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Student Classes H ouse Of Our L earning
- JOHN ODELL, WordsOfWords.com
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IMAGINE
THE IMPACT
OF 5%
FOR YOUR
COMMUNITY

Today, the combined net worth in Ferry, Stevens and Pend Oreille
counties stands at $22.4 billion. Over the next ten years, an estimated
$2.6 billion of that wealth will transfer between generations. An
endowed community fund totaling $131 million could be established if
just 5% of this wealth transfer was directed to community giving. After
just five years, such a fund could support over $6 million in annual
grantmaking for the benefit of Ferry, Stevens and Pend Oreille counties.
Visit innovia.org/5percent for more information.

ANONYMOUS DONOR LAUNCHES NORTHEAST
WASHINGTON COMMUNITY FUND
A generous donor has launched the Northeast Washington
Community Fund to meet the greatest needs of Stevens,
Ferry and Pend Oreille Counties. This permanently
endowed fund is a great opportunity to ensure that as
wealth transfers in northeast Washington, it supports
charitable work throughout the Tri-County region for
generations to come. Please consider naming the Northeast
Washington Community Fund in your estate plan.

Contact Chris Stiles
at cstiles@innovia.org
for ways you can join
these efforts.

THANK YOU FOR IGNITING GENEROSITY

Economic Recovery and Community Resilience Funds

As our region recovers from the impacts of COVID-19, you can help by contributing to
local funds addressing the most critical needs. The COVID-19 Community Response
& Recovery Fund at Innovia continues to support education, childcare, economic
recovery, food security and other important local needs in Ferry, Stevens and Pend
Oreille Counties. Learn more at www.innovia.org/covid19.

WHO WE ARE

As the community foundation for Eastern Washington
and North Idaho, we ignite generosity that transforms
lives and communities so that every person has the
opportunity to thrive.
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From the Publisher’s Desk, by Gabriel Cruden
This month’s edition of the North Columbia
Monthly features a first-ever glossy cover and
center section and I look forward to hearing
what you think about it!
How this came to be is a very involved tale
having to do with a cascade of changes and
decisions at the company where this publication is printed. The upshot is that I am at a
crossroads and have a decision to make: Do
I stay with my current paper stock (the nonglossy sections of this edition) or do I upgrade
the entire magazine to the glossy paper? This
edition has both, making it convenient to
compare.
In consideration of how the Monthly is such
a meaningful and reliable constant in the lives
of so many readers amidst a world in flux, I’m
mindful of how having input and a heads-up
about this potential change may be appreciated.
So, tell me, what do you think?
While you’re at it, please let me know if you
have feedback on the content itself as well. Since
rebranding the magazine in January 2016, it
has been my intent to encourage communi-

ty-building and for people to find common
ground upon which to connect, regardless
of their differences. I ask our writers to share
their experiences and observations and stories
but not to tell readers what to think.
Are there articles you particularly enjoy?
That you don’t care for? Are there topics you’d
like to read about? Would you like to submit
an article or poem or photographs, or know
someone who might?
Part of the rebranding included no longer
being an alternative news source, both to
purely focus on the goals noted above and to
be a magazine that did not compete for content or purpose of readership with the other
publications in the region. So, for example, the
Monthly does not publish news releases, public
service announcements, business profiles as
news, etc.
Our “What’s Happening” section – a portion
of the publication that has been the go-to listing
for area events and meetings since the launch
of the magazine in June 1994 – was suspended
in March because of the mass cancellation of

events due to the pandemic. I know many of
us miss the events. If you miss the listing too,
let me know and I will take a look at bringing
it back when there are more than a handful
of upcoming events to list.
Finally, I thank each of you for choosing
to pick up a copy and for taking the time to
read. And for the feedback I already receive,
unsolicited, every month that is always so incredibly affirming. I also thank our advertisers
for staying with us through the tough times
this year and for the opportunity to promote
your businesses to the region. And to each of
my contributors – thank you. This publication
is a reflection of our collective contributions
and engagement in community. And I think
it is a beautiful thing we’re all doing here,
together. Thank you.
You can share your input and feedback by
phone at 509-675-3791, by email at ncmonthly@gmail.com, or by letter at NCM, P.O. Box
541, Colville, WA 99114. On the glossy paper,
please let me know what you think before
October 16.

General Election Information

All counties conduct vote-by-mail elections. All vote-by-mail
Information courtesy Washington Office of the Secretary of State.
ballots (also known as absentee) are kept in secure storage while
Washington votes by mail every election.
If you are registered to vote in Washington, there is no need to not being processed. Processing includes the verification of signatures and postmarks, removing the inner
request a ballot. Confirm your registration at VoteKey Dates
envelope from the outer envelope and removing
WA.gov or at your county elections department.
the ballot from the inner envelope. Ballots are
Your ballot is mailed at least 18 days before the
October 16
secured with numbered seals and a log is kept
election. Your packet will include a ballot, a secrecy
Start of 18-day voting period
(through Election Day). Balof the seal numbers to detect any inappropriate
envelope or secrecy sleeve for your voted ballot,
access. Votes cast are tabulated after 8 p.m. PST
and a return envelope with pre-paid postage. If lots are mailed out and Accessible Voting Units (AVUs) are
on Election Day. Results are neither known nor
you are a registered voter and do not receive your
available at voting centers.
reported before 8 p.m.
ballot, contact your county elections department.
October 26
To check the status of your voted ballot, sign in
Return your ballot by official drop box or by
Online and mail registrations
to VoteWA.gov and click “Ballot Status.” Please
mail, no stamp needed. Your ballot must either be
must be received 8 days
allow 3-5 business days for your ballot to be
postmarked no later than Election Day or returned
before Election Day.
posted as received.
to a ballot drop box by 8 p.m. on Election Day.
November 3
You can also vote in person. Each county opens
If mailing your ballot within a week of Election
Deadline for Washington
a voting center during business hours during the
Day, be mindful of mailbox collection times or
State voter registration or
voting period, which begins eighteen days before,
use an official ballot drop box. A late postmark
updates (in person only).
and ends at 8:00 p.m. on the day of, the general
could disqualify your ballot.
November 3
election. You can locate your nearest voting center
Did you sign the return envelope? Your county
General Election
elections department reviews your signature and
by logging into VoteWA.gov or contacting your
compares it to your voter registration records. They will contact you county’s elections department.
if there’s a problem with your signature. If you are unable to sign
The state General Election Voters’ Pamphlet is mailed to every
the declaration, make a mark in front of two witnesses and have household in Washington. For more information, visit https://www.
them sign in the designated spaces.
sos.wa.gov/elections/.
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Haze and Contemplation
By Mayah LaSol
As I am writing this, the air is just begin- outside and sit on my porch swing or water quite the environmentalist, but the moning to clear. My family has been staying my plants, which, remarkably, seem to have mentum of the climate justice movement
inside while the air has been in the hazard- thrived through this instead of wilting as was hard to sustain once COVID hit and
ous zone. At the worst of it, the quality was I’d feared. Just when I think I’ve figured out we couldn’t gather together anymore. My
about 490, which is pretty shocking when how plants work, I’m proven wrong again. enthusiasm for politics slowly drained until
you realize the scale only goes up to 500!
It’s really exciting to be truthful and it’s why there was only a sliver left. This year has
It’s been several days of
been so very political, and
running the air purifier we
lately I have been almost
have in our kitchen on high,
smothered by the politistuffing towels in the mail
cal-ness of everyday life,
slot except when the postal
specifically because this will
carrier comes, and hoping
be the first year I can vote.
our garden will survive
It’s been a struggle to talk
without water. When I read
about politics with anyone!
that sentence over again, it
I’ve realized, though, that
sounds like we were in the
no matter what is happenapocalypse, and maybe
ing politically, I can still do
we were, but it was a brief
my best to help the earth.
apocalypse.
Having a garden is a step,
Compared to my famcooking my own meals is a
ily, many other people in
step, and having an apprecimy city have seemed very
ation for the earth’s natural
Hazy day during forest fires. Photo courtesy Russ Vaagen.
complacent about the air
wonders is a step toward
quality. Almost everyone I know continued I love to garden; there are so many hidden what I believe can be a better future.
on with their lives normally, going to work wonders to be found.
Staying indoors with the smoke outside
Anyway, it’s been such a strange experi- has given me time to think, time to reand attending dance classes, for example. I
even saw my neighbor out smoking in his ence. Although people have been staying member what my priorities are, and time
garden. It seemed kind of counterproduc- home more than usual since March, this felt to reflect on what a wacky year this has
totally different. While it was odd not being been so far. Now, I’m glad that the skies
tive, really.
My place was inside the house on the able to go outside, the thing that really felt are beginning to clear and I can breathe
main floor (where the air was clearest) different was the nervousness. Instead of easier again.
and attending dance classes via Zoom. feeling nervous about people, I felt nervous
Mayah is a teen reader, writer, bookstaThis wasn’t that big of a deal, since it was about the world outside my home. This grammer, and all-around arts enthusiast
similar to what I experienced while we smoke and fire have really reminded me who geeks out over books and cats. She shares
were in stage one of COVID lockdown. The that the earth needs to always be a priority. book reviews and poetry on her instagram
For the first few months of 2020 I was account @mayahlwrites.
only difference was that I couldn’t even go
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Emerson Surveying
Professional Land Surveying

Todd J. Emerson P.L.S.
Licensed in Wasington & Idaho
17010 N. Tamarac Lane
Nine Mile Falls, WA 99026
(509) 710-3200
Family Owned & Operated

135 East First Avenue,Ste 5 • Colville, WA 99114 • 509-685-7343
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emersonsurveying@hotmail.com

Southtown Plaza
984 S. Main, Colville
509-684-6505

Open 7 days a week
Monday - Saturday, 8 am - 6 pm
Sunday 9 am - 5 pm

30+ different shops and artists!
Support your local businesses and artists.
Message us for gift certificates.
We hope to see you soon!

Got Projects? Come
See Our Helpful Staff!

Shop Online • Ship-to-Store
Another great way to shop!
Check out our website today!

www.colvillehardware.com

Northeast Washington Farmers Market

Meet your neighbors!

Every Wed & Sat 9 am ~ 1 pm
May 6th ~ October 31st
under the clock at

Main & Astor in Colville

Find us on Facebook for current info!

Fresh, locally grown produce
Handcrafted gifts
Bakery goodies
Specialty foods

Saturday Kid's Events
June through September
Provided by the Kernal Klub
253-203-8920 ~ newfarmersmarket.org
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The Wellspring: More Than a Dream
By Christine Wilson
“The town may be changed, but the well cannot be changed…. [People] come
and go and draw from the well…. The foundations of human nature are the same
in everyone. And every human being can draw from the inexhaustible wellspring
of the divine in man’s nature…. The superior man encourages the people at their
work and exhorts them to help one another.”
- I Ching, originally compiled 2-3,000 years ago, 1950 edition, “The Well”

As is often the case these days, I was awakened by a post-apocalyptic dream. I had my
share of pandemic dreams, a million years
ago (March 2020). Apparently my dream
maker has moved on to life after the virus.
Dreams are always open to interpretation,
but I see this as an improvement from the
series of COVID dreams,
since the new ones imply
a post-something.
This one was at a postworld Disney Land, where
the roads were dirt and
there were no adventurous rides in operation.
Life itself had become the
adventure. The only power source was solar and,
despite the constant and
harsh sun cranking out the
solar rays, people had to be
careful not to be extravagant. In fact, people
in this dream appreciated what they had
and were careful not to be wasteful of what
they had. There were wild animals roaming
among the humans. A half marathon was
being held. There were people on horseback
protecting the runners by directing the wild

herds away from them. It was very dusty.
I observed a combination of despair and
hope. There were people who were giving
up on life. Most of the people I interacted
with in the dream, however, were fiercely
hopeful, born of learned perseverance, the
taking of actions, and community support.

