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I was reflecting recently on my college courses – quite a few 
years ago now – and thinking about how that time was such a 
period of engagement with learning. Heading into it, I didn’t 
have a plan or a major in mind. I was reluctant to limit the 
possibilities, and so selected classes from across the disciplines, 
maxing out my course load limit every quarter. It was a lot, 
sometimes, especially with a job and other responsibilities to 
balance. 

But what an experience, to be in that mode of inquiry 
about the world, of absorbing information, perspective, and 
understandings, including ones that I had never even known 
to wonder about. 

It was exciting too, especially after living most 
of my teen years on the side of a remote moun-
tain in rural northeastern Washington, to be 
surrounded by so many people. And not 
only that, but people who were my own 
age and who were also in this mode and 
environment of learning. 

I cannot say which classes were my 
favorites. They were all pieces of the 
larger mosaic of my college career and I 
derived value and appreciation from each. 
There are some that particularly stand out in 
my memory, however. Such as the American 
Sign Language course that not only started me on 
the road to learning ASL but also made me aware of an entire 
culture within our society that I had no idea existed. Or the 
journalism class that later became fundamentally important to 
my job at a newspaper directly after graduation. Or the value 
of understanding “Yes … and” as taught in my improvisational 
theater class, and its subsequent application in many facets of life.

Certain professors stand out, too. In particular, there’s Don 
McLeod. He had white hair that burst from his head, and a 
white goatee, and he favored black turtlenecks under soft, un-
buttoned, solid flannels. He had a corner office that was also 
his classroom and instead of desks it had wall-to-wall rugs, 

By Gabriel Cruden
couches, comfy chairs, and small tables for paper and mugs 
of coffee and tea. And books. Everywhere. Books on shelves 
on every wall, floor-to-ceiling, every table, desk, and even the 
floor. He taught literature and was in love with words. 

He refused to use a computer, favoring instead his trusty 
typewriter. He never had more than 12 students in a class. 
He was fierce and kind, demanding undivided attention. He 
treated you like there was no one else in the world like you, 
and your journey of discovery was the most important thing 
in that moment. He was a master of bringing the seemingly 
impenetrable and unachievable within reach.

I was fortunate enough to get into several of Mc-
Leod’s classes. One was entirely focused on the 

book Finnegans Wake and its author, James 
Joyce. For anyone not familiar with this 

book: It is extremely difficult to read and 
understand and was made so deliberately 
by Joyce, who layered in meaning upon 
meaning within seeming contradiction 
and nonsensicalness. I still have the book, 
and pulled it off the shelf the other day 

and did some spot reading and did not 
understand it. At all. But in McLeod’s class, 

in the way the pebbles of a clear pool solidify 
into clarity in the stillness between ripples, I saw 

the layers of meaning and understood something of 
the landscape of the text then. 

And this leads me back to my musing. The context of college 
provided opportunity for significant learning and expansion 
of perspective. And, as much as I can, I continue to learn new 
things, to inquire and be curious in areas unfamiliar. But I 
wonder what it would be like to have a more intentional, sup-
ported, and ubiquitously assumed context of active, life-long 
engagement with learning in our society? What could we create 
and accomplish? What would this do for our society’s openness 
to other perspectives? What opportunities might be afforded 
for the clarity of seeing through to each pool’s pebbles?
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By Mayah LaSol
I have to say that the things happening 

in my life lately have almost felt normal. 
Either that or perhaps I am finally adjust-
ing to the different way of life that has 
emerged since March last year. Speaking 
of which, how has it been a full year 
already? On one hand it feels like it was 
yesterday that everything changed, 
but most of the time it feels like it has 
been a lifetime ago. 

Although humans are always grow-
ing and changing, I feel I have grown 
at an accelerated rate as compared to 
before. I have learned so much about 
myself and am a different person 
entirely than when the pandemic 
started and when I began writing 
articles! Anyway, that isn’t what I 
plan on talking about for this whole 
piece, but it sure is weird for it to be 
spring again. 

So, when I say that life has felt 
almost normal for me, what does 
that mean? Well, partially the dance 
competition season is under way and, 
despite restrictions, we have been allowed 
to attend them in person and dance on 
a stage. 

Also, I’m a senior this year and COVID 
doesn’t get me out of planning for my 
future. For months I have been applying 
to colleges and for scholarships and trying 
to figure out where I want to continue my 

education. And now, as of this writing, 
I have just decided on where I am going 
to pursue my bachelor’s degree.

At the beginning of my senior year I was 
quite nervous. I didn’t really have a dream 

college or any idea of where I wanted 
to go, except wanting something in my 
general geographic area and affordable. 
But I really wanted college to be a great 
experience, which made the decision 
process seem daunting. 

When it finally came time to choose, 
though, everything fell into place. I re-
alized that one of the colleges that had 
accepted me – Gonzaga University – was 

Deciding on My Dream College
clearly the best for me and really was 
my dream college. At the same time, the 
financial aid offer was a great one for 
my situation, with what look like perfect 
programs, and was close to my parents. 

I’m not saying all of this to brag, but 
rather to say that all of the focus I put 
into my applications for months feels 
worth it. It feels so amazing to finally 
see hard work pay off. 

Of course, now that I’ve picked a 
college there is a lot more hard work 
ahead, but it is an exciting type of 
work for me. I will be pursuing an 
education based on what I love to 
do (writing and dance), and I’m de-
termined for college to be the most 
fun I’ve ever had at school. Hopefully 
this determination will continue to 
serve me well. 

So, let me wrap this up with some 
sort of message, as I like to do: If 
there is something that you want right 

now in your life, go out and get it! Focus, 
believe in yourself, and put the effort in, 
and great things can happen. Maybe that 
sounds cheesy, but it really has worked 
for me so far!

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.
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By Christine Wilson

Many years ago, I overheard a two-
year-old giving a lovely lecture about 
nature. He was pointing out everything 
he saw as he walked with his mom. The 
cracks in the sidewalks, the crows over-
head dropping walnuts onto the street, 
the fence he was running his hand along. 
It was all part of the natural world to him 
and he expressed delight with equanimi-
ty. No aspect of his observations took on 
a lesser fascination to him. 

He was in town, headed to the store 
with his mom and her friend. I was weed-
ing, lost in my own details about nature. 
He was my entertainment. I was so happy 
to hear his homily on mindfulness and 
the natural world. 

Without any lead-up, his mother 
shouted at him to shut up. 

Her friend suggested that he was two 
and that two-year-olds are like that. She 
called his chatter relentless. I actually 
do understand that. When my children 
were young, I sometimes felt like I was 
holding a press conference. I struggled 

to answer questions, sometimes above 
my pay grade. 

Why is the sky blue indeed? Where do 
pickles come from? (I knew the answer 
to that one.) How do you distinguish 
between a plate of chopped-up jalapenos 
and a plate of pickles, chopped to the 
same size? (That was sadly answered 
through the school of hard knocks.) What 
does it mean when you are playing cards 
and you get four aces? (I lied. “Nothing,” 
I said, winking at his older brother. Of 
course, my conscience got the better of 
me and I told him it meant he won that 
round.)

Even though I had not been a therapist 
very long at that point, I was benefiting 
from my work. My clients had already 
taught me a lot about children, about the 
need for curiosity in our lives, and about 
how to delight in children (and life in 
general) when you are tired or don’t have 
the answers. I had already been familiar 
with the Einstein quote that if you want 
children to be smart, read them fairy tales, 

and if you want them to be smarter, read 
them more fairy tales. Even as adults, we 
can use the advice of the Queen in Alice in 
Wonderland and imagine “six impossible 
things before breakfast.”

I am writing this in early March. It 
is sunny out and it seems like spring is 
taunting us with her promise of flip-flop 
weather. The weather station claims it 
is a windy 53 degrees outside. I know, 
however, being long in the tooth as I am, 
that winter is not over. The god of winter 
is a fierce competitor and according to 
Norse legend he fights the goddess of 
spring for supremacy. He never wins, of 
course, but he does not go down without 
a fight. Thinking of this time of year in 
a more fanciful way allows me to watch 
the battle instead of feeling grumpy that 
I can’t control the daily outcome. As it 
turns out, imagination, tolerance and 
curiosity are closely tied together. 

I asked a third grader one time why 
kids his age are so much better at Rubik 
Cubes, and he said it was because they 
had more free time. 

Little humans often complain about 
being bored. As adults, we have to muscle 
our way through our day to create down 
time. I’ve listened to many mothers over 
the years talk about getting up early just 
so they have the house to themselves in 
a quiet, non-distracting way. I suppose 
creating down time is as important as 
imagination. Their description of early 
morning delight has always been satis-
fying to hear.

It is odd to me that when our mind 
is full up we are trying to empty it of 

Rejuvenate, Be Curious, Find Delight
“What do Sherlock Holmes, Albert Einstein and the Bushmen hunter-gatherers of the 

Kalahari all have in common? They all use the power of curiosity to achieve success!”    
    – Brian Mertins

 “We must risk delight. We can do without pleasure, but not delight. Not enjoyment. We 
must have the stubbornness to accept our gladness in the ruthless furnace of this world.     

  – Jack Gilbert

“Be joyful, though you have considered all the facts.”   – Wendell Berry

162 East 1st, Colville  •  (509) 684-3164  •  www.roadscholardrivingschool.com
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nonsense to create mindfulness but when 
we are distracted we call it mindlessness. 
I know there is a linguistic explanation 
for all that, but freeing up bandwidth is 
the key, no matter how we term it. Those 
six impossible things before breakfast 
aren’t going to help us much if they 
are all impossibly bleak stories we are 
telling ourselves. Switching from worry 
takes intentional effort. Reciting the five 
senses we all learned about in grammar 
school can help. What do I see, what do 
I hear, what do I smell, what do I feel, 
and what do I taste? 

Life is difficult, even without a pan-
demic. Jack Gilbert wrote some amazing 
poems, but my favorite is definitely “A 
Brief for the Defense,” which I have 
quoted above, many times before, and 
no doubt will many more times into the 
future. Risking delight (despite consider-
ing all the facts, as Wendell Berry says) 
is a salve for our wounds. 

Ideally, we would find that delight 
wherever we are, whether that is inside 
or out, no matter the season, in solitude 
or in packs of people. However, curiosity, 
imagination and the five senses seem to 
me to most easily lead us to delight when 
we get out in nature. 

Those of us in the local readership area 
of the North Columbia Monthly have an 
embarrassment of riches when it comes 
to real life practice. Colville Mountain 
Recreational Area has 256 wonderful 
acres of non-motorized hiking and biking 
trails. The Little Pend Oreille Wildlife 
Refuge has 41,000 acres of wild lands 
to explore and a website to describe 
them, https://www.fws.gov/refuge/Lit-
tle_Pend_Oreille/about.html. That is just 
the beginning of where we can go in our 
search for natural delight.

Where is that bird you can hear? Can 
you see the sunlight sparkling on the 
creek nearby? Is the sound of happy 
gurgling what drew your attention to 
it? Who planted that ancient, neglected 
fruit tree? Can you smell fresh blossoms? 
What happens to your nose when you 
catch a waft of skunk cabbage? 

It is not just our technological devices 
that need rebooting. It’s why schools cre-
ated recess. Adults need that as much as 
kids do. It’s going to be April when this 
edition of the Monthly is out. It could 
be raining. You could be navigating a 
snowy pass. Spring breakup could make 
for muddy roads. No matter what, the 

goddess of spring will win out and you 
can rejuvenate your brain, your heart, 
and your capacity for joy. When in doubt, 
go outside. Delight is waiting for you.

Christine Wilson is a psychotherapist 
in private practice in Colville and can be 
reached at christineallenewilson@gmail.
com or 509-690-0715.
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I have a special grandchild. Actually, I 
have several special grandchildren, but 
this three-year-old is special because 
she was born exactly 60 years after me. 
Her mama got to pick the birthday be-
cause of the circumstances of the birth. 
She decided that the two of us should 
share a birthday. I think that makes ev-
erything about Ashlyn special.

Ashlyn has a propensity for sitting at 
the table and explaining in great detail 
how she makes chocolate chip cook-
ies. “I put carrots in it, I put ‘matoes in 
it, I put soup in it, I put cheese in it, I 
put bwoccowi in it, I put noodoze in it. 
Yeah, I did.” She’s just getting warmed 
up. 

She sits at the table and sings with 
great sincerity, her chin held high, nos-
trils open as she belts out the melody 
“…like a diamond in the ‘ky, twinko, 
twinko, witto ‘tar, how I wonder what 
you are.” An anthem to the universe, 

wondering at its glory.
Ashlyn on health: “Beans help us not 

be dead. But not ice cream.”
Ashlyn on the pandemic: “If you 

don’t touch cows, you get Covid.” 
Mom: “Who told you that?” Ashlyn: 
“My brain just told me.”

