing in the 14 months since opening. 
Nearly all of them have roots in and are Nearly all of them have roots in and are 
connected to Stevens County. This is their connected to Stevens County. This is their 
home. Hope Street, along with like-mind-home. Hope Street, along with like-mind-

By Dr. Barry Bacon, MD
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Life Matters
ed partners such as Rural Resources, ed partners such as Rural Resources, 
NEW Alliance, Community Partners for NEW Alliance, Community Partners for 
Mental Health, have worked at the Rest Mental Health, have worked at the Rest 
Stop to move 32 people into housing. It’s Stop to move 32 people into housing. It’s 
not enough, but it is certainly worth cel-not enough, but it is certainly worth cel-
ebrating. As are 3,662 visits, 3,972 meals, ebrating. As are 3,662 visits, 3,972 meals, 
757 loads of laundry, 1,595 showers, and 757 loads of laundry, 1,595 showers, and 
1,223 visitors from the community in the 1,223 visitors from the community in the 
past 14 months. past 14 months. 

But more powerful than the numbers But more powerful than the numbers 
are the stories of the people who find are the stories of the people who find 
themselves, through a variety of life cir-themselves, through a variety of life cir-
cumstances, without a home. When a cumstances, without a home. When a 
man in his 60s who had not taken a show-man in his 60s who had not taken a show-
er for eight weeks saw the shower seat that er for eight weeks saw the shower seat that 
Ken had installed, he broke down in tears. Ken had installed, he broke down in tears. 
(This gentleman suffers from a chron-(This gentleman suffers from a chron-
ic lung condition and cannot stand long ic lung condition and cannot stand long 
enough to take a shower.)  enough to take a shower.)  

A young couple living in a tent came to A young couple living in a tent came to 
get some basic services at the Rest Stop. In get some basic services at the Rest Stop. In 
time, through our help and the assistance time, through our help and the assistance 
of our partners, they found work and of our partners, they found work and 
housing. But they didn’t just walk away. housing. But they didn’t just walk away. 
They found ways to give back, knowing They found ways to give back, knowing 
that there are many who have not found that there are many who have not found 
housing, because there isn’t housing to be housing, because there isn’t housing to be 
found. When she delivered her baby re-found. When she delivered her baby re-
cently, the first people this young woman cently, the first people this young woman 
called were our Rest Stop leaders Mo and called were our Rest Stop leaders Mo and 
Brett. “It’s a girl!” she announced. “She Brett. “It’s a girl!” she announced. “She 
weighs 6 pounds, 3 ounces. Can you write weighs 6 pounds, 3 ounces. Can you write 
it on the whiteboard so everyone knows?” it on the whiteboard so everyone knows?” 

You can’t help but smile at that. Despite You can’t help but smile at that. Despite 
their poverty and circumstances, they have their poverty and circumstances, they have 
become family to each other, sharing life’s become family to each other, sharing life’s 
burdens and celebrating life’s joys together.  burdens and celebrating life’s joys together.  

At the end of 2018, there were 800 peo-At the end of 2018, there were 800 peo-
ple with approved HUD vouchers in Ste-ple with approved HUD vouchers in Ste-
vens County who could not find housing. vens County who could not find housing. 
In a recent meeting on housing with the In a recent meeting on housing with the 
mayor of Colville, the school superinten-mayor of Colville, the school superinten-
dent Pete Lewis told us that at any given dent Pete Lewis told us that at any given 
time there are between 80 and 120 home-time there are between 80 and 120 home-
less students in the Colville School Dis-less students in the Colville School Dis-
trict. Most children and adults try to keep trict. Most children and adults try to keep 
their homelessness invisible. It’s under-their homelessness invisible. It’s under-

standable, given the misinformation and standable, given the misinformation and 
preconceived ideas about their plight. preconceived ideas about their plight. 

From a recent study funded by Catho-From a recent study funded by Catho-
lic Charities of Spokane, it is clear that the lic Charities of Spokane, it is clear that the 
number of homeless people in our area number of homeless people in our area 
has increased since 2010, the year that the has increased since 2010, the year that the 
Stevens County Plan to End Homelessness Stevens County Plan to End Homelessness 
was penned (it has since been updated, in was penned (it has since been updated, in 
2018). During the past five years, there 2018). During the past five years, there 
have been only seven permits approved have been only seven permits approved 

for new housing in Colville (691 in all of for new housing in Colville (691 in all of 
Stevens County), all for individual homes. Stevens County), all for individual homes. 
No one has been building affordable hous-No one has been building affordable hous-
ing. The inventory of houses is aging. ing. The inventory of houses is aging. 
Only 1.3% of the housing structures in Only 1.3% of the housing structures in 
Colville were built since 2005. According Colville were built since 2005. According 
to Colville’s Comprehensive Plan, Colville to Colville’s Comprehensive Plan, Colville 
will need 15 new structures per year from will need 15 new structures per year from 
now till 2040 just to meet the current esti-now till 2040 just to meet the current esti-
mated need. mated need. 

We have aging housing, inadequate We have aging housing, inadequate 
housing, and no one else that I am aware housing, and no one else that I am aware 
of is working on affordable housing. It’s a of is working on affordable housing. It’s a 
recipe for disaster.  recipe for disaster.  

So, what does all of this have to do with So, what does all of this have to do with 
a skunkmobile? Not all of our plans end a skunkmobile? Not all of our plans end 
in success. Sometimes we end up with a in success. Sometimes we end up with a 
skunk. Not all stories end with a happi-skunk. Not all stories end with a happi-
ly-ever-after. It’s the nature of life that it is ly-ever-after. It’s the nature of life that it is 
messy. But there are so many good things messy. But there are so many good things 
to celebrate. Thirty-two people who now to celebrate. Thirty-two people who now 
have housing. Refurbishing and restoring have housing. Refurbishing and restoring 
old and abandoned dwellings into living old and abandoned dwellings into living 
space. Completing a donated tiny house space. Completing a donated tiny house 
into a new home. Making room for one into a new home. Making room for one 
more family to come in out of the cold. more family to come in out of the cold. 
Having a community that rallies around Having a community that rallies around 
us. Seeing families in despair find hope us. Seeing families in despair find hope 
again. That’s a beautiful life. I’ll take an again. That’s a beautiful life. I’ll take an 
occasional skunk for the joy of living like occasional skunk for the joy of living like 
that.that.

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

All the birds at my place disappeared in August. First the chickadees, 
nuthatches and quail. Next, the finches. Then the pine siskins and 
the dove. There were no more flickers or Steller’s jays. The ravens – if 
they were still there at all – had gone quiet. For weeks, amid the dense 
smoke, I could barely see the trees much less what might be perching 
in them. Or what, if any, birds of prey might be cruising above the 
river or field. But, for sure, no bird came to the feeder.

It was eerie – apocalyptic. Lonely. Only the turkeys remained to 
keep me company. Each morning, nonetheless, I’d hang the feeder 
from the house eaves and each evening take it back inside, not a seed 
touched. September came and went, still no birds even when, around 
equinox, the vile smoke thinned at last and I could see the sky again. 
Color! Stars! Breathable air! Like arriving in the Promised Land after 
years of dreary wandering. But what’s a Promised Land sans birds?

Early in October, a flock of bluebirds landed on my deck. I almost 
wept at the sight. My cat, Taliesin, was deeply moved also. Tail twitching, 
he crouched by the French doors so that only his demonically-glowing 
golden eyes were visible from the other side of the glass and, in his 
wee kitty imagination, ninja-slew the bluebirds one by one. Not that 
they noticed. Their attention was on nailing the stinkbugs patrolling 
the deck. Observing the cat-bird-bug tableau, I sighed, the protein 
food-chain not my favorite aspect of the natural world, unless it 
involves sunflower seeds. 

Good or bad luck may arrive in threes, but self-pity travels in legions. 
During my birdless weeks I mentally enumerated other things I was 
missing. Hugs, for instance; I’d been missing hugs for 8-9 months. 
And kisses? Well, we won’t even go there. I was feeling in need of 
some inspiring news. Right on cue, my son phoned to announce that 
our session band was going to start meeting again, twice a month in 
a space roomy enough to socially-distance yet still hear one another.

This was superlative news as, along with languishing in the absence 
of birds, I wither without music. Our band goes back decades to its 
origin on First Thought Mountain where my teenaged son and our 
neighbor and I played music together. The Mountain Band grew and 
evolved, ever remaining a locus of friendship, hilarity, uplift, and good 
vibes. These days, with most of us living along the Columbia, we’ve 
morphed into the River Band, but the sound is still that of jigs, reels, 
and slow airs, and the banter is still lively.

Playing music together has a way of skimming the rust off one’s 
capacity to fully and happily engage the moment. I was still feeling that 
liveliness when I went to the store the day after our renewed launch, 
in an especially perky mood because of once again being allowed to 
use my own grocery bags. At the checkout I was filling one bag when 
the clerk, who’d started on the second one, blurted a horrified “Oh, 

no!” She’d caught sight of a stinkbug huddled at the bottom of the bag.
I’d just laundered the bags but in autumn stinkbugs get everywhere, 

using their crafty bug superpowers. I plucked this one out of the 
bag – clearly the clerk had a particular aversion to insects. She hadn’t 
appreciated my startled burst of laughter at the sight of the stowaway. 
I apologized and, hoping to cheer her up, said, “At least it wasn’t a 
wasp.” Which didn’t improve the interaction.

A bagger wandered over. “Your timing is just right,” I told her. “You 
missed having to deal with the stinkbug.”

She chuckled and agreed, the clerk becoming even icier toward 
me. Apologizing again didn’t help. Humor or making light of some-
thing – even if the something seems a light matter to start with – is 
not always what the moment needs. Jobs involving constant public 
exposure, month after month during a pandemic, are stressful. Added 
aggravation – even inadvertent – can be the last straw. 

No one wants to be the final straw in someone’s day. We live in 
fragile, tipping-point times. 

I remember wishing – when the rains finally came in October, 
soaking the parched ground, cooling the air and brightening the 
land’s colors – for some equivalent of that seasonal relief to rinse away 
society’s tensions and cool our volatility. In marriages and such, it 
helps when partners are not having hard days at the same time – so 
that they can take turns, at least, being sympathetically supportive of 
the other. When everyone is simultaneously having a tough day – or 
year – nurturance can get thin on the ground.

People respond to conditions of collective ordeal in different ways. 
Some people feel calmer than before, more focused, as they go about 
a more urgent or pared day-to-day experience. Some feel edgier, 
more anxious, restless, or isolated. Others fall into depression or find 
creative impetus, feel increasingly resentful, or embrace stoicism. 
Many different tunes are in play. Rarely – if ever – do we all sing the 
same one together.

But I remember a gathering I attended at a village hall on the Isle 
of Skye. Everyone had turned out to hear some Irish musicians play 
– the place was packed. At one point the guitarist said he’d recently 
picked up a Scottish tune he’d like to play for us, which he did as a 
simple instrumental solo.

