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COLVILLE
509-684-2569

1-800-533-6518

REPUBLIC
509-775-2878

1-888-845-3500

SPOKANE
509-244-0846

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

Call “The Water Professionals!”

www.foglepump.com

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

• Hydrofracturing
• Geothermal Heat

Loop Systems
Lic. #FOGLEPS095L4

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

Serving Northeast Washington Since 1981

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

From the Owl’s Nest!

Happy Holidays

Located in Kettle Falls at The Old Apple Warehouse 

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

Main Street Floral

www.colvillesmainstreetfloral.com • Hours: M-F 9-5:30 • Sat 9-2
(509) 684-9096 • 104 N. Main Street • Colville, WA

Teleflora wire service worldwide.

Spokandy • Teddy Bears • Balloon Bouquets • Candy Bouquets

Telefloral Snowy 
Daydreams Bouquet

Liven up your Christmas festivities...

...with these and many other fabulous 
bouquets from Main Street Floral

Telefloral Merry 
Vintage Christmas 

Bouquet

NORM’S AUTO REPAIR

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

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

We Service All Makes & Models
Imports & Domestic

A Higher 
Standard of 

Service!

Downtown, 
in the Heart 

of Colville

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

FREEFREE Battery Testing
FREEFREE Brake Inspection

Winter is Here!

https://www.foglepump.com
https://norms-auto.com
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“What’s the point of living if you’re just going to die?” This, from 
my 8-year-old daughter who had thumped down the stairs late one 
evening recently, her face pensive. It was long past her bedtime and 
now she sat on the kitchen floor, wrapped in her favorite sleeping 
bag. As I finished up the dishes, wondering in passing why she 
liked the sleeping bag more than her 
blankets, I considered her question. 

We recently marked the passing of 
an uncle, and of friends and acquain-
tances, and with the nationwide 
COVID death-toll in the news, I 
imagined that these things were what 
prompted her late-evening train of 
thought. But for her to so bluntly 
question the point of living – this 
felt a momentous conversation, so I 
proceeded carefully. I recalled seeing 
in my wife’s classroom, “Seek first 
to understand and then be under-
stood.” And so, I asked my daughter 
what she thought? 

“I don’t know,” she said. “Why can’t 
we just live forever?” Hmm, an added 
layer. This was getting deep. So off we 
went, exploring what living forever 
might be like, whether or not living 
forever actually gave meaning and 
purpose to life, how everything has 
its cycles, and how there are big-pic-
ture and species-level aspects, shared 
societal, community and family 
agreements, and individual determinations. I confess that I may 
have also slipped in a bit of Mary Oliver, quoting the line from her 
poem “Summer Day” that asks “…what is it you plan to do/ With 
your one wild and precious life?” Yeah. Pretty smooth, I thought. 

She seemed to be absorbing the gist, if not the finer points. 
However, she was still upset and chewing on something. “It’s all the 

From the Publisher’s Desk, by Gabriel Cruden

memories you have – when you die, they are just gone,” she said, 
her little voice quavering. 

This tiny person, who can be so remarkably loud and fill a space 
with her presence in ways that defy physics, looked so fragile and 
doleful in that moment. Time for hugs and solutions. And bed! We 

talked about how important it is to 
seek out our elders, to hear their 
stories, and to share our own. 

I felt such sympathy for her and 
her thinking about memories – the 
same thought had recently been on 
my mind as well. The organizer and 
saver in me feels such an impulse to 
record every important and poten-
tially important thing with videos, 
pictures, written documentation, 
artifacts and mementos. And the 
experiential, go-with-the-flow part 
of me reaches toward acceptance of 
the passing of things and of celebrat-
ing the moment with attention and 
gratitude, knowing and acknowl-
edging it will never be what it is in 
that moment again.  

When I rebranded the North 
Columbia Monthly in January 2016 
to be a vehicle for building commu-
nity and finding common ground 
through sharing stories about where 
and how we live in northeastern 
Washington, I did so both with 

conscious intention and thought, and a fair bit of intuition. In the 
years since, I have been putting more shape and understanding to 
the intuitive part. This conversation with my daughter caused me 
to realize that this storytelling approach was not only helping to 
define what we want to celebrate and hold forth as important for 
our communities, but also helping us to remember. 

40%

REUSABLE

20%

For more information and details please visit Ecology.wa.gov/Bag-Ban

Beginning Jan. 1, 2021Beginning Jan. 1, 2021New WA State LawNew WA State Law
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MEMORIAL STONES

ARE YOU CONSIDERING A MONUMENT OR 
MEMORIAL FOR A LOVED ONE?

Camille can help you design a personalized memorial. 
We are happy to help you by phone, email and tradi-
tional mail. You can call Camille at 509-684-2584 to 
start the process or if you prefer email her at Camille@
colvillemonument.com. We can discuss your needs and 
provide proofs by email or traditional mail.

Quality • Service • Value • Compassion
• Granite & Bronze
• Vases
• Custom Garden Rocks

• Decorative Rocks
• Pet Memorials
• Address Rocks

163 East 2nd Ave., Colville WA 99114
colvillemonument.com

Come experience 
our caring service.
Camille, CMW Manager
camille@colvillmonument.com

Support your local businesses and artists. 
Message us for gift certificates. 

We hope to see you soon!

30+ different shops and artists!

https://www.colvillemonument.com
https://www.oawtrading.com
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Article & Photo by Mayah LaSol
I thought I would be writing this article 

about college. I’ve been working on college 
applications and it’s been a new, strange, and 
exciting process. However, yesterday (as 
of this writing) it was announced that the 
area I live in is going back into lockdown 
for a month starting tonight at midnight 
and I find that this is what my thoughts 
are revolving around 
instead. 

It’s odd that I feel 
so startled by this de-
velopment. It didn’t 
come as a surprise 
to many people and 
I admit that I was 
expecting another 
lockdown to happen 
at some point, but 
how could I have 
known that it would 
be today of all days? 
The eventuality of 
another lockdown 
always loomed on 
the horizon, but I 
was continuing in 
my phase two life 
hoping things would get better soon. 
Instead it seems like things have taken a 
backward turn. 

I am not, per se, entirely distressed at 
the idea of a month-long lockdown at this 
point. My introverted self handled the one 
that started back in March with relative ease. 
It was odd, but I was glad for a break from 
the business of life and I got the chance to 
reflect on myself and my priorities. 

This time feels different, though. I had 
been spending six days a week at my dance 
center, often for an hour or two a day! Dance 
became my savior in these strange times and 
now that we are going back into lockdown 
it will be stripped away again. 

Of course, we will have Zoom classes just 
like we did this spring, but it won’t be the 

same and I will very much look forward to 
being able to go back to the studio in person 
again in December. 

The thing that strikes me as almost fun-
ny about this situation is the fact that my 
college classes are NOT being affected by 
the lockdown. I’ll still be going to my cre-
ative writing class two days a week. I must 
admit I wish it was the other way around. 
I would rather go into lockdown knowing 

Finding the Light in the Second Lockdown

that I have an emotional and social outlet 
(like dance) than knowing I have to go to 
school. But of course, that’s just me prior-
itizing my creative pursuits over school as 
usual ... whoops! 

All of that aside, I’m hoping that this 
second lockdown can be another chance 
for self-growth and learning. 

I’ve been feeling 
drawn to do some 
paint ing  l ate ly, 
which is something 
I haven’t done in 
years. This could 
be a chance to do 
some more creative 
things even as I keep 
up with my school-
work. This idea of 
doing some visual 
art is the light in the 
darkness for me as 
I contemplate this 
next month. If any-
one reading this is 
feeling down about 
this lockdown, may-
be art could be your 

light, too. 
I hope everyone reading this is doing 

well during this strange time, lockdown or 
no, and I hope that you have the happiest 
holiday season possible! 

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.

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

Flooring   Countertops   Blinds   Tile   Home Decor

108 South Main Street • Colville, WA • 509-684-4673
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4533B Railroad Ave  
Clayton, WA 99110

509.276.0728
DeerMtnEquip.com

DEER MOUNTAIN

WE RENT EquipMENT Too! Call for Details.

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

“Education for the Road Ahead”

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

• Individual Instruction
Colville’s locally owned driving school!

302 Park Street, Metaline Falls, WA

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

To Our Community 
& All Who Support 
the Cutter Theatre: 

THANK YOU!THANK YOU!  
We looking forward to 
seeing you next year! 

In the meantime, be sure 
to check out our 

NEW WEBSITE!NEW WEBSITE!
cuttertheatre.com 
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Stop by our KraftMaid Cabinetry showroom at Haney
Lumber & Supply to experience all we have to offer.

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

For inspirational ideas visit kraftmaid.com

HANEY
Lumber & Supply Inc.

509-684-2150
1101 N. Highway

Colville, WA
haneylumberandsupply.com

53% OFF LIST PRICE

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

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

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

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

For inspirational ideas visit kraftmaid.com

HANEY
Lumber & Supply Inc.

509-684-2150
1101 N. Highway

Colville, WA
haneylumberandsupply.com

53% OFF LIST PRICE

R-RATE, LLC
PLUMBING & HEATING

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

Sales & Service

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

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

efficiency.
Thermostat 
controlled.
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Stay Warm This Winter With A

Bl aze King Stove!

Locally Owned and OperatedLocally Owned and Operated

Authorized Dealer
Yamaha Guitars

& Musical Instruments

World class 
instruments

with Home 
Town Service.

(509) 684-6441 • 1-800-420-7740 
 142 S Main, Colville
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Yamaha Guitars
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Yamaha Guitars

& Musical Instruments
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(509) 684-6441 • 1-800-420-7740 
 142 S Main, Colville

since 1959!

http://spokanepublicradio.org
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Random Acts of Community

By Christine Wilson

To our new grandson:
Welcome to the world. You were born in 

2019 but most of your first circle around 
the sun was spent in 2020, which many 
people think has been the wildest ride of 
our lifetime. I cannot say how this wild ride 
will shape you or your view of the world. 
That will take some unfolding of time. In 
fact, like the ancient Greek philosopher 
Epictetus said, “No great thing is created 
suddenly,” and you are a great thing.

When your sister and your Swedish 
cousin (also both great things) were born, 
I wrote them each Christmas wish lists. 
They were letters of love, posted in the 
North Columbia Monthly. I am so happy 
it is your turn. 

You are a pandemic baby. However, 
human nature is still human nature, and 
your human needs and desires will be the 
same. The world you live in may require 
some new resourcefulness in order to meet 
those needs and desires, but you have a 
whole generation of people to work with. 

As I wrote the letters to your cousin and 
sister, I imagined a collection of magic coins 
they could use to navigate the world. It was 
a reference to a video game from back in 
your parents’ day. The characters had to 
collect magic powers to help them on their 
adventures. People who have started off in 
this socially distanced environment may 
inhabit a different world than those who 
have come before you, but all those gifts 
I wished for in their magic bags are still 
worthy aspirations for you in the world you 
are inhabiting. Because of that, some of my 
wish list for you is a repeat.

Magic power number one: Love
Know that always and forever you are 

deeply loved. We have delighted in you 
from the moment we found out about you. 
That love will always be there. It is like the 

sun – always there even if it’s behind the 
clouds. Sometimes it takes a little faith to 
feel that, but it is always true. Nothing can 
take that away from you once it is a part 
of you, and it already is inside you. That’s 
about the biggest magic there is. 

Magic power number two: You are the 
subject of your own life, so you have choices 
to make

There are things we have control over 
and things we don’t, so part of your job will 
always be to sort that out. It’s not usually 
that difficult to figure out, but it can be 
annoying. Sometimes, personally, I would 
prefer to control the things I have no control 
over. You will feel that way too sometimes. 
You have lots of people who can help you 
find your way.

Magic power number three: Other earth-
lings are the subject of their lives and they 
have choices too

This can be a little disappointing some-
times. We want what we want when we want 
it. Other people might have an opposing 
view of things and we have to learn that 
they too want what they want when they 
want it. Sometimes those other people are 
in charge of aspects of our lives. You will 
see that in your teenage years, your working 
life, and in any number of circumstances 
on planet earth in general. There are times 
we have to let other people have their way. 
However, even when other people are in 
charge, there are aspects of life we control. 

Magic power number four: Feelings and 
rational thought

Some people think that our feeling heart 
is all that matters. Others might think that 
logic and science is all that matters. I wish 
you the gift of both heart and science. You 
will find that there are times in which your 
heart is at the forefront and other times 
where rational thought takes precedent. 

However, emotional issues usually require 
rational thought and issues of reason require 
emotional regulation. It’s a yin and yang 
thing. Inside the yin part of the famous 
Chinese symbol is a little yang; inside the 
yang is a little yin. 

Magic power number four: Balance
Yoga teachers can tell you that balance 

is never still. That means there is often an 
adjustment to make. Maybe you are play-
ing too hard and need to get serious about 
something. Maybe you have gotten too 
focused on work or school and you need 
to take a brain break. There are lots of ways 
you will find that understanding balance 
comes in handy.

Magic power number five: Delight
Last night, before I was completing this 

wish list, we Skyped with you and your 
family. You were so full of joy and curiosity! 
You smiled. You laughed. You wanted to 
get your face right up to the screen. Your 
delight delighted us! Life can be hard some-
times. Never lose your ability to delight in 
the good things, no matter how little or 
inconsequential they seem. 

Each generation was born with a baseline 
viewpoint. When my generation was born, 
television was being invented. It was our 
default and my generation took that knowl-
edge and created amazing technological 
advances the previous generation could 
not imagine. Your parents took those as 
their default and created things we could 
not imagine. Now, what you will consider 
the normal state of the world will be your 
launching-off point for innovation. I’m 
so curious to see what you come up with. 