Ashlyn on getting older: “When I’m 
five can I have a chocolate bar and a 
sheep?”

Mom says: “Your body is warm and 
snuggly.” Ashlyn: “In your brain there’s 
blood.”

Ashlyn on strength: “I opened the 
door on myself. How’d that happen? 
I’m powerful.” Mom to Ashlyn: “How 
did you get so powerful?” Ashlyn: 
“From coolness.” This is the world she 
lives in. I love that world.  

The three-year-old, along with her 
five-year-old brother, has designed and 
built a patio, carefully compacting to-
gether scraps of leftover bricks in a neat 
and tidy triangle measuring about a 
foot on each side. Her brother has also 
created an instructional video for driv-
ing his rechargeable tractor. Fast and 
slow gears, forward and reverse, safety 
features, seat belt instructions, every 
detail. Ashlyn is happy to just be the 
little sister, tagging along as the glee-
ful passenger in the powerful vehicle 
designed for five-year-old driving ex-
perts. 

Their 10-year-old sister has built her 
own clubhouse from building scraps 
and door parts, shingles and plastic 

By Dr. Barry Bacon, MD
The World According to Ashlyn

sheeting, propped up next to the cor-
ner of two fences. She is chairwoman of 
the neighborhood club, which during 
Covid times is by definition modest 
in number, consisting of four friendly 
neighbor girls who come over in masks 
and plan their adventures together. 
Their clubhouse is a wonder to be-
hold, but alas, grandfathers must enter 
on their bellies and crawl through the 
doorway, so they don’t stay long. Per-
haps this is by design. 

And the 13-year-old? Well, let’s just 
say that I’m going to have to rev up my 
workout program if I’m going to keep 
arm wrestling him.

I’m walking through a new neighbor-
hood this morning. The sun is not yet 
up, but light from its impending arrival 
is breaking over the horizon, shouting 
to the drowsy world below that our 
star is about to sing over us with her 
life-giving power.  

I walk past a sleeping world. Aban-
doned buildings crowd together. Busi-
nesses gone sideways. Rusting storage 
units. Houses with no curtains, tireless 
vehicles and auto parts parked outside, 
roofs partly gone, telling their story of 
neglect and lives that quietly stopped 
caring.  

I sort through the events of the night. 
A woman just released from prison 
with nowhere to go, living in her car, 
frostbitten, trying to prop together her 
life with stimulants and the kindness of 
friends. A combative man whose excess 
carbon dioxide levels were anesthetiz-
ing his brain, and whom I thought we 
could surely cure with a little ventila-
tion and time – but I was wrong. In-
stead, he got worse and needed an ICU. 
A traumatized teenager struck by a 
runaway vehicle. A woman who drank 
too much and fell on her head and slept 
through my exam and x-rays. 

I package up my thoughts and file 
them away in their proper place in my 
mind.  Today, my thoughts are on hope. 
I try to see the world through the eyes 
of my grandchildren. I want to vis-

http://kyrs.org


ncmonthly.com  |  April 2021  |  11

Life Matters
it there as often as I can, the world of 
stars, and imaginative recipes and club-
houses and travel on a powerful tractor 
with her big brother. She believes that 
dot-to-dot creations are meant as sug-
gestions, and as long as you connect the 
dots, no matter in what order, you have 
created something lovely. I smile and 
wonder at her beautiful world.  

It is still chilly as I pass the backyards 
of mobile homes and apartments where 
it’s hard to tell if someone lives there or 
if they have long ago been abandoned. 
Two flags fly down in the valley side by 
side, witnesses to patriotism and loyal-
ty and country. A sign reads “MOTE,” 
the L having dropped off at some time 
in the distant past. No one seems to 
have noticed. 

Birds are silent and deer lie in the 
frosty grass chewing their cuds, not 
frightened enough at my presence to 
arise from the warmth of their grassy 
beds. A veterinary hospital has a 

fenced-in backyard. I muse that at least 
the veterinary patients have somewhere 
to exercise. My patients are attached to 
their beds with nowhere to run. 

The sun, our faithful star, is just now 
peeking above the horizon. I glance at 
it as it shines in all of its glory, hardly 
able to penetrate the nip of this chilly 
day. I love the dependability of our star. 
Tomorrow, it will rise again in the east. 
It will shine down on our planet, wher-
ever we are. We can depend on that.

Life gets crazy. It can chew you up 
and spit you out. But I have to look 
at our world through the eyes of my 
granddaughter and remember. Life is 
still good. We have each other. There is 
still kindness in the world. There is still 
joy. There is still love. 

The sun’s presence reminds me of an 
ancient writing that speaks of this: “The 
heavens declare the glory of God … day 
after day they pour forth speech….” I 
close my eyes and let the words the sun 

is singing wash over me. Whatever she 
is speaking in this moment, whatever 
she needs to say to me, let it wash away 
my sorrows, my losses, my pain for to-
day. I imagine she is telling me she will 
be there tomorrow, and for every day 
of my life. And that for every day of 
this life, for as many as I am given, I am 
blessed. I have enough. My life is full. 

Somehow it helps. I smile. If I took all 
of the grief, all of the sorrow, and all of 
the pain of our broken planet and my 
personal life, I could not escape the fact 
that I am blessed. I love my life. I would 
sing with my beloved granddaughter 
on this glorious day to our dependable 
star, “how I wonder.”

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 Washing-
ton state, teaches family medicine, and 
works on health disparities in the U.S. 
and Africa. 
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Comparing Notes
By Loren Cruden

I’ve been immersed in old letters. 
Having reached an age when most of the 
writers of those letters are no longer alive 
– grandparents, parents, aunt and uncle, 
my sister and a number of friends – such 
immersion returns me to their company. 

By the time my siblings and I were 
grown, our mother, Bar-
bara, lived alone in rural 
northern Michigan. Her 
last abode there was a wee 
house on the shore of a 
wee lake surrounded by 
forest. Her driveway was a 
sandy down-and-up two-
mile track, snowed-in four 
months of the year. In winter 
she snowshoed in and out, 
pulling a sled – even into 
her 80s.

Her letters delivered lyri-
cal observations of habitat, 
such as: I’m watching the 
wind brush silver ripples 
on the dark pond surface. 
Sometimes the ripples just 
sit and shimmer under the 
unshimmering gray sky, but 
other times they rush in wild 
designs, like a northern lights 
show.

Above the water are ten 
or so swallows, adding their 
rush and sweep to the scene. 
Then in come the pair of 
geese, wings set, moving at a 
great rate against the wind, 
he honking as fast as he can; 
she tooting short, higher 
toots like a little flute accompaniment. 
They have to announce everything they 
decide to do.

In my return letter, written from where 
I lived on First Thought Mountain, by 
Orient, I likely mentioned the single doe 
and lone turkey that spent the previous 

winter sticking close to my house – and 
each other – like roommates from dif-
ferent cultures. I was (and still am) as 
entertained by turkeys as my mother was 
by geese. But we also had species we both 
corresponded about.

One winter Barbara wrote: A nuthatch 

has been hanging on one of the posts of the 
bird feeder for maybe ten minutes. Occa-
sionally looks around. I wonder if other 
birds have taken all the seeds already. Is 
he saying something? A protester?

I wrote back about how “my” nut-
hatches invariably arrive in the company 

of chickadees, feeding during the same 
intervals each day: colleagues meeting at 
a favored restaurant. And about how, in 
February, the turkey boys start getting 
more pushy with one another, spinning in 
interlocked gyres, revving up for mating 
season. I wish I could’ve told her about the 
turkey boy who fell off my roof this winter. 
He and his three buddies were covetously 
eying the bird feeder dangling from my 
house eaves when he decided to launch 
onto my roof to see if he could reach the 

feeder from there.
A bold move! I heard 

the screech of turkey 
feet madly grappling for 
purchase on the slick 
metal roof, followed by 
a glimpse of the mete-
or-like ball of bird plum-
meting past my kitchen 
window, thumping down 
onto a snowbank. Turkey 
Boy indignantly glared 
at me as he scrambled 
upright and shook him-
self, settling disarranged 
plumage. It was like 
some bizarre new Nordic 
Olympic event.

My mother had infinite 
patience when it came 
to the natural world. 
She was attentive to the 
minute lives of insects 
– and even to less obvi-
ous evidence of nature’s 
processes. One April she 
wrote, I’m watching the 
big snowbanks disappear 
today. The sun is making 
sparkles on the snow and 
I stare at a sparkle till it 
melts away thereby I know 

there is one less snowflake. Takes about 
five seconds per flake.

Having lived for years with a driveway 
that was un-drivable four months out of 
the year, I could relate to her spring fix-
ation on snowflake departure. Knowing 
my mother, the sheer intensity of her gaze 

“For all the things you’ve given me I cannot put in words, 
here’s to you guys, this one’s for the birds.”      
     – Dakota Sid
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probably sped the melt process. As a kid, 
that gaze certainly hustled me along.

In May, nature’s pace at Barbara’s re-
ally picked up. There are the inimitable, 
meditative warbles of bluebirds, and by 
contrast, the extroverted hoots of the grebe. 
The specialty, however, is the song of the 
toads which will end in a few weeks, so I 
listen as much as possible. First, you hear 
one – a minute-long quavery note pitched 
at maybe A above middle C. Then another 
toad joins in, maybe at C above middle 
C. Often, still another and another also 
sing, the first one stops, but the beautiful 
chord shimmers on till the last ones run 
out of breath. And you wonder – it’s so 
magical – did I really hear something?

Spring on my side of the country 
brought an acceleration of activity, too. 
Plants, trees, birds, toads, animals – and 
people, too – getting busier: gardens 
to tend, lawns to mow; snow tires off, 
window screens on. That short, sweet 
interlude between mud and dust when 
the paradisaical aspects of our North 
Columbia country are undeniable and 
everyone seems in a chipper mood. 
(Except the turkey boys, who simply 
seem more manically extreme, teetering 
around doing the inflatable-bird thing.)

On Barbara’s lake, ring-necked ducks 
provided a spring carnival: Flocks of 
them, doing everything together – diving 
for food, then popping up again, creating 
silver dollars on the dark smooth water. 
They swim almost in formation, all at the 
same speed. This leaves a complex pattern 
of silver arrow trails widening, widening.

But the best thing is when one will sud-
denly up and run across the water churning 
up a fury of foam. Then the others take 
it up, running this way and that, 20-30 
feet at a time. Then they rear up and flap 
mightily with further splashing. Finally 
they dive and send up fountains a foot 
or so high all over the place. It is a water 
riot. After several minutes they settle back 
down and become their usual demure little 
putt-putt selves.

Birds fascinated all the women in my 
family: my mother, sister, and me. Let-

Monthly Muse
ters to each other were never complete 
without mention of something feathered. 
When I lived on First Thought Mountain 
I wrote to Barbara about an interaction 
between a raven and a red-tailed hawk.

The two birds maneuvered in tight 
circles above me, soaring and swooping 
for advantage, intermittently clashing, 
the raven shouting at the hawk through-
out. Neither seemed inclined to vacate 
the aerial arena. I finally lay on my back 
in the field to ease my neck while the 
confrontation continued. 

I suspected the raven was defending 
her nest’s perceived territory, which 
seemed to encompass the entire cliff 
space. I doubted the hawk had any actual 
designs on the nest: perhaps ravens (and 
great horned owls) raid hawk nests but 
I’ve never seen the reverse. This raven 
and her mate often hurled imprecations 
at me if I came anywhere near the cliffs. I 
saw them permanently drive off the pair 
of golden eagles who’d had a nest there 
for years before the ravens showed up. 

There’s a fine line between sparring and 
wounding – engagement’s drama but also 
the recognition of when it’s time to break 
it off. The raven and hawk I was watching 
finally, simultaneously, flew away from 
each other, nobody hurt. 

My mother’s next letter pointed out 
how humans might do well to adopt this 
exemplary, sensible behavior; she was a 
philosophical mom.

While I was living in Scotland, Barbara 
stayed at the mountain house for a couple 
of summer weeks one year. She reported 
that my ravens talk all the time. Other 
birds seem scarce. Three robins, a bird that 
sounds like a bunting, another that sounds 
like a yellow warbler, but isn’t, and a tur-
key who sounds like someone told a joke 
yesterday and this morning he suddenly 
got the point. Barbara’s experience in this 
new habitat also, of course, included the 
obligatory bruin house call.

Everyone has a bear tale to tell. I didn’t 
realize how immanent mine was to be 
until I returned home to trashed trash, 
an apple snatched from the table (leaving 

an orange on either side!), a broken glass 
from the sink, broken tape cases I think 
from his chasing Jumpers [my cat] to the 
top of the piano. The prize was he carried 
off the covered bucket of food that was in 
the stream. And left a salutary gouge on 
the piano.