Partway through, the audience spontaneously began to sing – in 
total unison. The sweet, pure sound rose, filling the hall. When I re-
call it now, it is like the clear wash of October rain in the night, mist 
wreathing the hills, conifers jeweled in the next morning’s gentle light.

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

Monthly Muse

Publisher photo. 
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Peering through the curtains of time to 
around 900 years ago: when the Anasazi 
culture of the Mesa Verde cliff dwellings was 
prevalent in the Pueblo region and about 
the time that MacBeth, of Shakespearean 
fame, defeated and killed Duncan, king 
of Scotland, western larch took root in 
the highland homelands of the Okanogan 
people. Nine hundred years ago, roughly 
400 years before Columbus blundered into 
the New World and began a chain of events 
that would forever alter life on this planet, 
these old trees were seedlings. 

Fast forward in time and we see the re-
cent heritage of these ancient trees become 
entangled with the history of the Okanogan 
National Forest, which was part of a U.S. 
reserve established in 1897 and defined 
under the Okanogan name on July 1, 1911. 
The Tonasket Ranger District within the 
Okanogan National Forest was created in 
1942. And it was foresters in that district 
who were instrumental in setting these gi-
ant trees aside from a 1963 timber harvest. 
Those foresters recognized the cultural 
value of these trees far exceeded the market 
value of their wood.

The trail accessing the Big Tree Botanical 
Area where these impressive larches are 
located is near Lost Lake campground in 
northeastern Okanogan County. Trail #301 
is an easy, wheelchair-accessible 0.7-mile 
hike. While there are many large, towering 
conifers within this botanical area, the 
highlight is a pair of 900-year-old western 
larches. The short loop trail provides some 
basic signage and a couple of benches.

Two types of larch grow in our general 
area: western and sub-alpine. The sub-al-
pine is primarily found at high elevations 
in western Canada. Larches sprout yel-
low-green needles in spring, turning a 
bright green during summer and climaxing 
in a brilliant display of golden-amber in 
mid-autumn. And then, slowly at first, those 
golden needles begin to drop. The forest 
floor, roadways and trails surrounded by 
larches receive a golden carpet. 

That is a favorite time for many of us to 
wander the woods and mountain ridges, 
hiking on nature’s equivalent of the yellow-
brick-road. One also may wonder about 

Nine Hundred Years Ago
By J. Foster Fanning

the annual cycle of growing and shedding 
needles.

The shedding or retaining of needles is 
a process that works to each tree’s advan-
tage, depending on where and how the tree 
grows. A point to note is that all conifers 
lose needles. Ponderosa pines typically have 
a needle cast of 20% or more throughout 
the summer with most of the needle shed 
happening in September. Just ask anyone 

who has a mature Ponderosa pine in their 
yard how many bushels of pine needles 
they rake a year. 

But the western larch casts 100% of its nee-
dles each year. According to Kevin Zobrist, 
associate professor at Washington State 
University, “Keeping and losing needles are 
adaptations that work to each tree’s advan-
tage where it grows. Evergreen conifers can 
use their needles for photosynthesis in the 

Catherine Brown  with J. Foster Fanning attempting to get his arms around his subject.
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fall and winter when conditions are warm 
enough, enabling them to grow throughout 
the year. Some of the temperatures that 
larches grow in tend to get too cold for 
winter photosynthesis, so larches can save 
resources by not producing leaves (needles) 
in the fall and winter. Additionally, losing 
needles is an advantage because it makes 
the larches more resilient to defoliating 
insects and fires.”

So how many types of larch are there? 
The ten species of larch worldwide are 
found mostly in the colder climates in the 
northern Hemisphere, and they are conifers 
(they have cones). They include Japanese 
larch, Siberian larch, Chinese larch and 
Himalayan larch. 

In an often-used misnomer, western larch 
is colloquially known as “tamarack” but that 
is actually the name for a tree that grows 
well east of here. They’re the same genus, 
larix, but differing species. Western larch is 
Larix occidentalis, while tamarack is Larix 
laricina. Some homesteader families came 
west from Minnesota and Wisconsin, and 
they brought the name tamarack with them. 

In prime growing conditions, the west-
ern larch top 250 feet and exceed 7 feet 
in diameter. Such a tree might have 100 
feet of branchless trunk. The wood of the 
western larch ranks as one of the sturdiest 
among softwoods. At nearly 40 pounds per 
cubic foot air-dried, it’s as heavy as many 
hardwoods. The hard, reddish wood has a 
straight, uniform grain with tough fibers 
and a fine texture. The straight grain of 
western larch allows it to be split into 
fence posts and rails, and shakes (a form of 
shingles), making it a very important tree 
for early settlers. 

Over the course of many wildfire seasons 
I’ve noted the fire resiliency of mature west-
ern larch. The thickness of its lower base bark 
combined with the first limbs often being up 
to 50 feet from the ground make the mature 
western larch one the most fire-resistant tree 
species in the Pacific Northwest. 

But in a roaring wildfire even the mature 
trees occasionally burn. It is then that the 
evolution of dying larch displays its survival 
techniques, producing huge numbers of 
seeds which are dispersed by wind across 

the burned landscape. These winged seeds 
are tiny, taking over 100,000 seeds to make 
a pound. Western larch re-establishes at a 
rate similar to that of another fast-growing 
highland species – lodgepole pine – and the 
cycle begins anew.

So next time you are boots on the ground 
and wandering in our local mountains, per-

haps pause for a moment and reflect on the 
offspring of these massive and ancient trees.

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

In Nature
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Heart and Home
By Tina Tolliver Lago

We took a trip recently. It was short, just a few days gone from 
home. But it was truly needed, as neither of us had been out of 
this house for more than a day in nearly a year. That’s a lot of 
home time and it was wearing on us both. The endless chores can 
be monotonous and for me they sometimes become a source of 
anxiety as a result of the “busyness” of it all, and possibly even 
a little jealousy toward the menagerie that consumes so much 
of my time. 

Little Cheeto, the ginger spice cat, lay innocently enough on 
my lap one early fall evening while I rubbed his belly and he 
purred his thanks. But suddenly I looked down at this calm 
and peaceful cause of my stuffed-up nose and I felt a twinge of 
envy. What a life! Our dogs and cats are tended to with love and 
care every day. So are the chickens. But at least the chickens put 
food on our table. Anyway, I do love our furry friends and they 
return that love tenfold, but I believe it’s important that we also 
give time and attention to ourselves and to each other. So, we 
took a little trip. 

As we crossed into our neighboring state I noticed there were 
no speed limit signs. My husband was in his element and I sat 
in the passenger seat with my heart pounding a little faster than 
it should. 

As the tall trees whizzed by we did pass a sign. We were going 
too fast for me to read the entire thing but I think the gist of it 
was “Welcome! You can pretty much drive as fast as you want as 
long as you’re not being dumb. BUT if you have an apple maggot 
crawling around in your car or a piece of milfoil hanging off of 
your boat, we will hunt you down and prosecute you according 
to our strictest maggot and milfoil laws.” That little bag of apples 
I had tucked in the bottom of the snack tote suddenly felt like 
contraband. 

If we got pulled over for dumb driving and the apples were 
discovered I feared I would need a lawyer to bail me out of a jail 
where no one would be wearing a mask. Of course, that didn’t 
happen and it’s obvious that when I go on vacation I pack all of my 
worries and fears up and tuck them in right along with all of the 
clothes I overpack because I never know what I’ll want to wear.  

We spent our little mini vacation at a resort where accommo-
dations were perfect for a pandemic. Our little cabin was tucked 
under a canopy of tall cedar trees along a creek that gave me a 
sense of home and lulled me to sleep each night as the water 
rushed over the little falls outside our window. It was so peaceful. 

We filled our days with hikes and short drives, always in search 
of little “hole in the wall” antique shops and art galleries. Un-
fortunately, the two galleries I had planned to visit were closed. 
One seemed to be on a temporary COVID-induced closure while 
the other was shuttered and empty, just one more sad victim of 

our current situation. 
We had a wonderful time though and the weather was beautiful. 

But, as often happens when I am away for more than a day or 
two, I also felt that familiar longing for home. There was nothing 
we did, nothing we saw that was better or more beautiful than 
what we have right here. 

Just tonight we drove home after a short overnight trip to the 
big city. When we crossed the bridge at Lake Roosevelt, I took 
in the sunset that lit up the sky with breathtaking color while a 
perfect small slice of the moon hung in the sky. I turned to my 
husband and said, “just imagine if you were driving here for the 
very first time.” 

He didn’t quite get what I was saying. He had that experience 
when he moved to this area. There has been no first time for 
me to cross the lake and drive up the river road to home except 
when I was an infant. So, I think I was trying to see the beauty 
from the bridge tonight like it was my first time to cross over the 
lake. But I couldn’t. Because it’s too familiar. 

Lake Roosevelt, my beloved Kettle River, this whole area has 
been my home for my entire life. I can’t even imagine living 
anywhere else. But tonight, for a brief moment, I did see the 
beauty in a way that I actually felt. I think that’s what I’ve been 
missing – feeling the gratitude for where I live. 

I can say I love it here. I can say it’s a beautiful place and there 
is no other place like it, but unless I feel it, those words don’t 
mean a thing. And on this night, I felt them. 

It’s been a while since I have felt this deep connection to where 
I live. And I don’t know why it comes and goes. Perhaps it’s my 
busy life. Perhaps it’s the state of the world right now and all 
the stress that we’ve been experiencing. I don’t know. But I do 
know that when I capture that feeling of deep gratitude, I need 
to acknowledge it somehow. Whether I achieve that simply with 
a cup of coffee by the river’s edge at sunrise or perhaps a hike 
to the ridge where the view of the valley is most breathtaking, I 
think it’s important to honor this place as often as I can. 

Those little mini vacations help me put it all into perspective 
while they give the opportunity to rest and take a break from all 
that needs tended to here ... all that I love and would not trade 
for anything in the world. But no matter how far I go or how 
long I’m away, it is always a joy to come home. 

I hope that you can find your gratitude for wherever you are 
and whatever life holds for you right now. Happy Thanksgiving 
to you and yours.

Tina is a mother, grandmother, artist, rescuer of owls, eagles, 
hawks and other wild creatures, children’s book illustrator, gardener 
and hobby farmer who makes her home on the Kettle River. Check 
out the Kettle River Raptor Center on Facebook.

This Great Big Life
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They’re gone. The hummingbirds, the bluebirds, the osprey 
and the swallows. Migrated south for better meals, lodging and 
weather. They have been gone for weeks. I stand in the fields and 
watch overhead as the geese in their typical V formation honk as 
they too migrate south. As for me, I think, I ponder and I reflect 
on migration.

In a different sense, I am a migrant, as were my father and my 
mother. So are my husband and his 
family and our ancestors. Unlike 
the birds, we did not intend to go 
back and forth annually for the 
best of both worlds. Instead, we’re 
among the millions who set out 
on a one-way journey with hope 
in our hearts for the promise of a 
better life.  