The one thing that is probably not going 
to change much is the evolution of humans. 
We will still have the same basic collections 
of feelings – happiness, sadness, anger, fear 
and shame. So that means that the emotional 
intelligence I referred to earlier is going to 
be critical in the thrills and spills of this 
complicated life. Enjoy the ride, dear one. 
We are rooting for you.

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

Five Powers for Life
“No great thing is created suddenly, any more than a 

bunch of grapes or a fig. If you tell me that you desire a 
fig, I answer that there must be time. Let it first blossom, 
then bear fruit, then ripen.”    ~ Epictetus
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In the middle of this relentless COVID In the middle of this relentless COVID 
pandemic, my wife and I spent a few pandemic, my wife and I spent a few 
days with our daughter and her family in days with our daughter and her family in 
California. It was just before the recent California. It was just before the recent 
mandates went into effect. Our daughter, mandates went into effect. Our daughter, 
who is herself a family doctor, requested who is herself a family doctor, requested 
that we be tested for COVID prior to our that we be tested for COVID prior to our 
visit in order to keep her family as safe visit in order to keep her family as safe 
as possible, since she knows that I work as possible, since she knows that I work 
with the public, just as she does.  with the public, just as she does.  

This family trip was the most fun I’ve This family trip was the most fun I’ve 
had in a long time. I sat at the dining had in a long time. I sat at the dining 
room table with my two-year-old (“I’m room table with my two-year-old (“I’m 
two-and-a-half ”) granddaughter who, in two-and-a-half ”) granddaughter who, in 
great detail, explained how she had per-great detail, explained how she had per-
sonally made chocolate chip cookies. “I sonally made chocolate chip cookies. “I 
put butter in there, and I put carrots in put butter in there, and I put carrots in 
there, and I put noodles in there, and I there, and I put noodles in there, and I 
put cheese in there and I put mushrooms put cheese in there and I put mushrooms 
in there, and I put tomatoes in there, and in there, and I put tomatoes in there, and 
I put salt in there. Yeah, I did.” I put salt in there. Yeah, I did.” 

I thanked her for making the cookies I thanked her for making the cookies 
because they are my favorite, but I men-because they are my favorite, but I men-
tioned that I had not heard of a recipe tioned that I had not heard of a recipe 
quite like the one she was describing. She quite like the one she was describing. She 
looked thoughtfully at the ceiling. “Well, looked thoughtfully at the ceiling. “Well, 
I just, I um, had some cookies right next I just, I um, had some cookies right next 
to me, and um, I made cookies.” She to me, and um, I made cookies.” She 
smiled an irresistible two-year-old smile. smiled an irresistible two-year-old smile. 
You can’t beat moments like that.You can’t beat moments like that.

My four-year-old grandson, it turns My four-year-old grandson, it turns 
out, is an incredible whiz at creating Lego out, is an incredible whiz at creating Lego 
structures. He can follow the directions structures. He can follow the directions 
for models designed for much older chil-for models designed for much older chil-
dren and build sports cars with multiple dren and build sports cars with multiple 
moving parts and launch into lengthy ex-moving parts and launch into lengthy ex-

planations about how they work. Mean-planations about how they work. Mean-
while, I struggle to help the two-year-old while, I struggle to help the two-year-old 
build a ten-piece Lego dinosaur.  build a ten-piece Lego dinosaur.  

Probably the most fun is playing a Probably the most fun is playing a 
game we invented called Cheat Uno. The game we invented called Cheat Uno. The 
rules are that you play Uno, and you can rules are that you play Uno, and you can 
cheat as much as you want as long as you cheat as much as you want as long as you 
don’t get caught. Playing this game with don’t get caught. Playing this game with 
a 12-year-old and a 10-year-old is a blast. a 12-year-old and a 10-year-old is a blast. 
You can pass cards under the table, drop You can pass cards under the table, drop 
cards, tuck cards up your sleeves, put cards, tuck cards up your sleeves, put 
more than one card down at a time. But more than one card down at a time. But 
if you get caught, you have to be honest if you get caught, you have to be honest 
about it and your punishment is that you about it and your punishment is that you 
have to draw two cards. But if someone have to draw two cards. But if someone 
falsely accuses you, they have to draw falsely accuses you, they have to draw 
two cards. two cards. 

My beautiful physician daughter was My beautiful physician daughter was 
cheating like crazy. Even my true-blue cheating like crazy. Even my true-blue 
honest wife was dropping cards on the honest wife was dropping cards on the 
floor. At the end of every game, half the floor. At the end of every game, half the 
deck was gone, under the chairs of var-deck was gone, under the chairs of var-
ious family members. It still brings a ious family members. It still brings a 
smile to my face.  smile to my face.  

The joyful memories of those days with The joyful memories of those days with 
family will last a long time. I can carry family will last a long time. I can carry 
on, despite the decidedly uncomfortable on, despite the decidedly uncomfortable 
state of living through a pandemic. I state of living through a pandemic. I 
highly recommend drawing family close highly recommend drawing family close 
at this time. But to be honest, it’s another at this time. But to be honest, it’s another 
conversation that has my attention.  conversation that has my attention.  

I am sitting in my office talking with a I am sitting in my office talking with a 
young practitioner in training. His back-young practitioner in training. His back-
ground is in emergency nursing. With ground is in emergency nursing. With 
all of the resources of the emergency all of the resources of the emergency 
department at one’s fingertips, it’s hard department at one’s fingertips, it’s hard 

to gear down to a typical primary care to gear down to a typical primary care 
practice.  practice.  

Today, the student is distressed by one Today, the student is distressed by one 
patient in particular. He doesn’t like what patient in particular. He doesn’t like what 
he has witnessed. A 37-year-old man who he has witnessed. A 37-year-old man who 
works in one of the local factories fell and works in one of the local factories fell and 
struck his head. The patient didn’t think struck his head. The patient didn’t think 
anything of it, but today while he was anything of it, but today while he was 
welding, he suddenly noticed that the en-welding, he suddenly noticed that the en-
tire left side of his body began to shake. tire left side of his body began to shake. 
He didn’t lose consciousness, but it really He didn’t lose consciousness, but it really 
spooked him. He stopped working and spooked him. He stopped working and 
came to the clinic to be evaluated. came to the clinic to be evaluated. 

The student saw the patient first and The student saw the patient first and 
performed a history and physical exam. performed a history and physical exam. 
He then described his findings to me, He then described his findings to me, 
and we went in together to confirm what and we went in together to confirm what 
I thought was occurring. I thought was occurring. 

The patient wasn’t walking quite right. The patient wasn’t walking quite right. 
His balance was off. His neurological His balance was off. His neurological 
exam seemed to favor one side of his exam seemed to favor one side of his 
body, as though the nerves on the oppo-body, as though the nerves on the oppo-
site side were compromised. I spoke with site side were compromised. I spoke with 
this gentleman about my tentative diag-this gentleman about my tentative diag-
nosis. I explained that we really needed nosis. I explained that we really needed 
to get him to an imaging center so that to get him to an imaging center so that 
we could perform a CT of the brain and we could perform a CT of the brain and 
determine if there was pressure on a por-determine if there was pressure on a por-
tion of the nervous system which was tion of the nervous system which was 
causing his symptoms. He nodded po-causing his symptoms. He nodded po-
litely, thoughtfully. I asked if he would be litely, thoughtfully. I asked if he would be 
able to do this. He said no, he could not. able to do this. He said no, he could not. 
I offered to shop around for him, find the I offered to shop around for him, find the 
lowest cost imaging center, try to save lowest cost imaging center, try to save 
him some money. We brought a tentative him some money. We brought a tentative 
price to him. He again shook his head. price to him. He again shook his head. 
He couldn’t afford to do it. He couldn’t afford to do it. 

My student couldn’t let it go. He of-My student couldn’t let it go. He of-
fered to go back in to talk with the pa-fered to go back in to talk with the pa-
tient, to persuade him, to discuss the tient, to persuade him, to discuss the 
risks he would be taking, the dangers of risks he would be taking, the dangers of 
waiting, the possible serious nature of waiting, the possible serious nature of 
the diagnoses we were considering. The the diagnoses we were considering. The 
patient declined. It greatly distressed my patient declined. It greatly distressed my 
student.  student.  

So, we sit in my office, but behind our So, we sit in my office, but behind our 
masks is a whirl of emotion. We speak masks is a whirl of emotion. We speak 
with an intensity of the injustice of a with an intensity of the injustice of a 
healthcare system where patients have to healthcare system where patients have to 
make the difficult decision of whether to make the difficult decision of whether to 
bankrupt themselves and their families bankrupt themselves and their families 
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‘Cheat Uno’ and Other Stories

• Local crafters-Holiday table
• Gifts wrapped in a balloon
• NEW - Candy Special Orders

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

Zaddy’s

 MON-SAT 10
a-8

p SUN 11
a-8

p
NEW

OPEN 7 d
ays

through Christ
mas!

CUSTOM ANIMAL  
SCULPTURES

Many animals
available

Till M
idnight D

ece
mber 2

4th
!



ncmonthly.com  |  December 2020  |  11

Life Matters

or get the care they need. We speak of or get the care they need. We speak of 
the principles which are the foundation the principles which are the foundation 
of our government – life, liberty, the pur-of our government – life, liberty, the pur-
suit of happiness, and justice for all – and suit of happiness, and justice for all – and 
how our present healthcare system does how our present healthcare system does 
not lend itself to fulfilling these princi-not lend itself to fulfilling these princi-
ples for many Americans. ples for many Americans. 

We consider the injustice of people We consider the injustice of people 
working for a living and paying taxes into working for a living and paying taxes into 
a system which supports the healthcare a system which supports the healthcare 
benefits for someone else’s family, while benefits for someone else’s family, while 
they cannot afford to purchase health in-they cannot afford to purchase health in-
surance for their own families. We talk surance for their own families. We talk 
about why we exist, what we are called to about why we exist, what we are called to 
do, how our clinic is in fact our own qui-do, how our clinic is in fact our own qui-
et protest against the way things are, that et protest against the way things are, that 
we cannot be content to live in a world we cannot be content to live in a world 
where there are such inequities in access where there are such inequities in access 
to basic healthcare when we have it with-to basic healthcare when we have it with-
in our power to change things.  in our power to change things.  

We are winding down our conver-We are winding down our conver-

sation. He is thoughtful. I tell him how sation. He is thoughtful. I tell him how 
happy I am that he was able to spend this happy I am that he was able to spend this 
time with us, to learn what we do and the time with us, to learn what we do and the 
ways we suffer in rural America because ways we suffer in rural America because 
we do not have a just healthcare system. we do not have a just healthcare system. 
I talk to him about personal choice, the I talk to him about personal choice, the 
need we have to make enough money to need we have to make enough money to 
take care of our families, but how at some take care of our families, but how at some 
point, we all need to look at ourselves in point, we all need to look at ourselves in 
the mirror and ask one simple question. the mirror and ask one simple question. 
Why am I here, if not to bless the world? Why am I here, if not to bless the world? 
To change it? To change it? 

And then we have to do something And then we have to do something 
with that question. I explain that for me with that question. I explain that for me 
and my wife, we decided that we were go-and my wife, we decided that we were go-
ing to make an investment in our com-ing to make an investment in our com-
munity to give access to people without munity to give access to people without 
insurance or who have a high deductible insurance or who have a high deductible 
insurance plan so that the barrier to ac-insurance plan so that the barrier to ac-
cess to basic healthcare would be broken. cess to basic healthcare would be broken. 
He was silent. Then he thanked me and He was silent. Then he thanked me and 

rose to leave.  rose to leave.  
As I sit with these assorted memories As I sit with these assorted memories 

my feelings are very mixed. There is the my feelings are very mixed. There is the 
simple joy of laughing like crazy over a simple joy of laughing like crazy over a 
silly game with my family. There is the silly game with my family. There is the 
sorrow that one of my patients may be sorrow that one of my patients may be 
suffering tonight because he is trapped in suffering tonight because he is trapped in 
a pandemic of the misguided healthcare a pandemic of the misguided healthcare 
policies which hold us captive. There is policies which hold us captive. There is 
the hope that, perhaps through my inter-the hope that, perhaps through my inter-
actions with a medical practitioner at the actions with a medical practitioner at the 
beginning of his career, I have opened his beginning of his career, I have opened his 
eyes to see the world in a different way. eyes to see the world in a different way. 
And that perhaps, through his life, I will And that perhaps, through his life, I will 
have changed the world just a little.  have changed the world just a little.  

Barry Bacon is a physician who has 
lived and practiced family medicine in 
Colville for 28 years. He now works in 
small rural hospitals in Washington state, 
teaches family medicine, and works on 
health disparities in the U.S. and Africa. 
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Of Chickadees, Crows, and Contentment
By Loren Cruden

This autumn, for the first time, I submitted to a “Medicare Well-
ness” exam, a large part of which involved answering cognitive and 
mental-health-related questions. When asked, “Do you ever feel 
low or depressed?” I was stumped for an answer. Finally ventured, 
“Well, we are in the middle of a pandemic….” I could’ve added, 
“along with climate change, economic crisis, and an acrimonious 
national election; plus I’m, like, old, after all, as is everyone taking 
this test. So, an old person in the middle of a pandemic etc. ever 
having a low moment? Seriously?” But I didn’t want to sound like 
a party-pooper to this young person who could be dealing with 
worse scenarios by the time she’s my age.