They were working together, having adapted to the circumstances but determined to
make things better. They had good Wi-Fi
connection. I woke up jealous of that.
As the dream progressed, one of my
favorite lessons from the I Ching showed
up. It is called “The Well,” and it has rich

meaning for any age of humans. I am sure
its appearance was sparked by the effort my
dream people were putting into improving
the new version of life they found themselves
living in. Underneath the changes was that
deep wellspring of universal humanness.
The I Ching is a collection of ancient
Chinese wisdom, collected starting about
two-and-a-half millennia ago. My copy was
published in 1950, hence language like “the
superior man.” Newer versions of it have
corrected that old-school wording, but the
universal wisdom remains. Most sections
of the Book of Changes, as it is sometimes
called, still are heavy on the notion that
“perseverance furthers.” That is a sometimes
annoying and sometimes helpful piece of
advice now, just as I imagine it was a couple
of millennia ago.
The reference notes quoted at the beginning of this article are from this favorite part
of mine. The Well describes the traditional
lifestyle of the Chinese people. They would
sometimes move their villages, often by
decree of a new emperor. In the changing of
their location, however, they never changed
their wells. The wells remained their deep,
predictable selves. In much of China, even in

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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Random Acts of Community
1950 when my edition was published, there
were still villages that used this type of well.
The image of this type of well was not
lost on the ancient followers of Confucius.
They used the metaphor to describe both the
social organization of people and our lives as
individuals. In terms of social organization,
the I Ching talks about the fundamentals of
life. We can’t live on the surface, it suggests.
We are better off when we connect with each
other on a deeper level, understanding that
we are in this together. Paying attention to
deep and fundamental parts of ourselves
and the common ground we share with our
neighbors in achieving those fundamentals
creates success, as the I Ching relentlessly
points out. That’s how the people in my
dream were living.
The Well warns against living a life where
carelessness breaks the jug that holds the
water. I would imagine that a couple thousand years ago, when someone broke a jug,
it was a lot more work to replace it than it
is today. The kind of carelessness we are in
danger of now is more complex. We can
post careless words on the internet. We can
get greedy in a way the ancient ones would
never have imagined possible. We can ignore
our commonality.
The hardscrabble life of this dreamscape
seemed to bring out the best in most people.
They were just trying to make the new, more
difficult life work. There were differences
of opinions and grumpy people, as I recall,
but nothing took priority over the sense of
cooperation. Okay, so even in my dreams I
am an idealist. It’s my nature to imagine the
best in any circumstance. But as any archer
can tell you, aim high. Gravity will pull your
arrow down from there and that is how you
hit a bull’s eye.
My copy of the I Ching used the word
“inexhaustible” about a bazillion times. I
was struck by that because exhaustion is a
common complaint in these current hard
times. We all still have the same issues to
deal with as we did in the Before Times,
but for months have been struggling with a
new and seemingly overwhelming amount
of stress. No wonder people are exhausted.
Apparently, the people in ancient China
struggled with that as well. They found their
vast source of spiritual energy from diving
deeply into their own well. The I Ching states

that no matter how different our disposition
or education or status or any other divergent
characteristic, we are ultimately the same,
which is to say full of human needs and
quirks. We can find the divine in ourselves
and each other, as is taught in all spiritual
traditions.
The mistake we make, The Well warns,
is that we may not understand our own

capacity to withstand hardship, our own
resources for coping, the ability of humans
to work together, and how much more we
have in common with each other than we
have as differences.
Christine Wilson is a psychotherapist
in private practice in Colville and can be
reached at christineallenewilson@gmail.com
or 509-690-0715.
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Raise Your Peanut Butter Sandwich
By Dr. Barry Bacon, MD

We live in what seems to me to be unprecedented times of deepening sorrows
and craziness and inexplicable kindness
and compassion. It’s hard to wrap one’s
mind around it all.
A colleague spoke to me recently of a
young man who left Seattle to attend a
wild drinking party in another part of
the state at a major institution of higher education. Folks who knew they were
COVID-positive went to the party anyway because they felt it was their right to
go and drink beer regardless of the consequences. When the young man from Seattle returned home, he immediately went
back to work serving liquor at the bar
where he worked. Within a few days, he
developed symptoms and tested positive
for COVID.
This story got my attention because I
am a front-line worker. But as one who
is willing to put his health on the line
for the sake of providing care for people
who may encounter a deadly infection, I
caught myself wondering, “Is this what I
am risking my life for? So that people can
exercise their constitutional right to behave like blooming idiots?”
I heard another story from another part
of the country. A wedding reception was
attended by someone sick with the virus,
and ultimately 177 people came down
the infection, including seven who died.

Daily News
You Can Use!
Live, local news weekdays
at 7 am, 8 am, Noon & 5 pm
Saturdays at 7 am & 8 am

KCVL KCRK

FM 94.1/AM 1240 FM 92.1

Some of those infected were in nursing
homes and prisons, because attendees at
the wedding reception worked at these
facilities. It got me wondering, “Don’t we
have an obligation as people who believe
in the constitution to protect one another’s right to life? Or has that right been
usurped by our right to drink beer and
attend wedding receptions?”
While I was mulling over these stories,
I received a phone call from a colleague
bemoaning the fact that one of her hospitalized patients was not allowed to have
a priest visit to perform her last rites because of the risk of COVID. In her religion, a visit by the priest when one is dying is a most sacred rite. This story got
me wondering, “Why don’t they simply
screen the priest? If both the patient and
the priest are COVID-negative, what are
the chances of spreading COVID in either
direction? Zero.”
And I wondered if any of my three responses, which I viewed as regarding careless liberty, ultra-personal constitutionalism, or irrational protectionism, made
sense. It seems to me that we are spinning
into entrenched extremism further and
further from the middle and from each
other. I don’t want to wig out about this,
but I’m concerned.
While I was thinking these thoughts
and filling my gas tank and talking on the

phone to a friend whose family needed
medical advice, a young man stood nearby and asked to speak to me. I finished
my phone conversation and asked how I
could help him. He said he was waiting for
a ride back to Spokane and had run out of
money. Could I spare a bit for some food?
I looked him over. I explained that my
personal position was that I want to help
people, but I make it a practice not to give
cash. If he was hungry, I’d get him some
food. Would he prefer something from
the station or next door at the restaurant?
He said the gas station food would be fine.
We went in together and he looked over
the hot meal selections. I could see that
he felt embarrassed to be there – a grown
young man shopping for food with an old
guy who was paying for it. He asked for
a burrito and stated that he would wait
outside. Anything else? No just a burrito.
I thought about it, looked at the wimpy
burrito and realized it wasn’t enough, so I
bought him two. I was struck by how small
this gift seemed to be, almost insignificant.
I exited the station, handed off the food,
and wished him well on his journey. He
turned again to me and replied, “God bless
you.”
The words caught me off guard. I don’t
know exactly why. Perhaps it was because
they brought to my memory the prayer I
had offered that very morning with my

News ▪ Events
Advertising

FREE LOCAL NEWSPAPER

SERVING SOUTH STEVENS COUNTY

8,800 DIRECT HOME DELIVERIES
Nine Mile Falls, Tum Tum, Ford,
Hunters, Valley, Springdale,
Loon Lake, Deer Lake, Clayton

loonlaketimes@gmail.com
(509) 703-0352
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Life Matters
wife: “Could I have the chance to bless sandwiches. He saw smiles all around on
someone with my life today.” Then I had tear-stained faces. “What made you think
gone about my business without a second of us, when you had so little,” they wanted
thought, until this moment. I was struck to know.
with the realization that this simple chance
“It wasn’t me,” he replied. “It was my
for kindness was the answer. And that per- friend from up north. She was kind to me
haps the voice of this apparently homeless so I wanted to share it with all of you.”
man was a blessing given back to me.
“Well, here’s to your friend,” someone
A short time later, with all of these shouted. “Everyone, raise your peanut butthoughts running rampantly through my ter sandwiches to the north!” There they
mind, I listened as a middle-aged woman stood, destitute people, raising their hands
spoke to me through tears of an event she as one to salute this beautiful stranger.
had experienced reThere was joy in
cently. A friend of
that
community.
“Well, here’s to your
hers was down on
Their circumstancfriend,” someone shouted. es hadn’t changed.
his luck, having lost
nearly everything in
But the fact that
“Everyone, raise your
his life, and she had
had their
peanut butter sandwiches someone
had the chance to
backs,
someone
to the north!”
help get him back
noticed their plight
on his feet. Just a bit
and took the little
of food. A shelter. An unexpected act of he had to share with them. Well, it’s hard
kindness.
not to feel pretty good about that. In the
Then the firestorms we recently experi- middle of our muddled messages about
enced ripped through his neighborhood, whether to panic and run for the hills or
burned multiple structures and left every- defiantly run into the pandemic’s face and
one fleeing for shelter wherever they could insist on our rights, I’m hoping that story
borrow it. This man who so recently was will stay with you through this and whatwithout anything himself was moved with ever follows. The story where someone
compassion for his neighbors who had took the little he had and found a way to
been left destitute. He took the modest bless the people around him.
support he had received and bought supEvery time I eat a peanut butter sandplies and food for those who were left in wich from this day on, I will remember,
such a precarious situation without any- and raise it in honor of the kind people
thing except piles of smoldering rubble. who found a way to pass it on and provide
He spent it all on them. He brought them an unexpected kindness to someone else
supplies, water, blankets, peanut butter in need.

Current Events
Chewelah History
School Sports
Classified Bargains
Community Activities
Business News
Legal Announcements

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.
Since 1984

Collision Repair
Specialists
Call Us Today to:

• Arrange for a tow truck

• Write your estimates for repairs
• Get through the insurance process
• Schedule your repairs
• Set up a loaner or rental car
• Provide a written warranty

Axalta Lifetime Refinish Warranty
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The ONLY
source for
Chewelah
Valley news
&
information!

ar
1 Yeing at
rt
Sta ly $25
on

RIBE
SUBSDCAY!
TO
www.chewelahindependent.com 935-8422
ncmonthly.com | October 2020 | 11

To Boldly Coexist Where We Are
By Loren Cruden

My brother-in-law sent me the original
Star Trek series on DVD to watch during
my solitary sheltering-in-place. The show
supposedly models an advanced, culturally mature future for humanity.
What’s actually portrayed, however
(aside from Spock), are people behaving
pretty much the same as always: women
treated as sex dolls; men eager for a violent
dust-up; “primitive” cultures disdained as
“stagnant,” and technology exalted even
though it creates terribly stressful intervals
for Scotty (and the rest of the crew trying
to deal with imminent death while Red
Alert wails like a souped-up smoke alarm).
In this version of a noble future, beings,
even in the farthest reaches of the universe,
speak English, have worrying hair-dos,
and house their technology in identical
dorky boxes (with Christmassy flashing
lights) that emit noises like sonar quail,
suggesting that some future corporation
has an intergalactic tech monopoly (eat
your heart out, mere multinationals). Not
only that, but all planets in the universe
are comprised of identical sets of fake
rocks or fake “Edenic” flowers, suggesting
a landscape-company monopoly as well.
Discouraged, I interspersed watching
the old Star Trek series with episodes from
the recent Star Trek: Discovery series, to
see whether the Trek vision of humanity’s future has inched (“We’ve only got
impulse power, Captain!”) beyond that
of the original.
Discovery’s special effects certainly
made the futuristic jump. And their alien
creatures no longer resemble rubber pizzas
(remember the Horta?). Female characters
in the new series are racially diverse and
“strong,” though the latter manifests
primarily in their relishing violence as
much as the men.
Snarky contemporary banter abounds
and narcissistic me-ness is paramount
even while saving the universe (and especially during final ticking-down moments

of each crisis when the main characters in atic of history itself. Standing on that
Discovery engage in earnest, drawn-out, shore, I wonder what future is gestating
therapeutic sharing while the rest of the within this year when past and future
crew rushes around. (I use these moments seem like separate lands on either side of
to wander into the kitchen for a snack, a cataclysmic rift.
like we used to do during commercials.)
In a rural region like ours, people can
What does any of this have to do with life be encountered as individuals, not a crowd
along the North Columbia? Well, maybe streaming by. The regular brief chats with
nothing! Except it got me thinking about postal and store clerks, nods of recognition
where humanity is at now and where we on the street and wry exchanges with
appear to be heading.
strangers – all these in-person, offhand, esI’ve been interviewing people in the sential moments affirm civility, whatever
North Columbia area about local history our differences. I used to complain to my
and relationship to place – listening to mother about small talk, how time- and
stories and the feelings borne on them: energy-wasting it was. How trivial. “Not
memories and changes, hopes and worries, so,” she said, pointing out that small talk
and how they converge within outlook is an everyday reestablishment of common
on the future. And continuity’s great ground among people in a freely-diverse
disruption due to the pandemic that has society. Small talk allows us to cross fault
arisen in our midst, cracking open fault lines, stand together exercising our comlines that seem to cleave communities at mon decency as human beings.
this pivotal collective moment.
A couple weeks ago, when hurriedly
I think about the influencing role his- driving out of a parking lot on a day when
tory plays for good or ill and how future everyone in town seemed to be in a bad
possibilities can be sparked or stunted by mood, I almost bumped a pedestrian
what we know or believe about the past crossing in front of me. I expected him
– through what lens we see our present to shout at me but instead the (masked)
guy winked.
and future.
Thanks, sweet guy, whoever you are.
A majestic river runs through the history here, raising the landscape tone, invit- That wink transformed my day. And I keep
ing us to take nature’s cue: be uplifted. To it in mind when dread of what’s ahead
makes me underestimate
shelter-in-place
“To shelter-in-place in the moment’s potentials.
in such a place
as this is to be
such a place as this is to Each morning, waking
in the new day, making
sheltered by place.
be sheltered by place.”
eye contact with the bit
I’m grateful to be
of the world in front of
where I am at such
a time. During walks on nearby Marcus me – the Columbia’s shining flow, the
Island I encounter other walkers enjoying steady hills and watchful conifers, the
the quiet beauty there: birdwatchers, bike seed-heavy field grasses bending to the
riders, dog walkers, socially-distanced season, my neighbor with her dog out for
friends catching up on conversation; or the first walk of the day – I give thanks
I see swimmers, kayakers, fishermen, for the grace of it all.
Loren Cruden writes fiction, nonfiction,
sailboats out on the river.
Marcus’ past is both evident and buried and poetry, available at www.LorenBooks.
beneath dammed waters, exposed during com, and provides Home Pet Care in the
draw-down intervals. This feels emblem- north Stevens County area.
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Forever River
By Loren Cruden