My husband migrated from 
Detroit to Seattle for employment 
in the airplane manufacturing 
business. Later, for retirement, he 
migrated to the mountains of east-
ern Washington. None of our five 
children live anywhere near where 
they were born, nor do they live 
anywhere near where they grew up. 
They all migrated for educational opportunities and employment. 

My dad migrated from Georgia after serving in World War II 
for work in the steel mills of western New York. There was no 
industry in the mountains of northern Georgia. My mother’s 
family migrated from Chicago to western New York for the same 
reason. During the Great Depression, work was scarce and Gramps 

heard that he might find work as a tool and die maker in Buffalo. 
Between 1916 and 1970, upwards of six million African Amer-

icans left the segregated rural southern states for such cities as 
Buffalo, Cleveland, Detroit and Chicago. They hoped for safer 
and more prosperous lives with better educational opportunities.

In rural western New York, each year large numbers of migrant 
farm laborers, mostly from Puerto Rico, came to harvest apples, 

grapes and tomatoes. Over the 
years, many of them found that 
western New York offered steady 
work and school opportunities, 
and the area was where they 
wanted to settle down and grow 
new roots.

I believe that the more we travel 
on our journey through life, the 
broader our perspective can be-
come. The more people we meet, 
interact with, attend school with, 
work with and attend religious 
services with, the more opportu-
nity we have to see what unites us 
as humans, not what divides us. 

I chose to migrate here to the 
mountains of eastern Washington 

for the beauty and peacefulness of country living. Now, this is 
where I will stay while I look forward to the return of the mi-
grating birds in spring.

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

By Karen Giebel
Migration Reflection
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BBeeiinngg  ooff  SSeerrvviiccee

Temperatures are cooling, leaves are changing, and 
Sherman Pass has already seen snow. The seasons wait 
for no one. It is time to pull out those winter clothes and 
put the Tree of Sharing on your calendar, November 23. 

The Tree of Sharing (TOS) has been going on for nearly 
two decades and the events of this year are not going to 
end that. However, TOS will look a little different this year. 
The location will not be at the usual spot at Key Bank. To 
observe social distancing and business recommendations 
from the health department, the Rotary Club of Colville 
has adapted.

This year there will be one main location and four sat-
ellite locations. The main location will be where tags can 
be picked up and all tag fulfillments can be dropped off. 
The satellite locations will be where tags can be picked 
up during normal business hours. 

The main location will be at the Ag Trade Center at 
the Fairgrounds in Colville. The satellites are Home Suite 

Home, Norstar Heating and Cooling, Re-Imagine Home, and 
State Farm Insurance, all in Colville. We are also working 
on creating an Amazon list titled “The Rotary Club of 
Colville’s Tree of Sharing.” A link will be available on our 
FB page, or send us an email for the link.

Sign-ups for the Tree of Sharing are being done through 
our regular partners: Rural Resources, Colville Food Bank, 
Addy Rescue, and EWU Early Head Start. These applications 

are due by November 12.
The Tree of Sharing officially opens to the public November 

23. You can pick up tags at any of the five locations. We 

are asking that the tags be returned to the Ag Trade Center 
where they will be organized for distribution. Satellite 
locations will close December 9 and the Ag Trade Center’s 
last day for tag return will be December 11. 

This year has been a unique mix of challenges and 
compassionate, creative responses to those challenges. 
We all need a light at the end of the tunnel to reach for 
and this year we are asking the community to be that 
light. If you are interested in volunteering or if you have 
any questions about the program, please contact us at 
rotaryclubofcolville@gmail.com. 

This page made possible by the Rotary Club of Colville. Learn more on FB @ColvilleRotary
To view a list of all the Rotary Clubs in the district, visit district5080.org/clubdirectory

Tree of Sharing Branches Out
By Adenea Thompson

Locations
Ag Trade Center (Main): 317 W Astor Ave.
Home Suite Home Furnishing: 141 S Main St.
Norstar Heating and Cooling: 662 S Main St.
Re-Imagine Home: 108 S Main St. 
State Farm: 775 S Main St B.

Dates
Opening Date: Monday, November 23
Satellites Close: Wednesday, December 9
ATC Close: Friday, December 11

How To Donate
By Mail: Checks may be mailed to 

Colville Rotary Charitable Foundation 
P.O. Box 281, Colville, WA  99114

In person: Ag Trade Center: 317 W Astor Ave.
All cash donations are tax deductible.
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If the title of my essay reminds you to 
finish Ivar Haglund’s sweeping ditty about 
the abundance of the Salish Sea’s bivalved 
creatures called clams – the staple which 
provisioned his restaurant – it is intentional. 
I’ll explain why: 

I was born in Seattle at the end of World 
War II, a time when returning soldiers and 
sailors were filtering homeward and joining 
the ranks of the employed.  My dad had 
worked for the Mosquito Fleet on Puget 
Sound while still in high school.  Before 
the war he was already an accomplished 
boat-builder and an experienced pilot of 
fishing boats that traveled between Puget 
Sound and Alaska. 

As the son and protégée of a talented 
cook it was natural for him to open his 
own hole-in-the-wall restaurant at the Pike 
Place Market when he returned from the 
Pacific Theater. His customers were soldiers. 
The market was his grocery store. Later, 
his growing family shopped at the market 
too.  On special occasions, after my dad 
quit the restaurant business and joined the 

Acres of . . .
By Tina Wynecoop

Formerly and formally known as “Miss Granmo”

Seattle Fire Department, we dined at the 
first Ivar’s indoor restaurant. It perched atop 
Pier 54 – and by coincidence had opened for 
business the same year as my dad’s eatery.   

In 1970 I left the salt air of Puget Sound 
for the mountains of eastern Washington 
to teach on the Spokane Indian Reserva-
tion.  Three hundred miles separated my 
former and new homes. I taught school. I 
married. I raised children. Over and over I 
heard the salty siren song calling me back 
to visit my first home. The clams were sing-
ing in that chorus too. My returns always 
included a meal at Ivar’s – just one of the 
many things I loved to do when visiting 
my hometown. 

I have to say that there was an opposite 
response to that call singing in my heart, for 
I also loved the reservation and its people, 
its wildflowers, its rivers, its new-to-me 
indigenous culture, and I loved all the 
children, especially my first-grade students. 
Their energy, curiosity, wit and loyalty, their 
diverse and unique individualities, were 
very appealing. 

Many years have passed since I taught 
these students when they were just begin-
ning to learn to use the English alphabet 
phonetically to sound out words, to read, 
and to write notes to each other and even 
leave a note on my desk: 

A Seattle trip in the late ‘90s included a 
visit to Ivar’s Salmon House located on the 
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north shore of Lake Union. I loved looking 
at the restaurant’s generous views of down-
town Seattle. The dining was great. In the 
restaurant’s foyer near the hostess station 
was a framed poem on the wall. It was 
written by one of my former first grade 
students from the reservation. 

I was surprised and touched by its 
presence and its eloquent and honest 
message. The artfully chosen words were 
there to remind diners that the poet’s own 
people were not born in the United States. 
They were here first … and remain. The 
United States was born in their land. (His 
poem is featured at right.) 

From his time in first grade I remember 
his expressive hands that fluttered as if on 
wings when he spoke. When he moved to 
Seattle as a young adult, he wrote to me on a 
postcard: “I put in myself a butterfly spirit.”  

Yes, I saw that. And I treasure what he 
inscribed on a different postcard: 

 “I carry the earth till I die. 
Already I am older than your first 

memory.” 
Yes. I understand. He was and re-

mains my Tijr. 
Postscript: In the autumn of 1994, decades 

before she was mantled with the title “United 
States Poet Laureate,” Joy Harjo (Muskogee 
Nation), the first Native American to hold 
that title, had invited Arthur Tulee to lead 
off her poetry reading with poems of his 
own. The venue was in downtown Tacoma. 
I drove from eastern Washington to attend. 
Seeing continuous full-frontal views of Mount 
Rainier at dusk all along Interstate 5 presaged 
a wonderful evening that meant much to me.
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Arthur Tulee

Mount Rainier at sunset. Photo by Troy Mason.
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Saving Face 
Lake Union, Seattle, WA 1996 

Here among the dozens of wall-mounted 
photographs 
of Northwest Indians is my face. 
Not my face, as if I stood or sat 
for a pose in traditional clothing, 
as if I could leave this nose, this chin, these eyes, 
this soul to anybody but family to own. 
But still there it is, my face, every time I eat  
here. 
I make a point to see my face,  
have never considered avoiding my face, 
was never surprised to find my face among these 
dead. 
I touch the glass my face is under 
and read the inscription under the frame 
as if it were new each time, every time. 
“Yakima Indian, identity unknown, circa 1898.” 
On my 11th visit, eating my 11th alder-planked  
salmon, 
I notice for the first time that my face  
is beautiful on a woman’s body. 
I feel my heart shoot the rapids 
of my genetic homeland. 
I know my family member will be set free, 
will no longer be kept apart from her family, 
she will be home soon. 
I can’t help but think 
what I’d do to feed my family 
in those early reservation days 
when starvation and poverty 
were older members of the family. 

But I pass no judgment on survival, 
on the necessary and the sacrificial. 
On my 12th visit, I take action. 
I strip to my breechcloth, 
paint my face in the parking lot, 
and carry a hunting knife between my teeth. 
Shadowless, I slip through the double doors, 
walk invisibly past the hostess station, 
stalk down a sloped floor to my face 
and deftly cut it down from its 25 year perch. 
With salmon cooking all around us,  
I say a prayer large in meaning, short in duration, 
and carry my back straight, my eyes true 
and step out in God’s broad daylight 
and save two faces this day. 
 
       ~ Arthur Tulee (Yakama/Wishram) 

Permission by Arthur Tulee and Raven Chronicles 1997, 
www.ravenchronicles.org. 
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It’s a double-edged sword being Adam 
Lambert. First of all, probably no one in 
the world can out-
sing you ... but then 
you’ll never really 
stop hearing “He’s 
not Freddie” from 
a bunch of Queen 
fans.  

Sure, Brian May 
and Roger Taylor 
could have simply 
stayed off-stage and 
lived off royalties 
for the rest of what-
ever. Or they could 
have gotten Marc Martel or another Fred-
die sound-alike vocalist. Instead, they put 

Queen + Adam Lambert

LISTEN UP

together mind-blowing live shows with a 
wildly inventive choice of vocalist, who not 

only reinvigorates 
the Queen brand 
but gracefully keeps 
Freddie’s legacy of 
live bombast alive 
for current and fu-
ture generations.

Releasing a live 
album during lock-
down is a bright 
spot for 2020, and 
Live Around the 
World starts out 
with spine-tingling 

hard-rock excitement in “Tear It Up.” 
Recorded at London’s O2 Arena, it’s one 

Gwyn Ashton: ‘Solo Elektro’
Some artists, like Boston and Blue Oyster 

Cult, release albums less often than we have 
to endure comedic election cycles.  Other 
acts stay busy offsetting the insanity with 
incredible album output, like Buckethead 
and the mighty Gwyn Ashton.  