Lately, in the contemplative spaciousness of seclusion, I’ve 
sometimes thought about competence, connection, and authen-
ticity within one’s self, the three things humans are said to need in 
order to feel contentment; and how all three of these may become 
challenged in one’s Medicare years. Of course, they also can be 
challenging for people living with long-term illness, disability, 
homelessness, or discrimination, for instance. I ponder how – in 
the presence of such challenges – contentment might yet be found. 

It is such a cozy word, contentment, suggesting sufficiency, even 
abundance: a kind of comforting arrival after a long slog. David 
Grayson, on the other hand, defines it as “the infallible result of 
great acceptance, great humilities – of not trying to make ourselves 
this or that (to conform to some dramatized version of ourselves), 

but of surrendering ourselves to the fullness of life – of letting life 
flow through us.” Which sounds a bit like an old Ojibway poem in 
which “Sometimes I go about in pity for myself/ and all the while 
a great wind/ is bearing me across the sky.”

Grayson’s definition of contentment emphasizes the inner au-
thenticity aspect. The Chinese poet Ryokan offers his own take:

Too lazy to be ambitious,
I let the world take care of itself.
Ten days worth of rice in my bag;
a bundle of twigs by the fireplace.
Why chatter about delusion and enlightenment?
Listening to the night rain on my roof,
I sit comfortably, with both legs stretched out.

(Sometimes I think I should’ve named my cat Ryokan.)
Maybe being indigent or old was less isolating in Ryokan’s place 

and time than it is in ours – or maybe not, his equanimity inde-
pendent of circumstance. Maybe such contentment isn’t so much 
an arrival as an unfolding perspective. “Only thing/ the thief left 
behind –/ moon in my window.” (Ryokan, again.)

For many of us, equanimity can be elusive in the face of over-
whelming loss. When our uninsured house and two cats burned 
and a well-intentioned friend said, “It’s a blessing, really, helping 
you let go of your attachments,” I felt a wee urge to reply, “Great! 
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Monthly Muse

Let’s go torch your place!” Generally speaking, good cheer in the 
form of tangible aid is more welcome at such moments than is 
pointing out lessons or silver linings to be gleaned from devastation.  

Early one chilly morning in town I was sitting in my parked 
car waiting to be sum-
moned into the clinic. 
Gazing around the 
parking lot and ad-
jacent alleyway, I no-
ticed a crow carrying 
a nut from a nearby 
yard. She flew up onto 
the flat roof of the 
building in front of me 
and began working 
on the husk of the 
nut. Pecking didn’t 
do the trick so she 
tossed it over the side 
of the building. Flying 
down, she inspected 
the still recalcitrant 
cache of rich protein, 
then flew up with it to 
the top of a lamp post 
and waited.

Glancing into my 
rear-view mirror, I saw 
a homeless-looking 
young man, rucksack 
on his back, hands 
jammed into his jacket 
pockets, scrutinizing 
the roadside litter, 
shuffling his feet in 
the wet leaves, toeing 
them aside, occasion-
ally bending to get a 
closer look at what was 
revealed. No one else 
was in sight, just the 
crow in front of me and the young man behind, each making their 
way in the world as best they could. Like a Leonard Cohen song.

A car turned into the alley and the crow, still waiting on the 
lamp post, grabbed the nut and dropped it directly in the path of 
the vehicle’s tires, plummeting down to pick the meat from the 
successfully broken shell as the car crunched past. When I glanced 
again into my rear-view mirror, the homeless man was gone.

Unlike the finches and siskins that crowd onto my bird feeder, 
burning a lot of calories while jostling for position and driving 
other birds away, the chickadees (and nuthatches) always take 
turns. They flock to a pine about twelve feet from the feeder – 

which hangs from the house eave – and one at a time swoop over 
in their swift, exuberant way, snatching a seed, swooping back to 
the tree while another chickadee (or nuthatch) zooms over. It’s like 
a nuanced collective dance of lilting solos; and it doesn’t seem like 

too much of a stretch 
to find in it a sense of 
individual authentic-
ity within connection 
– and competence: 
contentment’s ingre-
dients.

Are chickadees 
contented? Who can 
say? But, from ob-
serving them in the 
worst winter weather, 
hopping about the 
frozen branches in 
the wake of a howling 
blizzard, bright-eyed 
and undaunted, they 
do seem to have no 
doubt of their place in 
the realm of well-be-
ing. It’s about sur-
vival, sure, but to be 
nourished by habitat, 
family, or community 
– to participate com-
petently within that 
connectivity and be 
at home in one’s self 
– surely, regardless of 
species, that is what 
makes life satisfying. 

And if such partic-
ipation falters due to 
lack of any or all of 
contentment’s basic 
ingredients? That’s 
when equanimity no 

doubt comes in handy. But staying with the question itself, sifting 
its layers of possibility, seems more useful than would any tidy 
answer or formulaic response – even one involving my contented 
old buddy Ryokan.

Sometimes, though, during low senior moments, I do hear old 
Leonard singing in my head, “Like a bird on the wire, like a drunk 
in midnight choir, I have tried, in my way, to be free.”        

Best wishes to all in 2021.
Loren Cruden writes fiction, nonfiction, and poetry, available at 

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

Black-capped chickadee. Photo by Joanie Christian.Black-capped chickadee. Photo by Joanie Christian.
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This highlands homeland is blessed with 
a number of different waterways weaving 
through our mountain ranges. Over the 
course of many years I’ve had the good 
fortune to spend time on, around, and 
under many of these waters. And while 
I’m going to focus this article on one very 
small species of creature thriving in this 
river environment, we will initiate the 
approach from a higher overview. 

According to the National Oceanic and 
Atmospheric Administration’s fisheries di-
vision, most North Americans live within a 
mile of a river or a stream. We rely on rivers 
for domestic, agricultural and industrial 
use. Rivers provide a home for fish, plants, 
animals and people; rivers are important 
for the survival of many species, humans 
included.

When you think of a river, what comes 

Redside Shiners
Article & Photo by J. Foster Fanning

to mind? Flowing water? Recreation? Fish-
ing, boating, floating? A beautiful view? 
Prime real estate? Our thoughts of rivers 
today may be different from the thoughts 
of past residents of this area. Historically, 
rivers have been highways of travel and 
commerce. They have been the cultural 
streams connecting communities and 
regions. Rivers equaled subsistence. There 
are so many components to a river and the 
ecosystems surrounding it, it’s like peeling 
the proverbial onion, layer after layer. 

In the United States there are roughly 
3.5 million miles of rivers and tributaries. 
Canada has many more. Flowing water-
courses connect us to the oceans, even if 
we live far inland. River habitats vary from 
high, stony streams down to broad flowing 
channels, and on to shallow wetlands. 
Within those multifaceted river systems 

creatures fill evolutionary niches by the 
tens of thousands. 

I was able to focus the lens upon one of 
those creatures this summer – the small fish 
known as the redside shiner, Richardsonius 
balteatus, which is a common resident of 
our nearby river systems including the Ket-
tle, Colville and Grandby, and by extension 
the Columbia, Kootenay and Pend Oreille 
rivers as well as several others. 

When inquiring with the Washington 
Department of Fish and Wildlife (WDFW) 
regarding how many and what type of fish 
species live in our region’s rivers, I was 
surprised to discover 28 species of fish 
listed, thanks to Aaron Mettler, who wrote 
a graduate thesis for Eastern Washington 
University on the topic in 2014. Those 
species are: carp; peamouth; northern pike; 
longnose dace; Umatilla dace; speckled 
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dace; tench; longnose sucker; bridgelip 
sucker; largescale sucker; lake whitefish; 
mountain whitefish; westslope cutthroat 
trout; rainbow trout (historically stocked 
in the watershed); redband trout (native); 
brown trout; brook trout; prickly sculpin; 
mottled sculpin; slimy sculpin; shorthead 
sculpin; torrent sculpin; green sunfish; 
pumpkinseed; bluegill; largemouth bass; 
yellow perch; and the redside shiner.

To identify a redside shiner look for a 
minnow-like fish generally under seven 
inches in length, olive-grey-to-brown top 
of body with a clear-to-yellow streak above 
a dark stripe along its side. These fish are 
red above a pectoral fin base with clear-
to-yellow-brown fins. The breeding males 
are brassy yellow and bright red along the 
lower side. Note: In the images provided 
for this article the blue tone on the fish is 
reflected from my snorkel gear. 

Redside shiners inhabit flowing runs as 
well as standing pools of headwater creeks, 
small to medium rivers, and lakes and 
ponds. They are usually found over mud or 
sand with nearby vegetation or large rocks 
to shelter in. Fry feed on small planktonic 
and demersal crustaceans. As the fish ma-
ture, their diet changes to terrestrial and 
aquatic insects, mollusks, algae, fish eggs, 
other minnows and juvenile trout. They are 
preyed upon by mergansers, loons, otters 
and other fish. 

The redside shiner is native to the Pa-
cific Slope drainages from Nass River in 
British Columbia, Canada, to the Rogue, 
Klamath and Columbia River drainages in 
Washington, Oregon, Idaho, Montana and 
Wyoming. Their range has been extended 
through unplanned release to other major 
river systems including the Missouri and 
consequently the Mississippi rivers and 
many of their tributaries.

As any wildlife biologist will tell you, 
having a non-indigenous species capable of 
reproduction appear in a new habitat can 
be problematic. A few years ago, redside 
shiners made the news when WDFW an-
nounced their unexpected appearance in 
Ross Lake, in the Skagit River drainage in 
western Washington state. This occurrence 
created an uncertain future for the bull 
trout, a federally listed threatened species, 
because, according to WDFW, redfish 

shiners overcrowd areas where they are not 
naturally found. In some lakes and rivers, 
their presence has reduced trout popula-
tions. WDFW says it is nearly impossible, 
and very costly, to get rid of these unwanted 
fish. Park researchers say redside shiners 
have never before been documented in the 
upper Skagit watershed. 

Need to get out and stretch a leg, feel a 
bit renewed? December hiking in our high-
lands area is a good way shake off stress, to 

get away from the noise and news cycles. 
And while you’re out there hiking along 
those partially frozen streams and rivers 
remember those small and flashy redsided 
fish are not too far away…

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

Maybe it’s just me, but over the years I have come to the con-
clusion and accepted the fact that power outages are just a part 
of life around here. 

It seems to me that wind or heavy snowfall or a combination of 
both have generally been the main causes for power outages. But, 
of course, other natural mishaps can and do wreak their fair share 
of havoc on our daily lives, and we are suddenly left searching for 
the candles and flashlights while we mentally flash on the fact that 
we forgot to fill the gas cans after the mowing season was over. 

This is where we found ourselves last week after a surprise snow 
event left us in the dark for what seemed like three whole weeks. 
In real time it was just 48 hours but I’m probably not the only 
person who sometimes feels that power outages drag on and on 
forever and ever. It seems like the clock in my head is the only 
thing left working after things go dark. 

This particular outage brought the house to a screeching halt 
while we were sleeping. When I woke, the first thing I noticed was 
that I couldn’t smell the coffee. Each morning when I first open 
my eyes that wonderful aroma gives me a sense of hope that if 
I can get through my first cup without having to speak then the 
day will at least be OK, if not great. Of course, my next thought 
went to the virus symptoms that have been repeated over and 
over again as initial signs to watch for. The loss of taste and smell. 

My eyes popped open and I immediately took stock of how I was 
feeling from my toes right up to the top of my head. Everything 
hurt just like it does every single morning, so I knew I was just fine. 
But I sighed with relief when my husband tiptoed in to whisper 
to me that the power had gone out. He tiptoed and whispered 
knowing that too much information and noise (talking) before 
coffee could be my undoing. 

Once I was upright and swaddled in a warm blanket with a hot 
mug of French pressed goodness, even the power company’s dire 
prediction of at least two days in the dark didn’t seem so bad. But 
then I remembered that the evening before I had logged eight miles 

on my exercise bike and then with carefree abandon I poopooed 
the idea of a shower until morning. Well it was morning and we 
had no water. 

That is the one aspect of power outages that I have a hard time 
with – the lack of running water. Every single time the power goes 
out we discuss the matter between us, making grand plans to get 
another generator that will run the well pump. 

We usually have that conversation when we are lugging water 
from the river to flush the toilets. Lugging water from the river is 
only possible in the months when there is no snow or ice. Even 
then it’s hard. And by “hard” I mean my shoulder ached for weeks 
after pulling a five gallon bucket out of the river and trying to heft 
it up the sandy little embankment just to water the green beans 
and squash that were drooping in the garden back in September 
when the power was out for three days. I’m not the kind of person 
who will only fill the bucket halfway and make several trips. I have 
stuff to do, so I fill that baby to the top and hurt myself getting the 
job done. It seems I’ll never learn. 

Anyway, this situation was a little different because at least we 
had a little water left in the lines. Enough to do a very quick hand 
wash and even get a sip to drink. 

There’s nothing quite like the thirst one feels after the power goes 
kaput and you suddenly realize that even though you watched the 
weather forecast the night before you didn’t “panic save” any water 
like you normally would. I’d like to think my eight-mile bike ride 
had me feeling invincible so the thought of the power going out 
didn’t even cross my mind. Whatever. The fact was that while I 
sat there and realized there would be no shower I also developed 
that insatiable thirst that only comes when you know there’s not 
a cool glass of water to be found beyond that tiny little reserve left 
in the lines between the kitchen faucet and the pump house. That 
is a precious commodity and not to be wasted. 