So I wrote to her about the time I con-
structed wind chimes out of short lengths 
of PVC pipe cut from my water line over 
the years due to bear damage. Bears loved 
biting the pipe, water spurting from the 
punctures. It drove me nuts. 

So I used one puncture-patterned 
length as a crosspiece from which to 
artfully dangle others, and carried it 
outside. While I stood there trying to 
decide where to hang it, an especially 
large, glossy bear paced into view about 
40 feet away. He glanced at me but neither 
slowed down nor hurried up. Watching 
that forest lord unconcernedly pass, 
ridiculous contraption clutched to my 
chest, I felt so put in my place. Humbled. 
Awed by where I live and what lives 
alongside and tolerates me.

I didn’t hang the chimes up.
I miss my mother’s and sister’s let-

ters more than I can say: unfinished 
conversations. Every time I encounter 
something marvelous I want to continue 
those dialogues, share those experiences 
and receive insightful responses. Their 
observations were like pieces to a vastly 
complex jigsaw puzzle of the natural 
world. Each of us had an insatiable crav-
ing to see more of that picture. We lived in 
different quadrants of the puzzle, so had 
different pieces to offer. It was exciting, 
beautiful. It was about love. 

Years have passed since my mother and 
sister died. But a different realization of 
sharing still happens sometimes when I 
sense how much of them continues as 
part of me – what I notice and how those 
moments speak about the larger puzzle 
of being. I hear their voices, feel their joy.

Loren Cruden writes fiction, nonfiction, 
and poetry, available at www.LorenBooks.
com, and provides Home Pet Care in the 
north Stevens County area.     
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There’s a lesson to be learned at every 
flip and turn of this great big life lately. 
Probably the most impressive one I have 
now ingrained in my brain is to never 
ever utter out loud or even entertain the 
thought that “things can’t get any worse.” 
Because things can always get worse. As 
a matter of fact, I’ve been feeling that 
things can go from “oh shoot, that’s not 
good” to “run!” in a matter of seconds. 
That “fight or flight” switch inside my 
brain has been on overdrive mode for 
so long that I fear my adrenal gland has 
gone missing. 

Perhaps you know the feeling one gets 
during that fight or flight response? That 
tingle in the pit of your stomach, heart 
beating so loud that it’s all you can hear, 
hands sweating so profusely that the stick 
you picked up to defend yourself with ... 
or the rock ... or the fork if you were eating 
cake ... they slip right out of your hand. 

Fight or Flight
By Tina Tolliver Lago It’s the flight option I’ve had the most 

trouble with lately. 
I’m not one to turn tail and run. Unless 

you count that time a big black bear was 
standing over my daughter’s Ag Science 
lamb and my llamas had escaped the 
carnage by jumping over the fence. In the 
pitch dark of the night I mistook the bear 
for a llama and he was positioned just over 
the flimsy little rail fence. I immediately 
chose flight once the bear smacked his 
jaws at me and then stood up on his hind 
legs to show me his teeth. I kid you not, 
I hurled myself across the yard and over 
the side fence so fast I didn’t even take 
the time to reflect on the fact that I was 
doing it all wrong. Apparently running 
from a bear is never a good idea. I found 
out flinging oneself over a fence is never 
a good idea either, but I was literally in 
flight and the sore “everything” I suffered 
for the next few days was a far cry better 
than being dead. 

I may have shared that story with you 

in another article, but it’s that kind of 
feeling I’ve been experiencing on what 
feels like a far too regular basis lately. 

Anyway, in general I do not run away 
from things. I tend to stand my ground 
and take life by the horns. I try to find 
a way to get through the crisis at hand 
with patience and perseverance or a “fix 
it” attitude that might take me outside 
my comfort level but always reminds me 
that most things in life take hard work 
and a strong will to achieve or maintain. 
That’s just life. 

Yes, there are indeed times I feel like 
everything is out of control. It’s usually 
in those moments that I have to remind 
myself that, while I am the one in charge 
of weighing out the options to achieve the 
best result in any given situation, there 
is always the potential for a split-second, 
life-altering event to come crashing in 
around me, or literally into me. I have no 
real control over any given situation. And 
that brings me to the deer I murdered. 
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This Great Big Life
There I was on a cold, dark winter night, 

driving home from work and minding my 
own business. And that is exactly why I 
hit the deer. My business is too much to 
try to mind while driving. I should have 
been focused and paying more attention 
on the highway. But instead my head 
was full of the stresses that had been 
plaguing me. 

All I remember in that moment is a car 
pulling onto the highway, his lights on 
bright and I winced and looked away for 
just a split second and that’s all it took 
to run over the deer that appeared out of 
nowhere. One split second. 

I felt awful for that poor beautiful 
animal. I felt worse for him than I did 
my car in that moment. Although in all 
honesty I now feel equally bad and pos-
sibly even worse for my car. It’s been in 
the repair shop for a really long time and 
that’s adding a little financial stress to that 
business I’ve been trying to mind at more 
appropriate times than when I’m driving. 
The impact when I hit the deer was just 
one more event that had me feeling like 
my karma had been flipped upside down 
no matter how I struggled to get it right. 
And that brings me to my cat.

Little Cheeto met his sad demise in a 
split-second last week when something 
much bigger and more powerful than he, 
snatched him up and ran off with him 
into the night. I heard it happen. 

The sounds, so distinct yet unrecogniz-
able in the dark, were unlike anything I 
had ever heard. I lay there just holding 
my breath for a moment. I knew without 
a doubt that something awful had just 
happened. And it had. It was another 
punch in the gut that was hard to take 
when I found him. 

My sadness that morning was deep. I 
spent the day reflecting on all the stuff ... 
all these things that seemed to be testing 
my resolve at every turn. There were other 
things, little events and some not so little 
events during these past few months that 
led me to tears either through sadness or 
just outright anger. And it dawned on me 
that day, while I was grieving over the 
loss of my cat, that I was really and truly 

grieving over a whole lot more. 
Grief is a tricky thing. I’ve been here 

before, in mourning for my dad and at 
other times for the loss of dear friends. 

But I don’t believe grief only comes 
with death. I think it comes along during 
times of sadness and fear and perhaps for 
intangible loss like simply knowing that 
after some traumatic life events things 
will never be the same. And that is where 
I found myself that day, taking this les-
son from the loss of my sweet and crazy 
Cheeto. I realized I was crying not just 
because he was gone. I had finally taken a 
moment and conceded that a few things 
in this great big life had indeed kicked 
my butt. But I didn’t run. And I didn’t 
wallow. I chose to fight and by fight I really 
mean I just did my best to deal with each 
and every event in the most positive way 
I could manage. And it’s been enough. I 
can’t ask for more than that. 

I’ve often mentioned here that finding 

the bright side of things is important, 
counting my blessings or just practicing 
gratitude ... it’s all good. But what I have 
learned lately is that it is probably equally 
important for me to acknowledge when 
my heart isn’t feeling so great. I don’t 
believe that giving in to sadness and/or 
grief means I’m being negative or putting 
the brakes on the positive train. It just 
means I’m acknowledging something my 
tears are trying to tell me. Whether it’s 
saying goodbye to a pet or crying because 
I just feel like letting some sad out, I know 
it’ll all be OK and there will always be 
more lessons to learn. All of them woven 
together with both sadness and joy and 
memories to carry us through.

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.
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Before getting into the specific edible 
mushrooms to be found around our area, 
I would like to discuss mushrooms as 
food. “Healthy” is not a good descriptive 
adjective for good food. It really describes 
the food source as not diseased, over- or 
under-mature, etc., even toxic. The or-
ganism can be healthy and either bad or 
good for the consumer.  

As I have said before, and as biologists 
have confirmed, fungi that produce mush-
rooms are not plants. They occupy their 
own kingdom, separate from the plant and 
animal kingdoms. Truth is, fungi are more 
closely related to animals than they are 
to plants. But the relationship is distant.   

So, what is a vegan to do? The biological 
world becomes more complicated and 
less easily categorized as the means in 
science of describing things increase. If 
mushrooms are not plants, should a veg-
an eat them? I would say yes, especially 
for wild mushrooms. And for a simple 

Many Ways to View Mushrooms
By Jim Groth

reason – they are a sustainable resource. 
Cultivated mushrooms are often grown 
on agricultural products or byproducts, 
and so might be considered less sustain-
able, except that their production utilizes 
a small fraction of agricultural output. 
Some of them, like shiitake, are grown 
on byproducts of forestry. 

Those of us who favor wild mushrooms 
understand that the existence of many 
or most mushrooms depends on the 
existence of natural, relatively undis-
turbed habitats.  Does harvesting of wild 
mushrooms diminish wild habitats? We 
can separate the overall positive habitat 
effects from the effects of harvesting on 
the mushrooms themselves. There is no 
evidence from Europe and Asia, where 
harvesting wild mushrooms is much 
more intense and has been going on for 
a long time, that the practice has resulted 
in depletion of mushroom diversity either 
as number of species or their abundance. 

What damage to mushroom diversity that 
has been documented in the old world 
applies to both edible or useful species 
that are removed and to mushrooms that 
are of no interest to the collector, being 
inedible or even poisonous. 

Pollution, forest overharvesting, mono-
culture of replaced forests, and climate 
change are the likely culprits in reductions 
in mushroom diversity. Local changes in 
the forest due to severe thinning or fire 
can affect mushroom composition and 
abundance for a while, as any morel col-
lector knows. These practices can increase 
morel production locally for about a year. 
This is why commercial morel collectors 
flock to large burns the spring after they 
occur the summer before. I have done 
this, but only at smaller, more local burns 
that did not attract the attention of the 
commercial people. 
Nutritional Value    

Fresh mushrooms are 85% to 95% 
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percent water, so they do not provide 
a lot of nutrition. But neither do many 
fresh fruits and vegetables, which also 
have a lot of water. My favorite fruit is 
watermelon, which is mostly water, but 
is also so good that I can eat a pound of 
it with no difficulty. I have also read that 
watermelon provides lots of other health-
ful things. Eating a pound of fresh wild 
mushrooms might be more of an ordeal,  
with the exception of fresh morels (be 
sure to cook them beforehand and they 
will lose a lot of their water, which can 
still be consumed). 

On a dry-weight basis mushrooms 
are quite nutritious. They contain good 
amounts of vitamins D and E and some A. 
The fungi that produce mushrooms make 
nearly all their vitamins so they do not 
need to depend on supplements from their 
environment. Mushrooms also contribute 
good levels of minerals to our diet. They 
have little fat or carbohydrates so they 

also have few calories. This also means 
that mushrooms alone cannot sustain us.  

The good news is that dried mushrooms 
have protein levels that exceed most 
vegetables. 
Umami

This term is from the Japanese and refers 
to a property of food that goes beyond 
the usual salt, sweet, sour, etc., tastes that 
we detect. The closest word in English 
is probably savory. A big contributor to 
umami is the amino acid called glutamic 
acid. The salt form of this amino acid that 
has been added to Asian dishes for years 
is monosodium glutamate, also known as 
MSG and found in the seasoning product 
Ac’cent. Its use has been controversial in 
the United States. A good substitute is – 
you guessed it – mushrooms. 

As stated, mushrooms have good levels 
of protein on a dry-weight basis. Proteins 
are long chains of amino acids that can 
form into enzymes or structural mole-

cules essential to all life. Unlike legumes 
and grains that lack certain amino acids, 
and need to be consumed together to com-
plement one another, mushrooms have 
the full host of amino acids that we need. 
And they are especially rich in glutamic 
acid. This is why they are so often used 
in concert with other foods. Not only do 
they lend their own flavor, they enhance 
the flavor of companion foods.   

Mushrooms can also add to the texture 
of food. Some Asian cultures value food 
texture highly. When I evaluate wild 
mushrooms, I consider texture to be an 
important attribute. Firmness after cook-
ing is a positive, especially in dishes that 
may lack other firm components. 

Jim and his wife Jo Ann love searching for 
edible wild mushrooms.  In the off-season 
they must be content with last year’s  fro-
zen, canned or dried mushrooms, and will 
even settle for purchased fresh or preserved  
mushrooms.

Mycological View



18  |  North Columbia Monthly  |  April 2021  

We’ve come a long way since naturalists 
began observing, collecting and identi-
fying different species of animals that 
we share this big blue sphere with. DNA 
studies have unlocked a staggering extent 
of hidden and cryptic biodiversity, which 
also highlights the importance of adding 
a historical and 
biogeographic di-
mension to natu-
ral research. 

One of those 
cryptic biodiverse 
examples are two 
different species 
of birds that are 
quite commonly 
around us. These 
two species have 
the same coloring, 
same markings 
and same behav-
ior, and occupy 
the same habitat. 
In fact, they look 
so similar that 
many people are unable to tell them apart. 