Having just cranked out the phenomenal 
Sonic Blues Preachers album in 2019, Ash-
ton is back with a solo excursion, free from 
overdubs or the typical “fixes” you’d find 
on studio releases by almost anyone else.

Solo Elektro rides on the waves of huge, 

of the most incendiary live album openers 
of all time. 

The album captures the hyper-elec-
tric atmosphere of Lambert’s massive 
presence and Queen’s huge sound with 
the hard-rocking “Now I’m Here” before 
laying out a greatest hits program of the 
band’s music with “Radio Ga-Ga” and 
“Crazy Little Thing Called Love” in Aus-
tralia, “Under Pressure” in New York, and 
a standout, moving performance of “Who 
Wants to Live Forever” from the Isle of 
Wight Festival.

While the “he’s not Freddie” argument 
will likely rage on, the full-throttle power 
of this live album is undeniable, and the 
Queen + Adam Lambert team-up is an 
absolute force to be reckoned with.

blues-drenched rock guitar sounds and 
Ashton’s fantastic vocal storytelling. Open-
ing with the psychedelic “Metaphysical 
Journey,” Ashton’s gripping guitar fills up 
the speakers like an orchestra, while his 
singing on cuts like “Dawn of Tomorrow,” 
“Please Allow Me” and the hyperkinetic 
“Shine Lover Shine” sounds like it needs to 
immediately be part of a two-fisted Netflix 
original soundtrack.  

Make no mistake, single-take guitar-vocal 
albums are not an easy thing to make. More 

Reviews by Michael Pickett

accurately, they’re not an easy thing to have 
be a gripping listening experience all the way 
through. Yet Ashton creates an entire album 
that is as sonically arresting as anything Jack 
White has in his catalog, and his blues-laden 
epics are leagues above most of the recycled 
blues licks that artists trade on most albums.  

In a world where no one is certain what’s 
coming next, having Gwyn Ashton’s un-
predictable, massive music serving as a 
soundtrack is a welcome high point. Can’t 
wait for the next one. Check out this must-
have release at: gwynashton.bandcamp.com/
album/solo-elektro..  

Check out Michael Pickett’s music, free 
at pickettmusic.com.

All Around the World

162 East 1st, Colville  •  (509) 684-3164  •  www.roadscholardrivingschool.com

“Education for the Road Ahead”

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

• Individual Instruction
Colville’s locally owned driving school!



ncmonthly.com  |  November 2020  |  23

Former U.S. poet laureate and Pulitzer 
Prize winner Natasha Trethewey’s recent 
memoir, Memorial Drive, tells about her 
mother’s murder by Trethewey’s former 
stepfather. Her account is less about the 
details of a crime than about memory of 
relationship and “the way my own life has 
been shaped by that legacy.”

Trethewey was 19 when her mother 
was killed and 50 when she began writing 
the story. Her direct style is undramatic, 
almost detached, but when she peels open 
certain memories the writing shudders 
with intensity. “It’s as if she’s still there, that 
girl I was, behind the closed door, locked 
in the footage where it ends.”

As a mixed-race child Trethewey had to 
find her own place in the world, though she 
was well-nurtured by her (Black) mother’s 

circle of family. Her (White) father was of-
ten away. Growing up in 1960s Mississippi 
– the violent heart of Klan country – where 
mixed-race marriages were still unlawful, 
was no picnic. But worse for Trethewey was 
the transition to Atlanta and her mother’s 
marriage to a (Black) man who battered 
his wife and terrorized his stepdaughter 
for ten years.

Reading the telephone transcripts made 
on the eve of the murder is harrowing – 
nothing like what we see in movies or read 
in novels – their grievous reality haunting. 
Yet there’s a strength of reclamation in the 
author’s writing, and our reading, this 
story. “All those years of running away 
from my past I had, in fact, been working 
my way steadily back to it.” Work that is 
shiningly rendered.

A Good Read

The war in Vietnam was the one I grew 
up with, my son born the year it ended. 
Reading journalist Michael Herr’s ac-
claimed 1968 classic, Dispatches, brings 
the atmosphere of the sixties viscerally 
back, along with the particular language 
that racism, sexism, and political duplicity 
assumed at that time. The “all” in Herr’s 
warts-and-all portrayal delineates the 
shadows chasing the soldiers, spooks, 
and string-pullers of the war – and the 
journalists and photographers covering 
them. “A lot of people knew that [Vietnam] 
could never be won, only destroyed, and 
they locked onto that with breathtaking 
concentration….”

The book is divided into six parts, includ-
ing one devoted to the press corps – full 
of frank confession, male bonding, and 
the terrifying, sordid glamor Herr cannot 
deny loving about the combat experience. 

“After something like that, what could you 
find to thrill you, what compared, what did 
you do for a finish?”

Herr hung out with the “grunts,” telling 
their stories and bearing witness to their 
brutal transformation from fresh young 
men to callous killers. His images stun: the 
napalm and chopper attacks, fear’s metallic 
aftertaste, the rock-and-roll soundtrack, 
the profanity and military jargon. 

Why read such accounts now? That par-
ticular war reaped such division and dam-
age, and it feels like much is still unlearned, 
unfinished, unhealed. If nothing else, 
Dispatches offers pertinent perspective as 
this country once again grapples with how 
a democracy should conduct itself.

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

Dispatches, by Michael Herr

Reviews by Loren Cruden

Memorial Drive, by  Natasha Trethewey

Want more book recommendations for winter reading? Check out page 29!
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Gardening for Belly and Soul
By Louanne Atherley

I grew up in a family for whom raising and 
preserving food was a given. Even after we 
left the farm and no longer raised our own 
animals, there was always a garden. In my 
adult life, I have almost never been without 
a garden. Planting, tending, harvesting and 
preserving shape the rhythm of my life.

Some of my earliest memories are of being 
in the garden. I was the oldest child on a farm 
in North Dakota, miles from neighbors, my 
siblings still babies. My world consisted of the 
house, barn, chicken coop, pigpen, Quonset 
hut, rock pile, frog pond, the wind break where 
all the trees were, the lilac hedge around the 
outhouse, and the garden. Diversions were 
largely of my own making. 

The highpoint of summer for me was when 
the peas were on. I was free to fill my pockets 
with as much as I could gather. I would take 
them to the swing. There I would leisurely shell 
and eat them while twisting and untwisting, 
throwing the pods as I went. When I got 

bored, I would lie on my belly in the dirt of 
the garden, constructing fences and buildings 
out of bits of rock, wood and other debris. 

The dirt cellar under our house was lined 
with colorful jars full of the food my mother 
harvested from our garden. There was a bin 
in one corner that held coal for our stove and 
another full of potatoes. 

We left the farm when I was six. My family 
continued to grow food even though we now 
lived in town. My brother and father turned 
to fishing to supplement the meat we now 
purchased. We lived in a house on a large lot 
with several apple trees, pear trees, a cherry 
tree, two walnut trees, and two filbert trees. 
I learned to climb into the apple trees with 
a shaker of salt and eat the green apples. My 
dad always planted a large garden and my 
mother still canned every year. I remember 
sitting on the back porch with ripe tomatoes, 
a jar of mayonnaise and a butter knife. 

Harvesting blackberries and making black-
berry jam became a big part of our routine 
after we moved to western Washington. Our 

Clinics          
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house was just up the hill from a papermill. 
Between us and the mill was an undeveloped 
area with an abandoned flume that had 
once been used to transport logs from the 
Columbia River to the mill. If you’ve ever 
picked blackberries you know that they are 
covered with large thorns with a hook on 
the end, making it a tricky business to gather 
them. One strategy we learned was to lay a 
wide board on top of the bushes so you could 
walk to the center of the patch where the best 
berries inevitably grew. Something else we 
discovered was that the blackberries grew 
up over the edge of the flume. If you climbed 
inside it, you could walk along and pick the 
berries almost unscathed. 

There weren’t a lot of jobs in the small 
town where I grew up, so it was common 
as teenagers to sign up to harvest the com-
mercial crops that were grown nearby. It 
started with strawberries in early summer 
and then beans. They even sent the school 
bus around to pick us up and take us to the 
fields. Kids were severely warned against 
strawberry fights, which inevitably erupted 
with the overripe strawberries. Instigators 
would not be welcomed back. Picking was 
how we earned money for our school clothes. 
Once we were all back in school, my mother 
and some of her friends would pick filberts 
for Christmas money, a social time they all 
looked forward to. 

The only time in my adult life that I didn’t 
have a garden, other than when I was a student, 
were when I was married to my first husband 
and trying to pretend I was someone I was not. 
He grew up with a gardener and someone to 
help do the cooking. It just wasn’t something 
you did yourself. When I did venture to plant 
lettuce he didn’t want to eat it because it had 
been in the dirt.

We found ourselves in the country even-
tually and I eagerly set about digging. My 
oldest daughter remembers that I let her put 
the bean seeds in the holes. That was about 
the time when I made one of my biggest 
garden mistakes ever. I planted horseradish. 
When it came time to harvest, a friend who 
also had a couple of small children came to 
help me preserve it. We began grinding the 
horseradish roots while we talked, and the 
children played. Soon we noticed that ev-
eryone in the room had tears running down 
their faces, even the children. It was too late 
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SLABS DONE RIGHTSLABS DONE RIGHT
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• Custom Shop
• Veneers
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• River Table Epoxies
• Furniture Grade Lumber

10 miles south of Colville on Hwy 395

Small to MONSTER Size!

to stop so we opened all the windows and 
doors and kept right on canning. 

The big thing I didn’t realize about horse-
radish is that once you have opened that door 
you may never be rid of it again. Even the 
smallest root hair left in the dirt is happy to 
grow a whole new plant.    

When I found myself on my own with two 
small children in a subsidized townhouse, 
one of the first things I did was to buy an 
old washtub that I filled with dirt, set on the 
tiny cement patio and planted with tomatoes.

The next chapter of my life was with a 
man who had grown up even more remotely 
than my early years. His family, or rather his 
mother, grew most of their food, canning 
and preserving even more extensively than 
my own mother did. My children still speak 
fondly of Grandma Angie’s “bottled apples” 
that were canned already sliced, and seasoned 
with cinnamon and sugar, ready to be plopped 
into a pie crust or onto ice cream or just eaten 
out of the jar. 

I’ve kept the tradition of gardening and 

canning as I raised my family and continue 
even now when there are only two of us and 
we are hard-pressed to eat everything we can. 
My daughter whose birthday is in August 
receives a case of peaches we can for her each 
year. She eagerly exchanges them for the case 
of empty jars she has saved. 

I can’t imagine life without a garden. 
Mid-summer, once things begin to grow, I 
can’t help going out into the garden first thing 
to see what surprises happened overnight. 
Often I find myself returning to the house an 
hour or so later, covered with dirt but finally 

ready to begin my day. 
Particularly in this time of pandemic when 

it is so easy to let imagination fly to the worst 
possible outcome, my garden keeps me cen-
tered and reassures me that as long as the sun 
continues to shine and the rain to fall, seeds 
will continue to emerge from the earth and 
everything will be fine.