Of course, we got through our little span of inconvenience just 
fine. As a matter of fact, for that first hour we just joked that we 
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This Great Big Life

were camping and it would be fun. Like I said, that was the first 
hour. That’s about how long I last when I’m camping, too. After 
that it’s just a matter of making do and getting by. It’s carrying jugs 
of water to the barn and using a flashlight to find the eggs, hoping 
I don’t step on one 
in the darkness of 
the coop. 

It’s in the process 
of working the hard-
est that I do remem-
ber how grateful I 
am. My chores are 
so easy compared to 
some. Our house is 
warm enough with 
a fire in the wood 
stove. And we know 
how to make do and 
get by. We loaded our 
water jugs and gas 
cans and filled them 
up in town and then 
came home to cook 
a light meal on the 
camp stove. Then I 
settled in to practice 
chords on my uku-
lele by lamplight. It 
really was a pleasure. 

Honesty, when I 
think about it, I am 
grateful for the fact that time seemed to stand still or at least pass 
by at a much slower pace for a couple of days. Winter is coming 
and I’m actually looking forward to a blanket of white that will 
stick around for a while. My intention is to create more art, make 
more crafts with my hands, learn to play guitar and ukulele and 
settle in to a slower pace again. 

Wherever you are and however you celebrate during the winter 
season I hope you find some peace in your heart and in your soul. 
I wish you joy and comfort in knowing that you have friends and 
family who love you, even if you are sheltering alone or feeling 

that you are in a dark place. We are never alone and I believe there 
is always light if I just look hard enough.

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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Rolf Structural Integration  
(no fee consultation)
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BBeeiinngg  ooff  SSeerrvviiccee

This has been an “unprecedented” year of “new normals” 
when people are being told to be flexible and “pivot” because 
we are “all in this together.” If you are like me, these phrases 
cause a deep groan and an eye roll. What does that sentence 
even look like?

Well, you only need to look to the Rotary Club of Colville to 
see visual representation of what a group of focused individuals 
can really do when the world is hit with a pandemic. 

January started out like any other year. Our own Alexis 
Larson, who donates endless hours, along with her husband, 
Jesse, at our local Daren Thompson Community warming 
shelter inspired the RE/MAX Warming Center Drive for our 
National Day of Service focus. Hundreds of clothing items 
were donated in support.

But by March things were in full COVID swing and so started 
our first official COVID volunteering event, along with the de-
livery of food and education kits to local students. Suddenly 
volunteering involved facemasks and social distancing, but 
Rotarians were not to be deterred and, working with our local 
schools, helped get hundreds of meals and kits out to students.

By April we realized this was not going away anytime soon. 
Delivery efforts were expanded to include Rural Resources 
Community Action (RRCA) and the HUB – Colville Senior Center. 
We never expected the need to go on for six more months, 
but month after month volunteers remained undaunted and 
continually showed up to help. Through RRCA over 2,700 
commodity boxes were packed. We assisted with drive-up and 
drive-to deliveries throughout the county. In total, over 468 

hours were donated helping RRCA. 
The HUB also needed help delivering meals to seniors. In 

those roller coaster months, volunteers delivered over 624 
meals to our local seniors in an effort to help keep them safe 
and fed. In Chewelah there was also a need and over the period 

of 52 volunteer hours, 156 meals were 
delivered to those who couldn’t drive. 

None of this could have happened 
without our own amazing Katie Schuer-
man. She was a Coordination Queen, 
managing times, events and volunteers 
like a seasoned pro.

All the while, we were meeting virtually, 
planning virtually, and discovering the 
joys and frustrations of Zoom. Through 
our President Leslie Waters we discovered 
our local doctors couldn’t get enough 
surgical gowns. As Mr. Bigweld says in the 
animated film Robots, “See a need, fill a 
need!” In a short time 25 volunteers made 
325 gowns – enough to get the hospitals 
by until PPE supplies caught up with the 
new demand.

Come June we all needed a little fresh 
air and a new coat of paint, much like the 

No Pandemic Pause for Rotary
By Adenea Thompson

Rotarian Lexie Larson (front, left) and Rotary volunteer Edith Dashiell 
(front, right) of RE/MAX at Clean Up Colville day.

Julian, Sylvia, and Agnes Tingey
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town of Colville. Another Rotarian, Rosemary Shaw, helped 
organize Clean Up Downtown Colville. Along with Colville 
Together, the Chamber of Commerce, Interact and several 
other groups, we worked to sweep sidewalks and pick up 
trash. The sun was out and the Rotary Club of Colville was 
just getting started.

We applied for a $5,000 grant (thank you, Bruce Richartz!) 
and we were awarded this grant. Then we matched it with 
$5,000 from club funds. With this money we spent the summer 
purchasing food from local farmers to donate to the region’s 
food pantries. A huge thank you to Rotarian Michelle Loftis, ex-
ecutive director of the Northeast Washington Hunger Coalition. 
With help from Michelle our purchases from the Chewelah and 
Colville farmers markets were able to reach the food pantries 
in the tri-county area. 

During our time at the farmers markets, we also helped 
Stevens County Emergency Management distribute free cloth 
face masks to county residents.

Never in March would we have imagined social distanc-
ing, masking and virtual events would still be going strong 
by September. Yet the COVID roller coaster continued. For 
2020, we converted our annual Career Expo for students to 
a virtual event, joining the efforts of Apple STEM Network, 
Career Connected Learning, Worksource and Skillsource. We 
also helped with a cleanup of Yep Kanum Park and, thanks 
to the amazing efforts of our Lexie Larson and her first-rate 
fundraising skills, we purchased five much-needed surveillance 
cameras for the park. 

October brought the snow, rain and bitter cold, but we again 
remained undeterred and went out for our annual roadside 
cleanup, thanks to the dedication of Joe Christianson, who has 
organized it the last several years. Halloween was a chance 

for one of our newer members to shine. Mary Tingey came up 
with a virtual pumpkin carving contest to support the Dolly 
Parton Imagination Library. We work with the Libraries of Ste-
vens County to offer this book program to every county child 
under five years of age. We also have volunteers continuing 
to help at the warming center.

Determined to end the year strong we are now concluding 
with our annual TREE OF SHARING, which you read about 
last month. This year tags can be picked up at the Ag & Trade 
Center, Home Suite Home, Norstar Heating and Cooling, State 
Farm, and Re-imagined Home. Our Ag & Trade Center hours 
are Monday-Friday, 9-5:30, and Saturday mornings, 9-12. THE 
LAST DAY TO DROP OFF FILLED TAGS TO THE AG TRADE 
CENTER IS DEC 11.

This year has been a roller coaster indeed. But I can’t be 
prouder of how my local Rotary club chose to make sure their 
seat partners’ belts were buckled and then embraced the ride. 
It will end where it ends; what’s important is how you handle 
the moment. Stay safe, everyone.

Rotary volunteer Jesse Larson climbing out of the truck 
at a Rural Resources Community Action donation delivery. 

Rotarians Terry Richards and Lynn O’Connor at Yep Kanum Park.
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I recently watched a family of tundra 
swans at a pond that had frozen over the 
night before. Resting before the next leg of 
their annual migration, two adults flanked 
their two cygnets (juveniles) as the family 
slowly pushed their way through the thin 
ice toward a shallower spot in the pond 
to feed. 

There were areas where birds had land-
ed as a group, punching a hole through 
the ice, and then water trails went out in 
all directions from there like spokes of a 
wheel, where individual birds cut their own 
paths. I found it peaceful and mesmerizing 
to watch them slowly swimming along as 
they created a one-of-a-kind piece of art 
on the surface of the frozen pond.

The duck trails were much narrower than 
those of the swans. At one point while I 
was photographing, a mallard slipped in 
behind a swan in the larger channel, the 
mallard seemingly grateful to have a swath 
of open water that it didn’t need to work to 
create. The duck stayed close, interested in 
what the swans stirred up on the bottom 
of the pond. 

I later noticed that many other ducks 
did the same. Though I sometimes saw 
skirmishes, I often observed multiple spe-
cies of waterfowl coexisting peacefully and 
sometimes synergistically. This made me 
reflect on other times I have observed or 
read about animals and birds that benefit 
one another.  

Beavers are often referred to as “ecosys-
tem engineers” or “ecological Swiss Army 
knives.” Beavers are one of the few species 
that change their surroundings enough to 
make huge ecological impacts. They fell 
trees, build dams and change water flow. 
Over time they can transform an arid 
landscape into a lush one, even improving 
water quality. These ecological changes 
benefit not only the beaver but also elk, 
moose, birds, fish and humans. 

Moose rely upon the habitat that beavers 
help create. Where you see beaver you will 
also see moose. At one point in American 
history, we dropped beavers from airplanes 
in parachutes in areas that would benefit 
from beavers. Seriously. I feel a future 
article percolating here.

Several types of woodpeckers in the 

The Gift of Symbiosis
Article and Photos by Joanie Christian

region drill holes into trees. They do this 
to eat sap and bugs, but they also nest 
in holes they create. In the process of all 
that drilling, they create holes that others 
will nest in as well, such as chickadees, 
nuthatches and smaller owls like north-
ern pygmy and saw-whet owls.  Like the 
beavers, they create habitat that benefits 
other creatures.  

Ducks have been known to lay eggs in 
the nests of other ducks and sometimes 
even in the nests of other duck species. It 
is a mystery why they do this, but scientists 
speculate that they may be trying to in-
crease the odds of survival for their babies 
by spreading them across other nests. The 
surrogate mothers raise them as their own, 
even those that are of a different species 
and don’t look like their own chicks. 

Sometimes waterfowl will adopt chicks 
of another species after they’ve already 
hatched. Last year, a pair of loons who had 
lost their own chick were observed raising 
a mallard duckling. The duckling rode on 
the backs of the parents just as loons do 
with their own chicks, and learned to eat 
fish, neither of which are typical mallard 
duckling behavior.

A couple of years ago, I called a friend 
who was out kayaking at the time and had 
come across what she thought was a dog 
with bad leg injuries in the grasses along 
the shore.  A German shepherd was a few 
feet away, furiously barking at it. Looking 
closer, she saw the injured animal had 
an ear tag and she wondered if it were a 
wolf. I called my trusty wildlife biologist 
friend who connected the friend with the 
Department of Fish and Wildlife, and an 
agent headed for the scene. 

Before the agent arrived, my friend and 
her husband had kayaked up the river 
and back. Upon return, they noticed a 
strikingly different scene. The German 
shepherd was quietly sitting alongside the 
injured animal, in a way that seemed to 
be both guarding and comforting it. The 
agent arrived, and verified it was indeed a 
wolf. It had grave injuries consistent with 
a vehicle strike, which necessitated putting 
the wolf down. But in its last moments, it 
had the protection and comfort of the dog. 

We often think that plants flower, pro-

duce seeds and then drop them, allowing 
the seeds to sprout, and the plant species 
continues. To some extent that is true, 
but if all seeds germinated where they 
dropped from the parent plant they would 
crowd each other and compete for light, 
water, etc., and few would survive. Some 
plants rely on animals, insects and birds 
to disperse their seeds. Some seeds have 
barbs that catch onto an animal’s fur or 
a bird’s feathers and are carried away to 
other areas. Other times seeds are con-
sumed and then excreted in the animal’s 
droppings and the seeds germinate from 
there. Ants carry seeds a shorter distance 
away, but sometimes bury the seeds, in 
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essence planting them. 
In an ingenious and mutually beneficial 

repurposing that only nature could devise, 
the seed is first food for other creatures, 
and then goes on to germinate and ensure 
continuation of the plant species. The next 
time you see a big seed-filled pile of bear 
scat, think of it as expanding your favorite 
huckleberry patch.   

Speaking of bears, one of our favorite 
places to visit is Grand Teton National 
Park, where Grizzly 399 resides. She is 
probably the most famous grizzly in the 
world. Now 24 years old, 399 has raised 
several litters – and changed the narrative 

about grizzlies in the national parks and 
our ability to coexist peacefully with them. 

One year, 399 had three cubs. Grizzly 
610, her five-year-old daughter, had two 
cubs. The two bears’ territories overlap, and 
at some point in the summer one of 399’s 
cubs was adopted by 610. This occurrence 
is rare, but biologists believe that it may 
have happened because the cub would have 
better survival odds with the younger 610.

Symbiosis is defined as relationships 
or interactions between people or other 
organisms that are mutually beneficial. It’s 
so remarkable to me to see how different 

species indirectly and directly benefit one 
another, whether consciously or uncon-
sciously. We are living in a time when, on 
many levels, our own behavior and choices 
impact the lives of others. Perhaps there 
is something to learn as we reflect on the 
lives of animals and birds, embracing the 
gift of symbiosis as we engage with others 
and the world around us.

Joanie Christian, a freelance nature 
photographer, has lived in NE WA for 40+ 
years. View her work at joaniechristian-
photography.com. 

“All beings, including each one of us, enemy and friend alike, 
exist in patterns of mutuality, interconnectedness, co-respon-
sibility and ultimately in unity.”   

              ~  Joan Halifax
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In the six years since AC/DC put out a new 
album, a lot has happened. Drummer Phil 
Rudd was sidelined with attempted murder 
charges. Cliff Williams finally made good on 
threats to retire. The great Malcom Young 
passed away in 2017, and uber-vocalist Brian 
Johnson had such catastrophic hearing loss 
that he had to take a leave of absence from 
the band, ushering in a series of dates with 
Axl Rose at the mic (also known as: The 
Dark Days).  

When images of the band started filter-
ing out near a Vancouver recording studio, 
people still didn’t believe we’d see any new 
material, much less Brian Johnson return-
ing as front man. Fast-forward to just a few 
weeks ago, when “PWR UP” graphics started 
appearing on social media and snippets of 
the blooze-heavy “Shot in the Dark” single 
rang out like a shot heard ‘round the world.  