Most of you expert birders out there 
have probably guessed the species I’m 
referring to: the downy and hairy wood-
peckers: Dryobates pubescens (downy, 
pictured left) and Dryobates villosus 
(hairy, pictured right). 

In fact, I have had people tell me that an 
adult woodpecker was at their feeder with 
its identical-looking baby woodpecker 

Which One Is It?
Article & Photos by J. Foster Fanning

when what they were really observing was 
two different bird species. Hopefully this 
article will shed some light on the subtle 
differences between these two birds and 
help to make the determination of which 
is which. 

Let’s start with the big picture: the 

larger of the two species is the hairy wood-
pecker, commonly 9-11 inches in length 
and with a broader wingspan and larger 
bill than the downy. The bill (not beak 
on woodpeckers) of the hairy is as long 
as its head and proportionally thicker 
and more blade-like than the downy’s. 

Downy woodpeckers are only about 
6-7 inches in length and the bill is shorter 
than the head. I understand that judg-

ing a bird’s appearance in the wild can 
be challenging, but the astute observer 
will use a relative scale of tree branches, 
trunks, needles and leaves in calculating 
comparative size.

As previously mentioned, these birds 
are almost identical in plumage. Close 

scrutiny will show 
two subtle differ-
ences. The downy 
woodpecker has a 
plain shoulder while 
the hairy woodpeck-
er’s shoulder has a 
black spur of color 
projecting toward 
the breast. Also, the 
downy woodpeck-
er’s white outer tail 
feathers show some 
black barring or 
spotting, while the 
hairy woodpecker’s 
outer tail feathers 
are plain. Neither of 
these patterns appear 

very prominent and differences based on 
age, sex, mating season, and geographic 
locations occur, but if distinctly seen 
these markings can help identify the 
bird’s species.

While both of these birds have exten-
sive range areas covering most of North 
America, the hairy woodpecker’s range 
includes parts of northern Mexico, while 
downy woodpeckers are absent in the 
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In Nature
southwest and Mexico. 

Both species are found in deciduous, 
pine and hardwood forests, making much 
of our highlands an ideal habitat. Downy 
woodpeckers, though smaller, are bolder 
and more curious and thus more likely 
to appear in suburban areas and back-
yards. Hairy woodpeckers are a bit more 
reclusive. If you 
are in the fringe of 
agricultural areas 
look for downy 
w o o d p e c k e r s 
feeding on grain 
and other seed 
heads, a browsing 
tactic hairy wood-
peckers cannot 
accomplish due 
to their heavier 
weight. 

Both of these 
birds will frequent 
porch feeders , 
with the downy 
being the more 
unflinching visi-
tor. Hairy woodpeckers are more wary 
and apt to fly away when disturbed. 
Watch for downy woodpeckers traveling 
in mixed flocks with other small birds 
such as chickadees, nuthatches and tit-
mice. Hairy woodpeckers are generally 
loners. Both species are cavity nesters, 
with the downys pecking out smaller, 
round-entrance nests. The hairy’s nest 
sites are bigger with an oval entrance.  

Astute birders learn to distinguish 
similar species by their calls, which can 
help with identification. The downy 
woodpecker’s call is a softer, less de-
manding voice that descends in pitch, 
while the hairy woodpecker’s call is more 
robust, primarily holding one pitch. 
Hairy woodpeckers also have a faster 

drumming beat.
In summary, when observing these 

woodpeckers, focus on the bird’s size, 
bill length and behavior as the easiest 
and most decisive identification traits. 
Keep in mind birds so similar will most 
always overlap and present identifica-
tion uncertainty, making it important 
to compare several features. Exercising 
patience and practice will soon lead you 

to be able to clearly identify downy and 
hairy woodpeckers. 

As a side note, mythology is rich in 
woodpecker lore around the world. In 
Norse legends woodpeckers are asso-
ciated with Thor, god of thunder. In 
Roman mythology a woodpecker named 
Picus is sacred to the god Mars. Celts be-

lieved a woodpeck-
er’s screech could call 
in the rain, and that 
their drumming on 
trees sent messages 
across the world. 
Many Native Amer-
ican tribes believe 
woodpeckers are as-
sociated with friend-
ship and happiness, 
with numerous sto-
ries illustrating this 
example. 

Spring is in full 
swing and a great 
time to be outdoors. 
Whether it be long 
hikes, short walks 

or other excursions, nature is out there 
in full force. Remember to listen closely 
for sharp tapping on that hollow tree 
trunk.…

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 foster-
fanning.blogspot.com.
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Maps of different sorts grace the walls 
of our home, including explorer David 
Thompson’s 1811 map of the Colville 
Valley, a detailed U.S. Department of the 
Interior BLM land map of our state, two 
maps of my husband’s reservation, and 
a five-year-old grandson’s hand-drawn 
Washington map showing where the 
family went on vacation (I think his mom 
brilliant to instruct him in map making 
at such an early age!). Show me any map 
of the Upper Columbia River watershed 
(including those made by NCM contribu-
tor Joe Barreca of Map Metrics) and away 
I go on memory trips to the many places 
that have marked my own explorations.

Over the course of half a century of 
exploring the region, I’ve noticed certain 
trees of distinction and have learned that 
these silent sentinels tell a story of mar-
riage and home.

Perhaps in your own travels you have 
noticed two tall trees, usually Douglas-fir 
(which I shall punctuate with a hyphen 
as was formally adopted by the Seventh 
International Botanical Congress in 1950) 
standing next to each other in pastures 
and open fields. How did they get there? 
Why are they the same size? Who planted 
them and why?

There are two varieties of Douglas-fir, 
coastal and inland. It is an exceptional 
tree species that is geographically wide-

Mapping Marriage With Trees
By Tina Wynecoop

spread and was often used by pioneers for 
building cabins. It was plentiful, favored 
for firewood, fence posts, rails, timbers 
and framing lumber. 

Pioneers, homesteaders and settlers 
moved steadily across the continent in 
the 1800s. They built their homes on 

the landscapes of 
Indigenous people. 
They brought with 
them their tradi-
tions, including the 
Easterner’s practice 
of planting two sap-
lings, one on each 
side of their new 
abode’s entryway. 
These sentinels were 
ca l led “husband 
and wife trees.”

Half Moon Prai-
rie lies in what is 
now Spokane Coun-
ty. Here migrants 
Charles and Matil-
da (Stine) Park-
er homesteaded, 
raised their family, 
logged, trapped, cut 
cordwood, tilled the 
clay soil, and plant-
ed an apple orchard. 
Reminders of their 

presence remain: a 130-year-old crabapple 
pollinator tree that blossoms every other 
year, two robust companioning fir trees, a 
hardy lilac bush, a rudimentary well, and 
… their small cabin.

This same area had been the Spokane 
Indians’ easternmost home ground before 
the arrival of settlers. To help keep their 
ancestors’ memory alive, I will include 
evidence of their habitation on my “map.”

Half Moon Prairie is bounded on the 
east by the Little Spokane River, and 
Spring (Dartford) Creek parallels the 
edge of the prairie. For a long while the 
Parkers had the land to themselves. They 
constructed their little cabin in 1882 with 
fir lumber held together with a black-
smith’s hand-forged nails. The couple 
planted matching fir trees on each side 
of their cabin’s entrance.

Decades later the 160-acre homestead 
was divided and then subdivided many 
times. Farm and forest became “estates.” 
This posh euphemism means there are up The Parker’s original 1882 cabin. Photo by Tina Wynecoop. 

The Douglas-fir trees between with the Parker’s cabin was 
built. Photo by Tina Wynecoop. 
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to 25 homes per each five-acre lot. Devel-
opers have permanently altered the once 
lovely landscape. The Parker homestead, 
now a mere five-acre parcel, was acquired 
by a family who thoughtfully built their 
modern home beside the stately firs (pic-
tured below). The little cabin (pictured 
left) was moved to the other side of the 
property and is preserved as well. It is 
one of the oldest pioneer homes extant 
in the county.  

A visit to this private property leaves 
one awestruck by the small space sepa-
rating the two trees. Undisturbed, they 
continue to follow nature’s mandate to 
grow skyward and sideways. Had the cab-
in remained where it had been built, the 
ever-expanding girth of the paired trees 
would have slowly pinched it to pieces.

Not far from the Parker cabin are two 
deciduous trees, also side by side. They 
mark another little cabin’s entryway. Oth-
er signs of habitation include scatterings 
of rusted cans, broken crockery, shards of 
colorful glass bottles and an indentation 
in the ground where the outhouse once 
stood.

Our home sits a stone’s throw from these 
trees. It was built in 1975. Nearby are a 
pair of “needle trees” – a ponderosa pine 
and a Douglas-fir growing intertwined 
in a matrix of shattered basalt and scant 
soil. Not all “husband and wife trees” 
were deliberately planted. Nature has her 

own ways of making 
a statement. Al-
though the Parker 
trees are much tall-
er, these slow-grow-
ing companions are 
likely older than 
they are. These trees 
signify our long 
marriage. We call 
them the “Judge 
and Tina trees.” (I 
am not sure which 
of us is the pine…)

Judge’s grand-
parents, John and 
Nancy (Perkins) 
Wynecoop, lived in 
six different homes 
near or on the Spo-
kane Reservation 
throughout their 

marriage. Three of their homes burned, 
including their last one in Wellpinit. A 
pair of magnificent firs, the signposts 
of this home, remain. Over the years 
Nancy’s allotment changed ownership 
among her family. 
The two sentinel 
trees still mark the 
place of family trag-
edy and resilience. 
They stand togeth-
er, overlooking the 
little town and the 
highway that passes 
through.

The trees will nev-
er be cut down.

John and Nancy’s 
descendants con-
tinue to live nearby. 
Their son Clair and 
his wife, Phoebe, 
began their mar-
riage in a tidy log 
home built within 
sight of his parents’ 
home in the early 
‘30s. As their family 
outgrew their first 
home, they built 
another in 1941. 
Seven sons were 
raised there. And 
yes, planted at the 

entrance were a pair of Douglas-firs. The 
tradition continued.  The trees great girth 
and height eventually crowded access to 
the front door and are now limbed up to 
allow passage. But oh! So many of us have 
passed between those great trees to get to 
Clair and Phoebe’s house.

Over many years my husband and I 
have traveled through rural landscapes on 
countless back roads. “Husband and wife 
trees” dot the region. They have become a 
small part of the land’s story of its people, 
its wildlife and native flowers, geology and 
geography, and the beautiful sky. 

My “map” isn’t finished. NCM reader 
reports of additional marriage landmarks 
are welcomed. In the meantime, this 
amateur cartographer “boughs” down 
before tree couples that mark locations 
where the “union of hearts” found home.

Tina says: Growing up in western Wash-
ington, I thought it was the most interesting 
place in the world until I moved in 1970 to 
teach school on the Spokane Indian Reser-
vation. The culture, geography, history, and 
flora and fauna of the eastern part of the 
state is now my beloved “home ground.”

Wellpinit trees. Photo courtesy Jeremy Eliason and Gary Galbraith.

Judge and Tina fir and pine. Photo by Tina Wynecoop. 
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Events
Mar 28-Apr 3: Dollar for a Scholar at Super 1 

Foods in Colville Visit Colville.Dollarsfor-
Scholars.org for more info. 

Apr 1: First Thursday Art Walk, downtown 
Chewelah and Trails End Gallery, 5:30-8 pm. 

Apr 3: Chewelah Animal Swap, 2796 Bundy 
Rd. Gates open at 8 am. Call 509-936-1636 
for more info.

Apr 3: Drive thru Easter Egg Hunt at the NE WA 
Fairgrounds in Colville, 9-10:30 am.

Apr 3: Easter Egg Hunt, west side of Chewelah 
City Hall, 1 pm. Bring your own basket, 
special prize eggs for each age group up to 10 
years old. Free Spring Raffle Baskets (must be 
present to win). 

Apr 16-17: Colville Home and Garden Show, 
Community Colleges of Spokane – Colville 
Campus. Call 509-684-5973 or visit colville-
chamberofcommerce.com for more info. See 
ad on page 2.

Apr 18: Volunteer Appreciation and Annual 
Membership Meeting at the Cutter Theatre, 
2 pm. See ad page 16.

Apr 21: Chewelah Community Blood Drive, 
12-5:30 pm. 

Apr 23: 4th Friday – 4 Acts: Community Talent 
Showcase at the Cutter Theatre, Metaline Falls. 
Soup at 5:34 pm, show starts at 6:04 pm. Call 
509-446-4108 or visit cuttertheatre.com for 
details. See ad page 16.

Apr 23-25, 30-May2: Molly Sweeny, presented 
by Park Avenue Players at the Chewelah Center 
for the Arts, (address), Fridays & Saturdays at 
7 pm, Sundays at 2 pm. Tickets $15. Call 509-
935-9993 or visit chewelahcenterforthearts.
com for more info. 