No matter what they call you –
even Lake Roosevelt here where
the dam like a bad diet
makes you wider, slower –
you remain forever river.
I wade into your current,
its endless conversation secretive,
unforgetting, more ancient than
the giant sturgeon: before fish
there is water – everything
begins there. Here.
My feet are buried in water,
particles swirl, cold galaxy –
I live at your edge where
fir, cottonwoods, pines rise and
sometimes fall into their reflections,
carried away. I live where towns
moved to higher ground when the dam
went in, leaving streets barren beneath your flow,
like your drowned falls, sunless,
an underwater past caressed by current.
In spring pollen bursts from the pines,
drifts in clouds like salmon milt
on the water, golden offering
borne downstream.
No one can know
what may yet surface here or
what future Coyote may
bring upstream to us.
Like the fish and the eagles who hunt them
we are here because of you, our roads and
lives paralleling your presence: curving,
bending, sometimes looping back upon themselves.
The hills bear witness. The light.
The merciful clouds.
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The Precise Western Wood Peewees
Article and photo by J. Foster Fanning
I recently read a quote by award-winning
storyteller Jay Shetty, which rang quite true
within me: “When you learn a little, you feel
you know a lot. But when you learn a lot, you
realize you know very little.” I have alluded
to as much in my writing of these articles
in the North Columbia Monthly.Each time
a newfangled critter is focused within my
lens the process of learning something
begins anew.
When, on a rainy day, this western

wood-pewee flit onto the nearby cattail head
and paused briefly in its insect-snagging
flight performance, I snapped the shutter
quickly. And a good thing too, as this
nondescript little flycatcher was gone in a
blink of the eye.
Look for Contopus sordidulus throughout
the Columbia highlands in eastern Washington, southern British Columbia and
northern Idaho. They can also be found in
the drier regions of the San Juan and Gulf
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Islands and sometimes in the drier parts of
the season in the coastal plains of the lower
Pacific Northwest. For all the logophiles
tuning in: a group of pewees are collectively
known as a “dribble” or a “squirt.”
Our highland woodlands come alive
when the western wood-pewees return late
April through early May for the summer.
These greyish-brown flycatchers use exposed branches as their stage and platform to
put on a good show of dashing back and forth
while nabbing flying insects with superb
precision and calling out their telltale songs.
Western wood-pewees are considered
medium-sized flycatchers with a distinctive
peaked crown giving their head a rather
triangular shape. They are long and thin
with two pale wing bars. If you chance to see
one face on and notice what appears to be a
partially buttoned vest, you are observing
the whitish underparts with smudgy gray
on the breast and sides. Their face is dark
grayish-brown with little-to-no eye ring and
their bill is ordinarily dark with yellow at
the base of the lower mandible. Juveniles
are alike to adults but have buffy wing bars.
Their voice is distinctive: a burry, plunging whistle that has a hazy sound, which
seems rather well suited to our hot summer
afternoons. This songster can be heard both
at dawn and dusk, frequently late into the
evening when most other songbirds are
more discreet.
The pewee generally hunts from prominent perches, often at the end of a dead
branch, waiting for an insect to fly by then
flitting out to catch the bug in midair. The
pewee also uses the tactic of flying out and
hovering while taking insects from foliage
or twigs or tall grass. This flycatcher eats
mayflies, dragonflies, wasps, beetles, flying
ants, bees, crane flies and moths. They eat
most smaller insects in midair but bring
back larger ones to their perch before devouring them.
Researching the western wood-pewee, I
discovered it looks almost identical to the
eastern wood-pewee. In fact the two were
once considered the same species. There is
a narrow zone of overlap in the Great Plains
but no existing evidence that the two species
hybridize within that zone. Ornithologists

In Nature
theorize this is probably due to their distinctively different songs. Flycatchers have
acute audio recognition of their own species
by song and other vocalizations. The lack
of evidence of any interbreeding supports
the split into two species.
Both species winter in the northern
reaches of South America, but because
flycatchers are largely silent outside of the
breeding season, scientists have not been
able to determine the specific wintering
locations of each species.
Western wood-pewees breed in open
woodlands, forest edges, and woodlands
near streams, from sea level to around
10,000 feet elevation. They regularly use
forests with loftier trees, uncluttered understories, and standing dead trees. Look
for them in recently burned forests, as fires
often increase the numbers of standing dead
trees, as well as logged over areas.
When brooding time arrives the male and
female follow each other around trying out
nest sites by squatting and turning around
on branches while calling to each other. This
dance is repeated until a suitable nesting
site is located. Nests are generally situated
in a forked branch away from the trunk of
a cottonwood, aspen, hardwood or pine,
anywhere from near ground level to more
than 50 feet up.
A male western wood-pewee sings to
defend a nesting territory and attract a
mate. The male also utilizes a clapping or
clicking noise with its bill while chasing
and attacking intruders in defense of the
nest and nestlings.
A view of the pewee nest shows a compact cup of grass, plant fiber, feathers and
hair in a spider-web frame. These small
birds camouflage the outside of the nest
with moss, leaves and lichen, causing the
nest to resemble a knot on the tree branch.
Clutches are generally of two to four small
speckled eggs, which the female incubates
for approximately two weeks. Both parents
help feed the young, which fledge about two
weeks after hatching and leave the nest area
within three days of fledging.
The oldest recorded western wood-pewee
was a female, and at least 8 years, 1 month
old when she was recaptured and rereleased

during banding operations in California
in 2002. She had been banded in the same
state in 1995.
If you are interested in hearing the western wood-pewee call or seeing a short video
on them go to YouTube at https://youtu.be/
OtsxSbvOBos.
Autumn is upon us. Hope you have a

chance to get out and enjoy nature as the
fall colors shine forth.
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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Mushrooms and the Trees Around Them
By Jim Groth
Scientists sometime refer to the concept
of “ecological services.” Loosely this refers
to the role a group of organisms plays in
sustaining an ecological system. All working
ecological systems on earth involve cycling
of nutrients. Over the many millions of years
of life, such cycling had to evolve to ensure
that chemicals and nutrients are not lost to
the system. This is also essential to maintain
the diversity of living beings.
To continue the concept in this article
about essential processes, fungi are essential
to life on earth. This may seem an extreme
and biased statement – fungi have been
mostly ignored by generalist biologists,
including ecologists. But I hope to convince
you that fungi do many things that are
critical for life on earth. I feature the roles
of various macrofungi (mushrooms in all

their forms) in our ecosystems. This is a
diverse and difficult subject, only part of
which I might be brave (or foolish) enough
to cover in the future.
This article explains the role of mushrooms in tree growth. The next article will

describe their role in decomposition.

Mycorrhizae

Last fall, anybody who ventured into the
woods had to step lively to avoid treading
on mushrooms. I recall when I first arrived
here from Minnesota in the fall of 2004
when I arranged a mushroom foray. We
met in the campground on Sherman Pass.
It was amazing how many mushrooms we
saw, but it was raining hard the whole time,
and snowing hard higher up, as evidenced
by the snow-covered hunters on horseback
that came down from Sherman Peak. It was
quite the experience for a flatlander from
Minnesota.
Since then, many past falls here were
different. Because it is sometimes dry in
late summer and early autumn, there were
no or few mushrooms to be seen in some
years. I would guess that in our
region around four out of five
fall periods are impoverished
of, or even destitute of, large
mushrooms on the forest
floor. So far, the fall of 2020 is
proving to be a dry and boring
one for mushrooms. But do not
assume that the fungus bodies
that give rise to mushrooms
are dead. They will not produce mushrooms unless there
is sufficient moisture. In the
meantime, they continue to
do their thing underground, as mycelium.
And the mycelium lives on.
Spring mushrooms are a little more dependably regular, and include important
edibles like morels, puffballs and shaggy
manes. But the real drama unfolds in a wet
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fall when it is difficult to keep up with the
diversity and numbers of big mushrooms.
A good rule of thumb for most large,
terrestrial forest mushrooms (spring or
fall) is that they are present because the
fungus body (the mycelium) is mycorrhizal on forest trees. This term translates
to “fungus-root.” A perfect description.
Mycorrhizal fungi associate with the roots
of forest trees or shrubs. They form a fungal
network on the outside of the tree roots
that can be detected with a microscope and
proper techniques.
Mycorrhizae are an essential, survival
strategy for both the fungus and the tree.
Neither partner could survive without the
other.

The Fungus

The traditional view was that mushrooms
are saprophytes, living on dead organic
matter in the soil. Some definitely are saprophytes, especially the smaller ones that
occur in groups and those that grow on dead
wood. But nearly all large mushrooms found
on the forest floor are mycorrhizal. Many
or most are specific to certain tree species.
I can walk through a forest and recognize
that there is a larch, a Douglas fir, a spruce,
a lodgepole pine or a white pine nearby
without having to look up.
Larch (Larix occidentalis) is the king of
specificity. It has five mushrooms that form
mycorrhizae only with larch. How they
apportion the roots and interact is kind of
a mystery, but the root system of a single
tree can have several kinds of mycorrhizal
partners. Figure 1 shows troops of young
mushrooms of one of the mycorrhizal
associates of larch, Suillus grevelleli. This is

one of four boletes (having pores instead of
gills) commonly found in forests containing larch. And, yes, it is edible, as are most
boletes, if you don’t mind a soft texture and
some slime.
It is important to note that the many
mycorrihzal fungi are totally dependent
on the trees. They derive their nutrients as
sugars from the trees, which produce sugar,
starch and wood via photosynthesis from
sunlight, carbon dioxide and water.

The Trees

So what gives here? In wild forests, all of
the trees you see are totally dependent on
the mycorrhizae on their roots. It is safe to
say that all of our upland coniferous trees
could not survive our climate, with its dry
“California” summers, without the help of
these fungi. Whenever I dig a hole on my
property to bury some fish entrail in late
summer, it is a dust bowl – no hint of water
anywhere. I would have to dig much deeper
than I am able to in order to find any moisture. The dustiness is thanks in part to the
fine volcanic ash from many past episodes
(like that of Mount St. Helens in 1980) that
can be seen in the ground around here. These
ash falls have been going on for a long time.
But I digress. Our climate and soils determine why our forests are composed of
conifers, except for the low-lying riparian
areas where hardwoods like aspen, maple,
cottonwood, birch and alder get enough
moisture to survive. In eastern U.S. forests
this distinction between upland and riparian, while still present, is less dramatic. But
all of these trees depend for their survival
on mycorrhizae.
These mycorrizal fungi do a lot for the

trees. Figure 2 illustrates how the mushrooms and tree roots interact. The small
truncated roots shown are tree roots surrounded by fungus mycelium. The fungus
sends out into the soil hoards of fine hyphae
that are more efficient at soaking up nutrients and water than the roots alone are. But
remember that this association is ancient,
and to think of what the tree could do on
its own is kind of folly.
All temperate forest trees
depend on mycorrhizae. Some,
like our western red cedars and
native maples, utilize another
kind of mycorrhizae that do
not produce mushrooms but
are equally as important or
more so. In fact, over 90% of
plants, from grasses to many
trees, utilize mycorrhizal fungi
of one kind or another.
One theory, probably impossible to prove, is that the association with
fungi is what allowed plants to invade the
land hundreds of millions of years ago.
Before that, all plants were mere algae in
the ocean or in fresh water. The fossil record
contains examples of mycorrhizae from
near the time of the advent of land plants.
This does not constitute proof of the theory,
but it is intriguing to see how ancient the
association is.
Of course, you can grow plants and even
trees in the absence of mycorrhizae. We do
it all the time in pots and in our gardens.
Assuming that the plants did not pick up
some of these fungi accidently – the fungi
are ubiquitous in soil – you can certainly
substitute for them with lots of fertilizing,

watering, and loving care, as with potted
house plants and annual garden plants.
But don’t necessarily expect your plants
to thrive when you release them into the
“wild.” It might take a while for them to
link up with the right fungus.
I suppose that my message here is that
all life is much more dependent on interactions with microorganisms than we could

have ever imagined. Each of our bodies
contain more bacterial cells than our own
cells. These critters are nearly all beneficial.
What occurs in our genomes (our genetic
code) is something that I am not able to
deal with here except to say that it includes
all kinds of DNA bits from our history of
interacting with fungi, bacteria, viruses,
possibly prions, and who knows. There
are still so many mysteries for science to
explore.
Jim Groth lived in the city all of his life, and
he hated it. So, upon the newfound freedom
of retirement, he chose to move to this rural
place of great beauty. His wife Jo Ann was
gracious enough to agree, hence they have
lived in and loved this area for 15 years now.
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Being of Service
Virtual Career Fair
By Adenea Thompson

Regional mobility coordinator. District planner. Regional marketing and tourism developer. Wastewater
treatment plant operator. Director of community
health. Emergency communications county extension
coordinator. These are just a handful of the employment
opportunities here in Stevens County that probably have
never crossed the mind of our local youth.
This is the driving force behind the Career Expo hosted
each year by the Rotary Club of Colville and WSU Stevens
County Extension. The goal isn’t only to connect local
employers with local youth; the hope is to also display
the diversity of employment and motivate students to
investigate their strengths and broaden their horizons
of possibility while considering their future.
Thinking outside the box is exactly what this year’s
Career Expo is embracing. While working with the local
school districts on how to implement a virtual Career
Expo we discovered another virtual career expo was in
the works. This one is being hosted by the Apple STEM
network, Spokane STEM, Microsoft, Career Connect
Washington, North Central Educational Services and a
variety of other organizations.
Why duplicate efforts when you can combine efforts?
So the new Virtual Career Expo Series is open to high
school and college students in Stevens, Chelan, Douglas, Okanogan, Grant, Lincoln, Adams, Whitman, Ferry,
Pend Oreille and Spokane counties. This virtual event

different employers.
We are excited to be working with these dynamic partners and are encouraging local employers and students
to sign up to participate. If you are a local employer
who wants to participate, please reach out to Adenea
Thompson at a.thompson@wsu.edu.
Each date will focus on a specialized area. Follow the
links to sign up for each section.
October 6: Health Sciences
http://bit.ly/CCW-HealthScience
October 13: STEM
http://bit.ly/CCW-STEM
October 20: Business & Marketing
http://bit.ly/CCW-Business
October 27: Skills & Technical Sciences
http://bit.ly/CCW-Skilled
November 3: Family & Consumer Sciences
http://bit.ly/CCW-Family
November 10: Agriculture
http://bit.ly/CCW-Agriculture

The Rotary Club of Colville also offers three scholarships each year: the McKellar scholarship and the Vocational Scholarship, for $1,000 each, and the Academic
Scholarship, which totals $4,000. If you are interested
in applying for a Rotary scholarship, please email us
and we will send you an application. Applicants are not
required to be members of Rotary
or Interact.
COVID-19 has brought us a lot of
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changes. In the words of Bruce Lee,
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October 20 – Business & Marketing