Louanne Atherley has lived in Stevens Coun-
ty for 36 years. In her retirement she enjoys the 
outdoors, gardening, reading, and writing, as 
well as travel although she has yet to find any 
place to compare with home.

http://kyrs.org
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In the October issue of North Columbia 
Monthly was a grandmother’s wise observa-
tion about “small talk.” She saw it as a way 
for people to connect with one another, 
whether strangers or not, even if with just 
enough time to exchange a few sentences. 
In those few sentences, we can learn of one 
another’s joys or needs (to fill them), or of 
lessons learned (so we can learn from their 
mistakes or serendipities), or of what’s go-
ing on in the local or larger world that we 
might not have known about. Or just affirm 
pleasantries. 

In so doing, I think we often not only cheer 
ourselves but others. And in so doing, we 
sometimes find special people who become 
good friends to help us through the worst of 
times and with whom we share life’s small 
victories and joys. Small talk is indeed a 
blessing, and that was proved to me just a 
few days ago.

I was lying face down on my chiropractor’s 
table, and as he worked on my spine we 
engaged in small talk about feeding wild 
animals. He happened to mention that he 
had tossed out some almonds, and the deer 
at his place ate the husks but left the almond 
pits on the ground. “Wow,” I thought. “Would 
that work for our almonds and our deer?”

We have two almond trees. They’re the 
Hall’s Hardy variety, bred to withstand 
winters here. This is their first year of any 
significant production, and about 200 nuts 
in husks will soon need to be picked. Per-
sonally, I have not been looking forward to 
de-husking 200 of those things, so when 
an easier way was presented in that chance 
conversation with my chiropractor, I decided 
to try it.

Shortly before sunset, we dribbled about 
two gallons of just-picked almonds in a line 
on our road, out of the grass so we could 
easily find the husked nuts we hoped would 
be there the next morning. 

The deer, familiar with our routine, didn’t 
wait till dark. They came to see what goodies 
from the garden we might be leaving them, so 
we got to see if our hopes would be gratified 
or not. We watched eagerly as the first doe on 
the scene took an almond, husk and all, into 
her mouth. Head up, she chewed mindfully 
for a bit, and soon we could hear a clacking 

as her tongue began to roll the denuded nut 
against her teeth. Moments later, she dropped 
her head, let the de-husked nut fall from her 
mouth, and took up another nut-in-husk. It 
was working! 

The sun was setting, so we didn’t stay to 
watch more, but early the next morning we 
checked the road. There, in a relatively neat 
row, were about thirty almonds—totally, 
neatly dehusked! All that was left for us to do 
was gather them up, wash off the deer saliva, 
let them dry, and crack them open when 
we’re ready to eat them. How nice is that! 

Now we’re looking for a labor-saving way 
to crack all those shells without breaking the 
nuts. Anyone know? We’re also wondering if 
deer will do the same job on walnuts. 

Today, as I write, I watch the wind blow 
the bright coral leaves off my lone maple 
tree planted out of autumn homesickness for 
where I used to live, and I am reminded of 
another small-talk conversation that began 
a couple of months ago. It actually wasn’t 
small talk; it was more a conversation that 
occurred in small interchanges over several 
weeks. It was always on the same topic, but 
time intervened to provide updates for the 
next time we’d encounter each other. There 
was a valuable lesson learned in that con-
versation, also. 

We have lost all of our peach and nectarine 
trees, and some of our apricot and cherry 
trees too. According to an arborist at a Wenat-
chee orchard and the local Washington 
State University extension office, our trees 
succumbed to bacteria called pseudomonas. 
Local growers call it “gum rot,” because one 
can see a light yellow sticky substance coming 
out of the bark on the trunk and limbs and 
branches, and even out of the fruit itself. 
Stone fruit (fruit with pits instead of seeds) 
are vulnerable to these bacteria, we were 
told, which has caused some growers in the 
Pacific Northwest to stop growing stone fruit 
altogether. One local grower told us he’d lost 
all 26 trees of one peach variety in just one 
year to that bacteria. 

We had sawed off the upper portion of our 
peach trees, leaving only the lower part of 
the trunk, and put the branches in the burn 
pile. Then we hired someone recommended 
by a friend to dig up the stumps. We were 

told by the experts that the bacteria remain 
in the soil for up to seven years, and anything 
planted in those holes would end up with the 
same problem, but we nevertheless wanted 
the infected stumps gone to clean up the 
area as much as possible.

The man who backhoed our stumps learn-
ed why we hired him and asked us to look 
at his own peach tree, which wasn’t doing 
so well. It turns out his peach tree looked 
like ours had only a couple of years before. 
Our recommendation was that he remove 
the sickly tree before the infection spread to 
other trees he had there. 

He did, and on our third or fourth short 
“small talk” conversation about the trees, 
he commented that after he removed his 
sick tree, his nectarine tree, which had 
been showing similar symptoms of decline, 
seemed to revive and was doing well. His 
observation caused us to take another look 
at our apricot tree – another stone fruit 
which had been in serious decline, having 
been planted right next to the peach trees.

Our apricot tree seems to have taken on 
new life, just as his nectarine did! It isn’t free 
of the pseudomonas, by any means, but it is 
surviving better than the peaches did when 
they were invaded by the bacteria. Thus, it 
was good to get rid of the peach trees, and 
had we done so sooner we might have saved 
the nectarine tree and maybe two cherry 
trees. Instead, we gave the bacteria time to 
spread to them. Perhaps you can learn from 
our experience.

We have hopes that vigilant pruning and 
plenty of watering will enable the apricot tree 
to resist the invader, recover, and really pro-
duce. By the way, it’s a black apricot variety 
called Tsor Tsliden. The growers in southern 
Washington from whom we purchased it say 
they can’t get theirs to produce there, but 
ours has – twice now. Due to the bacteria 
and some serious pruning, this year the tree 
managed to produce only eleven apricots, 
but we have hopes for next year. 

So – to get back to where this article 
started, I am of the opinion that small talk 
is not to be undervalued. Look where just 
two small-talk conversations led! Informa-
tion shared by chance that turned out to be 
useful and even entertaining! 

 By Jean Handwerk By Jean Handwerk

The Benefits of Chitchat
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In this crazy, mixed-up world in which we’ve been living out 
2020, gratitude has been the fuel which has kept me going. It’s 
a topic I have mentioned a few times throughout the year, but 
with the Thanksgiving holiday on the horizon, it’s timely to 
focus on it again. Recognizing what is going well in my world 
is healthier than dwelling on what is not so good. I can call to 
mind the blessings in my life, but often it is more helpful to write 
them down and keep the list in a place where I can view it often. 

One thing that has been sad for me has been my inability to 
teach yoga classes since the lock-down was mandated in March. 
I’ve heard from many of my students, and they are sad about 
this too. The blessing is that I still have good health and can 
practice yoga by myself at home, and that, as far as I know, my 
students can do the same.

For fall quarter, instructors had been invited to teach via 
Zoom (where everyone logs into an internet conferencing sys-
tem at the same time) but after finding out via Facebook that 
my students were not interested in Zoom classes, I declined. I 
had been anticipating the return of face-to-face (F2F) classes in 
January, fully expecting there to be requirements about masks, 
social distancing, and sanitizing surfaces before and after classes. 

However, at the annual staff meeting at Spokane Community 
College on October 17, the administrators dropped the bomb-
shell that there will be no F2F classes yet. However, we did get 
another option in addition to Zoom. And I am grateful for that 
and I hope my students will be grateful too! 

That option is offering pre-recorded classes which the students 
can access through their Community College accounts. Unlike 
Zoom, where everyone has to be on their computer at a specific 
time, the recorded classes can be accessed individually 24/7. I 
think this is a very exciting opportunity for students and teachers 

By Brenda St. John

to maintain their connection until F2F classes are here again.
Now, though, for November, I invite yoga students (we are all 

students) to focus on back-bending and shoulder-opening asana. 
The physicality of back-bending poses and certain shoul-

der-opening poses is that our hearts become exposed and thus 
receptive to the emotions of gratitude, love and happiness. For 
backbends, I recommend Locust, Cobra, Upward Facing Dog, 
and Bow poses. For the shoulders, I recommend Cow Face Arms, 
Clock (at the wall), clasping hands together behind the back and, 
if possible, Reverse Namaste. See images below.

And last but not least, I always find the Breath of Joy to be an 
emotional upper. It’s a great wake-up activity but can be done 
any time. Stand with feel parallel and hip-width apart. Knees 
are soft. Take a sip of breath equal to 1/3 of a normal inhalation 
as arms lift to shoulder height in front of chest, palms facing 
the ceiling. Increase the inhale to 2/3 capacity as arms move 
out to the sides like a conductor, still at shoulder height. Com-
plete a full inhalation as arms come back center and then raise 
them overhead, palms facing each other, encouraging a slight 
backbend of the spine. Finally, exhale with an audible sigh or 
“ha” as the spine folds forward with bent knees and arms drop 
down and rise behind the back. Repeat several times, perhaps 
about 10 times in total.

It’s helpful to wear the hint of a smile while practicing yoga to 
increase that feeling of happiness and observation of gratitude. 
And I often take a few moments to follow my breath while re-
peating the words of Thich Nhat Hanh, the well-known Buddhist 
monk, “Breathing in, I calm myself. Breathing out, I smile.”

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

since 2010.

Gratitude for What We Have
Life’s Stretch

ClockReverse NamasteHands Behind Back

“The result of contentment is total happiness.” 
 ~ Yoga Sutra 2.42 as translated by D. K. V. Desikachar
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And the Hip Bone’s Connected to the . . .

By Faye Stewart

Thigh Bone, Etc.

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

To generally strengthen all “them bones” 
use herbs high in calcium or silica such as 
oat seeds, raspberry lvs., borage, strawberry 
lvs., alfalfa, red clover fl., parsley lvs., water-
cress, cleavers, plantain, dandelion, nettle 
and yellow dock. 

The common name for comfrey (Sym-
phytum) is knitbone. The herb is called that 
not only because of its calcium content but 
even more because it causes cells to prolif-
erate like crazy. (Do not use comfrey if you 
have cancer or for deep wounds in which 
you don’t want the surface to close over too 
quickly.) Comfrey’s leaves are the part used 
for bone and tissue healing, good for sprains, 
breaks and fractures. Tincture or infuse the 
leaves fresh (and note that comfrey’s leaves 
mildew easily and infusions spoil quickly 
even if refrigerated). Use late-growth leaves 
only, as comfrey’s young leaves can seriously 
stress the liver.     

Osteoporosis may be moderated using 
nettle lvs. or with the help of horsetail – which 
aids the body in processing calcium – and 
with red clover fl., which act similarly to a 
low dose of estrogen. Tofu in the diet, too, 
may help moderate osteoporosis. 