Apr 24: Chewelah City-Wide Clean Up Day, 8 
am-Noon. Call Chewelah Chamber of Com-
merce at 509-935-8595 for more info. 

Apr 28: Digging season opens at Stonerose Fossil 
Center, 15 N. Clark, Republic. Call 509-775-
2295 or visit stonerosefossil.org for more info.   
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CALL HOSTING PARTIES TO CONFIRM LISTING INFO. THE NORTH COLUMBIA MONTHLY 
WILL NOT BE HELD RESPONSIBLE FOR ERRORS OR SCHEDULE CHANGES. 

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

Meetings & 
Opportunities
Apr 13: Ferry & Stevens County Nonprofit 

Network meeting, online, 2-3 pm, for anyone 
in the Ferry/Stevens  County region involved 
in or with an interest in nonprofits. Visit 
washingtonnonprofits.org, call 509-675-3791 
to get registered. 

Apr 14: One River Nonprofit Network meeting, 
online, 2-3 pm, for anyone in the Pend Oreille 
County region involved in or with an interest 
in nonprofits. Visit washingtonnonprofits.org, 
call 509-675-3791 to get registered. 

Northeast Washington Farmers Market 
opens in Colville May 1. See ad page 14. 

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

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

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

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

Colville Toastmasters meets virtually on 
Tuesdays, 5:30 pm and is for anyone seeking 
to boost confidence and sharpen communi-
cation/leadership skills. Free mentorship. Call 
509-690-3539 or email crablouie333@hotmail.
com for more info and Zoom link. 

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

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

MORE 
LISTINGS & 
DETAILS AT 

NCMONTHLY.COM

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

in the print edition and online at ncmonthly.com to: ncmonthly@gmail.com. 
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To say that this Barry Goudreau’s En-
gine Room album, The Road, sounds in-
stantly classic might 
not quite do it jus-
tice. Former Boston 
guitarist Goudreau 
has certainly spent 
his fair share of time 
on the road ... as his 
old band saw their 
debut album sell a 
million copies in 
the first month of re-
lease alone, launch-
ing massive world 
tours that had the band crisscrossing the 
planet with as many as 200 shows a year.  

Barry Goudreau’s Engine Room

LISTEN UP

What’s great about The Road is that the 
album really distinguishes Goudreau’s 

soaring guitar pres-
ence, which helped 
propel early Bos-
ton songs to icon-
ic status. You can 
hear the inspired 
f retboard touch 
that gave Boston 
hits like “Foreplay/
Long Time” and 
“Don’t Look Back” 
no small amount of 
juice via his instant-

ly memorable solos.
More than that, though, the lineup 

Devin Townsend’s Devolution-Level Event
No one ever knows what Devin 

Townsend is going to do next. Maybe 
not even him.

When I first saw him years ago at a 
downtown Spokane club, I was already 
a monster fan of his Ocean Machine 
project ... but what I saw there with 
Strapping Young Lad literally scared 
me. Watching him sing, I honestly 
thought he might hurt himself or die.  

So, all these years later, with projects 

here is stellar. With former Return to 
Zero bandmate Brian Maes’ heroic vocals 
and the gorgeous harmonies of MaryBeth 
Maes, Teri O’Soro and Joanie Cicatelli 
giving songs like “Love Will Lead the 
Way,” “Las Vegas” and the note-perfect 
“Come a Time” a beautiful width and soul, 
this album feels absolutely supercharged.  

Naturally, there are some wry nods 
to Goudreau’s roots, as album-closer 
“Love” feels like a modern echo of Bos-
ton’s FM-radio dominance, but overall 
The Road is a soulful rock album that 
captures the joy of making high-velocity 
music punctuated by epically-tasty gui-
tar solos. What could possibly be better 
than that?

that go from heavy-beyond-heavy met-
al to soaring atmospherics (Ghost) and 
so many points 
in between, I’m 
not surprised 
that Townsend 
would release 
a gorgeous live 
a c o u s t i c  a l -
bum.  I’m just 
surprised at how 
incredibly well it 
works.

D e v o l u t i o n 
S e r i e s  #1  – 
Acoustically In-
clined, Live in Leeds is – as explained 
by DT himself at the outset – a live 
set that closely mirrors how even his 
heaviest songs are written:  with one 
beautifully echo-laden guitar and his 
superhero-level, opera-to-metal vocal 
powers. It’s just outrageously good, 
and the massive space just one guitar 
and his amazing voice take up on cuts 

Reviews by Michael Pickett

like “Hyperdrive” and “Deadhead” is 
incredible.  

My only com-
plaint – if there 
is  one to be 
voiced – is that 
a mind-blowing 
acoustic version 
of “Why” isn’t 
included here, 
but that’s a mi-
nor issue.  See-
ing as this is 
Series #1, per-
haps two, three, 
four or five will 

contain this and other gems. 
What’s most amazing is that even 

in this stripped-down format, away 
from layers of guitars, hyperkinetic 
blast-beats and arena lights, Devin 
Townsend is as compelling and fero-
cious as ever. 

Check out Michael Pickett’s music, 
free at pickettmusic.com.FM 94.1/AM 1240

KCVL

Live, local news weekdays 
at 7 am,  8 am,  Noon & 5 pm  

Saturdays at 7 am & 8 am

FM 92.1
KCRK 

Daily News 
You Can Use!
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Barbara Kingsolver’s latest novel, Un-
sheltered, is a tale of two families. The 
chapters seamlessly alternate between 
them, one family contemporary, the other 
living 140 years previous, but in the same 
house in the same planned community of 
Vineland, New Jersey (an actual place). 
The seamlessness may seem a tad con-
trived but curiosity about these mirrored 
families urges us along. 

As usual, Kingsolver is unabashedly out 
to make a point – conversations in the 
book are like roundtables about the state 
of the American dream. But the juxtapo-
sition of early Trump era and post-Civil 
War society is ingenious as she focuses on 
the lives of ordinary middle- and work-

ing-class Americans. “How could two 
hardworking people do everything right 
in life and arrive in their fifties essentially 
destitute?”

What I like best about Kingsolver are her 
wry nuggets of impression: “She had the 
temperament of the fire-eyed little shih tzu 
at the dog park that takes on the rottweilers 
with zero sense of disadvantage.” Or, in 
the intensive-care ward at a hospital, “His 
bulk was laced with white cables like the 
ones people used to plug in their phones, 
as if Nick were getting charged up to some 
functional percentage.”

When so directly tackling social issues, 
in fiction as in real life, humor can be the 
saving grace.

A Good Read

The reader is thoroughly steeped in Nor-
way, entering journalist Asne Seierstad’s 
nonfiction book, One of Us: The Story of 
Anders Breivik and the Massacre in Norway, 
during which 77 people, most of them teen-
agers, were murdered in 2011. Distinctive 
aspects of Norwegian-ness come into play as 
the story’s 500+ pages detail not just Breivik’s 
life and actions, but also enlarge upon the 
lives and families of those he killed – and 
the political/social contexts leading up to 
and following from the tragedy. 

Seierstad’s account is fastidiously fact-
based, never speculative, yet flows like a 
story. “For Anders, dreams were not achieved 
through community. He wanted to shine 
out above the grey mass.” Failing to achieve 
that, “The summer when he was twenty-sev-
en, he moved back in with his mother. ‘It’s 
only temporary,’ he said. ‘It’ll be lovely,’ she 
answered.” Terrible things happened. 

Seierstad takes no shortcuts; we get not 
only documented quotes and facts but the 

landscape and culture, a gripping narrative 
about people and place. About belonging and 
not belonging – how each of those feels and 
what each can lead to. In its clear-spoken 
grace Seierstad’s writing reminded me of 
Spokane journalist Jess Walter’s account of 
the siege at Ruby Ridge.

The section of the book (pages 271-344, 
for readers who can’t bear to read that part) 
covering the day of the massacre may be the 
most harrowing journalism I’ve ever read, 
not least because of heartbreaking, fatal 
bungling by police and security services. But 
in her epilogue Seierstad writes, “In the end, 
no parent objected that I wrote about their 
child’s moment of death. I am very grateful 
for that…. It is the multitude of conversations 
that made this book possible. Thank you all 
so much. I know what it cost you.”

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

One of Us, by Asne Seierstad

Reviews by Loren Cruden

Unsheltered, by Barbara Kingsolver
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One of the biggest blessings of living in 
rural northeast Washington is the incred-
ible beauty of the region. The mountains, 
four seasons, abundant wildlife, forests, 
lakes and streams translate to a visual 
and recreational paradise. Bodies of wa-
ter within just a few minutes of any Tri 
County spot are popular for vacationing, 
boating, skiing, fishing, kayaking, birding 
and photography. 

Wildlife is equally attracted to water 
but for other reasons — food and drink, 
habitat, relief from summer heat and 
bothersome insects, a haven from pred-
ators, and so on. For moose, being IN 
the water lowers body temperature and 
metabolism so they can bulk up their 
weight before winter. A mutual love of 
water has meant humans and wildlife 
intersect often.  

Our kayaking adventures have given 
us a front-row seat to observe the lives 
and everyday activities of area wildlife. 
Beavers are among our favorites. These 
curious critters are quite remarkable. The 

The Curious Life of BeaversThe Curious Life of Beavers

largest rodents in North America, beavers 
are furry vegans with large orange teeth, 
webbed feet, and flat scaled tails. The 
teeth are orange because they contain 
iron, which makes those incisors very 
strong and resistant to acid when cutting 
trees. Beaver teeth are self-sharpening and 
continue to grow throughout their lives. 

Beavers feed and build with the same 
materials, eating leaves, woody stems and 
aquatic plants and using larger pieces of 
their wood harvest for dams and lodges. 

The shape of their tails varies as a family 
trait. Beavers use their tails as a rudder for 
swimming, a prop to balance themselves 
while on land, a way to signal danger by 
slapping the surface of the water, and 
a backup energy source. Beavers stash 
branches in the mud below the water 
surface in an underwater fridge of sorts. 
During the winter, they feed on this 
cache that sits below the ice. If they run 
short, they can survive off the fat stored 
in their tails. 

Beavers are very social with strong 

family bonds. Up to eight individuals 
live in a single lodge and other family 
members often live nearby. 

True to their reputation, beavers are 
indeed busy and industrious. They en-
gineer their own lakes and waterways, 
sometimes with large consequences. 
Their dams can alter the flow of rivers 
and raise the water table, even flooding 
hundreds of acres. The dams also reduce 
risk of flash floods and improve habitat 
for other animals, fish, birds and plants. 

In a relatively short period of time, a 
colony of beavers can transform an arid 
landscape into a lush green one, attracting 
all kinds of new creatures and plant life 
into the transformed ecosystem.

Clever as they are, sometimes the 
landscaping and remodeling plans of the 
beaver don’t match up with what humans 
have in mind for the land, and a clash 
ensues. Beaver dams in close proximity 
to human-inhabited areas can result in 
flooded roadways and damage to irriga-
tion systems, farms, orchards and private 

By Joanie Christian
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property. Such was the case in the McCall 
and Payette Lake region of Idaho in the 
1940s. After World War II, people started 
moving there, into an area where beavers 
had been doing their thing for centuries. 
There was soon a clash between beavers 
and humans in the area. A bunch of 
beavers needed a new home, and one of 
the strangest successful chapters in the 
history of American conservation was 
about to unfold.  

Elmer Heter of Idaho Fish and Game in 
the McCall area was tasked with finding 
a solution. He knew a perfect spot where 
beaver would be away from people and 
also benefit the habitat: the Chamberlain 
Basin, which is now the Frank Church 
River of No Return Wilderness Area, a 
heavily forested region with no roads at 
the time. 

The trouble was figuring out how to 
get the beavers there. He soon discovered 
transporting beavers via mule wasn’t a 
good option. Mules didn’t like the smelly 
beavers and were spooked by them. Bea-

vers didn’t tolerate the heat well if they 
were away from water; some got cranky 
and others died. A different, quicker 
solution was needed. In true beaver spirit, 
Heter was industrious. And creative.

Enter Geronimo and the Beaver 
Airdrop. Heter devised a nutty but sur-
prisingly effective plan using surplus 
parachutes from the war to drop beavers 
in wooden boxes from a plane into the 
remote area where they could recolonize. 
Geronimo, a plucky older male beaver, 
was the “guinea pig.” Geronimo was 
dropped from an airplane again and again 
and again as Heter perfected the box and 
release mechanism. 

Every time Geronimo landed, handlers 
put him back in the box for another 
ride until all the kinks got worked out. 
Geronimo got so used to the routine that 
he would resignedly crawl back into his 
box as handlers approached. 