October 20 – Business & Ma

Run of Accomplishment
By Tina Tolliver Lago
I used to run but I was never a racer. Well actually, there was
that one incident on Kelly Hill that involved a male pheasant. He
was in “rut,” or whatever you might call a beautiful male pheasant
who fans out and expects you to return some favors.
I am pretty sure that it was my strikingly bright orange tennis
shoes that caused him to set his sights on me. Either that or he
was just old and blind and didn’t know where the heavy breathing
was coming from but decided he’d give a go at reeling me in. Or
perhaps he mistook my bright shoes as a sign of another male
invading his sacred space by the side of that dusty road and wanted
to fight for his massive territory that seemed to include a huge
expanse of local farmland.
I know pheasants don’t rut, but big bucks do and in my mind
there was the same amount of danger with this overzealous bird
as I imagine there might be if a big buck decided you had invaded
his territory.
Anyway, after doing my best to keep from getting my eyes poked
out, I turned and fled. And by “fled” I mean I ran as fast as my legs
would carry me. I didn’t look back until I got to the paved road
just as one of the locals drove by and honked while he gave me a
thumbs up. Perhaps he was impressed that I had obviously been
working on my speed out there on those back roads.
Races were never something I wanted to participate in. It was
the simple solitude of walking and running alone that I enjoyed
the most. It was peaceful. Well, mostly peaceful. Besides the rutting pheasant there were a few bear, cougar, beaver, skunk, and
snake sightings thrown in through the years. Encounters would
happen just often enough to always keep me on alert.
There were a few people who pulled up in their vehicles, rolled
down their windows and informed me that they just saw a big bear
or cougar in the direction I was heading. I would turn around on
those occasions and even once chose to catch a ride back to my
car with a friend who said he had just seen a cat with two young
ones too close for me to be out walking at dusk. But I never tired
of the scenery or the solitude.
Don’t get me wrong, I have enjoyed many walks with friends
and family over the years but when I laced up my shoes and
donned my headphones and really wanted to move, I preferred
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to be alone. So traveling to towns around the area to take part in
races or “fun runs” was never my thing.
But there came the day about five years ago that I knew I would
have to stop running because my knees and hips ached too much
to continue. I was sad. So sad that I even stopped walking because the slow pace just felt too frustrating. I took shorter walks
occasionally and then took to my exercise bike to keep myself in
some semblance of shape. I’m still not sure what that semblance
is but I do what I can to not become a couch potato. My couch
isn’t that comfortable.
A couple of months ago I was standing in my shop talking with
a young man who looked so much like my middle son when he
started to walk through that I got all excited and nearly knocked
him over before I realized he was not my child behind that mask. He
apologized for not being my kid after he saw my disappointment,
but I recovered, and we laughed a little and then started chatting.
He shared with me that he had just been on a 14-mile hike
that morning. I was impressed and mentioned my desire to start
walking and maybe even running again. “At 60 years old,” I said,
“I feel like if I don’t give it another try now it will never happen.”
He was so kind and so supportive and told me he had no doubt
that if I were smart about it I could easily set and reach my goals.
He encouraged me in a way I certainly wasn’t looking for when I
went to work that morning.
Just a day or two later one of my good friends shared with me
her commitment to begin running every day. My inspiration grew
and I made a plan. I dug out my shoes and then told my husband I
was going to start walking and maybe even running again. He said,
“Awesome! I’ll come with you!” I didn’t want to burst his bubble
but it sure made a loud noise when it popped. “Sorry, this is ‘me’
time with a dog or two if they want to come along.”
And so off I went. With three dogs actually. They all decided that
whatever I was doing and wherever we were going there would
surely be biscuits at the end. No coaxing or calling was required.
They just trotted along beside me as we moved at a brisk pace.
I have a route mapped out here on the property that is almost
exactly one mile from the back door to “the gate” and then back
again. That first mile seemed easy enough and so I decided to

This Great Big Life
do it again. The dogs all showed their excitement again after we heart fell, because the smoke was still very thick. But I woke on
turned around for our second lap. But two of them dropped out race day with a determination I haven’t felt for quite some time. I
at the edge of the carport. I looked back to see them both sit down donned my brand-new shirt over my running tights and pulled up
my new knee sleeve before I put on my shoes.
and cock their heads a little as if to say, “Um
And then I grabbed a mask. The smoke was
... biscuit?” But I kept going with my most
“The feeling of
still so thick I knew I would be walking mostly
active dog Bella by my side and we huffed
accomplishment has
but that was OK. I completed it in under an
and puffed our way to the gate and then back
hour even though I had to wear my mask,
again, moving at a considerably slower pace
stayed with me.”
then showered and went to work.
than when we started.
The feeling of accomplishment has stayed
Each dog got a biscuit when I returned, and
I got a big glass of water and began the ongoing ritual of keeping with me. I think that feeling is important. Especially at this time
in our lives when so many things seem out of our control. I hope
track of my progress on a calendar.
About a month ago I came across a virtual race created by a you are finding ways to put some sense of control back in your own
local establishment to raise funds for a great cause. It seemed like lives, even in the smallest of ways. As I write this the skies have
a good incentive and since it was virtual, I figured why not?! So, finally cleared and the air is fresh again. I’ll be heading back out
I entered. And then along came the big windstorm followed by this morning to put in at least a mile or two. Maybe even three. It
the power outage that lasted way too long. And then the smoke. all depends on how my knees feel. And whether there’s a rutting
Before I knew it nearly two weeks had gone by since my last daily pheasant lurking in the pines.
Tina is a mother, grandmother, artist, rescuer of owls, eagles,
walk/run.
I was still active. Carrying water buckets up from the river is hawks and other wild creatures, children’s book illustrator, gardener
hard work. But the smoke kept me inside and really made me and hobby farmer who makes her home on the Kettle River. Check
feel pretty yucky. When I got the reminder for the virtual 5K my out the Kettle River Raptor Center on Facebook.
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Be Ready For Winter With A

B laze K ing S tove !

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.

53%
53%OFF
OFFLIST
LISTPRICE
PRICE
StopStop
by our
Cabinetry
showroom
at Haney
by KraftMaid
our KraftMaid
Cabinetry
showroom
at Haney
Lumber
& Supply
to experience
all we
to offer.
Lumber
& Supply
to experience
allhave
we have
to offer.
- Free
design
service
and and
quotes
- Free
design
service
quotes
- Delivery
available.
Appointments
Welcome!
- Delivery
available.
Appointments
Welcome!

Additional

10-20% Off
5+ Cabinets
Till 4-27-20

Sales & Service

R-RATE, LLC
Lic # RRATE**835QH

PLUMBING & HEATING

Locally Owned and Operated
251 N. Main St., Suite D

•

Colville

•

509-684-1605

Hours: Monday - Friday 8 - 5

For inspirational
ideasideas
visit visit
kraftmaid.com
For inspirational
kraftmaid.com
509-684-2150
509-684-2150
HANEY
HANEY
1101 N.
Highway
1101
N. Highway

Lumber
& Supply
Inc. Inc.Colville,
Lumber
& Supply
WA WA
Colville,

haneylumberandsupply.com
haneylumberandsupply.com

NORM’S AUTO REPAIR
We Service All Makes & Models
Imports & Domestic

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

Call “The Water Professionals!”

Fall Is In The Air
$25 off Antifreeze Flush
$10 off Oil & Filter Service
FREE Battery Testing
FREE Brake Inspection

A Higher
Standard of
Service!

Downtown,
in the Heart
of Colville

295 W. 1st • Colville, WA
509-685-9653 • 855-877-9653
Mon - Thur 7:30 am - 5:30 pm
www.norms-auto.com
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Hours: M-F 7:30-5:30 • Sat 8-1

• Water Well Drilling • Hydrofracturing
• Pump Systems
• Geothermal Heat
Loop Systems
• Water Treatment
Lic. #FOGLEPS095L4
• Full Service Store

www.foglepump.com

Serving Northeast Washington Since 1981

COLVILLE

New Location:

REPUBLIC

SPOKANE

509-684-2569 DEER PARK! 509-775-2878 509-244-0846
1-800-533-6518 509-276-5400 1-888-845-3500 1-888-343-9355

935-2824

W-Sat 10-5

W 101 Lincoln Ave
Chewelah, Wa

FIGHT THE FLU
FREE FLU SHOTS

with most insurance plans
or cash pricing available

302 Park Street, Metaline Falls, WA

COMING UP!
October 2-5
Online Auction!

Go to: https://www.auctria.
com/auction/cuttertheatre
There will be “special” auction
items each evening from 4-8 pm.
Free delivery in the US
within 100 miles of Metaline Falls.

Enjoy bidding against your friends
from the comfort of your couch!

Get registered today!

October 10

Shrimp Boil - 6 pm
Tickets: $25
Reserve your spot today.
Only selling 30 tickets!

October 31
Fall Festival
See the Cutter website for details!
The Cutter Theatre office
www.cuttertheatre.com | 509-446-4108
Office Hours: Mon, Wed, Fri, 9 am - 4 pm

Drive “Flu” Dates

1pm—4:30pm

Chewelah

10/06 & 10/20

509-935-8424

Colville

10/14 & 10/28

509-684-1440

Lake Spokane

10/07 & 10/21

509-464-3627

In-Clinic / Curbside Dates

1pm—4:30pm

Loon Lake

10/14 & 10/28

509-233-8412

Northport

10/06 & 10/20

509-732-4252

Selkirk

10/07 & 10/21

509-442-3514

Springdale

10/01 & 10/15

509-258-4234

newhp.org
EOE & Provider

509-684-6501

colvilleglass@gmail.com

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

• Rock Chip Repairs
• Commercial Glass
• Residential Glass

111 S. Oak • Colville, WA 99114

www.ColvilleGlass.com
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The Teacher’s Surprise Lesson
By Gretchen Cruden

When I graduated college, I wrote a short essay to each person
who was close to me and supported me about a lesson they had
taught me, the newly minted teacher. I have carried those lessons
in my life since.
Honestly, in lots of ways, I kind of thought I was done learning all
the “big lessons” of life. And then, one sunny afternoon, I sat in my
car waiting for my daughter to finish dance class. Flipping through
my phone, I landed on the image of our little school library – a
singular shelf left sagging by the ghosted weight of many books that
have passed from shelf to hand to hand to hand and then to who
knows where.... My heart hurt a little. So few books and so many
more new readers coming up. For years we have been a school long
on readers, but short on funds.
And then a thought: I could reach out to my literature peeps,
right? Perhaps ask if anyone had some spare books?
And then more thoughts. But, could I? Should I? Am I the type
of person to ask for help? The questions came before I was even
sure what I was thinking or even typing. I ignored them and hit
“post” to Facebook before I could stop myself.
I went home, cooked dinner for my crew and then got everyone
off to bed. Time to FB! That is when I learned my first big lesson …
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being vulnerable and asking for help in a sincere way is a request
that is heard the friend group round. I could not believe it! My
nieces were quick to jump in with an Auntie G, what do you need?
Tell me the books! Aww! My heart burst a little with familial pride.
And then … ping, ping, ping, ping! It turns out such a request is
heard in the friends’ groups too! What was going on? The love of
lit people around our nation began pouring in. Boston, California,
Texas – every corner from every walk of life and every lifestyle. I
felt an emotion I have never felt before and am not sure what to
call it. It was beyond gratitude. My heart healed a little from the
collective ache that I have felt in recent times. I was reminded of
the simple sweetness of human kindness.
For weeks the books arrived … oh so many books! Single books,
boxes of books, treasured books hand-delivered by former students,
new books and books long-loved. All of them simply given without
expectation of receiving a thing in return.
But not just books. People sent Amazon gift cards and checks
written out simply to the school. No strings attached beyond buying
some books! And then there was a heart-stopping donation far
and above anything I could have ever imagined. It set me back and
made me literally say “NOOOOO WAAAAAY!” as the generosity

overwhelmed me. It was all so much. Again, a feeling like none other.
On the first day of school (yes, we are very lucky to be in the
classroom – socially distanced and masked – face-to-face!) I
handed out the Scholastic book order magazine. With all of its
colorful pictures of books and “READ ME!” blams, the kids were
properly dazzled.
Yet, in these parts, for the most part, we are broke. Those magazines are most often held onto as fire starter for the soon-to-be
chill of autumn. But not this time. No, not this time. I gave it a
beat before I told them about all that had transpired: the donations of books, the donations of gift cards and the donations of
money. I could barely hold back the excitement when I told my
students that, in addition to all that, they – yes, they! – could also
each select two books from Scholastic to go in our “new” library.
“WHAT?! For us? Who did this? Why? For us? Really?” I knew
they were feeling the same feels I had; delicious connection to
the kindness of people.
Beyond the books, we have received a donation that will allow
us to build new shelves to hold all the books. Wonderful and much
needed to hold the vast number of GREAT books we now have.
In math, we will be designing the shelves. In “shop” we will be

helping our bus driver build the shelves. Hmmm, did I forget to
mention my school is tiny and I teach the entire middle school all
of their subjects, all of the students, in one classroom? Let’s just
say the ability to teach across subject areas is pretty phenomenal.
Loads of books, new shelves, even a chair to read in – so much
generosity!
I am not sure how to say thank you big enough. But I can promise
that my actions as a teacher with this project will be dedicated
to honoring the generosity of all who have given so freely to us.
I can also say what this experience has taught me, the teacher.
I have learned there is a kindness in people still thrumming in
our society. It is there and it feels amazing. Thank you so very
much for the books. They will serve to open my students to
worlds they have never known. Yet, more personally, thank you
for the gift you have given me. It has served to remind me of the
world we do live in.
Gretchen Cruden enjoys studying neuroscience and its application
in the classroom where she teaches 6-8 grade, all subjects, at the
Orient School. She is excited for the challenges ahead in her first year
as principal as well, and loves helping other teachers grow through
her trainings and workshops. Learn more at enrichedteaching.com.
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LISTEN UP
Reviews by Michael Pickett

CWF: Bring Out the Stars

While global events and international
agendas halted most tours and live music,
they also drove a lot of musicians back into
their studios, giving
us a tidal wave of new
releases and interesting
online performances.
Some were fantastic ...
and some hilariously
catastrophic (check
out the guy falling out
of his chair and getting
trapped under a piano
while playing his guitar
on YouTube).
Maxing out time in
their personal studios, the CWF supergroup
has once again made melody their chief

concern. As Bill Champlain and Joseph
Williams collectively channel the audio
greatness of bands like Chicago and Toto
(Champlain helmed
the mic and organ for
Chicago for 30 years,
while Williams first
joined Toto in the
‘80s and brought his
fantastic tenor back
in the mid 2000s),
Peter Friestedt is really a secret weapon
of sorts. Composing
and producing this
album while laying
down many more laid-back guitar lines
than on previous releases, Friestedt is the

glue that really locks CWF 2 into place.
With the instantly recognizable guest
vocals of Michael McDonald, “Love in the
World” has a distinctly more soulful flavor
than many previous CWF tracks, while
“Runaway Dancer” and the Williams-led
power ballad “Between the Lines” could
easily sit on a lost Chicago album somewhere.
While all things ‘80s are en vogue just
now, this sound transcends any fad, fashion
or decade. The melodies, harmonies and
tones have been an unapologetic hallmark
of CWF for years, and it’s just time that
the rest of the world caught up on CWF 2.
Check out this album online, and hopefully
find CWF in very select venues in 2021 if
the world keeps on spinning.