Often standard for osteoporosis are 
calcium supplements – calcium citrate is a 
form often recommended – at 1000mg/day 
for menopausal women and up to 2000mg/
day for post-menopausal women, taken in 
2 doses with meals (but not with iron; and 
contraindicated if kidney issues or hyper-
parathyroidism are present). Also standard 
are extra vitamin D3 and magnesium.

Muscle, Tendon and Joint Herbs
To ease sore muscles try yerba mansa – or 

St.-John’s-wort-infused oil rubs. Or a mix 
of hyssop and fresh birch lvs. in a bath or 
infused as a rub in sweet almond oil with 
a little wintergreen essential oil, or horse 
chestnut extract applied externally. Arnica 
cream is another option.

For muscle cramps mix 6 parts crampbark 
with 2 parts prickly ash bk. and 1 part ginger 
rt.; use internally 3 times daily.

Sprains and strains may benefit from 
applying ice immediately and then thyme 
fomentations every 4 hours, or arnica cream, 
or chamomile, yarrow, and white oak bk. 
tincture internally. Use St.-John’s-wort if 
there’s no inflammation, turmeric if there 
is, and black cohosh rt. for pain.

Tendonitis and bursitis are treated with 
black cohosh, turmeric, ginger rt., white 
willow bk., Boswellia or devil’s claw to cool 
inflammation. 

Gout (caused by buildup of uric acid in 
joints, creating painful inflammation) may 
be remedied over the long term with equal 
parts burdock rt. and yarrow in tea or tinc-
ture. Another herb that clears uric acid from 
the blood is black cohosh.

For rheumatism, use black cohosh in small 
tincture doses – fresh root is best; prickly ash 
for pain due to poor circulation; agave for 
rheumatoid arthritis, also evening primrose 
oil; and horsetail, yarrow, green tea, fever-
few in capsules, or celery seeds short-term. 
Devil’s claw works well for some people, at 
40-60 drops tincture twice daily, 2 weeks 
on, 2 weeks off, to reduce inflammation. It 
takes 7-10 days for this herb to show initial 
effect. Other remedies include yerba mansa 
and arnica – applied topically – or baths of 
yerba mansa, chaparral and chamomile.

Many of the herbs for rheumatism also ap-
ply to arthritis. Burdock is appropriate, taken 
long-term to cool arthritis inflammation; 
take the tincture in up to 1 tablespoon doses 
several times daily. Chaparral is a short-term 
aid; use it tinctured – chaparral tastes terrible. 
Yucca rt. capsules are an anti-inflammatory 
for arthritis pain, and nettle (a cup of tea per 
day) is tonic. Alfalfa infusions may reduce 
tissue swelling. Devil’s claw sometimes helps 
with arthritis, as might sassafras, parsley, 
yerba buena, yerba santa, flaxseed oil, ginger 
rt., herbs containing calcium, potassium, 
vitamins A, C and E, and an alkaline diet. 
White willow bk. may reduce pain. Papaya 
and pineapple are anti-inflammatory (and 
tasty); and sarsaparilla, meadowsweet, white 
poplar and wild yam may be supportive. 

Guaiacum (a resin or wood chip from 
South America or the Caribbean) is a specific 
for rheumatism and also treats gout. It com-
bines well with meadowsweet or celery seeds. 
Simmer for 15-20 minutes, drink 3 times 
daily – but don’t use celery seeds long-term.

Boswellia is a gum resin used for arthritis, 
sometimes in combination with turmeric 
and Ashwagandha, usually available in 
capsules.

Turmeric is an excellent arthritis-tendon-
itis-bursitis remedy. Take in capsules or 10-30 
drops tincture or grated (1 teaspoon/day) in 
food. Its beneficial effect increases signifi-
cantly with the addition of black pepper in 
a roughly 4 parts turmeric to 1 part pepper 
ratio. Turmeric can be used long-term up 
to 3 times daily to reduce inflammation but 
be sure to take it with food. Otherwise the 
stomach may rebel.

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



ncmonthly.com  |  November 2020  |  29

In the early days of the pandemic when people were stocking up like crazy on toilet paper, I too experienced a surge of anxiety. I rushed to 
Goodwill and bought a stack of the one thing I knew I couldn’t do without: books. After reading through that stack, I borrowed books from my 
son and from the shelves of a neighbor. As months passed and solitude deepened, friends even mailed books to me. One of those was Hillary 
Mantel’s newest, the conclusion to her historical fiction trilogy about Thomas Cromwell, Henry VIII’s fixer (kind of a medieval Ray Donovan 
position at court). Like the previous two books in the series, The Mirror and the Light is lengthy but absorbing and wonderfully rendered, the 
perfect quarantine book, plagues included.

Now that our libraries are providing curbside service, I’ve compiled a list of additional recommended authors for readers out there jones-ing 
for literary allies in these times when a quality read may be just the inner transport needed.

Intriguing Espionage & Crime:
Benjamin Black – Christine Falls
Mark Billingham – The Burning Girl
Ann Cleeve – Raven Black
Michael Dibdin – Back to Bologna
Tanna French – In the Woods
Steve Hamilton – The Lock Artist
Mick Herron – Spook Street
Arnaldur Indridason – The Draining Lake
William Kent Krueger – Boundary Waters
John Le Carre – A Most Wanted Man
Robert Littell – The Stalin Epigram
Denise Mina – Garnet Hill
Eliot Pattison – Bone Mountain
George Pelecanos – Soul Circus
Spencer Quinn – The Dog Who Knew Too Much
Ian Rankin – the Rebus series
Martin Cruz Smith - Tatiana
Jenny Silver – Easy Money

Captivating Sci-Fi & Fantasy:
Joe Abercrombie – Best Served Cold
Iain M. Banks – The Player of Games
C.J. Cherryh – the Dying Sun trilogy
Michael Flynn – The January Dancers
William Gibson – Necromancer 
Lian Hearn – The Harsh Cry of the Heron
Guy Gavriel Kay – The Darkest Road
Ursula K. LeGuin – The Left Hand of Darkness

Dystopian Possibilities:
Margaret Atwood – The Handmaid’s Tale
Paolo Bacigalopis – The Water Knife
China Mieville – Embassytown 
Ben Winters – The Last Policeman 

New West:
Claire Davis – Winter Range
Jim Fergus – The Wild Girl
Mary Gloss – Wild Life
Craig Holden – The River Sorrow
Linda Hogan – People of the Whale
Bruce Holbert – Lonesome Animals
Seth Kantner – Ordinary Wolves
Craig Leslie – Winterkill 
Thomas Maltman – The Night Birds
Bruce Machart – The Wake of Forgiveness
Leslie Marmon Silko – Ceremony 
Mark Spragg – Bone Fire

Satirical Social Commentary:
Dave Eggers – The Circle (fiction)
David Sedaris – Me Talk Pretty One Day (memoir)

Well-told War Novels:
David Abrams – Brave Deeds
Steven Galloway – The Cellist of Sarajevo
Phil Klay – Redeployment 
Tim O’Brien – The Things They Carried
Kevin Powers – The Yellow Birds

More Than Just Travel Journals:
Bruce Chatwin – Songlines 
Barry Lopez – Horizon 
Peter Matthiessen – The Snow Leopard
Paul Theroux – The Old Patagonia Express

Outstanding Journalism:
Chloe Hooper – Tall Man
Sebastian Junger – Fire
Jon Krakaur – Missoula 

Rising Literary Stars:
Naomi Alderman – The Power
Sara Baum – spill simmer falter wither
Rene Denfield – The Butterfly Girl
Jennifer Egan – The Keep
Peter Heller – The River
Paul Harding – Tinkers 
Ben Lerner – 10:04
Jonathan Lethem – The Feral Detective
Yann Martel – The High Mountains of Portugal
Maile Meloy – A Family Daughter
Téa O’Breht – Inland 
Stef Penney – The Invisible Ones
Nguyen Viet Thanh – The Sympathizer
Tommy Orange – There, There
Karen Russell – Vampires in the Lemon Grove
Ali Smith – Autumn 
Kate Walbert – The Gardens of Kyoto
Alexi Zentner – Touch 
Nell Zink – The Wallcreeper

Memorable Memoir:
David Breashears – High Exposure
Alexandra Fuller – Don’t Let’s Go to the Dogs Tonight
Ginger Gaffney – Half Broke
Pam Houston – Deep Creek
Keith Richards – Life  

Jason Roberts – A Sense of the World
Danielle Trussoni – Falling Through the Earth

Quality Storytellers:
Kate Atkinson – Case Histories
Daniel Alarcon – At Night We Walk in Circles
Pat Barker – Regeneration 
Chris Bohjalian – Trans-sister Radio
Joseph Boyer – Three Day Road
Philip Caputo – The Voyage
Karen Connelly – The Lizard Cage
Michael Cunningham – The Hours
Peter Carey – True History of the Kelly Gang
Don Dilillo – The Body Artist
Joan Didion – The Last Thing He Wanted
Helen Dunmore – Mourning Ruby
Anne Enright – The Gathering
Louise Erdrich – The Night Watchman
Elizabeth Gilbert – The Signature of All Things
Jaime Gordon – Lord of Misrule
Zoe Heller – What Was He Thinking
Mark Haddon – A Spot of Bother
Ron Hanson – Atticus 
Jeannette Haien – The All of It 
Kathryn Harrison – The Seal Wife
Kij Johnson – The Fox Woman
Jonathan Littell – The Kindly Ones
Chang-Rae Lee – The Surrendered
Andrei Makine – Once Upon the River Love
Alice Monroe – View from Castle Rock
Colum McCann – Apeirogon
Ian McEwan – Machines Like Me
Michael Ondaatje – Anil’s Ghost
Maggie O’Farrell – The Vanishing Act of Esme Lennox
Patrick O’Brian – The Far Side of the World
Richard Price – Lush Life
Annie Proulx – Accordion Crimes
Arundhati Roy – The God of Small Things
Ron Rash – Serena 
Marilyn Robinson – Housekeeping 
Richard Russo – Empire Falls
John Burnham Schwartz – Reservation Blues
Jane Smiley – Moo 
Elizabeth Strout – Olive Kitterridge
Colm Toibin – The Blackwater Lightship
Jess Walters – The Zero

Many thanks to our local librarians for 
finding safe, creative ways to keep us readers 
supplied! 

Check It Out!
By Loren Cruden
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for and made healthy all their lives will die 
and become food. Fruits, vegetables and 
nuts will make one last feast, be preserved 

The irony of fall and spring is that, al-
though they are the times when day and 
night, heat and cold, bounty and scarcity are 
most even, they are also the times when those 
things all change the most. As I am writing, 
harvest is on. Frost is here or coming soon. 
Food must be preserved, and wood gathered. 
Time is of the essence. By the time you read 
this, it will almost be Thanksgiving. Thanks 
may be given for all we have received during 
the year. But thanks is also given because 
the pressure and the rush are over.