But when the time came to officially 
launch the project, Geronimo was a VIP, 
and was sent to his new destination with 

not one but three lovely female beavers. 
Upon landing, the females immediately 

began exploring their new home, but a 
very confused Geronimo stayed in the 
box a long time, expecting to be loaded 
back for another trip in the plane. But he 
soon adapted to his new surroundings. 
He and the three females established a 
flourishing colony. In total, 76 beavers 
from the McCall/Payette Lake region were 
relocated using this method.

Though sometimes the natural be-
havior of beavers creates problems in 
the human world, I think it is worth 
remembering that the regional beauty, 
flora and wildlife we enjoy is in part due 
to these furry little ecosystem engineers. 
Whenever I see a beaver while kayaking, 
I just smile and say a silent thank you to 
these doggedly determined and indus-
trious marvels.

Joanie Christian, a freelance nature 
photographer, has lived in NE WA for 40+ 
years. View her work at joaniechristian-
photography.com. 
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Just a couple of months ago I was rhap-
sodizing about my love for winter and all 
its wonderful activities. Such as ice skat-
ing, snowshoeing and cross-country ski-
ing, along with long walks during gentle 
snows while admiring the beauty of the 
season. So, here’s what really happened: 
Slipping and sliding, trudging downhill 
with the Christmas tree we had just cut 
down, resulted in derangement of my 
left sacroiliac and a whole new kind of 
pain I wouldn’t wish on anyone. Three 
months later I am still paying the price 
for cutting that tree. 

A visit to the dermatologist to assess 
the pre-cancerous cells on my nose re-
sulted in a 12-week program of what I 
call “chemo cream” applied to my nose. 
You know how a clown wears a bright 
red bulbous nose? Well, that was me 

for the past three months. I could have 
guided Santa’s sleigh with that nose! I 
was thankful that we had to wear face 
masks so I didn’t scare small children. 

While at the dermatologist I had 
him look at a pink lesion on my arm. 
We both thought, if anything, it was a 
non-malignant basal cell, so he went 
ahead and biopsied it. It came back a 
malignant melanoma and I had a wide 
excision to remove it followed by 10 days 
of prophylactic antibiotics. 

Six days into that medication, the cat bit 
me and I ended up with a staph infection 
in my hand. The antibiotic was changed 
to something more potent for another 10 
days. And yes, I still love my little diva 
of a cat, but she and I did have a serious 
talk. Are you laughing yet?

But then things got serious. In a three-

By Karen Giebel
week period in February, my 94-year-
old aunt Jo, whom I adored, passed 
away. Tragically, my sister died from 
COVID-19 pneumonia. And then my 
beloved 16-year-old goofy buddy, my 
champion ball-catching smooch-slob-
bering head-lying-in-my-lap cuddler, my 
dog Otto, told us it was time for him to go 
rest forever at the feet of St. Francis. I am 
thankful that Dan was with me cradling 
Otto in our arms as Dr. Doris sent his 
spirit soaring upward right here at home. 

Driving back in a snowstorm from the 
pet cremation services in Spokane I felt 
like a balloon that someone stuck a pin 
in as I deflated and collapsed into myself. 
Whenever death had visited our family 
before there was always a dog waiting at 
home to comfort me as only a dog can do. 
Walking into our home, there was only 
silence. For my husband Dan, this is the 
first time in 41 years he has not had a dog 
greet him at the door. Otto adopted me 
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before I had even met Dan, but he loved 
and cared for this mutt as much as I. As 
much as I had welcomed winter, it was 
time for winter to leave and leave fast!

It is said that “hope springs eternal,” 
and spring is the season of hope and 
renewal. We all experience loss, know 
grief, know hardship. No one is immune 
to it, so this is not a story just about loss, 
it is also a story about hope. Hope spelled 
in BIG letters as “HOPE.” It is a story 
about how thankful I am for so many 
incredible blessings. 

Every morning as I am waking up, I give 
thanks for my blessings. I am thankful for 
my health, my husband, our children and 
our grands. I give thanks for our home, 
the food we eat and the clothes we wear. 
I ask for blessings on our families and 
our country. I hope for an early spring 
and I smile seeing the daffodil bulbs with 
tiny shoots starting to rise from the cold 
winter earth. Watching the earth renew 

itself as the snow melts and patches of 
green grass appear and the buds on the 
lilac bushes show themselves tells silly, 
sad me that every little thing is going to 
be all right. 

I sit outside on the glider, slowly 
rocking. The air is cold but the sun is 
warm on my face and I know the hours 
of daylight are increasing and the dark-
ness of winter is retreating. A mountain 
bluebird stopped by the other day, the 
first of the season, and I found myself 
hurrying inside to tell my husband that 
we must go to town and buy meal worms 
because “the bluebirds are back!” It was 
a moment of pure joy.

I am so thankful for the advances in 
medical care I have witnessed over the 
many years of my nursing career. Ad-
vances that allowed a specially trained 
physician to provide me cortisone in-
jections under CT scan guidance into 
my sacroiliac for some blessed pain 

relief. This year one antibiotic kept me 
from developing an infection. A second 
antibiotic cured a potentially serious 
infection. That “chemo cream” may have 
disfigured my nose for a time, but it kept 
those cells from turning cancerous and 
me losing my nose. The melanoma was 
discovered early, removed, and found to 
be “in situ,” meaning it was contained 
and no further treatment is necessary.

Lastly, as sad as I am, I am thankful 
for all the years Otto and I were allowed 
to spend together. It was quite the ride!

I am hopeful for the promise that 
spring brings. A promise of blue sky, 
sunshine, warm rain, a garden planted 
with flowers and vegetables and song-
birds singing their little hearts out. And 
life goes on.

Karen Castleberry Giebel blogs about 
life and food at www.thejourneygirl.com 
up in the back of the beyond in Ferry 
County, Washington.
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By Brenda St. John
Yoga to Prepare for Gardening

Life’s Stretch

Gardening is a deep-rooted drive for many of us. As a gardener, 
I witness miracles on a regular basis as tiny seeds sprout, grow, 
and produce fruit or vegetables that provide vitamins and min-
erals to nourish my body. Putting my hands in the dirt connects 
me with the earth, which in turn balances my first chakra, the 
Root Chakra, Muladhara. The Root Chakra is associated with 
survival and stability. When my basic needs such as food, water, 
shelter and safety are realized, I feel grounded and safe. This is 
the foundation of my life. 

Preparing my body for the physical exertion of gardening is a 
prudent move to prevent sore muscles later. Gardening is hard 
work. There is lots of bending, lifting, reaching, squatting and 
carrying as I perform the tasks of digging, planting, raking, 
hoeing and pushing a wheelbarrow. 

Let’s break it down as to how I utilize yoga now to prevent 
aches and pains later. I will provide two poses for each muscle 
group and give details for one pose.

Back Strength: Spinal Balance and Cobra. For Spinal Bal-
ance, begin on hands and knees (Table Top) with the shoulders 
aligned over the wrists and hips above the knees. Draw the 
navel in slightly, just enough to engage the abdominals. On an 
inhalation, raise the right arm and the left leg so both are in line 
with the spine. Hold for one to three seconds. On an exhale, 
return to the Table Top position. 

Keep alternating sides, beginning with five on each side and 
building up to 10 on each side.

Spine Flexibility: Side Bends and Twists. Side Bends can be 
done from almost any position, but for this example, let’s assume 
standing. From Mountain pose (standing straight and tall with 
arms hanging at your sides), rotate the right palm so it faces away 
from the body. On an inhalation, slowly raise the arm until it is 
straight up overhead. On an exhalation, lower the upper body 
and right arm to the left as far as you comfortably can. On the 
next inhalation, slowly bring the spine and right arm back to 
vertical. Rotate the right hand so it faces away from the body, 
and on the exhalation, slowly lower the arm back to your side. 

Multiples can be done by repeating the side bend action a 
few times before lowering the arm. Make sure to do both sides.

Hip Flexors: Low Lunges and Malasana (yoga squat). Low 
Lunge, also known as Anjaneyasana, can begin from Table 
Top position. From hands and knees, step the left foot forward 
between the hands. Then slide the right knee back as far as is 
comfortable, keeping the top of the foot on the floor. Hands can 
remain on the floor or be placed on blocks. To add balance work, 
another option is to stack the hands on the left thigh, just above 
the knee. Add stretching to the affected muscles and joints by 

shifting the body so the front knee is over the toes, then back 
off so the knee is over the ankle. 

Go back and forth between these two positions several times, 
then repeat with the other side.

Shoulder Strength: Plank and Downward Facing Dog. 
Go back and forth between the two poses. For Plank, begin in 
Table Top pose. Step one foot back until the leg is straight and 
tuck the toes under so the heel points up. Putting weight into 
the hands and straight leg, step the other leg back and tuck the 
toes. Shoulders should be over the wrists and the body should 
be a straight line from the base of the skull to the heels. Draw 
the navel in slightly to engage the abs. Hold and breathe.

Shoulder Flexibility: Shoulder Raises with a Strap and 
Gomukhasana Arms. Shoulder Raises with a Strap is a gold 
standard exercise for increasing shoulder flexibility. Grab a yoga 
strap and stand in Mountain pose with feet hip-width apart. 
Hold the strap in front of you with both hands wide apart. 
Strap should be taut. On an inhale, slowly raise the arms until 
they are straight up overhead, keeping the elbows straight. On 
an exhalation, lower the arms behind you until the strap is 
hip-height behind your back. Make sure to make the lowering 
movement a smooth action. 

Tip: you may need to separate your hands wider in order to 
do this. 

Leg Strength: Chair Pose and Warrior I. Chair pose, also 
known as Utkatasana, is a standing pose. From Mountain, 
inhale and raise your arms. On an exhalation, bend the knees, 
keeping the thighs parallel to each other. Draw the navel slightly 
in to add stability to the low back. Hold for several seconds. To 
come out, straighten the knees with an inhalation. Release the 
arms back to your sides on an exhalation.

Abdominal Strength: Boat Pose and Half-Boat Pose. For 
Boat (Navasana), begin sitting on the floor with knees bent and 
feet flat. Lift feet off the floor and tilt the spine back, finding 
balance on the tripod of the tail bone and both sit bones. The 
spine will be straight but tilted back. Raise both arms so they are 
parallel to the floor and keep the chin parallel to the floor. Lift 
the feet further until the shins are parallel to the floor. If possible, 
straighten the knees so the body is in a V-shape. Hold for five 
breath cycles or longer, then release the legs on an exhalation.

During the course of my gardening, I like to take time to 
notice the smells of the earth and meditate while I work to 
lower stress and enhance mental clarity.

Namaste.

Brenda St. John has taught yoga classes in Chewelah since 2010.
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By Michelle Lancaster
Our lambing season is already over, 

quick and easy. The Border Leicester ewes 
had solid black ewe lambs and brown 
and white ram lambs out of a 
Targhee ram. The combination 
should make for some fine 
lambs and beautiful wool in 
the future!

Border Leicester sheep are 
quiet, gentle medium-sized 
sheep with wool that hangs 
in shiny individual locks. The 
breed began near the border 
of Scotland and England, so 
they are designed to survive 
in cold, wet weather. Our ewes 
love snow and winter weather. 
Come summer, we often join 
the sheep in the shade for a bit 
of respite from the heat, all of 
us panting a bit! Thankfully, 
they get sheared in spring, so 
have a very short wool coat in 
the hottest summer months.

A dear friend gave us a Tar-
ghee ram to use this past year. 
I looked up the breed in The 
Fleece and Fiber Sourcebook. 
Targhee sheep are named for 
the national forest near where 
they originated and for Chief Targhee 
(Tahgee), a peace-seeking Bannock 
Indian. 

A New Breed of Sheep
Around 100 years ago, researchers 

at the U.S. Department of Agriculture 
Sheep Experiment Station in Dubois, 

Idaho (still in existence today!) created 
this rugged breed that could thrive on 
range conditions while producing a large 

A Year On the FarmA Year On the Farm

carcass and short-length wool soft enough 
for next-to-skin use. Fine wool of quality 
obtains far higher prices than coarse 

wools, providing Targhee sheep 
farmers the opportunity to sell 
both meat and wool.

I have never seen a Border 
Leicester-Targhee cross, so the 
fiber of the new lambs is a bit of 
a guess. Breeding two purebred 
animals creates an F1 offspring. 
F1’s are known for combining 
the best of the parent breeds. 

These lambs already have a 
calm, curious disposition. They 
have the floppy Targhee ears 
rather than the rabbit ears of 
the Leicesters. My hope is that 
their fiber will be soft and fine 
like their father’s and strong 
and shiny like their mothers’. 

Any which way, we will enjoy 
watching the lambs grow and 
thrive on pasture. Although we 
love our Leicesters and hope to 
get a purebred ram again in the 
future, crossbreeding provided 
us with a little something dif-
ferent to try out this year.

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

Chapter 33: Playing in the House
Most of our inside games were played downstairs, since that 
was the warmest part of the house during the cold months. 