AC/DC Reset the Breaker

LISTEN UP

As an album, Power Up breaks absolutely 
no new ground for AC/DC, which is relief. 
In a world where fear and uncertainty fuel 
people plugged into every well-funded form 
of media, having the familiar (and incredibly 
well recorded) guitar crunch of the most 
dependable hard-rock band in history is a 
welcome ray of light.  

The unapologetic “Rejection” is stronger 
than just about anything from 1985-2014 for 
this quintet, with Johnson’s wail perfectly in 
the pocket with Stevie and Angus Young’s 
slamming guitars, and “Kick You When 
You’re Down” might go down as one of the 
great AC/DC deep cuts of all time. In short, 
there really isn’t a dud on this entire disc.  

Is this one of the greatest AC/DC albums 
to come down the line? It actually is. The 
production alone here is just perfection, 
as Angus Young’s signature guitar sound 

Patty Smyth Comes Back Around
Since her time fronting Scandal, and then 

getting an offer from Eddie Van Halen to 
jump into David Lee Roth’s vacant slot 
in VH, Patty Smyth has rarely held back.  

With golden, powerhouse rock vocals 
and a two-fisted approach to performing, 
Smyth let her voice carry her through a 
few more decades of industry changes 
and global upheaval.  Having cooled her 

is recorded with incredible warmth.  The 
sound of the band, overall, could not be 
tighter and the beauty of the album is that 
you feel like you’re in the room with them 
as they’re laying it all down.  

Grab Power Up ... actually anywhere, 
because it is now absolutely everywhere, 
both online and off.  It’s an album that gives 
a welcome infusion of attitude to a world 
that needs it. 

heels for five years since releasing Come 
On December, Smyth jumps back up to the 
mic for 2020‘s It’s About Time.

With a deeper, richer alto all these years 
later, Smyth’s take on the rocking “Build 
a Fire” and the gorgeous “I’m Gonna Get 
There” is nothing short of inspired. Her 
ability to go from restrained to nearly 
raging hasn’t diminished since her ‘80s 

Reviews by Michael Pickett

heyday, though there’s a refinement to her 
approach that reminds one of hearing Steve 
Perry or Robert Plant a bunch of years after 
the arena touring days.

With just eight songs in the track listing, 
Smyth lays out some of her best cuts from 
over 20 years of songwriting and late-night 
Nashville sessions. Here’s hoping It’s About 
Time is one in a string of Patty Smyth 
latter-day releases.

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

LICENSED l BONDED l INSURED

WA Contr. #FLOENE*070N7 (509) 684-8353
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423 W. 1st, Colville                                    www.floener.com
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l Troubleshooting
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Toil & Trouble is not the first of Augusten 
Burroughs’ bestselling memoirs, though 
is the only one I’ve read. He’s clearly an 
unconventional guy – and a clever writer: 
The reader stays glued to, if perhaps not 
altogether sympathetic about, his toils 
and troubles.

At the time of this memoir Burroughs is 
living an unimaginably cushy life – first in 
Manhattan, then rural Connecticut – with 
his amiably wealthy husband and four 
rambunctious dogs. The story is enveloped 
in the relationship’s context but zeroes 
in on Burroughs’ experiences as a witch, 
which apparently has a genetic component. 
Though, if indeed he is a witch, Burroughs 
has the most adversarial attitude toward 
nature of any witch I’ve heard of. Faced 
with beavers, for instance: “I want them 
dead. And made into bedspreads.” And: “I 

hate you,” announced to an ancient maple 
tree in his yard every time he walks past it.

Burroughs’ writing capitalizes on his 
array of neuroses, provoking the reader 
with catty, over-the-top barrages of com-
mentary that may either tickle the reader’s 
funny-bone or outrage their sensibilities. 
He describes witchcraft in various ways, 
such as “…witches by default [are] attuned 
to the thrumming network of connections 
that exist just beneath the obvious surface 
of reality we call experience.” Whatever 
one’s opinion of the craft as Burroughs 
conceives of and practices it, his is a story 
– and literary voice – you won’t soon forget.

“I know that under the best, lowest-stress 
circumstances I am an absolute horror to 
live with, a halogen-illuminated fountain 
of anxiety, control, and catastrophe.” Not 
to mention unrepentant.   

A Good Read

No two of Jennifer Egan’s novels are alike 
in setting, tone, or literary niche. Yet all 
share her signature, seemingly effortless, 
excellence. Manhattan Beach’s particular 
niche is historical fiction, its setting for the 
most part the New York City waterfront 
during the World War II era. 

The story’s protagonist is a confident, 
self-motivated young woman named Anna 
who becomes the first female diver at the 
Brooklyn Naval Yard. Anna’s experiences 
along the way range from comic to lyrically 
haunting. The sea, even more than the city 
with its Irish and Italian gangsters and 
post-Prohibition nightlife, dominates the 
story’s atmosphere. Anna’s family rela-
tionships and their submerged underworld 
connections are a central part of this theme.   

Wartime employment for women is 
another central strand – and an ideal 
platform for depicting the times’ explicitly 
paternalistic attitudes. As the Naval Yard 
commandant says, “The girls have surpassed 

our highest expectations…. They actually 
have some advantages. They’re smaller, 
more limber…. And housework makes them 
dexterous, all that knitting and sewing, 
darning socks, mincing vegetables….” 

The story’s many aspects smoothly inter-
weave, but though the style may be smooth 
– a pleasure to read – the conveyed meaning 
carries depth and impact. Egan’s writing, 
like that of Marilyn Robinson, doesn’t offer 
showy sound-bites, just a rare mastery of 
craft. Reading Egan, I forget my detachment 
as a reviewer – swept away by the story, 
neglecting to look for quotable bits. Which 
is why it has taken so long to buckle down 
and at last review one of her books! 

Other recommendations from the A-E 
shelves:

Ayad Akhtar – Homeland Elegies
Loren Cruden writes fiction, nonfiction, 

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

Manhattan Beach, by Jennifer Egan

Reviews by Loren Cruden

Toil & Trouble, by  Augusten Burroughs
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The winter solstice is the celestial time of the year when the 
sun reaches the Tropic of Capricorn and thus we in the northern 
hemisphere experience the shortest daylight. The exact date varies 
a little from year to year. For 2020, the winter solstice will occur 
on December 21 at 1:02 a.m. PST.

Ancient civilizations looked at the winter solstice and other 
special heavenly alignments as sacred times and celebrated var-
ious rituals accordingly. In our part of the world, the length of 
our days has been slowly decreasing since the summer solstice 
in June, and the winter solstice marks the moment of transition 
to our return to the light, a change that can be considered a time 
of new beginnings.

For the past two or three years, I have practiced a winter solstice 
yoga ritual with my students, and I am providing it here so they 
and others can observe the occasion on their own due to our 
mandate of social distancing. The practice is broken into segments.

Acknowledge that this is a time of quiet energy to look within 
and focus on what you want and what you need. It’s a time to 
set goals and intentions for the coming year, a time of personal 
awakening. Close your eyes and start to bring all your awareness 
to the present moment. Harness any scattered thoughts or ener-
gy and gradually become more and more centered. Take a few 
minutes for this.

Light a candle and place it about three feet in front of you. 
Sitting straight and tall (in a chair or on the floor in Sukhasana), 
gaze at the candle flame with eyelids half-open. In yoga, we call 
this gazing “trataka” (TROT-i-ka), and it has many proclaimed 
benefits. Keep body and mind still as you hold your focus on 
the flame, specifically at the golden glow above the wick. Keep 
gazing without blinking for as long as you can. If thoughts come 
up, which they will, simply acknowledge them and let them drift 
away. When you can no longer hold your eyes open or tears start 
to flow, close your eyes and quietly focus on your breath. Do some 
general stretching poses now, such as Side Bends, Back Bends 
(example, Cobra) and a Twist, such as a reclining spinal twist.

Now assume Butterfly Pose or Half-Butterfly for several minutes. 
Think of your life as a garden. The winter solstice is part of a cycle 
– a cycle of life, death and renewal. Gardens, too, have their own 
cycles. Reflect on the ups and downs you have experienced since 
this time last year. Think back on what you have learned and how 
you have grown. Consider your thoughts and actions of the past 
year to be seeds. Look at the garden of your life and observe what 
seeds you have planted with your thoughts and with your actions. 
We carry the seeds with us, and without conscious intentions 
tend to replant the same seeds in the coming year. However, we 
want to avoid planting certain crops, specifically the ones that 
did not thrive in the soil of our life or the ones that thrived but 
produced flowers or fruits which were undesirable. Then give 
thanks for all the experiences, good and bad, that have enriched 
your life and your soul. We will want to assess the seeds of what 

By Brenda St. John
we carry – which seeds are worth replanting and which are not. 
Acknowledge all things in your life of which you are pleased or 
proud and acknowledge the memories of the seeds which fill you 
with regret.

Yoga pose – Legs Up the Wall. Now that we have processed the 
past, it is time to release the darkness. Thinking of the negative 
memories or emotions which came up, reflect on the lessons each 
difficulty brought. Take yourself on a type of inner inquiry. Go 
deep inside and decide which seeds need to die and which seeds 
need to be cultivated. Your experiences may require forgiveness of 
yourself or someone else. Extend thoughts of forgiveness now. This 
may be difficult. Begin by extending thoughts of loving-kindness 
to yourself and/or others.

Yoga pose – Caterpillar. Think about what you truly want. Re-
calling the thoughts and actions that nourished you, think about 
the new seeds you would like to plant and cultivate in the coming 
year. State this longing to yourself in simple words, present tense, 
using only positive words. No negative words such as “not” or “non.” 
Try to word your intentions into general terms and acknowledge 
the desires as though they have already come true.

Yoga pose – Several Sun Salutations. Sometimes seeds can lie 
dormant. Just because a bad seed is not currently producing any-
thing in our garden, it can still be present, lying quietly under the 
surface, but perfectly capable of springing to life. Therefore, the 
bad seeds must be burned. We are going to burn our bad seeds 
through the heat of Sun Salutations. As you repeat this vinyasa, 
imagine you are sending bad seeds into a fire.

Mountain Pose with both hands over your heart. Give thanks 
for the sun and its energy. Take three slow deep breaths with 
sweeping arms. Open the windows of your heart to release all 
the old energy and allow fresh energy to flow in.

Constructive Rest Position (supine with knees bent, feet on the 
floor). With our old energy gone and the new energy in, we want to 
positively charge this new energy to cultivate a blissful beginning. 
Let’s open our hearts to receive the blessings of the universe. Yoga 
poses – a few Bridge Lifts, raising arms up and overhead. Then 
hold in Supported Bridge, with a block under the pelvis. Let this 
remind us to remain open for good energy and blessings.

Return to Constructive Rest Position but allow the knees to 
knock together and place hands on belly. Close your eyes. Connect 
with the wisdom of your higher self. Visualize yourself filled with 
white and golden light. We have now consciously closed the door 
to the past and burned the seeds we don’t want growing in our 
spiritual gardens in the new cycle, the seeds that do not serve us. 
We are taking the lessons we learned from all our experiences, 
the good and the bad, and are opening ourselves to receive the 
possibilities of bright new beginnings.

To all my readers, I wish you a multitude of blessings in 2021.
Namaste.
Brenda St. John has taught yoga classes in Chewelah since 2010.

Yoga for the Winter Solstice
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A Quiet Life, by Choice
Article & Photo by Patricia Ediger

Mountain Meandering

Nearing the end of this crazy year, I am 
amazed at how fast it has gone by. It feels 
to me like so much has happened. Eight 
of these months have been overshadowed 
by a worldwide pandemic, elections, and 
much controversy in social media and 
news networks about all of it.  The pan-
demic has also forced many of us to find 
alternative ways to work, socialize, shop 
and even to be entertained – to cope with 
these circumstances and challenges. 

I renewed my own commitment to 
physical fitness, joining 
an online workout/fitness 
program, which has helped 
my state of mind and be-
ing. I have spent more time 
reading favorite books, 
learning new recipes, 
making the most of out-
door opportunities such as 
working in my garden and 
flower beds, playing tennis, 
kayaking, or hiking with 
my husband.  

I have felt very chal-
lenged during this time to 
stay well connected with 
all our family and friends.  
Most of our family is 
spread among California, 
Oregon and the west side of 
Washington state. We also 
left many friends behind 
when we moved to eastern Washington 
25 years ago. In fact, one of our offspring 
lives across the country in Boston. 

So, getting together in person is that 
much more challenging even without a 
pandemic. I don’t miss large gatherings, 
but I do miss seeing the faces of those I 
love. I miss watching them and listen-
ing to their banter, their humorous or 
thoughtful engagement. I don’t have to be 
the one talking. I like listening to others. 
I just like listening. I have always been 
more of a quiet, thoughtful person. I like 
observing, and engaging one-on-one. 

I don’t mind stillness, being unhurried, 
in fact I resist being pushed into a frantic 
pace. My husband and I intentionally left 
the busy, hurried race of city life in south-
ern California to embrace a different life-
style. 

We live on a mountain top, which is 
challenging in and of itself, especially 
in northeastern Washington. Despite 
sketchy internet and unpaved and often-
times treacherous steep winter roads to 
navigate, we feel the trade-off is worth it. 

I grew up in the city. I could constantly 
hear the sound of traffic, feel the effects 
of smog in my lungs, feel the press of 
crowds. I was conscious as a child that I 
could not adequately hear or see the wild 
things of nature. I would climb a tree as 
high as I could to be somewhat separate 
from the world around me. 