Harvest, hunting and foraging have a lot 
in common. What I tend to recognize in all 
of them is the full range of emotions. There 
can be eagerness to find what is wanted; 
frustration at not finding it; boredom with 
the process; anger that it is taking so long; 
excitement about getting close; elation at 
finding it; disappointment that it is not 
enough; proud, tired, thoughtful … and 
hopefully thankful.  

To me, there is a sad beauty in fall. The 
colors flame into their final brilliance as red 
oaks, multi-colored maples, orange sumac 
and golden larch light up the woods. But 
these leaves and needles will soon be gone. If 
livestock is to be butchered, to me, the pain 
and joy are equal. Critters that were cared 

By Joe Barreca

Giving Thanks

or return to the earth during the soggy side 
of the cycle.

All of these emotions can confuse the 
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Honorable Harvest
From Braiding Sweetgrass
by Robin Wall Kimmerer

• Know the ways of the ones who take care of you, so that you may take 
care of them.

• Introduce yourself. Be accountable as the one who comes asking for life.
• Ask permission before taking. Abide by the answer.
• Never take the first. Never take the last.
• Take only what you need.
• Take only that which is given.
• Never take more than half. Leave some for others.
• Harvest in a way that minimizes harm.
• Use it respectfully. Never waste what you have taken.
• Share.
• Give thanks for what you have been given.
• Give a gift, in reciprocity for what you have taken.
• Sustain the ones who sustain you and the earth will last forever.

Publisher photo. 
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relationship between ourselves and the 
world that we harvest. I found some 
great guidance in Braiding Sweetgrass by 
Robin Wall Kimmerer, a member of the 
Potawatomi Nation. What I like is that she 
gives attention and intention to the harvest. 
It focuses humble recognition on who we 
are in relation to the earth. And it quiets 
the rambling emotions that can carry us 
away while doing what really should be a 
universal task of preserving ourselves as 
well as the environment.

Reading this traditional advice on har-
vesting, one has to imagine that the “first” 
Thanksgiving was actually just another 
in a long line of Thanksgiving feasts held 
before and after Europeans came to North 
America. Far from being a pig-out-in-the-
park kind of celebration, these guidelines 
put the thanks back in Thanksgiving.

I need to say that I have never thought 
clearly of the relationship I have with the 
earth while harvesting mushrooms or huck-
leberries before. Framing them in relation to 
crops I have raised is an even larger leap. But 
I plan to keep them in mind from now on.  

It’s tempting to view the flocks of birds as 
enemies while trying to bring in a crop of 
grapes. On the other hand, delaying putting 
up bird nets has substantially reduced this 
year’s harvest. Similarly, bugs, deer, bears, 
skunks and gophers are all on the short list 
of critters I have a hard time accommodating 
but to some extent I do. So I don’t have any 
hard and fast rules along these lines. It’s a 
work in progress.

What I can say is that the time around 
Thanksgiving is the perfect time to put 

more mulch on the ground. Don’t just rake up 
leaves and burn them. Leaves are very good 
compost. There are machines that vacuum up 
leaves, shred them and load them in a truck. 
I wish I had one. Making a huge compost pile 
to mature over winter is just as important as 
planting a garden in the spring.

Now that fire danger is over, it is safe to make 

biochar. Just 10% in your mulch mix goes 
a long way toward retaining water, housing 
microbes and nutrients and sequestering 
carbon. There are plenty of ways to give 
back to the earth. Thankfully we still can.

Joe Barreca makes maps, grows grapes, 
makes wine and posts blogs on Bar-
recVineyards.com  
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Excerpt from Robert “Chick” Wynecoop’s book, printed in 2003 
by Tornado Creek Publications, reprinted here, with permission.

Chapter 18: Chewing Gum

All of us kids on the reservation had a relative or family 
member in the service during World 
War II. Many of my cousins and uncles 
served in the Army, Navy, Air Force or 
Marines, so we kept track of military 
action in both the Atlantic and Pacific 
theaters.

Since Mom and Dad controlled the 
radio when the news programs came 
on, we started listening to the news, 
and we followed the progress of the war 
like they did. Dad had tried to join the 
Army, but they told him to stay home 
because he had too many kids and a 
bad eye. He was probably somewhat 
disappointed about being turned away. 
But in the long run, I am sure he didn’t 
mind having to stay home.

Uncle Glenn was in the army, sta-
tioned in Alaska. Once, when he came 
home on a furlough, the folks went to 
Granddad Galbraith’s to visit with him. 
Mom told us that our uncle was go-
ing to bring us a surprise. We couldn’t 
imagine what it could be.

There was little to no candy at the 
Wellpinit store, and sugar was rationed. 
There were so many necessities and 
luxuries that we went without in our 
wartime kids’ world. But since Glenn 
was in the service, he could buy all the treasures we desired at 
his commissary. The wait to see him and our surprise was, oh, 

so long. We saw him coming down the hill toward us and we 
ran up to meet him. He carried a carton of gum – 24 packages 
of five sticks of gum. What a present! Glenn became our favorite 
uncle forever.

We treated that gum like it was priceless, and it really was. No 
one for miles around had any, and it had been so long since we’d 

chewed a stick, we had forgotten how 
good it was. That gum caused many a 
laugh. We would chew one stick all day, 
stick it on the head of the bed or on the 
bedpost, and chew the same stick the 
next day. We found out that chewing 
gum did not lose its flavor on the bed-
post overnight. It had already lost its 
flavor from chewing before it got stuck 
there.

One morning, I woke up but could 
not get out of bed. Something was 
holding me down.  Every time I tried 
to raise my head the pillow came up. 
And someone was pulling my hair. 
What a weird feeling! Well, sometime 
during the night, the gum had fallen 
out of my mouth, landing on my pil-
low. As I rolled around asleep, my hair, 
the pillow and gum all got together and 
I became stuck.

What a tragedy – not only getting 
the pillowcase dirty but losing hair and 
wasting a stick of perfectly good gum. 
I had to call for help. Mom kept telling 
me to get out of bed or I would be late 
for school. I kept yelling back, “I can’t! 
I’m stuck in bed.” That was worth a few 
laughs. Mom finally came upstairs to 

see what was wrong. She had to cut out a gob of my hair to get 
me loose.

The Way It Was, According to Chick:
By Robert Wynecoop

Handsome Chick, with slick hair, be-
fore the chewing gum attack. Photo cour-
tesy Phoebe Wynecoop.

 

 

For all your HOME Buying or Selling needs 
call Carrie Paetsch or Krystal Weiner! 

(509) 701-3709 (509) 680-8964 
Residential * Land * Commercial * For Sale by Owner 

Westergard Real Estate 



ncmonthly.com  |  November 2020  |  33

This happened to me more than once. The other times, one of 
my wiser older brothers got the scissors and cut me loose. My 
hair looked like the dog had been chewing on it.  Dad always 
gave us our haircuts, so I figured that if I could get to him in 
time before school, he could at least make my hair look pre-
sentable.

Of course, gum and school did not mix. We were not allowed 
to chew gum in school. If we were caught, the teacher took it 
away from us. Several times, I wish they would have taken more 
of it. Here’s why! I would put it in my pocket, leave it on our din-
ner plate, or leave it on the bedpost for a day or so, and it would 
be hard and crumbly and not good to chew anymore. When the 
teacher took away our gum we made sure we only gave up old 
chewed gum – not a fresh stick.

I have to admit that during the 
gumless times of the war years, we 
tried to chew the black pitch from 
pine trees. That’s how desperate we 
were. The flavor of that stuff was 
terrible, but if you could chew and 
spit enough, the pitch taste even-
tually went away. It might take 10 
to 15 minutes of chewing on the 
worst-tasting stuff there ever was 
to get the desired effect, but we did 
it.

After you chewed pine pitch for 
a while, when you took it out of 
your mouth, it started to crumble. 
That was the end of it and you had 
to throw it away. Then your only 
choice was to start on another chunk – after you’d pulled out the 
pine needles, bark and moss, of course. Was it worth it? I guess 
so. We did what we had to do.

Chick’s older brother, Judge, remembers that event, as related 
in his book The Shooting Star: Growing Up on the Spokane Indian 
Reservation.

The Bubblegum Champ
By Judge Wynecoop

Back when we were kids, there used to be an amateur hour sort 
of thing held at the Wellpinit School. There were various events 
of competition which, for certain, I only remember one – it was 
a bubblegum blowing contest. My brother, Robert (Chick), won 
the contest with a huge bubble made with his famous mixture 
of bubblegum and Juicy Fruit chewing gum, I believe. He never 
wanted his recipe known by the general public.

The next morning our Mom gave us her call, “Chick, it’s time 
to get up.” A few minutes passed with no response from Chick, 
so there was another call, not quite as gentle: “Chick, it’s time 

to get up.” Still no 
response, so a few 
more minutes later 
Mom let out her 
last call: “ROBERT, 
it is time to get up!” 
Mom always fol-
lowed that pattern: 
two calls, “Chick 
get up (or come 
here),” followed by, 
“Robert get up.” 
When nicknames 
stopped and real 
names started we 
knew it was time to 
move!

This time there 
was a response from the bubblegum champ, “I can’t.” 

Mom called out, “Why not?” And again, Chick said, “I can’t!” 
– half-angry and half in disbelief. At this point we started up-
stairs, fearing some dread disease had gotten him. And then 
we found the bubblegum champ solidly stuck to his pillow and 
blanket.

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

Flooring   Countertops   Blinds   Tile   Home Decor

108 South Main Street • Colville, WA • 509-684-4673

Growing Up On The Spokane Indian Reservation
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By Madilane Perry
Some kinds of wildlife are more popular with the public than others. 
When my family operated a hunting and fishing resort on Curlew 

Lake in the 1950s and ‘60s I spent a lot of time with various sorts of 
local wildlife. I was pretty impartial, giving critters of all kinds equal 
opportunity to bite me. Most of them did, but usually not serious-
ly. These interesting animals 
included snakes, the non-ven-
omous kinds, garter snakes and 
bull snakes, which apparently 
bother some people as much as 
the venomous ones. I’ve always 
liked them. I think their colorful 
patterned scales must have given 
our distant ancestors the idea of 
beadwork.

During one of the cooler sum-
mer days sometime in the mid-
1960s I persuaded a particularly colorful young garter snake to spend 
part of its day wrapped around my wrist. The wrist being warmer than 
the surrounding air, the snake stayed cautiously in place.

Our resort consisted of two rows of small, wood-frame cabins set 
at right angles to one another. The five single cabins (one double bed, 
wood stove and a sink where water went out the drain but came in 
by bucket) were in a row along the lake shore. The five double cabins 
(two double beds and similar wood stove and sink) stretched east, 
away from the lake. The double cabins fronted on a boardwalk that 
continued the length of the row.

On the cool morning when the snake had consented to spend time 
on a warm wrist, I was walking down the boardwalk carrying cleaning 
gear in the un-snaked hand when I stopped to pass the time of day 

with a couple of our older female 
customers. 

One of them noticed my wrist 
decoration. She said “Oh, what an 
original bracelet! Is it enamel?” and 
poked it with a forefinger. 