One of the growing-up rituals in our family was being 
able to touch the low wall that hung down from the ceiling 
between the dining and living room. When I was small, I’d 
run and jump trying to touch that part of the wall, but I just 
couldn’t make it. Wig and Judge could, but not me. Eventual-
ly, my time came, and I could jump and touch it. Then it was 
no longer a big deal to me. But to the younger ones, it was still 
a big deal, and they tried to do the same thing until they, too, 
mastered running and jumping to touch that wall.

We also played knee football in the living room. We usually 
played two to a side and used a roll of socks or gloves stuck 
inside each other for a football. One important rule change 
from regular football was that you couldn’t stand up. You had 
to run on your knees. That was pretty tough on our knees, 
especially since we always played tackle.  A touchdown was 
scored on the couch at one end of the room and on a chair at 

the other. I don’t know if we ever scored a touchdown, but we 
had a lot of fun trying. We broke a few lightbulbs and lamps, 
and that old fir floor without a carpet really made for hard 
running on the knees and even harder landings everywhere 
else.

When it was freshly waxed, that floor was really slick. We’d 
lie on our backs with our butts against the wall and our feet 
even higher on the wall. If we pushed off real hard, we could 
slide all the way across the room. This was another game that 
helped us ruin our clothes. Mom was really happy about that!

We also played a lot of board games. Of course, there was 
the ever-popular Bingo. We spent many a night playing Bin-
go.  We also learned to play poker and a variety of solitaire 
card games.

On warm evenings we’d play games upstairs. Slinkys were 
a lot of fun. As they worked their way down the stairs, we 
watched their every move.

Then there were the ghost games.  Somewhere, somehow, 
we had acquired a roll of tape that glowed in the dark. We 
cut out eyes and claws from the tape, then stood next to a 
light, so the cutouts shined in the dark. After these careful 
preparations, someone went upstairs wearing the cutouts in 
the pitch dark.

Once he was ready and waiting, the rest of us would sneak 
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cautiously up the stairs. The shiny eyes and claws would jump 
out and scare us almost to death. We all knew the glowing 
monster lurked up there somewhere, but we were still ter-
rified when it surprised us.  Sometimes even the ghost got 
scared and ran with the others.

We learned how to make a fast exit down the stairs to escape 
from the monster. First you sat down on the top stair. Then 
you straightened your legs, picked your seat up, and leaned 
back like you were standing tall. Whoosh! You just shot down 
the stairs like a piece of lumber going down the chute. It was 
hard to stop at the bottom, but at least you got away from the 
monster – FAST.

There was only one light in the upstairs hall, and it was 
turned on with a pull string.  After an evening of playing 
ghost downstairs, no one wanted to go upstairs to pull on the 
light. So we waited around until several of us wanted to go to 
bed badly enough, then we would all go up in a tight group to 
do the honors. The light usually didn’t work, making it harder 
to go to bed.

As we grew older, we still liked to listen to the radio. Cap-

The Way It Was, According to Chick
tain Midnight, Gang Busters, Don Winslow of the Coast Guard, 
and the news were our favorite programs. I remember hear-
ing the radio news of President Roosevelt’s death and about 
the end of World War II in Europe and in the Pacific.

Boxing was another favorite kind of indoor play. Dad al-
ways talked about his brief career as a boxer and what a good 
sport boxing was. He seldom played any kind of ball with us, 
but he took the time to teach us how to box. He bought sever-
al pairs of boxing gloves, and he gave us boxing lessons. Un-
fortunately, not one of us wanted to be a boxer. Still, we lis-
tened to all the big-time boxing matches on the radio.  The 
announcer made the matches so exciting! We rooted for our 
favorite contender like all the adults did.  

After World War II ended, Uncle Glenn came to our house 
to visit, and he liked to sing songs about Alaska. 

He wasn’t the best singer, nor was he the worst. We wound 
up his arm like an old phonograph and he’d sing his favorite 
song, Along the Yukon. I’m surprised we didn’t wear him out 
– or at least cripple his arm, with all that cranking. 

Our dogs, Tim and Tex, later Ike and Nixon, didn’t escape 
from our games. We’d sneak some clothes downstairs and/or 
take the dogs upstairs and dress them. That was always worth 
a laugh! Old Tex and his shaggy hair really looked neat with 
pants and a shirt on. We never ran out of fun things to do 
indoors.

Dick and Dave in 1939. Dave may have been the youngest boxer 
on the Reservation. Photo courtesy Phoebe Wynecoop. 

Dad, Judge and Wig duking it out. Photo courtesy Phoebe Wynecoop. 
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The squalling and scolding of a mob 
of Steller’s jays above me triggered my 
brain to alert. Harsh cries and rapid 
“shack-shack-shack” calls rained down 
from the tree branches. I quickly braked 
my pickup just short of the parking lot of 
the Marcus Island boat launch. The steep 

Capturing the 
Unexpected

Article & Photos by D.L. Kreft

bank to my left was darkened by tall firs 
and a dense tangle of alders, vine maple 
and bitter cherry. Somewhere, up in the 
forest canopy, a fight was brewing. 

I had not come looking for the fight. 
I was there to photograph late winter 
sparrows, nuthatches, brown creepers, 

and woodpeckers. 
I drove slowly with my windows rolled 

down, listening for bird calls and the 
sound of sharp taps on trees, revealing 
an active woodpecker. My eyes scanned 
for movement in the branches and on 
tree trunks. Trees freshly worked by a 
woodpecker appear stripped of their 
outer garments, exposed and stark com-
pared to their fully barked neighbors. The 
tree is dying, and a mass of bark beetle 
larvae are consuming its life, devouring 
the last remains of its cambium layer. A 
silvan smorgasbord for pileated and hairy 
woodpeckers.  

But now was different. Now the plan 
had changed. One or two Steller’s jays 
is not an unusual sight in northeastern 
Washington state. But here there were 
more like six or even eight of the noisy 
characters. Their sapphire and indigo 
feathers blending well with forest shad-
ows made them hard to see. But their 
raucous and rapid-fire calls gave them 
away. Their agitation was growing and 
soon a couple more Steller’s joined in the 
one-sided shouting match. It was then I 
learned the reason for the riot.  

During a brief pause in the Steller’s’ 
madness a different call, a higher, more 
nasal “Jayyy! -Jayyy!” penetrated the 
cool air. I knew then that a blue jay had 
entered the territory. Seeing one is still a 
rarity for this area. Though the two spe-
cies are closely related, and even known 
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to occasionally interbreed, today these 
were not in a kindred frame of mind. The 
screaming call of the blue jay drove the 
Steller’s to even more frantic efforts to 
shout down and intimidate this intruder. 
The fight was on.

Barely taking time to let my pickup 
come to a stop I grabbed my camera. I 
quickly swung it upward, searching for 
a clear view of the avian gladiators. The 
back-and-forth exchanges continued 
for several minutes uninterrupted. No 
matter how loud or urgent 
the Steller’s called the lone 
blue jay responded with 
equal vigor, and perhaps 
even greater effect. 

I already had Steller’s jay 
photos. I really wanted a 
blue jay photo in natural 
habitat, and this was my 
chance. I think the bird 
sensed my eagerness, and 
just as it enjoyed teasing 
its cousins, it was now 
playing hard to get with 
me. Where was it in the 
collection of branches and 
intervening tree trunks 
above me? Would it show 
itself?

I paced back and forth, 
trying for different view-
ing angles, hoping for a clear shot. I was 
looking up, at times almost vertically, 
peering into the forest canopy with a 
telephoto lens that only allowed for a few 
feet of viewing in the quarter-acre hillside 
I was searching. Impossible. 

My opportunity was slipping and my 

resolve weakening. The verbal insults 
hurled by the jays toward each other now 
seemed to be mocking me. “Ha, photog! 
Beat you again.”

I walked to my pickup unslinging my 
camera and getting ready to shut it down. 
One last look. Disbelief. Stunned pause. 
Blue jay dead ahead, in the open, looking 
at me over its shoulder. “Did you get it, 
photog? I can’t sit here forever, you know!”

There is a saying in bird photography: 
When a bird looks at you, take its picture. 

I did. Several. I had not come to capture a 
blue jay, but it was the unexpected prize 
of the day.

As spring approaches the earliest 
migrants are being seen, and seen in 
places not normally expected. One of 
my favorites is the Say’s phoebe. They 

are regular breeders in northeastern 
Washington. But I did not expect to find 
a Say’s phoebe at the local marina on 
Lake Roosevelt. But there it was, sallying 
from the top of a piece of driftwood into 
the exposed shoreline rocks, picking up 
insects that had just emerged, and then 
back to the same spot. The late afternoon 
sun reflected off the water and provided 
a warm light to the soft orange-peach 
color of its belly. 

My camera is with me and I capture 

the brief instant it remains motionless. 
The unexpected prize of the day, again.

Now that he is retired, Dave is enjoying 
life as a nature photographer, writer, and 
administrator of the Northeast Washing-
ton Birders Group, @NEWAbirders, on 
Facebook.  
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Flooring   Countertops   Blinds   Tile   Home Decor
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a challenge. 
Ironically, the best place I found for 

making compost tea was my root cellar. 
Sure, it is near 34° in there, but at least 
it doesn’t freeze and with a heating pad 
or two and an old blanket, bingo! 80°.

There are two basic kinds of compost 
tea: anaerobic, which just sits in water 
for however long you want, and actively 
aerated compost tea (AACT) that grows 
microbes in a vigorously bubbling con-
tainer for 24 to 36 hours and then is used 
within four hours.

Friends told me there was a big differ-
ence between aerated compost tea and 
anaerobic tea, so I looked it up under 

“aerated compost tea.” There are lots of 
links. I liked piedmontmastergardeners.
org and homesteadandchill.com. The 
basics are not too hard and I will get to 
that. The first obvious question is why is 
aerated compost tea better? The simple 
answer is fungi.

You want a balance between bacteria 
and fungi. Bacteria are good at break-
ing down lots of different nutrients and 
making them available to plants. But 
they are not good at digesting wood 
and fiber. That is a job for fungi. Ad-
ditionally, mycorrhizal fungi can form 
symbiotic bonds with plant roots and 
bring water, minerals and other nutri-
ents to plant roots in exchange for sugar. 

When I moved to my property 35 
years ago, I put a well ring on top of the 
ground near the garden. I thought that I 
could use it to make manure tea and then 
siphon the enriched water to the plants 
in the garden to both water them and 
add fertilizer. That never got going for a 
number of reasons, but the well ring has 
served as a contained planting area for 
crops that spread, such as strawberries 
and mint. 

It actually works well for that, but the 
manure tea idea has fallen out of favor 
for a number of reasons, not the least of 
which is the smell. It turns out that smell 
is a good thing to keep track of, but I’m 
getting ahead of myself.

Lately I have ramped up 
my equipment to make 
biochar. Biochar is great at 
absorbing water. It is a little 
like vermiculite that way. But 
unlike vermiculite, it also 
stores carbon in the ground 
for hundreds of years because 
it doesn’t biodegrade. That 
also means that it is not itself 
a nutrient source for plants 
or microbes. It’s more like a 
hotel for organisms that live 
in the water it stores. 

You could let it collect bac-
teria, fungi, nematodes and 
protozoa from your own soil 
once it is mixed in and watered. But if you 
are using biochar to help build your soil, 
maybe that is not the best place to start. 
Inoculating biochar with a healthy mix 
of microbes right from the start really 
puts the “bio” in what would otherwise 
just be charcoal.

Compost tea is a great way to get good 
microbes into biochar. Biochar is created 
in a fire and you won’t find any microbes 
surviving the heat. Using compost tea to 
quench the biochar fire is not an option. 
You need to wait until the charcoal has 
cooled down. Just as it is for humans, 
70° to 80° is a pleasant temperature for 
microbes and for growing compost tea. 
In the middle of the winter that can be 

By Joe Barreca
Compost Tea Time

Most fungi need oxygen. If you need 
fungi in your compost tea, you need to 
bring in oxygen, hence the aeration. It 
also helps to get your microbes from an 
aged compost pile. The fungi are more 
abundant there. And you need to feed 
them starchier kinds of material like 
grains and potatoes.

Being in over my head at this point, 
I called on the North Columbia Month-
ly’s resident fungi expert, James Groth, 
asking how to know if my compost tea 
is balanced between bacteria and fungi. 
He replied, “Trying to quantify fungi and 
bacteria in compost, even with a mi-
croscope, is impossible, in my opinion. 

There are hundreds (probably 
thousands) of kinds of both, 
with different lifestyles. I 
would agree that fungi are 
mostly aerobic, but so are 
many bacteria. Anaerobic 
bacteria are not desirable in 
compost.” 

Remember I mentioned 
smell at the start of this story? 
Articles on AACT like the one 
in piedmontmastergarden-
ers.org tell us that the finished 
tea should have a “sweet 
earthy smell, coffee brown 
color and bubbles on top.”