Recently, we visited my sister in Santa 
Clarita, CA. They drove us out to Port 
Hueneme to enjoy a day and night at a 
beach house. We rode bikes through the 
city and out to the shoreline. Sunshine 
was warm upon our shoulders, a sea 

breeze gently blowing … it felt idyllic, life 
easy, warm and convenient. And I admit 
I love the ocean. 

On our way home, back to snowy and 
cold eastern Washington in November 
(we had left for Los Angeles in a storm 
that brought 11 inches of snow on our 
mountain here in Kettle Falls) my hus-
band asked me if I would prefer to some-
day leave our mountaintop home and live 
in a place where life would be easier. I 
thought about it for a bit, remembering 

the beauty and warmth 
of the oceanside city, and 
I realized, as tempting as 
that lifestyle is, I wouldn’t 
be content being so far 
removed from the wild 
things. Part of what makes 
me tick, what has helped 
make this pandemic toler-
able for me, is being near 
to the wild places and the 
wild things. 

The reality is, as much 
as I love being with my 
kids, with my sister, with 
friends, I still need the qui-
et, the space, and proxim-
ity to nature. Convenience 
can’t compare to waking up 
to see quail or pheasants 
or any wildlife in my front 
yard, to hearing the sweet, 

clear sounds of bird song, of wind, falling 
leaves, owl and hawk calls. I love where 
we live. I do realize how blessed and priv-
ileged we are to live in this pristine place, 
that we actually have a choice when so 
many others do not. 

Life is such a balance, isn’t it? And for 
me, for us, this is a pretty good place to 
find it. 

Patricia Ediger is a freelance photogra-
pher specializing in wildlife, nature, and 
landscape photography. See her work at 
the Old Apple Warehouse, Kettle Falls, WA 
and at patriciaedigerphotography.com.
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By Madilane Perry
In the fall of 1961 my mother and I were 

living in the old log homestead cabin on the 
resort my family had established in 1949. 
Mother was still operating the resort, which 
included boat rental to fishermen. In those 
days fishing season closed in October and 
the resort season shut down soon after. On 
one of the last days of the season a customer 
came in from the lake and thrust 
a soggy bundle of grey feathers at 
my mother and asked “Marion, 
what kind of a goose is this?”

Mother informed him that 
his waterlogged find was not a 
goose but a cygnet, a young swan, 
a protected bird with a hefty 
fine for illegal possession. The 
customer retreated, protesting 
that he hadn’t shot or otherwise 
damaged the bird, just found it 
floating, leaving mother with a 
bedraggled bird that appeared 
intact but exhausted and debili-
tated. It was a very light bundle 
of hollow bones and wet feathers 
that we put in a box in the chicken 
house. We also removed quite a 
few quarter-inch-long white lice.

The bird was too weak to feed 
itself so we began to pour chicken 
feed down its beak. This contin-
ued repeatedly over about 24 
hours before it regained enough 
energy to eat on its own.  After 
that the problem was keeping the 
bird in groceries. It had a big nutritional 
backlog to make up for and worked on it 
relentlessly.

When the swan got a little stronger, 
mother tethered it by one leg out in the 
lake so it could feed more naturally from 
the lake bottom. It didn’t take long for the 
bird to slip its tether and vanish in the fog. 
Mother was upset about it and felt we’d 
failed the baby swan and that it had gone 
off to die.

The young swan, however, had other 
ideas. The next morning it was back on 
the lake in front of the cabin with one of 
its former nest mates and an adult swan, 

probably a parent. “Our” baby swan had 
apparently brought some of the family to 
us for breakfast.

In the course of their visit the three swans 
ate a 50-pound sack of chicken feed, a case 
of canned corn, all the lettuce cuttings 
that two grocery stores could supply and 
any available odds and ends like leftover 

oatmeal and stale bread. They had help in 
disposing of all those calories. Everything 
on the water with feathers and a taste for 
grain and greens soon got the news of what 
was now a free lunch and came to cash in. 

After that, the fleet was in port every 
morning. The big swans cruised around 
like stately liners. The mallards, canvas-
backs, pintails and other mid-sized ducks 
navigated between them and the little teal 
zipped in and out like tugboats.

The young swan we had actually handled 
became downright pushy. If there was a per-
son coming with breakfast and not doing 
it fast enough, the bird would step up and 

Madilane’s Memories
From Near Death to Large Lunches

pull on a pants leg. It would eat from the 
hand, from a coffee can, or any other way 
the grain was served. 

The probable nest mate finally became 
tame enough to snatch bites from the hand 
with its neck extended as far as it would go. 
The adult swan never came near the beach 
when a human was present. It was badly 

injured. One of its legs was bent 
up between its wing and its body 
with the black foot flopping over 
its white back. We could never get 
our hands on it to treat it. That 
frustrated mother as a nurse. We 
couldn’t understand how the bird 
managed to take off and land.

We fed swans (and everybody 
else) for over a month. The young 
swans became more accustomed 
to people and the adult swan’s 
leg gradually returned to a more 
normal position.

It was almost mid-December 
when the lake finally froze over. 
It was also the last day of goose 
season, a potential hazard to 
swans. That was one of the years 
when the last spots to freeze froze 
over clear as glass. The swans, 
now all strong flyers, came in 
for a breakfast landing on what 
looked like water and sat down 
on the ice instead. They skidded 
on their downy rears with their 
legs stretched in front of them, 

looking as outraged as those whose faces 
are mostly beak can look. They ate, took off 
and were not seen again that year.

Even today, when swans stop at Curlew 
Lake on their migration, one or two come 
to the place in front of the cabin where the 
three swans were fed. I wonder if swans can 
pass information on to later generations 
and if there is a tradition of “free lunch 
served here” that brings them back.

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

Photo by Joanie Christian.
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By Michelle Lancaster
“Oh, the weather outside is frightful, but 

the fire is so delightful.” Christmas tunes 
match my mood as snow falls and tem-
peratures dip. I love living in the Inland 
Northwest where we have real seasons and 
wood fireplaces and bonfires for roasting 
sweet treats.

“Hark! The herald angels sing glory to the 
newborn king.” Hearing this song reminds 
me of playing a piano duet with my much 
more talented sister. My piano expertise 
begins and ends at being able to play “What 
child is this?” with my right hand, by ear 
and by memory.

“It’s beginning to look a lot like Christmas.” 
This phrase runs through my head every time 
we get snow, whether that is in October or 
December or April. I am the type of person to 
run and put a Christmas record on the record 
player any time the sky sheds white flakes.

During the day, I sing “Go, tell it on the 
mountain, over the hills and everywhere, 
go, tell it on the mountain, that Jesus Christ 
is born.” 

As I do chores, “Away in a manger” strums 
through my ears. Christmas songs fit right 
in to a country setting!

“It came upon a midnight clear” or “Silent 
night, holy night” or “O star of wonder … 
Guide us to thy perfect light” are songs that 
I cannot help but have running through my 
mind, living where we have crisp, clear night 
skies with vivid stars so close I could almost 
touch them. I like to put on a snowsuit and 
lie flat on a bed of snow staring at the dark 

Holiday Soundtrack to My Country Living
sky, wondering about the universe.

I may be able to tune out the noise of the 
modern world, hidden away here on our 
quiet farm in the country. I wrestle against 
myself to stop worrying about the state of 

A Year On the FarmA Year On the Farm

the country, instead hoping for a little bit of 
“peace on earth, good will to men.”

Michelle Lancaster homesteads with her 
family on Old Dominion Mountain in Colville. 
She writes at Spiritedrose.wordpress.com
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Even in these times, in the so-called 
modern world, gathering firewood has a 
timelessness and a timeliness.

Our family has its “subsistence rounds” 
that keep us warm and fed – fed, that is, if all 
we eat are huckleberries. Each new year my 
husband worries that winter storms might 
not be sufficiently deep 
to blanket his mountain 
huckleberry patches. 
And as the season turns 
there are more worries 
when the bushes are set-
ting flowers while a deep 
freeze hits in springtime. 
He’s among the earliest 
gatherers to find the first 
ripe berries, and the last 
to put the berry bushes 
“to bed” for the winter.

There is not that 
much concern about the 
availability of firewood. 
Following the vast and 
terrible firestorms that 
burned conifer forests 
in the upper Columbia 
region there still remains 
wood to gather. And we 
do. It’s a part of that subsistence round that 
has been life-sustaining for indigenous peo-
ple. We gather firewood to heat our home. 

Keeping winter at bay indoors year after 
year is practical and traditional. We are 
comfortable. Every fall my husband stacks 
cords of tamarack, pine and fir in the ga-
rage and barn and then we eat a summer’s 
supply of huckleberry jam and huckleberry 

pies within the circle of our wood stove’s 
radiant heat. 

Summer is now spent and the huck-
leberries have produced more than we 
need. During the season, the husband 
brought home gallons of berries from the 
mountains. Then, as the temperature drops 

and the leaves of the bushes follow suit, it 
is time again to get firewood. A chainsaw, 
an empty truck bed, a cutting permit (re-
quired to take firewood off reservation for 
personal use), and the sweet companioning 
with a son or two, grandchildren, and his 
wife – his helpers – join him as firewood 
harvesting resumes.

I’ve been participating in this round 

ever since moving to the reservation from 
the west side of the state 47 years ago. My 
only recollection of burning wood before 
that migration was when I visited my 
grandparents in their cabin near Seattle. 
Listening to the snap and pop of cedar as 
it heated their dwelling was a happy sound 

and I appreciated it and I 
loved cedar’s fragrance. 

My husband had been 
getting firewood since 
childhood on the Spo-
kane Indian Reservation. 
He was born in a log 
cabin built by his father. 
The cabin was off the 
grid like everything else. 
There was no grid then! 
Cooking and heating 
were enabled with the 
only resource available: 
firewood. Electricity fi-
nally reached Wellpinit 
five years following his 
birth in 1934. 

This clean energy was 
welcomed because it sim-
plified life in some ways. 
It was expensive (and 

still is). It was long overdue. The electric-
ity-generating dam at Little Falls spanned 
the Spokane River on reservation land in 
1911 and had already been providing power 
off the reservation for a long time. 

Firewood remained the mainstay for 
tribal families. This timeless gathering was 
ingrained in tribal people’s ways for mil-
lennia – long before chainsaws and trucks 
came on the scene. Even today, though, it 
is gratifying that the tribe employs its own 
members to get firewood for the elders. 

The memories of those former days 
– before trucks and chainsaws – are fad-
ing. I’ve been wanting to bring them to 
remembrance:

An early photographer captured the im-
age of a Spokan woman carrying a bundle of 
dried branches. She had only one “tool” – a 
tumpline that suspended and distributed 
the weight of the heavy load of firewood on 
her back. Winters were long and who knows 
how many of these bundles, which were 
invariably women’s work, she gathered and 

 By Tina Wynecoop

Reverence for Wood (Gatherers)
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depended upon for cooking and warming 
her semi-subterranean pit house or tipi.

After writer Caroline Leighton visited 
the northwest Salish territories, in her West 
Coast Journeys, 1865-1879, The Travelogue 
of a Remarkable Woman, she described 
these women who in all weather did the 
hardest of the work: “We meet them often 
in the woods, so bowed down with the 
loads of bark on their backs, that it looks 
as if the bark itself had a stout pair of legs, 
and were walking.”

In the early to mid-1900s many cords of 
firewood were essential for supplying heat 
to the reservation’s school, churches, and 
the Indian Agency building. Able-bodied 
men and women performed the hard work 
of searching for and selecting standing dead 
firewood trees for felling, limbing, cutting 
to length, splitting, loading, hauling, de-
livering and stacking wherever there was 
a demand. Their work provided income 
during those hard times. A passerby could 
tell at a glance who the supplier had been. 
My husband’s aunty said she always admired 
the stacks of cordwood (4 x 4 x 8 feet) so 
precisely cut and neatly stacked as she 
recognized Whitman and Nellie Matthews’ 
signature workmanship! Other providers 
were not so careful.

Unlike Whitman and Nellie I fall into 
the latter group. My stacking skills are 
under-appreciated. I don’t meet those high 
standards. The cut wood has to be loaded 
“just so” into the pickup bed to make room 
for more wood. The unloaded wood has to 
be piled “just so” as well. I step aside and let 
my husband do the tedious work “just so.” 

Then he doesn’t have 
to re-do my work. 
Here’s a photograph 
of his wood supply 
to show the reader 
how neatly it can be 
done, and how remi-
niscent it is of the old 
Indian couple’s work 
in times past.

A more recent 
firewood adventure 
happened one win-
ter in the late ‘60s 
before I married 
into the family. Judge 
(who was to become 
my husband) and one of his six brothers, 
Dick, were hauling a full load of firewood 
in the family’s sky-blue, side-racked, 2-ton 
Ford truck. They were traveling on the res-
ervation’s Drum Road. Judge describes the 
amazing accomplishment of his brother: 

“While driving, brother Dick held a 
thermos cup of coffee in one hand and 
steered with the other. As we came down 
a slight hill heading toward Wellpinit, we 
saw our cousin Ginge Finch plowing snow 
on Drum Road with the BIA road-grader. 
Dick had to pull wa-a-ay to the left to pass 
the plow to avoid hitting it. We were pulled 
right into the ditch. The ditch stopped us 
and the firewood remained in the truck. 
There we sat with our big load … stuck 
in the snowbank. As we gathered our wits 
Dick, who was still holding his cup of coffee, 
glanced over at me and said, ‘Look!  I didn’t 
spill a drop!’  