James Taylor Reimagines

It can be a risky proposition for an artist
to re-do beloved hits. While Rod Stewart
has become absolutely iconic for this, not
every artist is cut out to create an “American Songbook” or a Tony Bennett-style
release that really connects the sound and
vibe of an artist with a classic set of songs.
Fortunately for us, James Taylor is absolutely brilliant, and American Standard
is an amazing album with JT’s signature
take on some golden material.

Utterly unique but moving takes on
classics like “Ol’ Man River” and the
surprising “The Surrey with the Fringe on
Top” are instantly made James Taylor standards with just the unassuming tenor and
flawless fingerstyle guitar accompaniment.
The lilting “Moon River” is maybe the
standout track of the whole collection, with
the perfectly stripped-down arrangement
and gorgeously loose take on the melody.
Are there several more volumes of

HOME PET CARE
Long experience with animals, a great
attentiveness to their unique dispositions,
and dedication to reliable, respectful, and
affectionate attention to their needs.
Small Animals • Large Animals
Daily Visits at Your Home

Serving North Stevens & Ferry Counties

509-675-8644
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American standards in JT’s future, a la Rod
the Mod? It’s hard to know, but imagining
Taylor finding his way through gems like
“It’s a Wonderful World,” “I’ve Got the
World on a String” or “Someone to Watch
Over Me” isn’t so hard to picture.
Not every artist is destined to make
every song they encounter a signature
piece, but James Taylor definitely has that
ability. Even with surprising tunes like “As
Easy as Rolling off a Log.” Having several
follow-ups to American Standard would
be quite a gift to the world if he heads
down that road.
Check out Michael Pickett’s music, free
at pickettmusic.com.

A Good Read
Reviews by Loren Cruden

Apeirogon, by Colum McCann
“One of the things that Steven Spielberg knew – even as a young
film-maker in Hollywood – is that history is in constant acceleration, but sooner or later a force, any force, must hit a curve: that
curve, then, is a story that must be told.”
Colum McCann’s new novel, Apeirogon, riffs on the true story
of the unlikely friendship between a Palestinian and an Israeli.
Each lost a young daughter to the other side’s violence. The two
men and their families spoke at length with McCann during his
research for the book.
An apeirogon is the name of a shape that has “a countably
infinite number of sides.” Thus, instead of a story about two
sides, McCann’s novel comprises hundreds of very short chapters: faceted aspects/angles/intersections/nuances/dimensions of
what makes a moment or person or world what it is. He listens
for resonances, watches for connection to reveal itself. “It struck
him early on that people were afraid of the enemy because they
were terrified that their lives might get diluted, that they might
lose themselves in the tangle of knowing each other.” While, in
another facet: “They were so close that, after a while Rami felt
that they could finish each other’s stories.”
I imagined McCann writing amid a blizzard of scribbled-on

index cards, plucking them
from the swirl, juxtaposing
one then another as he forms
his apeirogon. Birds recur.
There are occasional photos –
odd details pinning the novel
in place, an unsettling reality
– close to trespass beside McCann’s subtle prose.
“[Bassam, the Palestinian]
picks up his phone, keys it alive
and texts [the Israeli] Rami.
Home, brother. Their simple
ritual, how many thousands
of times now? He tosses the
phone into the passenger seat,
eases the car through the gate, brakes, then climbs out to close the
gate. By the time the gate has clanked shut, Rami has replied, a
simple emoji of a thumbs-up and beneath that, “See you tomorrow.”
In the more than 220 reviews I’ve written for the Monthly, I’ve
never said, “This is a book I wish everyone would read.” Until now.

Becoming Wild, by Carl Safina
Carl Safina, an award-winning nature writer and PBS television
host, explores animal cultures in his nonfiction book, Becoming
Wild. By spending time with researchers in the forest and on the
sea Safina had a ringside view of how “Cultural learning spreads
skills … creates identity and a sense of belonging within a group …
and carries on traditions that are defining aspects of existence….”
Through his three-part focus on communities of whales, parrots, and chimpanzees, Safina highlights various expressions
of these cultural themes. Whale researcher Shane Gero, after
more than 600 days studying sperm whales in the Caribbean,
told Safina, “The main thing I’ve learned from whales is that
your experience of the world depends on who you experience
the world with…. Trying to learn what whales value has helped
me learn what I value.”
The middle section, about parrots in Amazonia, prompted
Safina to wonder, “Why does so much that is not intended for
us seem so beautiful to us?” His startling stories of macaws and
other parrots – and birds in the Corvid family – are bound to
make the next crow or raven we catch sight of hold our gaze a bit
longer as we ponder the complexity of their ways.
In the third section, about chimpanzees, Safina points out that,
“Chimps are our contemporaries. They are complete chimpanzees,

not half-baked humans.” Yet
the stories of them hit close
to home. “Chimpanzees and
humans are the only primates
that make tools and hunt in
groups for meat and engage in
community-against-community warfare and sometimes
kill individuals inside their
own social groups….”
All three sections teem with
captivating revelations and
up-close moments, not just
research facts. The immediacy
– and precarious futures – of
these whales and macaws and
chimps in their elemental native habitats comes vibrantly alive
for the reader. “In their shared experience, they sow and reap
their own cultures.”
Loren Cruden writes fiction, nonfiction, and poetry, available at
www.LorenBooks.com, and provides Home Pet Care in the north
Stevens County area.

ncmonthly.com | October 2020 | 27

Mountain Meandering
The Unpredictability of Life
Article & Photo by Patricia Ediger

Recently, on a lovely, clear and sunny morning, our mountain
trail trekker team of six (plus one canine) met at the trail head of
Abercrombie Mountain. We were all very happy to get outdoors
and enjoy some fresh air, exercise and social time, with care. No
hugs but lots of smiles and conversation.
This was the first time my husband and I have hiked the Abercrombie trail. Its peak sits at 7,310 feet and is the most prominent
in eastern Washington, seventh most prominent in Washington
state, and the highest point in Stevens County.
The trail took us over a meandering creek and through cedar
forests, huckleberry bushes, red baneberries, ferns and abundant forest foliage, opening into grassy hillsides and aged solitary
trees. We climbed the increasingly steep 3.5-mile trail to the peak,
strewn with broken granite, to be rewarded with an unobscured
view into Canada to the north, Idaho to the east and the southern
Colville mountains.
Eating our packed lunches in the cooling, breezy setting, we
identified the small towns to the north of our border, Trail and
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Rossland, both looking so small, nestled among the endless evergreened mountains. We all agreed this was worth the long drive
to the trailhead and the strenuous hike to the top. Highly recommend it.
Someone has built a rock hut at the top out of many pieces of
broken-up granite. Years of snow load, wind and gravity have had
their effect. The afternoon was waning, so we made our way down,
enjoying the golden light over our retraced steps. We stopped
along the way to pick late-in-season huckleberries here and there,
popping them into our mouths for refreshment. Down the forested trail and to our vehicles, we felt closer and strengthened in our
shared adventure.
A week later my husband Tom and I made another, longer road
trip to McMinnville, Oregon, for a memorial service for one of
Tom’s family members. Coming from an area with few cases of
the COVID-19 virus, we were cautious in the crowd gathered in
the fairground arena. It felt so odd to be in a large gathering, but
we did our best. Months of practicing social distancing and safer health habits have had a profound effect on us. We had mixed
feelings. A strong need to connect with loved ones as well as some
anxiety in doing so.
The next day we spent alone on the Oregon coast and hiked
the beautiful Cascade Head Trail, which gave us gorgeous views
of the convergence of the Salmon River and the Pacific Ocean. We
heard the barking seals as we climbed to the top of the hillside
overlooking Cascade Head. Lincoln City nearby was quite crowded with folks coming in for a Labor Day getaway. We decided to
play it safe again and ate a small dinner in our car, at the edge of
the ocean, watching the sunset. The north winds had started by
then and our plan to sit on the sand and share a glass of wine was
out of the question.
On Labor Day, we stopped by for a socially-distanced patio
breakfast with our son and daughter-in-law in Portland, Oregon,
before heading home. Due to our potential exposure at the memorial, we were unable to hug each other. This was a very strange
feeling for me, the first time I was ever unable to hug my son. Yet,
we knew this was temporary and I blinked away a few tears.
We assumed we would have an uneventful drive home, one
like the trip over. We soon discovered this was not to be the case.
From the moment we got onto the road, the air was filled with
smoke and clouds of blowing dirt. From Portland, heading east
down the Columbia River Gorge, through Tri-Cities, the visibility
was almost nil. Journeying north we met miles-long traffic stops,
road closures, and billowing smoke clouds from multiple fires all
through the Palouse.
The skies were clearing a bit farther north and we stopped for
photos as the sun went down. The horizons provided vivid color, unique to smoky skies. Billowing smoke could be seen from

the Fort Spokane and Two Rivers
bridge which spans the Spokane
River. Darkness fell as we drove
up the Columbia River and, as we
neared Fruitland, the road turned
to reveal the line of fire burning
on the Colville Reservation across
the water. More fires were burning
near Inchelium. We learned that
many folks had lost power due to
downed power lines. Cell phones
and internet were down for others
as well.
The next day and on into the
week brought very hazardous air
quality as the smoke from neighboring states, central and western
Washington, and our own local
fires settled over our region. The
sun was blocked, bringing unusually cool temperatures. The events
of one day brought so much damage and change to our region, our
environment, our air quality.
By the end of August, I was
encouraged that our area had escaped major fire events and we
were still enjoying clear skies. Our
wonderful excursion on Abercrombie Mountain was still very
fresh in my mind. Suddenly, our
visibility was reduced to a mile
or less. The tops of our mountain
and the trees disappeared into the
smoke that stubbornly refused to
dissipate.
Another thing I noticed immediately upon returning home:
Most of the birds had disappeared
from around our property. Bird
feeders hung full, with only a few
resident chickadees and nuthatches feeding. Only a Steller’s jay and
a few robins visited. This was early
for us to see so few birds up here.
Partly, it had been very dry. But
also, tragically, the environmental impact of the smoke is taking a toll. The Audubon Society released a report on September 16 about an unprecedented number
of bird deaths, migrating south. https://www.audubon.org/news/
the-southwest-facing-unprecedented-migratory-bird-die
What a loss! Lives, homes, forests, businesses, whole towns, and
the countless lives of birds and wildlife, gone. Tragedy and trauma can hit us so suddenly, leaving us blindsided, disoriented. One
moment we are on a mountain top, filled with awe, the next we
are seeing those same mountains burning before our eyes. Like
the smoke that hovers, these things weigh heavy on my heart. The
people and creatures suffering the effects of loss are never far from
my mind, with prayers for the sufferers and struggles we face.