The snake, seeking information 
about this new development, stuck 
out its tongue. 

The ladies retreated to a cabin 
porch at considerable speed.

Madilane Perry, a retired ar-
chaeologist, was raised on a family-owned hunting and fishing resort 
on Curlew Lake. she is married to a local author Ray Bilderback. They 
are both managed by a small brown dog.

Photo by Tony Alter
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Okay. So … how many of you out there are ready for that nasty 
four-letter word to show up?  You know. S#@w. No! Don’t say it. 
Might make it come down so very prettily out of the clouds. Fall-
ing to earth in the most pure white and beautiful shapes, each of 
them different (so I am told). I can’t wait! 

Well. We all know what I am talking about. We will soon be 
able to watch our young people get out to play – try to catch as 
many flakes in their mouths as possible – make the first s#@wball 
to heave at mom or dad, build mountains, climb to the top and 
promptly do a face plant to get a bite of “the best snack ever” 
(granddaughter JJ’s words). I still have some in my freezer so JJ 
can compare last year’s s#@w “crop” to this year’s. Can’t wait for 
her to get out the shovel to “help” clear a path to the chickens. Hey. 
Get out there and enjoy the total freedom of the perfectly innocent 
joy that kids know about and which somewhere along the way we 
may have forgotten about.

Before that stuff starts falling out of the sky, we get some of 
the most beautiful Mother Nature colors in our special part of the 
world. Hope you took the time to get out and soak up some of the 
beauty. This time of year is when I wish I had a better camera and 
knew how to take pictures. 

Cleaning up my North Columbia Monthly files. Ran across cop-
ies of 2020 articles.  Comments … 

January: AntMan, my CanAm Spyder, didn’t get ridden as 
much as he wanted to be but he did enjoy my “helmet hair” style. 
Did about half of the monthly snail-mail letters to family members 
(grrrr on me). Where is my “Queen of Procrastination” crown? 

February: looking forward to more adventures in the s#@w. 
March: I am still in possession of my crown, lots crossed off the 

lists but also lots added to them. 
April: Gramma is still on this side of the state with the virus 

being what it is on the west side and traffic is back up to the old 
normal on the freeways.  

May: have played with my new chainsaw a lot. JJ’s six “ladies” 
(chickens) have grown to 13 with 11 eggs a day. 

June: My “stay-cation” lasted 4½ months and I didn’t end up 
bonkers but I really missed seeing the 10,000+ faces that I would 

have seen in that amount of time. 
July: kinda’ big change in my life. I got a 2013 CanAm Spyder 

and her name is BB (Beautiful Black Bike) just like my name – 
Granny BB. AntMan got put on the back burner for a bit and now 
has a new owner. 

August: Writing in July for August article was not happening 
for me but I survived. My mantra of “It is what it is and it will be-
come what I make it” got me through. 

September: harvest time, squash, zucchini, corn, tomatoes, 
carrots, onions and my watermelon which needed another week 
to ripen except for one which was really good and it even had 
seeds. 

October: I just plain old forgot to do an article. You’d think 
after about 13 years that I would just do it automatically but no, 
not me. Oops! That means that I did not get in on the first edition 
using the new glossy cover pages, dang-nab-it.

Cleanup last of summer that was  on the list – more harvest of 
veggies, harvest walnuts before the deer get them (found four on 
the ground but lots more on the trees), mow the grass for the last 
time, clear out Daddy’s fallen trees for my firewood, split wood 
to fill my wood sheds and (this got added to the list) log-truck 
load delivered to be cut and split. Those items and more have been 
crossed off the lists, but … that darn “Honey do” list is still really 
long and I keep adding to it. I have offered this list to dozens and 
dozens of guys that have come through the store over the years 
but have only had one guy bite. Wonder if it was cuz his list was 
getting short and he didn’t want to be bored?

Cleanup for winter that is still on the list: shovel gravel by the 
mailboxes, trap door to attic, caulk window, put the plow on the 
tractor after removing the mower deck and “Beck-a-fy” the hot 
tub cover, just to name a fraction of the items. 

But you know what?!? Where is my crown? I’m gonna get out 
the shovel, put it by the backdoor (a sure sign it will s#@w), and 
work on my list while waiting for that white stuff to fall from the 
sky so I can holler, “Can JJ come out and play?!?”

HAPPY THANKSGIVING TO ALL
Have fun and be safe.

Cleanup Time?!?
By Becky Dubell

Family Ties

Publisher photo. 
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Poetry of Place
September Song
By Lynn Rigney Schott

“…there is wisdom in the slender hour
which arrives between two shadows.” 

           ~ Li-Young Lee

       “Love and dread are brothers.” 
        ~ Julian of Norwich

The Canada geese are nothing if not
dependable to mark the season, 
counted on: they never disappoint. 
Small vees this evening, chatting into
the clouds. Heading east, they know
where they’re going. Last week 300 or so
flung a cacophony of late summer lament
across the grainfields, west to the river. 
How do I explain how I feel?
Late summer lament blooms in a yawp
of despair and joy, a revolution 
I may start but never finish. 

Acrostic Riddle
By Madilane Perry

Swiftly moving, though lacking feet,
Nether jaw unhinges when we take meat.
All head and tail and sinuous grace,
Killing by poison or close embrace.
Even if you haven’t guessed our game.
See initial letters to learn our name.

Anthropocene Memory
By Steven Bird

Contemplating Tung Po’s poem & the peace is broken. The rumble of an 
approaching wave & a fighter jet making the daily border run vaults
from behind the ridge hunting low. Tilted to a diving arc the jet claws down 
the smoky sky & roars down the swollen river course – pines on the bluffs 
turning red from the beetles.
                                                          ~                                                          
The river writhes bearing the loosened detritus of country ragged &
worried at the edges – secretly traumatized landscapes & ghosts of salmon
up the Kettle & Pend Oreille valleys – the wracked & splayed medusas of 
upended roots swirling, supplicant, upon the spate’s silver tipped shoulders.
A fallen tamarack. A drowned mouse. An emptied & crushed beer can & a 
spent condom. The severed jawbone of a slaughtered wolf inching over 
bottom stones. Secret poison & the quicksilver dream of a tiny mayfly – the 
stained river a canticle of heartbreak whispers hinting shadows passing like 
the memory of fish – like the muscle memory of arms & hands.
                                                            ~
Resurrection lays hidden asleep beneath the shifting silt awaiting a word that 
cannot be written or spoken.
                                                             ~  
                                                Everything passes. 
                                                             ~                                                            
And who resists the ambiguous torrent even knowing? Sidestepping a 
dreadful dream, careful to conceal my executioner heart, repeating a gesture, 
I lift the rod & hurl an offering to the dazzling void. 

Always
By Dan Chott

What in the world am I doing
Here afraid that I might
Leave disappointed.
It’s all in our mind,
Our destiny beckons.
All we need is now.
Now is all we have
And now is what we need. 

Always is a huge word. 

And I was afraid that I might 
Leave disappointed.
Instead...annointed of graces.
Becoming a  prince.
I deserve to feel this.
It’s all in our mind,
Our destiny is now.

Watercolor and ink by Doris Loiseau, inspired by the poem.
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Article & Photos by Michelle Lancaster
A friend of mine was one of the first to lose her home to the 

recent Cold Springs fire in Okanogan. The devastating loss created 
extreme emotions for all involved, and left me wondering what to 
do for her, and what I would do if I were in the same situation. As an 
acquaintance and friend, I wanted to help somehow without adding 
to the overwhelming issues facing the family. 

I originally met my friend through the international online family 
cow forum that we are both members of and was delighted to discover 
I live just a couple hours from her! We have met in person before 
and we share ideas and 
stories via the computer. 
Many of our mutual friends 
live around the world and 
they all wanted to help, too.

I contacted Omak Feed 
and they were willing to 
accept donations, once 
the phone lines were re-
stored, for my friend and 
her neighbors who also 
lost their home. That way, 
those not able to visit in 
person could still help via 
donations. 

As we live closer to her 
than most, my husband 
and I decided to take some 
supplies up to their farm 
during an initial cleanup 
day. I was not sure what to 
bring, so we took along a 
variety of milking supplies, 
fresh drinking water from our well, canned food, toiletries and 
some tools. I realized as we started up 17 miles of washboard dirt 
road that bringing cases of water in glass jars was probably not my 
brightest idea.

After the trip, I worried that we had not helped enough, as we 
had mostly checked on the animals that survived and then sat and 

What Can Come After Everything Burns
visited for several hours and did not actually help clean up. Later, 
my friend wrote in a post online: “Sometimes the best help is quiet 
time with friends…. This came just a couple days after we lost ev-
erything and I was still in shock…. And even better they love God 
and we talked about heaven.”

After our visit, I reflected a lot about how people cope with such 
a major loss. My friend found purpose in helping her neighbors, 
who also lost their home. Because she is known well online, a lot 
of donations poured in directly to her and she was able to forward 

a portion of the supplies, 
labor, and money to help 
her neighbors out. That 
helped her heal: being 
able to help others, too.

I still do not know how 
I would have reacted if I 
were in her situation. On 
our return, I made a fire 
plan for our own home. I 
also looked around, to re-
mind myself that a house 
and objects are things 
that make up the story of 
our lives, but things are 
not more important than 
the safety of our families. 

This November, I am 
extra thankful for having 
so much family nearby 
and also for wonderful 
friends. Even after all 
she had been through, 

my friend sent out lovely thank you cards to those that helped her. 
We both are reassured there are many good people around us and 
astounded at the outpouring of help from people in all parts of the 
world.

Michelle Lancaster homesteads with her family on Old Dominion 
Mountain in Colville. She writes at Spiritedrose.wordpress.com
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Burnt power line with several on the ground or held up by intermittent poles. 

A young/small bear running around like it was lost or separated from its family.

A Year On the FarmA Year On the Farm
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The Kid: “Hey dad while your down there is there any chance 
u could pic me up some reeses pieces? I’ll pay u back.”

Me: “Whew...I mean, my normal pick-up fee is $358.”
The Kid: “Wow...Got a lot of things I could say but its hard to 

not be offensive in 2020”
Me: “Sorry I’m talking to my attorneys to see what we might 

be able to work out for you...”
Kid: “Wot Hold up are you selling me??”
Me: “Oh wow...I hadn’t thought of that! Nice work...”
Kid: “Don’t u dare”
Me: “Got a bag of Reeces Pieces for you...”

By Michael Pickett. Read more in his new book, available on Amazon. 

The Funny Corner By Jerry King

Check out our New Menu & New Website!
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4 - 8 pm
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302 Park Street, Metaline Falls, WA
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Office Hours: Mon, Wed, Fri, 9 am - 4 pm

COMING UP!
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Cutter Coffee House
2-4 pm ~ $5 cover charge

Finger food will be available

November 14
Lumpia Cooking Class: Noon 

$10 (reservations required)

Heritage Dinner: 5 pm
featuring Filipino Cuisine
$20 (reservations required)
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