“Since Ginge was right there he hooked 
a chain to the Ford and pulled us out of the 
ditch. We continued driving on home with 
our load of wood – and the driver finished 
up his coffee.”

Reverence…it always warms the heart.
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Note that Foster kept the pile wet while 
watering his lawn. Also note that although 
onions and potatoes are root crops, he did 
not actually bury them in dirt, just compost. 

Years ago I did something similar. I had 
a bag of sprouting potatoes and a truckload 
of rotten hay. I spread the potatoes in rows 
on my uncut field and covered them with 
hay. They sprouted and grew right through 
the hay. In the fall I lifted off the hay and 
had hundreds of pounds of potatoes to 
harvest without any digging! 

I thought this was very clever but heard 
in a podcast recently that a farmer’s family 
had been doing that for generations. (A 
word of caution: on a couple days while I 
was laying down the rotten hay, I got sick 
and had to stay in bed. It finally dawned on 
me that the white clouds of mold coming off 
the hay were making me ill. Use wet hay.)

In my September article I mentioned the 
recommended temperatures for compost, 
130° to kill bugs and 160° to kill weed 

seeds. I want to back off from those rec-
ommendations. On reflection, I consider 
bugs in compost to be a good thing, not 
something to be reduced. And yes, the 
seeds that survive can sprout in unexpected 
places but encouraging temperatures up 

I have mentioned compost in several ar-
ticles in this magazine over the past couple 
of years, notably “Composing Compost” 
in June 2019 and “Laws of Nature” in Sep-
tember 2020. So it is gratifying to get some 
positive feedback from readers about their 
experiences. Recently, J. Foster Fanning, 
another regular NC Monthly contributor, 
sent a picture and a story about raking up 
the leaves and needles on his lawn and 
leaving them as compost piles rather than 
burning them.  

He wrote: At some point in the spring I 
found a big onion and a few potatoes in my 
basement cold storage spoiling and sprout-
ing. “Well, what the heck,” I thought and 
hauled them out to the newly piled compost 
area. I tucked those remnants of non-eaten 
veggies under the bottom edge of the pile 
and soon they were covered over by more 
material being added. I thought nothing 
of it until a month or so later I noted the 
slender rich green of onion shoots poking 

up out of the litter. “Cool!”… today, after 
a morning of 19°F I found myself working 
near that compost pile and, well I dug into 
it and discovered what I sent along to you 
as an image [above] with this note. Ha! I’m 
a gardener once again.

By Joe Barreca

Compost vs. Mulch

to 160° to kill them along with the worms 
and bugs is not a good idea in my opinion. 
Those bugs in the compost do a lot of the 
work. My compost pile has legions of sow 
bugs, more officially known as woodlice, 
and unofficially known as roll-up bugs and 
many other names. “Woodlice, like earth-
worms, are generally considered beneficial 
in gardens for their role in controlling pests, 
producing compost and overturning the 
soil.” (Wikipedia) My compost also has 
lots of red earthworms. Those tell me that 
it is really alive.

As for the seeds, I prepared a soil mix 
that included compost for a new garden 
bed this summer. A lot of squash plants 
sprang up in it. We let one grow [pictured 
right] and it eventually covered about 100 
square feet of garden and produced six huge 
green squash shaped like pumpkins. They 
taste great and keep well. We are still not 
sure what to call them.  

My garden soil mix is not much differ-
ent from the mulch mix I use around the 
vineyard. There is probably more bark and 
shredded prunings in the mulch, but it still 
has compost, biochar, spent grape pressings 
and aged manure. There are reasons for 
each of these components and a reason 
to put them down as mulch rather than 
waiting until the compost pile is through 
working and digging the compost into the 
garden bed.  Let me explain.

The biggest component of good soil and 
good compost is cellulose; we are talking 
shredded prunings, straw, leaves, etc. It 
contains a lot of carbon, hydrogen and 
oxygen, and not much else. Most microbes 
will not digest it, but mycelia (fungi) love 
it. Other microbes in turn eat the fungi 
and the whole cycle of soil renewal begins.

But it is just a beginning. If you look 
carefully at the structure of chlorophyll, the 
stuff that lets green plants convert sunlight 
to sugar and other useful things, you will 
find a lot of nitrogen. When I was a kid you 
could buy a couple pounds of ammonium 
nitrate at the local feed store. We used it 
for making our own gunpowder. Those 
days are gone but commercial farmers 
still use it extensively to add nitrogen. 
Unfortunately, the straight chemical kills 
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Down to Earth
microbes and pollutes the water. For really 
active compost, you need to add nitrogen 
that comes naturally from urine and ma-

nure. Some of it can be “green manure” 
like lawn clippings, grape must and dying 
tomato plants. They have chlorophyll and, 
therefore, nitrogen.

I add 10% biochar. It absorbs a lot of 
moisture, which provides a shelter for 
microbes since the water does not leach 
away. If you have ever gotten a batch of 
biochar wet, you can attest that the water 
makes it really heavy and that letting it 
sit around does not really dry it. Biochar 
also is valuable because, as pure carbon it 
does not get digested by microbes and can 
sequester carbon out of the atmosphere for 
hundreds of years.  

Am I leaving out important stuff? Defi-
nitely! Soil is not a petri dish. Knowing the 
chemicals is a way to understand some of 
the elements, but all living matter contains 
the magnesium, phosphorus, calcium and 

other things important to growth. The 
more variety you can throw into a compost 
pile, the better off it is. Rudolf Steiner, a 

compost pioneer and father of Biodynamic 
Farming, advised layers of leaves, wood, 
green manure and many special inoculants 
to get compost going. 

Good compost is aerobic. You want it 

to be both moist and have air circulating. 
You can mix in a portion of any finished 
compost to provide a start for the microbes, 
insects and millions of other tiny life forms 
that do the real composting work.

To my way of thinking, compost is just a 
component of mulch. Fungi are composed 
of thousands of strands of mycelium, the 
vegetative part of a fungus. When you move 
compost, you break these filaments and 
set back its development. By letting these 
mycelia develop in place as mulch you let 
them continue to break down cellulose and 
feed the whole soil biome, but they also 
link to plant roots and supply nutrients 
in exchange for sugar. You want them to 
grow once and keep growing. When I see 
mushrooms in my vineyard, I know it is 
fertile. You may think that mulching is a 
rotten way to finish the year, but you will 
love it in the spring.

Joe Barreca makes maps, grows grapes, 
makes wine and posts blogs on BarrecaV-
ineyards.com  
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Chilling-Out the Nervous System
By Faye Stewart

The nervous system responds to stim-
uli and carries messages to and from the 
brain. Stressful times, particularly, call for 
nurturing the nervous system. Drugs (or 
herbs used like drugs) to simply subdue 
reception of stimuli are not productive 
long-term solutions to stress. When tak-
ing herbs for the nervous system, it may 
be useful to consider them not only as 
remedies but also as prompts for insight 

on one’s interface with the world.  
Skullcap (Scutellaria californica or S. 

laterifolia, preferred) is a top-notch tonic 
for the nervous system. The whole plant 
is used. Be sure your source for skullcap 
is reputable, as sometimes germander is 
mistaken for and sold as skullcap – and 
germander is toxic. Skullcap’s action 
affects the spinal cord, brain and sym-
pathetic nervous system. As an antispas-

modic it is used for tremors, hiccups and 
oversensitivity to stimuli; as a nervine it 
is used for insomnia, headaches, restless-
ness, anxiety, mental chatter and PMS 
irritability, and can be taken long-term to 
support healing of nerve damage. It is an 
ally for breaking opioid addiction and has 
no worrisome side effects. Skullcap is best 
used fresh or tinctured from fresh plant 
material, 1 cup infusion or an eighth to 
3 teaspoons tincture up to every 2 hours 
during acute situations, or 2-4 times dai-
ly as a tonic – or, for insomnia, a cup of 
infusion at bedtime. 

St. John’s wort (Hypericum perforatum) 
grows plentifully in our area. The flowering 
tops are a nerve tonic for insomnia and 
depression, also for treating sciatica or 
nerve injuries in the extremities. St. John’s 
wort eases inflammation. (The flowers 
infused in oil are a great sunburn remedy, 
also healing for bruises, muscle soreness 
and varicosities.) St. John’s wort tincture 
(or homeopathic Hypericum) is taken as 
a remedy for nerve injury or shock to the 
spine. Fresh plant parts yield best results. If 
using this herb for depression it takes 2-4 
weeks to start getting an antidepressant 
effect. Dosage is a quarter to one teaspoon 
tincture 3 times daily, or take in capsule 
form. Do not combine with L-dopa. Be 
aware that internal or external use of St. 
John’s wort makes your skin sun-sensitive 
(photosensitivity) during the duration of 
its use.

Valerian root (Valeriana officinalis) is 
sedative, not tonic, so is not to be taken 
long-term or in large doses. It allays pain 
associated with tension and promotes 
sleep. Also, it is a remedy for migraine 
pain, restless low fevers, nervous debility 
and caffeine-induced insomnia. Valerian 
relaxes the heart muscle and is anti-hy-
poxic. Avoid in pregnancy or lactation, or 
in conjunction with inflammation. (And 
watch out that your cat doesn’t make off 
with your supply; cats love the smell of 
dried valerian.) Long-term use of this herb 
may cause depression, so be judicious! 

Motherwort tops are a nervous system 
tonic, especially for chronic tension and 
anxiety, and during menopause. Use in 
tincture or cold-infused. Avoid during 
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Canceled for 
2020!

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

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

WWee  hhooppee  
ttoo  sseeee  yyoouu  
nneexxtt  yyeeaarr!! 
Questions? 
Call (509) 680-0325 
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pregnancy. Gathering the fresh plants may 
cause contact dermatitis, so wear gloves 
and a long-sleeved shirt.

Oats – oat seeds, especially – are tonic 
for the nervous system. The seeds may be 
taken in tea or tincture up to every 2 hours 
during stress episodes. They’re also your 
friend when trying to quit smoking or if 
your adrenals are exhausted.

Gotu kola (Centella asiatica), as you 
can tell by the Latin name, is native to 
tropical Asia, where it is commercially 
cultivated, such is its popularity. The leaves 
– sometimes the whole plant – are used 
internally to reduce stress and improve 
memory. Externally, gotu kola is applied 
to inflammation and wounds. Tincture 
dose is 20-40 drops daily for a month or 
so. Avoid if a hyperthyroid condition is 
present.

General nervous system relaxants 
include black cohosh, California poppy, 
chamomile, crampbark, hops (don’t use 
with depression), lavender and linden 
fl. (short-term). Kava-kava, short-term, 
is good for situational anxiety. It acts on 
the limbic system and does not sedate. 
Do not use kava-kava while pregnant or 
with alcohol.

Nervous system stimulants: gotu kola 
and peppermint.

Herbs for insomnia: passionflower for 
overactive minds, valerian rt. or cham-
omile for calming, linden fl., red clover 
fl. or black cohosh if due to muscle pain/
restless legs, California poppy if agitation 
is the cause, and kava-kava for anxiety. 
Catnip tea is gently sedative, OK for kids. 
Melatonin is sometimes used for jet-lag 
insomnia.

Headache herbs are many: ginger rt., 
ginkgo, lemon balm, chamomile, elder 
fl., ground ivy, Jamaican dogwood, white 
willow bk., lavender, marjoram, rosemary, 
skullcap, valerian and wood betony, or 
fennel if from indigestion. Ones you can 
try for migraine, at first sign, are wood 
betony, feverfew, black willow, Jamaican 
dogwood, passionflower and valerian.

For neuralgia pain Siberian or Amer-
ican ginseng, hops, Jamaican dogwood, 
passionflower, pasque flowers, St. John’s 

wort, valerian, corydalis – or a laven-
der-rosemary liniment – might help.

For support if dealing with multiple 
sclerosis, Siberian or American ginseng 
is used during early stages, skullcap for 
agitation, devil’s club for normalizing the 
shifting blood-sugar levels that aggravate 
MS and, in general, evening primrose oil, 
ginkgo and fresh purslane.

Shingles remedies include a mix of 2 
parts echinacea and 1 part each oat seeds, 
passionflower, St. John’s wort, Jamaican 
dogwood and valerian as a tea taken 3 
times daily. Or try licorice rt. with lemon 
balm and mullein lvs. Turmeric, lemon 
balm, aloe vera or mullein can be used 
externally on shingles rashes.

Carpal tunnel syndrome may be eased 
with bilberry, rosemary or turmeric.

For memory loss associated with demen-
tia or early-stage Alzheimer’s try ginkgo 
(do not combine with blood-thinners). 
Bacopa extract is a mild sedative and has 

anti-anxiety properties. It is sometimes 
helpful for epilepsy or memory loss. Hu-
perzia serrata – club moss – may be sup-
portive in cases of dementia, Alzheimer’s, 
stroke, epilepsy and deteriorating mem-
ory. Siberian ginseng is another option.

Ginkgo leaves are used for all kinds of 
cerebral insufficiency whether symptoms 
include dizziness, memory loss, dementia 
or Alzheimer’s. It may interfere, however, 
with MAO inhibiting antidepressant and 
anticoagulant drugs. Ginkgo is best taken 
with food to avoid stomach upset. 

We’ll end this article on a sweet note 
with my recipe for sleep pillows: a mix 
of lavender, meadowsweet, wood betony, 
rosemary, anise, sweet woodruff, rose 
petals, scented geraniums, mint, cowslip 
and violets.

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

Green Medicine

Have a Happy Holiday Season
Thank You for Your Support!