Abercrombie Peak

I feel we are living in unprecedented times with serious choices
to make. I believe we need courage and wisdom, love for each other, appreciation for the precious time we have.
I find that my priorities are changing. Loss and heartache can
do that to a person. I am thankful for the moments of beauty, the
joy of friendships, laughter, adventures shared, lasting memories
made, the opportunities to love each other and work together –
especially amid these momentous times. May we all find strength
and grace and the determination to hang on to each other.
Patricia Ediger is a freelance photographer 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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Yoga Strong

Life’s Stretch

By Brenda St. John

I find myself doing yoga off and on all day long. Not only
because I WANT to, but because I HAVE to. Without steady
practice, my body loses its fluidity quickly and many movements
become stiff and sometimes even painful.
This month I share with you a routine I do in the supine position. It begins in what is called Constructive Rest Position (CRP),
which means lying on back, knees bent, feet on the floor parallel
and hip-width apart, and arms along the sides with the palms
facing down. Sometimes I just plop down in the living room or
on my bedroom floor, but the beauty of this is that it can also
be done in bed. Assume the CRP and let’s begin!
Windshield Wipers. Place the feet slightly wider than hip-width
apart and drop both knees to the right, back up to center, drop
both knees to the left, and then back up to center. Arms need to
move slightly out to the sides. Repeat about 10 times.
Knee Hugs. From CRP, lift the right foot and hug the right knee
toward the chest by holding the shin with both hands. Slowly
slide the left heel along the floor until the left leg is straight.
While holding the right knee as close to the chest as possible,
point and flex the left foot and then circle the left ankle three or
four times in each direction. Release the right knee and return
to CRP. Repeat with the other side.
Supta Pigeon. From CRP, lift the right foot and cross the right
ankle over the left knee. Make sure the right foot maintains
alignment with the right shin. Often the foot wants to turn in,
which is called sickling because of the shape. Push out with the
ball of the big toe while drawing back with the ball of the little toe.
Weaving. Spread the toes of the right foot wide and spread the
fingers of the left hand wide. Then interlace the fingers with the
toes. Sometimes this is quite difficult, which is a societal thing
for a culture that constantly wears shoes. However, it is good for
our toes to be able to move freely because this opens up the soles
of the feet, so keep working at it. Squeeze the fingers with the
toes, then squeeze the toes with the fingers. Do this three times.
Fascia Tapping. Make a loose fist with your left hand and
firmly but gently rap on the sole of the right foot from ball of
foot to heel at least 30 times.
Eagle Twist. Open the arms wide to the sides. Drop the crossed
legs to the left until the sole of the right foot and the side of the
bent left leg both rest on the floor while keeping the right shoulder
down. Hold and breathe for several cycles of breath. Then bring
the crossed legs back up.
Thread the Needle. I prefer to save this big stretch of the
piriformis muscle for last in the series from the Supta Pigeon
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position because of its intensity. With right ankle crossed over
left knee, lift the left foot off the floor and curl the upper body up
in order to grab hold of the left thigh with both hands. Then relax
the head and shoulders back down to the floor. While breathing
in a relaxed manner, draw the left knee closer to the chest while
subtly moving the right knee away from the chest. Continue to
hold the position for several cycles of breath.
Then uncross the right knee and return to CRP. Repeat the
sequence with the other side.
Supta Padangusthasana A, B and C. This is a lying-down
stretch of the hamstrings (A), the adductor muscles (B) and the
IT band (C).
From CRP, lift the right foot, draw the knee toward the chest,
and grab the right big toe with the right hand. Specifically, wrap
the toe with the index finger, middle finger and thumb. Then
straighten the right knee, raising the right foot to the sky. At this
point, the left knee can remain bent or the left leg can extend
along the floor. This is SPG-A, so hold here and breathe.
After several cycles of breath, move the right leg out to the right
as far as possible (SPG-B). Hold for several more cycles of breath.
For the last version (SPG-C), bring the leg back up to center,
then switch hands. Grab the right big toe with the left hand and
rest the right arm on the floor out to the right. Straighten the
left leg if it isn’t already. Draw the right leg across the midline
of the body as far as possible to the left, which won’t be all that
far. Take a few cycles of breath, return to CRP, and repeat the
sequence with the other side.
Quadriceps Stretch. Lie on your right side. Bend your right
elbow so the side of the arm lies on the floor, and rest head on
hand. Bend the left knee and grab the left ankle or foot with the
left hand. The left knee should be stacked above the right knee,
with the left ankle near the left buttock. While drawing the left
foot back, tilt the tip of the tailbone forward. This should create
a nice stretch in the front of the left thigh. Hold and breathe for
several cycles of breath, then release the foot, roll over to the
other side, and stretch the right quadriceps in the same manner.
Supta Baddha Konasana. From CRP, drop the knees to the
sides (right knee drops to the right, left knee drops to the left).
Bring the soles of the feet together. Rest the hands on the low
belly. Breathe and relax for as long as desired.
This sequence only takes a few minutes and provides a stretch
to all the muscles around the hips. Enjoy! Namaste.
Brenda St. John has been teaching yoga classes in Chewelah since
2010 through the Community Colleges of Spokane’s Act 2 program.
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The Policeman and the Pugalist
By McLean Taylor

The story is taken from notes and interviews with Fred Morrish and Alex Stewart
provided by Wayne Krewski, plus newspaper
accounts and publications on Fitzsimmons
and boxing.
The entry fee was $1.50. On the warm July
evening, ribbons of cigar smoke wavered
over the enthusiastic throng funneling up
the entrance steps, tickets in hand, into the
crowded hall.
Short on funds, but determined to
witness the evening’s entertainment, Fred
Morrish shoved his hands in his pockets
and, with studied nonchalance, skirted
a Chinese bookie’s transaction, stepped
quickly from the boardwalk, tucked his
narrow frame behind a pine tree, ran a few
yards across the sloping ground, slipped
through a side door, and squeezed into
the throng. The movement of the crowd
carried him along until he found himself in
a good position to watch the coming event:
the heavyweight champion of the world
fighting one of Rossland’s own.
Between scheduled matches, as was the
custom, champion prize fighters traveled
the vaudeville circuit entertaining audiences with theatrical efforts, punching
bag skills and sparring demonstrations.
After 1902 and 1908 tours that included
Spokane, “Ruby Robert” Fitzsimmons was
on a western Canada tour in the summer
of 1912. In part to promote his comeback,
he extended his performances to include a
three-round fight against a local boxer or
amateur volunteer. Fitzsimmons received
60% of the purse with the remainder going
to a local charity. Plus, Fitzsimmons offered
a reward to anyone who could go three
rounds with him. The brave and foolish
that entered Ruby Robert’s realm earned
their short minutes of limelight.
The Nelson Daily Miner reported that
Fitzsimmons was looking forward to
fighting McClusky in Phoenix, BC, and
heard that Alex Stewart of Rossland was
“itching for an encounter.” Tonight, Rosslanders would enjoy that memorable fistic
exchange.
Pent-up applause greeted the master of
ceremonies as he called for attention and
began the introductions.
“… and the contender from Rossland is

sive chest, missed what years
of blacksmithing had achieved.
Fitzsimmons’ upper back was
a muscled tortoise shell. This
atypical feature accentuated his
28-inch waist. He lacked the
brawny upper arms common
to many fighters. Instead, his
back muscles wrapped around
his shoulders and tapered into
long, sinewy arms.
Embarrassed that his pipestem legs didn’t match his torso,
the champion wore woolen,
long underwear to cover them..
Morrish stifled a giggle.
Freckles! My goodness, they
were the size of silver dollars. No wonder one of his
nicknames was “The Freckled
Wonder.”
The announcer listed the
rules of the three-round engagement. The contestants
touched gloves and returned
to their corners. The bell rang.
The room quieted.
Bob Fitz. Photo courtesy Library of Congress.
At six feet, Stewart was only
an inch taller than Fitzsimour own Alex Stewart.”
mons but his 215 pounds outweighed the
Erupting cheers drowned the rest of the champion by 45 pounds. Stewart was 37
speech. Craning his neck, Morrish watched years old; Fitzsimmons was 49. The athletic
the corner of the boxing ring. Constable policeman’s legs, noted for running races
Stewart stretched his long frame, loosen- in the mountains, were tree trunks versus
ing the muscles that rippled under his fair the champion’s saplings. Muscle dominated
skin while the Griffiths brothers, two local his upper arms and one could see why the
miners acting as his corner-men, offered annual tug-of-war participants preferred
unsolicited advice.
the constable as a teammate.
“The World Heavyweight Champion
Eager to launch his attack, Stewart raced
– Ruby Robert Fitzsimmons!” A welcom- to the ring’s center. Ruby Robert delayed his
ing roar shook the building. The affable departure from his corner, then shambled
Fitzsimmons, accepting the cheers and toward his opponent, stood straight and
compliments of the boisterous gathering, extended his left arm, as was his style.
stepped through the ropes.
Cautiously circling and bobbing, the
Morrish gaped in bewilderment. This fighters looked for opportunities. After a
couldn’t be the world champion. This odd- few tentative swings, Stewart let fly a right
shaped man is the one who had wrestled a hand. Fitzsimmons ducked it effortlessly,
lion and let a bear eat a ginger cookie from returning a provocative tap to Stewart’s
his mouth?
shoulder. The slugging began, sparking
A tonsure of light auburn hair, the reason noisy pleasure from the audience.
for the “Ruby Robert” moniker, crowned a
Fitzsimmons’ upright body style conserious face with a straight nose and strong trasted with Stewart’s inclination to lean
jaw. Inexperienced eyes, expecting a mas- into the action, a style more necessary for
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wrestling and grappling with the uncooperative. Fitzsimmons led with his left, fanning Stewart’s face as Stewart leaned back.
Regaining his balance, Stewart punched two
quick left-right jabs toward his opponent’s
jaw. Both missed. Fitzsimmons closed, forcing Stewart’s next punch over the shoulder
and drawing him into a clinch.
As they separated, Stewart shot a right
hook, clipping Fitzsimmons. The crowd
roared approval. Fitzsimmons smiled, then
smashed a fist into Stewart’s chest. Stewart
staggered and recovered with a solid right
to the neck. Fitzsimmons delivered a left
punch to the body but caught an upper body
shot in return. Round one ended. Stewart
was still standing. The crowd was jubilant.
Round two. Spectators hollered encouragement and a more confident Stewart
again hurled a right, which Fitzsimmons
easily dodged. The power behind his swing
propelled Stewart forward. Fitzsimmons’
left hook knocked Stewart to his knees, but
he bounced back up.
Brisk blows were exchanged. Every punch
landed by Stewart was rewarded with a
similar but more damaging blow from Fitzsimmons. The second round was becoming
brutal with Stewart down five times. Each
time he was up and ready before the count
was finished.
Late in the round Stewart, receiving a
punch he considered too low, closed on
his lighter adversary and, with the bell
ringing, hammered a number of blows
to Fitzsimmons’ midsection. The referee
cautioned them both.
A sentimental man known to carry beaten opponents to their corners, Fitzsimmons

was slow to anger and quick to forgive.
“Careful, boy,” he warned Stewart.
Morrish winced as the corner men
wiped Stewart’s bleeding face. His shouts
of encouragement were drowned out by
the whooping support and volunteered
coaching instructions from the sidelines.
Everyone could see the young constable
was suffering a terrible licking but he was
committed and they had faith.
The bell rang for the final round. Needing to catch Fitzsimmons off-balance,
Stewart tried to create that opportunity
by advancing under a fusillade of punches.
Fitzsimmons’ smile hardened. He issued
another warning. Stewart took no heed.
Fitzsimmons bounced Stewart back with
a right to the ribs. Stewart grimaced, recovered, and closed again, fists at the ready.
Though criticized as a graceless fighter
with a weird gait, Ruby Robert had the
uncanny ability to precisely judge distance
and then connect with dead-on punches.
Standing flatfooted, he waited.
“I warned ya, young fella.”
A dynamite punch slammed Stewart’s
jaw. Poleaxed! He toppled slowly to the
floor. The hall was in an uproar. Groans at
Stewart’s loss mingled with applause for the
world champion. When Stewart regained
consciousness, the champion was gone and
the crowd was dispersing. The Veterans of
the Boer War received a charitable donation. Alex Stewart received a cracked jaw,
broken nose, and three broken ribs.
Ruby Robert Fitzsimmons was the first
man to hold three world titles in different
divisions:heavyweight, light-heavyweight
and middleweight. He needed the money.

His susceptibility to wives, hustlers and
gambling depleted his winnings. His “solar
plexus” punch decided many contests but
led to his highly disputed disqualification,
by referee Wyatt Earp, in a heavyweight
championship match against Tom Sharkey.
He also trained young boxers and wrote a
book on self-defense.
In 1914, notwithstanding winning two
minor bouts in Pennsylvania, he realized his
power and stamina were diminishing so, after
a 34-year career, he retired from the ring.
Three years later, he died of pneumonia. A
member of the International Boxing Hall of
Fame’s “Old Timer” category, Fitzsimmons
was named eighth among the all-time best
punchers in 2003 Ring Magazine. He was
also the lightest heavyweight champion.
Alex Stewart remained a policeman. The
Fitzsimmons match enhanced his reputation when it was later reported that no
Fitzsimmons opponent, during the course
of that tour, lasted all three rounds and
the best boxers in the East Kootenays went
down in the first round. A health fanatic,
Stewart never drank liquor and maintained
a daily exercise regimen his whole life. He
often earned spare cash as folks laid bets on
his strength. In 1914, he transferred to the
Nelson Police Force, retiring as police chief
in 1940. Immediately, the Boeing Airplane
Company in Seattle requested that he lead
their 75-man wartime security team, which
he did until 1946.
Taylor moved to the North Columbia-Kootenay region 20 years ago and
discovered a history of interesting and
intriguing characters and believes their
stories should be shared and celebrated.
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The Mass of Grasses
By Joe Barreca