In his book, JADAM, about 
Korean natural farming, 

Youngsang Cho argues strongly against 
aerobic digestion and for anaerobic 
fermentation. He notes that is used to 
make wine, kimchi and yogurt. Aer-
obic digestion uses up the nutritional 
elements that humans and animals 
need. He favors anaerobic digestion 
because it does not need mechanical 
aeration and can make nutritional soil 
teas from simple ingredients like leaf 
mold, boiled potatoes and sea salt. So, 
both methods of making compost tea 
have their advocates. One drawback 
of anaerobic digesters is that they can 
produce methane. It not only stinks, it 
is a greenhouse gas that is 30 times more 
powerful than carbon dioxide and can 

Heating and aerating compost tea.
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last over 100 years in the atmosphere, 
according to the Environmental Protec-
tion Agency’s webpage on “Greenhouse 
Gas Emissions.” 

Luckily, the aerated compost tea in 
my root cellar had a sweet smell. Oddly 
enough, it started with socks. Clean old 
cotton socks to be clear, but I did have 
to sew up the holes in them. There are 
lots of special “tea” bags recommend-
ed for aerated compost tea, but socks 
work just fine. The critical parts are the 
starter microbes from worm castings or 
finished compost and the microbe food. 
Recommended foods include molasses, 
fruit, juice, fish emulsion, oatmeal, rock 
phosphate and fruit pulp. My best batch 
(judging by the smell) was from barley 
and weak apple cider left over from a 
wine-making project.

The trickiest part actually is getting the 
aeration going. The gizmo in the picture 
is an aquarium air pump (VIVOSUN 
317-1750GPH commercial air pump). 
After I bought it, I was pleased to note 
that the same pump was pictured in sev-
eral articles about AACT. It comes with 
an array of valves that lets you aerate up 
to six different buckets. I used a quarter 
inch drip irrigation tubing to get the air 
into the bucket and held the ends down 
by sticking them through an old metal 
plumbing part. That air pump really 
gets the water roiling as recommended. 
I was glad however that it was down in 
the cellar away from the house because 
it is pretty noisy.

Don’t get the idea that AACT is just 
for biochar. None of the articles I read 
even mentioned biochar. It can be used 
regularly to pep up garden plants (but 
I would still avoid putting it on leafy 
greens). There were many uses as a foliar 
spray that acted as a fertilizer and even as 
pest control on perennial plants. It is sup-
posed to control apple scab for instance. 

Still, you need to think of it as a burst 
of microbes that need something to live 
on. Mulch, compost and grass clippings 
make good food for the soil biome. Add 
some compost tea and your soil springs 
to life. Spring time is tea time!

Joe Barreca makes maps, grows 
grapes, makes wine and posts blogs on 
BarrecaVineyards.com.
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It’s here! It’s not!?! It’s not! Oh wait 
… it has arrived again, but, then again 
maybe not? 

Welcome to March in these parts. 
March 20th – it is official spring but 
then again … it snowed at home so 
the kids went to the beach on the 21st. 
Dog went swimming for the first time – 
didn’t think much of the cold water on 
the belly. Granddaughter JJ got to take 
off at a dead run down to the water’s 
edge!

Reddy, my new car, is ready and has 
been on the road quite a lot in the last 
few weeks. We have seen some new 
roads and found some northeast Wash-
ington mud. I’m thinking she likes be-
ing a little dirty, thinks it makes her look 
cool, I guess. Well, the owner, that’s me, 
is not so happy with the very dusty/dirty 
bright red car, so off to the car washing 
we go. 

Being the queen of procrastination 
that I am, and deciding it was way too 
cold to wash her by hand, I had to wait 
for the trip to Spokane and my favorite 
car wash at the north end. By the time 
the trip came around, she was more 
than willing to take her first plunge into 
the great unknown. 

Boy, was she ever dancing when she 
came out the other end and she looked 
sooo pretty. I promise you that I am not 
really obsessed with my car, but she is 
really fun and a joy to ride in – especial-
ly with those heated seats!  

BB, my CanAm Spyder, is getting 
kinda’ antsy for her turn to be on the 
road. Her time is coming up soon. I’m 
thinking a short trip during my vaca-
tion to break her and my backside in for 
the season. Maybe find that way from 
Colville to Springdale to see Daddy 
without going on 395.

Being that it is springtime I have 
been looking around quite a bit while 
on these road trips and have seen some 
interesting things. Has anybody seen 

the juniper tree (I think) trimmed in 
the shape of a pineapple? This unique 
tree is located in Spokane on Addison/
Standard. If you have time, look for it. 
I had to do a double take. It still makes 
me chuckle.  

Cows in the field, around my lunch 
time, were all lying down facing in the 
same general direction, except one. 
This one – I assume it was a female – 
stood like she was guarding the herd 
and keeping watch for whatever might 
come upon the ones that were taking a 
snooze. Since I’m not best buddies with 
the cow population, this is my version 
of the story and I’m sticking to it. 

It does make me wonder: Did the 
quail teach the cows this trick or did the 
cows teach the quail? At our place there 
is always a quail on “lookout” while all 
the others are pecking at the ground. 

Watching the quail the other day 
I noticed that the ground is starting 
to turn green. Is it time to remove the 
plow on my little tractor and mount 
the mower deck? Didn’t get to use the 
plow more than three or four times this 
winter. I would much rather shove the 
snow around and make piles than mow 
that green stuff that keeps coming up no 
matter how many times I cut it down. 
I impatiently wait for the green stuff to 
turn brown and quit growing for the 
season. Don’t worry – I just don’t water 
it. 

I have about five acres to mow in 
the beginning. I do my happy dance 
when the yard finally becomes about 
two, maybe three, acres. I know that 
“snow” is a nasty four-letter word, but 
I’m thinking “grass” should be made an 
honorary member of that word group. 
(I know. Five letters. My story and I’m 
sticking to it.)

Vacation time! Always take time off 
around our anniversary – would have 
been 45 this year. When we traveled we 
always found food. I am retracing steps 

By Becky Dubell

Family Ties

this year. Heading to the Hilltop in the 
Tri-Cities for lunch. On to The Dalles 
for Cousin’s Inn bean soup and bread (if 
I remember correctly). Stay the night. 
Breakfast at Mama Jane’s (I think) down 
by Safeway. Visit with sister in Gresham. 
Find place to put foot in water (tradi-
tion each year), maybe find the little 
waterfall we spent some time at on the 
scenic route above the river.  

Back to The Dalles for more bean 
soup – yes, it is that good. Stay the night 
again. Late breakfast at the Hilltop. 

We found places to eat by observing 
where lots of cars were parked or by 
my phrase at hotel check in/check out: 
“I’m your favorite auntie. Where should 
I eat?” Works for whichever meal you 
want and we were never given a yucky 
place. If I can figure out how to get into 
Jim’s Garmin I will find lots of cool 
places with good food and lots of mem-
ories. (Found a new food: winter fries at 
Clayton – oh my!) Traveling down the 
Washington side of the river – much 
better vacation-type drive except for the 
80 miles where there are no pit stops.

I’ve done something for myself. I had 
put money aside from the first stimulus 
check to spend at the local tattoo parlor. 
I’ve shared my story with friends and 
have been told I should write about it. 
So here goes… 

When Jim went in for his surgery, 
he gave me his wedding band, which I 
promptly put on my left thumb. It has 
been there for over five years. Whenever 
I received a card from him during our 
40 years it would be signed with ILY. I 
now have an ILY tattoo, in his handwrit-
ing, by the ring, in prostate cancer blue.

Soap box: Please get a prostate can-
cer blood test.

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

Spring Has Sprung...? 
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tween a local or general anesthetic. I opted 
for the local. I don’t remember the name, 
but the nurse said it was typically given to 
pregnant women (I suppose they tell you 
that so a guy can feel macho sitting around 
in his backless gown). The anesthetic was 
a pleasant surprise because even though I 
couldn’t feel any pain, I could still see what 
was going on. 

I watched the surgery through the 
monitor, first viewing my torn anterior 
cruciate ligament. Then I got to watch the 
little Pacman gulp up pieces of cartilage, 
the removal of the larger piece that was 
stopping my knee from straightening, 
and the removal of the arthritis on the 
back of the knee cap. It was about then 
that the anesthetic began to wear off and 
I was re-injected.  

After that, things didn’t go quite as well. 
Everything below my waist went dead 
except my good knee which felt uncom-
fortably bent. I asked one of the assistants 
if they would straighten it out, but they just 
kept working. Two more requests went 
unheeded, but the surgery finally ended 
and I was wheeled off to the recovery room.  

I could hardly wait to straighten out 
that knee. Much to my amazement, the 
knee looked as if it had been sat on by the 
Seahawk offensive line – flat as a pancake. 
My leg looked longer but my feet looked 
smaller. I wondered if I had missed some-
thing on the way to the recovery room. A 
double leg replacement? Maybe the other 
guy had knee trouble too. Boy was he 
going to be surprised when he finds his 

As those of us who are Baby Boomers 
move into our golden/silver/graying years, 
more and more of us are trekking to the 
local hospital for surgeries of various kinds. 
In just this year’s Christmas mail, I read of 
one heart surgery, two knee replacements, 
a hip replacement and a brain surgery.  

I believe most of us are not giving the 
proper amount of time to document 
these incidents for posterity. We need 
to store them up for when we are sitting 
around the retirement home or visiting 
our grandchildren, so we can say, “Yah (if 
you’re Scandinavian), I remember when 
I had my surgery.” Without proper fore-
thought, these stories lack the pizazz that 
they deserve. They need to be retold so we 
can add a few embellishments, or, in some 
cases, downright lies, depending on the 
situation, of course. Besides, if they are not 
retold, there might be some microscopic 
bit of information we forgot to mention 
the first dozen times.  

To give you an example, this is the story 
of my latest knee surgery, caused by a piece 
of cartilage in my knee joint. 

First the surgery had to be postponed 
for three days because of one tiny bite out 
of an apple that I absentmindedly took 
the day of the surgery. (Have you noticed 
that apples are always getting mankind 
in trouble, since the times of Adam and 
Eve?) The doctor and anesthetist had no 
sense of humor and told my wife: “Gag 
him for the next two days.” (Much to my 
children’s delight.)

The day of the surgery I had a choice be-

By Bob McGregor
Advice for Baby Boomers

pants are now too short and his size nine 
shoes won’t fit on his new size ten feet. 
Just thinking – the drugs might not have 
worn off by then.  

Both of my legs ached and my butt was 
as dead as the Nebraska offense in the 1992 
Orange Bowl. But it felt good if I wrapped 
my arms around my legs and rocked back 
and forth in the bed. I proceeded to do this 
for the next couple of hours either until 
the feeling came back and/or the nurses 
from the psycho ward showed up with 
the straitjacket.

There was only one obstacle left after 
that: the first trip to the bathroom. Mak-
ing that journey by oneself is one of the 
requirements for leaving the hospital. 
With an aversion for bed pans and bashful 
kidneys, this took a while. The bathroom 
was around the corner then down the hall 
for another four blocks. I finally had to go 
for it, me on my crutches, the nurse push-
ing the wheeled IV pole, and my backless 
gown flying in the wind. The nurse said we 
made it in record time and only ran over 
one elderly lady with a cane.

Well, that’s my story for now, but I’m 
sure it’ll get better in a few more weeks. 
(By the way, have you heard about the 
20-pound walleye I caught last weekend? 
Unfortunately, the cell phone with the 
picture fell in the lake.)

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

 Springdale 

509-935-6004                

newhp.org  

Turnmire Eco Construction

General contractor specializing 
in tile, complete bathrooms, 

kitchens, and other interior work.

Skilled, courteous, non-smoking 
crew that completes jobs quickly, 

with top quality and a smile!

509-220-4367  •  Serving Northport - Kettle Falls - Colville
Google Us For Pics & 5-Star Reviews  •  TURNMEC912DE

http://foglepump.com


HISTORIC   OLD   APPLE   WAREHOUSE
160 E 3RD AVE KETTLE FALLS, WASHINGTON

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

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

Meyers Falls Market

Antique Mall

3030  
Discover the Treasure Trove  •  Over 30 Vendors & Artists!Discover the Treasure Trove  •  Over 30 Vendors & Artists!

++

25% 25% OFF!OFF!

Please present this coupon to receive your discount!
Coupon expires 4/30/2021

Local, 
Grass-Fed 
Roasts & 
Steaks

100+100+

8,000+8,000+
250+250+

• Local Products
• Supplements with the Highest 

Quality Standards
• Unique Gifts

Specialty Beers 
& Wines

400+400+   Bulk Items

Healthy Insiders Club Rewards 
Gives Back Up To 10%10% Daily!

Natural
Organic

 Products
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