Wed - Sat   
4 - 8 pm

325 W 3rd, Kettle Falls, WA 99141
509-738-7382  |  northernales.online 
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Arden Secondhand

Six miles South of Colville
Mon-Sat 10-5 Sunday 11-4

635 B Hwy. 395 South
509-684-3967

      OPEN Sundays thru CHRISTMAS!

TREASURES GALORE!
• Furniture
• Outdoors
• Dining Rooms

• Dishes
• Book Cases
• Antiques

For features & showtimes: 

509-446-2449
www.facebook.com/NUVUfun/

Adults: $9  ~  Kids: $6.50

209 E 5th Ave., Metaline Falls, WA

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!

ODYNSKI’S ACCOUNTING & TAX SERVICE
Serving the commuity for over 50 years!

“Enrolled to practice before the Internal Revenue Service”

17 S. Main Street  •  Deer Park, WA

John S. Odynski, EA, ATA             Vern W. Rozelle, EA, ATP

ACCOUNTING • INCOME TAX • BOOKKEEPING
PAYROLL • STATE & FEDERAL AUDIT SERVICE

Ph# (509) 276-6888 • info@odynskisaccounting.com • Fax# (509) 276-6849

Check us out on 
Facebook.com/

addy2ndhand to view 
 our inventory!

Addy Second Hand
Open Mon. - Sat.

10 - 5:30

                935-4619 
1383 Hwy. 395 S.

The ONLY 
source for 
Chewelah 

Valley news 
&  

information!
Current Events

Chewelah History
School Sports

Classified Bargains
Community Activities

Business News
Legal Announcements

SUBSCRIBE
TODAY!

www.chewelahindependent.com 935-8422

1 Year

Starting at 

only $25



ncmonthly.com  |  December 2020  |  35

Who could have predicted that we would need to come up 
with new traditions for the 2020 holiday season? I’d like to tell you 
about what my family and I are going through to close out this 
very weird 2020. Of course, first off, everybody is concentrating 
on being safe and staying in touch with friends and family mem-
bers. To do this can involve some very tough decisions – mostly in 
the form of making “new traditions.”

The first such decision involved the previous tradition of a 
large bonfire on the Saturday before Thanksgiving. We have done 
this since the death of my husband, Jim, as a celebration of his life. 
Potluck. I make a big roaster oven of chili along with cornbread. 
Brenden and Emma supply the honey. Jamie makes Jim’s favorite 
cookies – cow pies. Darcy does his favorite b-day cake – German 
chocolate. Friends bring dishes. We stand around and enjoy the 
company and food. 

Well … this year it was to be just family until a co-worker of 
Emma’s had a family member test positive for COVID. So, things 
changed again but I still get chili, cornbread and cow pies. Similar 
new things happening this year just may weave themselves into 
your life and become new traditions for your family. At this point 
my mantra works overtime: “It is what it is and it will become 
what I make it.”

With so many things changing for us all I’m thinking it would 
be cool to dwell on the things that I am very grateful for. First 
off, Brenden and Emma: for being only 21, you two made a very 
responsible decision to ensure the health of others. I am sooooo 
very proud! Jamie and Dan: for being the kind of parents that JJ is 
absolutely in love with. Darcy and Raymon: for bringing Brenden 
up to be the responsible adult he has become. Mom: for being one 
of the weird ones in Skagway that wears a mask to keep herself 
and others safe. Daddy and Ellen: for making the decision to keep 
to yourselves to be safe but still letting me visit. Barb: for keeping 
track of where you have been during this trying time “just in case.” 
Skip: for letting me be a part of your life. Bonny, Bambi, Lanie and 
David: for being in my life and keeping me involved in yours as 
much as we can since we are spread out from Alaska to the Flor-
ida Keys. Can you tell I am a member of a family that I am very 
thankful to be a part of?!

Now some more thankfulnesses:
JR: for having sand to spread out on the slick driveway so the 

forward momentum worked better than the backward slide. Jerry: 
for taking that very important 20-minute FaceTime “business call” 
from Liam, the four-year-old grandson who had to show grandpa 
all of the house, including the top of the coffee maker. Ester: for 
grand-daughter Clover, who was named after the four-leaf-clover 
because she was a very lucky surprise for her family. Myrlene: for 
finding a fellow Alaskan who knew what she meant when talking 
about the “hills” around here (what is called a mountain here is 
considered a hill in Alaska).    

Oops – had to take break to attend to JJ’s ladies (chickens). 
More thankfuls from me just for that one trip. The alarm going off 
that says “Attend the ladies.” The moon trying to break through 
the cloud cover. The cloud cover which means it may not get as 
cold as last night. Stretching the legs. The motion detector lights 
that still work. All 15 ladies in the coop with a harvest of 10 eggs. 
The running water in the house to wash the extra “stuff ” off the 
eggs that does not really belong … feathers, straw and that other 
“stuff.” The warm house after a chilly walk to the barn.  

Wow – that is a lot to be thankful for in about 7 minutes. After 
that little jaunt to the barn, I am thinking (there I go again – and 
I still don’t get paid for thinking) I would like to change my way 
of thinking. If in that short amount of time I can came up with 10 
things to be thankful for, just think how many I could come up 
with in the other 1,433 minutes. Wait. Take out 8 hours for sleep-
ing. Only 973 minutes. Even if you … wait … I’m not a mathema-
tician … remember I don’t get paid for my thinking. 

So … my KISS method – Keep It Simple Sweetie. How about 
we find one thing every 10 minutes to be thankful for. If my math 
is correct, that is almost 100 times a day to be thankful for some-
thing – a smile, a wink, snow falling, shoveling snow, “Hi,” door 
opened, ice cream, driver letting you into traffic, staying out of the 
ditch on slick roads, Gabriel letting me ramble on in these articles, 
a please and thank you, and the list can go on forever.

Boy did I ever get off track. Like Jim would say, “Look out. 
She is switching tracks again!” My original idea was to tell you 
that I am not doing my traditional article for December, which 
has always been about holiday traditions. I am going to find some 
new 2020 traditions for my next article. So … let me know when 
you have come up with something new and exciting. Like maybe 
a Zoom Halloween party or FaceTime present opening or s’mores 
over a pit fire instead of a bonfire.

Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year!

New Traditions and Full of Thanks
By Becky Dubell

Family Ties
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I like winter. Always have. I spent the first 
55 years of my life living in the Snow Belt 
of western New York State on the shores of 
Lake Erie, where annual snowfalls reach 
six to eight feet. Until Lake Erie freezes 
over sometime in January, the potential for 
massive lake effect snow dumps are great and 
I have lived through my fair share of them. 

The Blizzard of ‘77 was the most notable. 
That’s when the city of Buffalo shut down 
for two weeks. It hit in the middle of the day 
and people, including myself, were stuck at 
work for days. Snow drifted to the tops of 
two-story houses! I also clearly remember 
a November snowstorm that dumped 81 
inches of snow on my driveway – to be fair, 
it dumped on everyone’s driveway – in a 
period of 24 hours. 

Traveling on the New York State Thruway 
between Erie, Pennsylvania, and Buffalo 
in January was a crap shoot. You never 
knew where or when the snow would start 
dumping and I traveled that route often for 
work. When the snow hit I tried to position 
myself, in my little car, between two tractor 
trailers as we crawled at 15 m.p.h. along I-90. 
My reasoning was simple. If I skidded off 
the road, these guys would stop and pull 
me out because truckers are like that. The 
truck ahead broke the path.  And if we did 
become stuck, the truckers had a supply of 
food, CB radios and a sense of humor. This 
was before the days of cell phone service and 
we were at the mercy of the few vehicles that 
had radios and could get a message to my 
family that I was not dead in a snowbank 
somewhere. 

I looked back to a piece I had written last 
March about the winter that just ended. A 
poor excuse for a winter with little snow, 
warmer than usual temperatures and drab 
brown colors. A winter that saw our annual 
cross-country ski event canceled due to lack 
of snow. In that piece I lamented missing 
the crystal blue sky I have so loved here in 
winter. It seemed that all winter the sky 
was overcast. I missed the sun sparkling 
like diamonds on mounds of brilliant white 
snow. I craved the crisp frigid air that made 

my breath freeze every time I exhaled and 
glued my nostrils together.

Well, looks like this year I’ll be getting my 
wish! Remember that old adage, be careful 
what you wish for? As I write, we’ve already 
had three snows. It seems like we’ve already 
had more snow on the ground than all of 
last winter.

Winter caught us off guard this year. I 
guess we were a bit too complacent and 
thought we would have more time to finish 
up what needed to be done to draw autumn 
to a close. So, the roses were not mulched. 
The annual flowers were not pulled. The 
weed guard in the garden was not removed 
and the drip irrigation tubes were not 
drained, rolled up and stored away. Well, it 
is what it is and we’ll just hope for the best 
next spring.

Despite all the challenges that winter 
brings, such as to remain upright on the 
ice, just what is it that makes me love this 
season? It’s the quiet time. The time when I 
can stay indoors and let my home wrap itself 
around me like an old, soft, worn blanket. 
It’s a time when I don’t feel compelled to be 
outdoors to take advantage of nice weather. 
The advantage now is that I stay inside and 
warm by the fire with a good book, a cup of 
herbal tea sweetened with our home-har-
vested honey, a cat on my lap and Otto at 
my feet. Yes, Otto is still with me but we 
take it day by day. 

Oh, make no mistake: I go outdoors as 
much as I can to snowshoe our hillsides. I 
walk snowy trails and admire the rippling 
meandering beauty of the Kettle River. 
Looking for the birds of winter brings its own 
reward as the bald eagles sit majestically in 
the leafless trees waiting for dinner to scam-
per across the frozen top of the snow. Winter 
is when I can step off the porch and hear not 
the raucous boats on the lake, motorcycles 
tearing down the highway or 20 different 
radios competing to fill the air. Instead, 
sound is muted by snow and the absence 
of people. I can hear the deer crunch their 
way across the pasture and the swoosh of 
the wings of ravens above me. The piercing 

By Karen Giebel
Winter, the Quiet Time

cry of the red-tailed hawk fills the air and 
is not competing with the calls and voices 
of people and vehicles. Winter is the quiet 
beauty of new-fallen snow on Mt. Elizabeth 
(pictured), defining her craggy outcroppings 
and towering pines. I never tire of looking 
at this stunning mountain, but in winter her 
beauty can take my breath away.

Winter is a stillness that both comforts 
and slows me down. My “to do” list in the 
other seasons sometimes seems endless. 
In winter, the list is more of what I want to 
do rather than what I have to get done. For 
me it is thumbing through garden catalogs 
planning our garden for next year, carefully 
mapping out a diagram of what goes where. 
It is thinking and plotting, not being on my 
hands and knees digging though the dirt. 

The quiet of winter lets me take inventory 
of the material I have on hand and dust off 
my sewing machine to create something 
beautiful. The whirrrrr of that sewing ma-
chine makes my heart smile as I imagine 
the happiness of the little child who will 
receive that stuffed bunny wearing a pretty 
frilly dress and pantaloons or overalls and 
a button-down shirt. 

The still quiet of winter makes the days 
seem longer as I no longer rush about 
getting chores done so we can set out to do 
yet another activity just because we can. 
The quiet of winter finds me in the kitchen 
where the aroma of baked breads scents 
the house like no artificially over-scented 
candle is able to accomplish. I love to bake 
and the quiet season allows me the hours it 
takes to turn out sourdough loaves, honey 
buttermilk loaves, sweet cinnamon rolls 
and whatever else my heart desires that 
day. Oh yes, winter, the quiet time and I 
are great friends.

As this year draws to an end and the 
holidays of great love approach, I wish you 
peace in your hearts, joy in your home, and 
the love of family and friends.

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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Varied thrush feasting on berries coated in hoarfrost. Photo by Joanie Christian. 
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Southtown Plaza: 984 S. Main, Colville • (509) 684-6505   Southtown Plaza: 984 S. Main, Colville • (509) 684-6505   Open 7 days a week:Open 7 days a week: Monday - Saturday 8 - 6 • Sunday 9 - 5 Monday - Saturday 8 - 6 • Sunday 9 - 5
CURBSIDE DELIVERY AVAILABLE!CURBSIDE DELIVERY AVAILABLE!  •  WWW.COLVILLEHARDWAR  •  WWW.COLVILLEHARDWAREE.COM.COM

Colville HardwareColville Hardware

Happy Holidays from Happy Holidays from 

https://www.colvillehardware.com
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I’ve just been handed a sheet of paper with a hand-written list 
neatly benciled upon it. 
The Kid: “So these are film trailers of horror movies. You 

don’t have to look at all of them. Some are super-scary 
movies and I’m sure you’ll say no.”

Me: “That’s correct.”
Kid: “And you don’t have to watch all of them
Me: “Also correct.”
Kid: “But I’m old enough to watch something on this list.”
Me: “I’ll think about it.” 
Kid: “That usually means ‘no’.”
Me: “Also correct...”

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

The Funny Corner By Jerry King

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

Open to the PublicOpen to the Public

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

10 miles south of Colville on Hwy 395

Small to MONSTER Size!

http://kyrs.org


MEYERS FALLS MARKET
THANK YOU FOR SUPPORTING & BUYING LOCAL

160 E 3RD AVE KETTLE FALLS, WASHINGTON

GIFTS

SUPPLEMENTS
15% OFF!

15% OFF!

Please present this coupon to receive your discount!

Shop Local For...

Please present this coupon to receive your discount!

Shop Local For...

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

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

Coupon expires 12/31/2020

Coupon expires 12/31/2020