Did you ever notice how once you start looking hard at something and identifying it, you begin to see it everywhere? I used
to cut my own firewood and started seeing dead snags along every forest road. Then I learned about different kinds of rocks and
pretty soon, while driving, my wife would ask me to please stop
staring at the rocks. Well, now I can identify a few kinds of grasses
and just can’t help noticing them everywhere.
This was not a “the grass is always greener” kind of thing. If I
raised animals that browse on grass, hopefully I would be more
aware of what goes on with it. I have planted grasses on my underground house and have a lawn of sorts. I used what the seed
supplier recommended and now have a lot of those varieties of
grass without really understanding much about them.
What got me interested in grass was the way it improves soil.
According to nationalgeographic.com, “The height of vegetation
on grasslands varies with the amount of rainfall. Some grasses
might be under a foot tall, while others can grow as high as seven
feet. Their roots can extend three to six feet deep into the soil.
The combination of underground biomass with moderate rainfall
– heavy rain can wash away nutrients – tends to make grassland
soils very fertile and appealing for agricultural use.”
I also remembered reading in Centennial by James A. Michener about farmers breaking the virgin sod in Colorado where the
roots were as thick as your wrist.
Our soils in northeast Washington are mostly conifer forest
soils that are not particularly rich. Deciduous trees that drop their
leaves every fall make for much richer soils, but ironically, since
the nutrients in wet leaves are broken down by microbes rather
quickly, they can leach out of the soil more easily.
I began to wonder what is going on with grasses and soil on my
place and asked Tamara Beltz, cattle rancher and employee of the
Stevens County Noxious Weed Control Board, for help. Together
we collected samples of a dozen different grasses. I knew common names for many of them, but those are not much help for
research. What I discovered is that there are reasons every grass
grows where it does and uses for each as well.
Let’s start with quackgrass. It turns out that our “quackgrass”
is not everyone else’s. In the Midwest, quackgrass is elymus repens AKA couch grass. Ours is smooth brome (pictured below). It
likes good soil and can grow several feet high. It has very aggressive roots that travel under the surface which makes it the bane
of gardeners. But actually, it is good forage and works well with
alfalfa. It takes a little over a month to recover from grazing, depending on water. It is high in protein and low in fiber. It is great
as erosion control.
Of course, some of us just want to get rid of it. Having spent
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many hours sifting it out of a new garden bed this spring, I’m
not a big fan. I recommend a 10-inch underground root barrier
to keep it from coming back into a garden bed. If you can wait
for a season, cover the grass with cardboard and the cardboard
with wood chips or spoiled hay. You can place plants in holes dug
through the cardboard in the spring.
My house is covered in an orchard grass mix. As it turns out,
orchard grass is a valid varietal name for dactylis glomerata I. It
is best grown for pasture in intensive rotational grazing systems,
not just orchards. According to the United States Department of
Agriculture (USDA), it is a “long-lived, introduced, cool season
bunchgrass.” Let’s break that description down a little. It is a perennial (so long-lived) that was developed into several commercial varieties that were sold (introduced) widely. It grows well in
the cool and moist spring weather, and with roots up to two feet
deep, it comes back well after being grazed.
This is a good time to note that grass does best when it is eaten
down or mowed at least once a year. The ability to spring back
after being eaten down to around 4 inches is the key to rotational
grazing. The additional light and space from grazing, the deep
root systems that give grass a competitive edge over annual weeds
when bouncing back and the manure and urine left by grazing
herds all make grasslands continuously rich sources of feed and,
at least when they are first tilled, great agricultural soil.
These traits go very wrong if a pasture is eaten down continuously by cattle that will eat their favorite plants into extinction
before eating ever-less palatable plants until only weeds remain.
Once the grass is destroyed by tilling, the ground continues to
lose organic matter and natural fertility.
In Braiding Sweetgrass, a book reviewed by Loren Cruden in
the September 2020 issue of the North Columbia Monthly, Robin
Wall Kimmerer relates a story about a student of hers who did a
detailed study of sweetgrass, trying to determine whether pulling it or clipping it led to better reproduction. Male professors
scoffed at the idea that either method would be better than just
leaving it alone. But the study showed without question that “natural” stands which were not harvested were dying out while those
that were harvested of half their crop by either pulling or clipping
continued to thrive.
Rye grass was in the mix of grasses that stabilized the clay soil
on my house. This is another bunch grass. It is also good forage
for the same reasons as orchard grass. Originally from Europe, it
has been widely cultivated for forage, lawns and soil stabilization.
Since it cross-pollinates there are many varieties, and although
the USDA says it grows one to two feet tall, I have stands that are
six feet tall in a wet year.

Down to Earth
Both on my place and in some nearby fields the rye grass can a staple food of sage grouse because of how quickly the grass magrow so thickly that almost all other plants are shaded out. That tures. Our crop springs up where the snowplow clears out other
may be good for hay and pasture but tends to deprive the soil of plants.
nitrogen from nitrogen fixers such as clover and lupine. Another
One more grass with a bad reputation is crab grass. It grows anbenefit of these bunch grasses is that they bounce back from fire nually from seed but not very high. So it crops up in lawns where
while keeping the soil in place.
the mower does not affect it. Our variety seems to be Digitaria
One more plant considered to be a bunch grass is fescue. Com- Ischaemum or smooth crabgrass. Digitaria refers to the finger-like
monly recognized as a grass suitable for lawns, fescue does not crown of leaves. Although others despise it, I love crab grass. It
spread as rapidly as the others mentioned here but stands up to was the first plant to fill in the aisles between my grape rows and
wear and can grow in thickly, even with freit does not need mowing or much water. Lots
quent mowing. It needs the thatch removed “Although others despise it,
of wildflowers pop up in it with no competito provide space for new green growth. I love crab grass. It was the
tion for light and it stays green all summer.
Somehow a favorite variety for lawns is
Tamara and I found several other kinds of
first plant to fill in the aisles grass, but enough is enough. You get the idea.
called tall fescue.
We used to have a nasty kind of cheat grass
between my grape roaw...” There are lots of different kinds of grasses
with seeds that would embed themselves in
and once you start recognizing them, you
socks, animal fur or anything else that could spread them far and can really annoy your friends by talking about something they
wide. Amazingly, that irritating cheat grass has been replaced by a would just as soon ignore. More importantly, grass grows best
fast-growing plant that turns otherwise bare ground into a green when being used and managed by people and animals. Green pascarpet in the spring, and then quickly fades into a red blush with toral landscapes in family farm country are beautiful examples of
seed heads hanging down, called drooping brome. These annu- humans and nature working together.
al grasses rely on bare ground, lots of seeds, a quick start in the
Joe Barreca makes maps, grows grapes, makes wine and posts
spring and seed production before the ground dries up. They are blogs on BarrecVineyards.com
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Drifting Into Autumn
By Karen Castleberry Giebel
“Mary, Mary, quite contrary, how does
your garden grow?” Do you remember
that old nursery rhyme? I do, and my response is “quite nicely, thank you!”
Autumn captivates me. Casts me in
her spell and has me bewitched. To me,
the word “spring” has energy and vitality, fitting for awakening after a long winter, while the word “autumn” is like a soft
warm hand caressing your cheek. I feel autumn is a sigh after the overwhelming heat
and dryness of a long summer. The busyness and many hours of daylight slowly
slip away as we drift into autumn. Darkness comes earlier in the evening and stays
later in the morning. Hot gusty winds give
way to cool refreshing breezes as September eases into October. Long-hoped-for
rain damps down the choking dust from
our dirt road that coats windows, trees,
yards and trucks with a fine brown grit.
We can inhale deeply. The air has a scent

of freshness to it unlike any other time of
year with a top note of the cloying muskysweet aroma of decaying leaves. Oh yes,
autumn has much to offer!
I so enjoy watching the deer during
spring and summer. Nothing is sweeter
than fawns cavorting with does carefully
eyeing their rambunctious offspring. But
now, it seems, the fawns have lost their
spots and have grown into sturdy adolescents overnight. The coats of all the
deer have changed from that beautiful
reddish-tan to a much deeper brown that
blends into the landscape. It’s their own
form of camouflage, protecting them from
predators. It makes it a challenge for me to
see them as they emerge from the shadows
of the hawthorn thickets where they bed
down at night.
Early autumn is when the deer eat voraciously in order to survive winter. I have
come to know and accept that my summer

flowers are now fair game for the hungry deer of autumn. My planters, full of
once-thriving petunias sitting on either
side of the front porch, have been nibbled
down to nubbins. Both the willow tree and
the crabapple tree have been given haircuts by the deer that stand on their hind
legs to eat tender leaves and chewy stems.
A few years ago, I was busy working
in my home office and heard a tremendous racket on the back porch where we
had placed boxes of freshly-picked apples
from our trees. I thought “what on earth
are those kitties up to now?” Opening the
door I was amazed to see a doe and her
fawn standing on the porch enjoying apples! The noises I heard were their hooves
clackity-clacking as they walked across the
wooden porch. They weren’t in a hurry to
leave, either. They both stared at me as I
stared at them before helping themselves
to another apple and then casually walk-

The 2020 Flu Vaccine Is More Important Than Ever
Northeast Tri County Health District is stressing the need for the flu vaccine this year due to complications
that can occur to a person’s vital organs if battling both influenza and COVID-19, whether it be simultaneously or in succession. Influenza (Flu) and COVID-19 are both contagious respiratory illnesses, but they are
caused by different viruses. COVID-19 can affect multiple organ systems, and the effects of COVID-19 in
combination with the flu could cause long term damage to a person’s health, quality of life, and unfortunately, a person may not fully recover.
In a statement from the Centers for Disease Control
and Prevention, they state, “Getting a flu vaccine
is more important than ever during 2020-2021 to
protect yourself and the people around you from
the flu and to help reduce the strain on health care
systems already responding to the COVID-19 pandemic.”
While the preventative measures of wearing face
coverings, social distancing, frequent hand washing, limiting crowd sizes and travel, and staying
home when sick, has decreased the flu activity in
the southern hemisphere, residents of Northeastern Washington can take the next step in prevention by getting a flu shot that could significantly
decrease the number of flu illnesses even further.
Vaccination of people at high risk for flu complications is especially important to decrease their risk of severe
flu illness. Many people at higher risk from flu also seem to be at higher risk from COVID-19. If you are at
high risk, it is especially important for you to get a flu vaccine this year.
While limiting your trips out of your home to protect yourself, your family, and your community, please make getting a flu shot a priority! Visit
www.netchd.org to find a vaccination location near you.
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ing away.
Once skittish, the deer are emboldened now, driven by hunger to stand their
ground when my husband or I find them
in our yard munching on the forsythia
bush. We are both careful about keeping
our garden gates shut and chained, but at
this time of year we double-check as darkness falls or we will awaken to find the deer
have had one glorious feast for themselves!
That’s happened twice in the years we have
lived here. The deer were deliriously happy
and stuffed from picking apples, peaches
and pears off the trees for dessert after
gorging on squash, beet greens, chard and
tomatoes for their main course. I honestly
think I heard them belch as they sauntered
off to bed.
The deer are not my only form of entertainment, not by a long shot. We have
flocks of wild turkey that systematically
roam our hillsides in autumn. Looking
out a south-facing window, I watch the
turkeys cross the road, duck under the
barbed wire fence and march single file up
the hill. From there they cross the ridge
top, all the while pecking at seeds and
insects. They seem to have a set turning
point because they head back downhill at
that exact location every single time. The
birds cross the road at the bottom of the
hill, head through the thicket, then head
back uphill again. They repeat this process
over and over during the day before heading to the fir trees in the ravine to roost at
night.
Also emboldened by hunger to fatten
for winter, the turkeys invade our yard. Ignoring the cats and flapping their wings,
they flop up into the crabapple tree, which
is absolutely hilarious to see – these huge
birds trying to perch on the slender limbs
of the crabapple and attempting to pick

the fruit as the branches bob up and down.
The turkeys flap their wings and bounce as
they try to maintain balance while eating!
One small flock has eight turkeys, six
hens and two toms. Well, it’s that time of
year and the toms are feeling a bit frisky
but the hens are not. Standing at the dining room window and watching the hens
hightail it up the hill with the toms in hot
pursuit has both of us laughing out loud.
My spouse is rooting for the toms and I’m
laughingly calling out, “Run girls, run!”
Every year we are also invaded with
skunks. They love to eat the barn cats’
food. I started taking the food inside at
dusk but the darn varmints began showing up during daylight hours. So I began
feeding the barn cats on the porch. That
seemed to work quite well, thank you, until recently when in the morning I began to
find their bowl empty and moved around.
Their water bowl had been fouled as well.
Strangely there was no “eau du skunk.”
We have a security system with video
cameras so we put one down on the porch
floor and waited. Our nocturnal visitor
was a masked bandit otherwise known as a
raccoon! In all our years here, this was our
first raccoon visitor. We both laughed but
started taking the cat food in at night and
we have not seen him since that evening.
I love our autumn garden. In autumn I
do not have to hurry outside at the break
of day to water, weed and harvest before
the heat kicks in. Now, I can linger over
my coffee knowing the coolness of morning will stay for a while. Many vegetables
have completed their life’s mission and
will not return until next spring. The giant
sunflowers have turned their faces to the
sun for the last time and now their heads
hang low while the birds feast on their
seeds.

Peas, beans, radishes and cucumbers
have provided us with many a delectable
meal but now it’s time for our favorite fall
vegetables and fruits to bless us with their
bounty. Carrots, Swiss chard, eggplant,
butternut squash, pie pumpkins and tomatoes. Yes, tomatoes! Those homegrown
red orbs of running-down-your-chin juicy
deliciousness that I started and nurtured
all those months ago are now ripe – oh
happy day! Salt shaker in hand, we pick
and devour, standing among the loaded
tomato plants giving big sighs of happiness. We knew an early frost was predicted and managed to cover them with tarps
and saved our crop. Yay for us!
On this day as I write, hubby picked all
the peaches and we’ll be canning them tomorrow. Next up are the McIntosh apples
that are my very favorite apple. Some will
be turned into applesauce but there will
be pies, cobblers, crisps and apple dumplings too. Mid to late October will see the
last of our harvest. Trees loaded with Italian plums will be shared with friends and
neighbors and the food pantry. Several
bushels of Bartlett pears are the finale of
our autumn blessings – enough to can plus
share with friends, neighbors and the food
pantry. Pears to eat out of hand, poach
in red wine, cook down into spiced pear
butter and bake into golden crusted pear
crostini.
Then, as the days grow shorter and
nights grow cold and hard rain turns to
light snow, autumn turns to me and says,
“I must go, but I will be back. Look for me
when the hot breath of summer becomes a
warm hand caressing your cheek.”.
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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The Way It Was, According to Chick:
By Robert Wynecoop
Excerpt from Robert “Chick” Wynecoop’s book, printed in 2003
by Tornado Creek Publications, reprinted here, with permission.

When the first year of school was over, we all waited for our
report cards, and everyone was happy because next year we
would be big second graders. Because my mid-term grades had
Starting School, Part 1been good, I wasn’t too worried.
When the teacher called out our names, we went up to her
(Continued from September edition)
desk to get our report card. I opened mine and saw that I had
Since World War II was raging in Europe and the Pacific, we been “promoted.” That really confused me and upset me, since
also acted out a lot of war games, complete with soldiers, nurses I didn’t know what promoted meant. I was too embarrassed to
and tanks. We’d shoot up the place with our stick guns, and if we ask, so after school I started taking the long way home. At my
were wounded, the nurses came to our aid. In our war games, snail’s pace, I would never make it by dark. Man, there are a lot
we were all on the American side. There were only imaginary of rocks to kick on a country road when you want to kill time!
I met Aunt Ruth coming down the road, and we stopped to
enemies, so we always won.
Playing marbles was another one of our favorite grade-school talk. Of course, she had to ask if I had passed, and I told her I
games. Every kid had a pocketful or bag of marbles. Some kids didn’t know because I didn’t understand a word on my report
even had steelies, usually steel ball bearings. They were heavy card. She asked to see it, so I handed her the card. Then she
and rolled through the circular “pot,” scattering marbles every- started laughing. She told me that promoted meant that I had
where. If the ground was soft, then the steelie was too heavy passed and would be in the second grade next year.
What a relief! It felt
to go very far. If you knocked
Dick and Dave waiting for school (below)
like a great weight had been
an opponent’s marble out of
and enjoying cold sodas (above, right).
taken off my back. I thanked
the 15-18-inch circle, you
Photos courtesy Phoebe Wynecoop.
her and ran down through the
won the marble. Since steelies
woods to our house without a
were heavy, they were hard to
worry.
shoot. A small steelie was a
Occasionally, the public
prized possession of the marhealth doctor came to the Resble shooter. Agates were pretty
ervation school and that meant
to look at, but no contest for a
one thing, shots! Oh, how we
heavy-duty steelie. There were
dreaded getting shots! We had
also large glass “shooter” marto line up by classroom, so our
bles that could clean out a pot
two-grade classroom made for
pretty good. But only a steelie
a long line. The brave ones –
could knock another steelie out
usually the girls – went first,
of the pot.
and the boys were last.
To shoot marbles well, you
Part of the problem was that
had to really develop the right
we kids started talking about
grip. Holding the marble right
how the shot was going to hurt,
in the hook of your first finand the pain would be unbearger, you then pressed it from
able, and how a person could
behind with your thumb. The
marble flew out with considerable force, sending your intended die from a shot. After so much of that talk, some of the kids got
very pale and sick-looking. Of course, that made it even worse
prize out of the pot.
To determine the first shooter, we made a mark on the ground for everyone.
Sometimes a dentist visited the Agency medical office, which
and stepped back 8 or 10 paces, then tossed our marble at the
line. Whoever threw closest to the line had the first shot. This truly smelled of medicine and was not a very popular place. For
was called “lagging.” We also played a marble game called Chase dental checkups and services, we kids had to leave school and
that had two players. One guy led off by tossing a marble, then walk over to the Agency, which seemed like a lifetime when you
the other guy tried to hit it. If you hit the opponent’s marble you didn’t know what was waiting for you there. We also had our
won it. If you missed, your opponent could then hit you and win eyes checked in the same building. The dentist didn’t especially
like to fill teeth, but he didn’t think twice about pulling out a
your marble.
Girls seldom played the same games as boys. We all used the tooth with a bad cavity. Judging by his speed in going through
playground equipment and played tag together, but girls did not the line of kids, he must have been paid by head count or the
play baseball, softball or football with the boys. And boys didn’t number of teeth he pulled. He pulled two of my molars right
after a shot of Novocain.
play organized sports until the fourth or fifth grade.
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I can still remember that pain, and for me, a visit to a dentist today is still a white-knuckle trip. I sure wish I had brushed
my teeth more often when I was young to spare me from many
much-feared encounters with dentists later on.
With seven boys, we had an opportunity to
refine the tooth-pulling process. Pulling our
baby teeth at home had been a different kind
of challenge for us. When one of us had a loose
tooth, we usually worked at it until it came out.
But that was not always the remedy. Like other kids, sometimes we tied a string around the
tooth, gave a quick jerk, and out it came. Another method of extraction was to a tie a string
around the tooth, then pull the string tight both
ways, really popping that tooth out.
Sometimes, we tied the tooth string to the
knob of an open door, then slammed the door
shut, yanking the tooth out. Once we even tied a
string to our dog, old Tex, and told him to “sic-um” – the command to chase a cow. When he ran off after the cow, the tooth
came out. With a lot of kids in our family, there were many teeth
to pull and just as many ways to do the job.
The person having the tooth pulled didn’t always just bravely
stand there. Once the decision was made on the pulling technique, it took considerable time to carry out the task. The “victim” whimpered and said that he’d changed his mind. Once the
string was on, he would stay real close to the one holding the
string. Then someone would have to hold or distract the pullee
until the puller could do his designated job.
But getting back to our good old school days, here’s another
story about something that has affected me all my life.
One day, the teacher announced that we had a visitor coming
who would show us a movie and talk to us about forest fires.
That sounded great to me, since anything other than regular
classwork was a nice change. When the time rolled around,
two men came into the room. They were both tan and had on
uniforms. One set up the movie projector, and the other talked
about forest fires and how dangerous and destructive they were.
At that time, we had seen very few movies – especially ones
in color – so when the movie started, we were all eyes and
ears. That movie was great, and the color of the wildlife and outdoor scenery was beyond belief: the strutting prairie chickens,
head-butting bighorn sheep, elk, mountain goats and honking
geese – all were nothing short of incredible.
Most of the animals were new to us, except for what we’d seen
in magazines. But to see them in real living color was something
special. Right then and there I decided what I was going to do
when I grew up – be a forester.
Winters were long and cold, so since we always walked to and
from school, Mom tried making us wear long underwear. It was
so scratchy that we complained a lot, so she bought us girl’s long
stockings and garters to wear underneath. Man, that was it! If
you stuck your head out the window, you could still hear us yelling about that injustice.

For a while, we gave in and wore the stockings on bitter, cold
days. But compared to the girly stuff, the old, long underwear
eventually became more desirable, scratches and all. Obviously,
we couldn’t take off the stockings or long underwear at school, but it was much too hot to sit still
in class all day. We were really dying to get out of
the classroom just to cool down a bit.
Clothes were hard to get, so we should have
been happy to have anything to wear. The war
was starting to have an impact on us after all.
Shoes were especially hard to buy, since the
military was using all the leather. Hand-medowns of wartime shoes were common in most
families. They didn’t usually fit, so we clomped
around the best we could and got some nasty
blisters. Maybe that’s why we went barefoot so
much, weather permitting.
These war shortages and hand-me-downs
also applied to pants, shirts and other clothing. The younger
boys each had a turn at wearing the clothes of the older ones.
That was okay; we looked forward to wearing the clothes of the
bigger kids because that meant we were growing up. Rolled up
pants legs were popular then for new and old clothes. That was
the style, and we fit right in. We were stylish kids.

“Where flowers bloom, so does hope.”
~ Lady Bird Johnson

Located in Kettle Falls at The Old Apple Warehouse
Mon - Sat: 9:30 am - 5 pm • Sun: 10 am - 4 pm • 509-738-4848
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Madilane’s Memories

Packrat Ramblings, Part 2
By Madilane Perry

In the 1950s and 1960s, it seems to me, rural people were not
generally quite as territorial as we are now and “No Trespassing”
signs were not as common. It was assumed that seldom-used cabins in remote areas would receive occasional use by passing hunters
and others. Vandalism was less common, I think, and casual users
were expected to leave doors as they
found them, replace any burned firewood and put the lid back on the coffee
can that protected the toilet paper in the
outhouse.
Those outhouses varied from tiny,
dilapidated, porcupine-gnawed shacks
to sturdy cubicles with tight roofs and
doors that actually fit. The general design was shared by all of them: a small
rectangular building sitting on a hole in
the ground. They featured a door on one side and a bench with a
hole in it on the other side. High class outhouses were equipped
with toilet seats and toilet paper. Some included a can of quicklime
or wood ash to keep the smell under control.
My mother and I were on a mushroom hunting expedition in the
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hills outside Republic one fall day when I developed a need for an
outhouse. We were near a hunting cabin called “Mowich Ilahee,”
which means “Deer Country” in Chinook jargon, so we headed for
the cabin and I entered the facility and sat down on the hole.
Glancing at the end of the bench a couple of feet away, I saw a
packrat sitting in the corner with several little packrats buttoned to her teats
and her huge brown eyes bulging with
terror.
We stared at one another until I was
done.
When I stood up it became apparent
that I had been blocking her front door.
She whipped into the hole with the little packrats bumping along under her.
Packrats apparently smell so bad themselves that residence in an outhouse doesn’t bother them.
Madilane Perry, a retired archaeologist, was raised on a family-owned hunting & fishing resort on Curlew Lake. She is married
to local author Ray Bilderback. They are both managed by a small
brown dog.

Green Medicine

Herbs for the Prostate & Sexually Transmitted Ailments
By Faye Stewart

The information presented in these articles is based on tradition and personal
experience and is not meant to be in any
way prescriptive or a substitute for consultation with licensed healthcare providers.
Prostatitis – inflammation of the prostate gland – is sometimes addressed with
black cohosh and yerba mansa if subacute and chronic, or with saw palmetto
br. extract taken twice daily for several
months to reduce benign enlargement.
Another remedy is a short-term mix of
equal parts uva ursi, couchgrass, horsetail
and hydrangea infusion 3 times daily. Or
pygeum (Prunus africanum) to decrease
swelling and inflammation. Nettle (root
rather than the usual leaves) in extract
may relieve benign enlarged-prostate
symptoms and goes well with saw palmetto. Raw pumpkin seeds (or pumpkin seed
oil in capsules) and cooked tomatoes are
other prostatitis preventives.
Saw palmetto (Serenoa) is a specific for the male reproductive system and
may boost male sex hormones. Its berries
combine well with damiana and gotu kola
in addition to nettle root, and it is also often paired with horsetail and hydrangea.
To decoct saw palmetto berries, simmer
gently for 5 minutes then drink a cup 3
times daily.

Herbs for Genital Health
As we move on to herbs for STDs (sexually transmitted diseases) and genital
health, we’ll start with a caution. When
treating any kind of infection – including STDs – with echinacea, overuse or
extended use renders the herb ineffective. Use echinacea only short-term (7-10

days) and only when really needed, otherwise it will stop being useful to you at all.
Cervicitis (inflammation of the cervix)
can be treated with calendula fl. douches if there’s ulceration, otherwise the best
choices may be squawvine, raspberry lvs.
or echinacea rt.
Yeast infections can be remedied by
using douches of St. Johnswort, sage,
comfrey rt., small amounts of myrrh,
small amounts of bayberry, raspberry lvs.,
vinegar (1 tablespoon/quart of water) or
chlorophyll (1 teaspoon/quart of water),
daily for a month. For oral intake, use pau
d’arco bk., calendula fl. and sage in tincture or infusion for the same amount of
time. Omit dairy, sugar, alcohol, caffeine
and yeast products from the diet for the
duration. Your sexual partner needs to
be treated also (as is the case with other
STDs). Otherwise the yeast will be traded
back and forth even if only one partner
shows symptoms.
Trichomonas may respond to a douche
of 1 part each comfrey rt., goldenseal and
chamomile, and a half part sage. Maybe
add a tablespoon of apple cider vinegar
and 2-3 tablespoons of chlorophyll. Use
the douche mixture once or twice on the
first day, then once every 2-3 days. Take
echinacea rt. internally, or a mix of chaparral, slippery elm, periwinkle, oat seeds
and chickweed in douches and by mouth.
For non-specific vaginitis try 2 parts
each cranesbill, beth rt., echinacea and
periwinkle and 1 part cleavers 3 times daily. Or douche with witch hazel and calendula. Or with rosemary, lavender, mint,
vinegar and thyme. Or with pau d’arco or
uva ursi. Or a mix of sage, comfrey rt. and
yarrow. Use chaparral and yerba mansa in

sitzbaths to reduce itching.
Genital wart oil: Mix together a
half-teaspoon of castor oil, a quarter teaspoon each of Thuja and tea tree essential
oils (do not use Thuja if allergic to cedar!)
and 800 IU of vitamin E. Protect the skin
around the warts with salve, then apply
the oil with a cotton bud 4 times a day
for no more than a week. Don’t ingest this
remedy; taking garlic capsules internally
may help, however.
A topical treatment for herpes lesions
can be made by mixing a half-teaspoon
each of St. Johnswort tincture and licorice rt. tincture with 5 drops tea tree essential oil and 3 drops myrrh essential oil.
Combine in a small bottle, shake well, and
apply up to 3 times daily. Do not ingest!
Other external remedies include aloe
vera, calendula, chamomile, plantain, vitamin E and soggy black-tea bags.
Internal remedies to choose among include lemon balm (25-40 drops tincture
or 3 cups infusion/day), 60 drops echinacea tincture 3 times/day, zinc, lysine,
St. Johnswort (15-30 drops of tincture 3
times daily) or licorice rt. tincture (2030 drops 3 times/day) during outbreaks.
Or a mix of equal parts echinacea, St.
Johnswort, bupleurum, licorice rt. and
barberry. Do not use licorice rt. internally
for more than 6 weeks or if you have heart
or liver disease, or have high blood pressure, or are taking digoxin or diuretics.
Or are pregnant! (As usual with any remedy, check your contraindication lists and
consult your healthcare practitioner.).
Faye Stewart has gathered, gardened
and enjoyed working with herbs for decades. She ran a medicinal herb business
for 15 years.

Horsetail
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Here a Chick, There a Chick
By Michelle Lancaster

In our first year after moving back home, we bought a small
flock of Speckled Sussex chicks. One hen went missing, just
about the time we expected them to start laying. We assumed the
worst (coyote) and moved on with caring for the rest of the flock.
Three weeks later, the missing hen walked out of the woods with
five chicks trailing behind her. Shocked and surprised, we loved
watching the little chicks learn from their mother by scratching
and pecking and chasing bugs. Then, the five chicks grew up to
be … five roosters!
After that disheartening experience, I decided to buy pullet
chicks only – a plan where hatcheries check the chicks just after
hatching to determine if they are male or female.
Chicks can also be purchased as straight run, which is comingled males and females similar to a hen hatching out a batch
of eggs. The risk is that you have no idea how many are males
and how many are females, such as we found out with our five
male “layers.” Broilers (meat birds) are often sold straight run,
because both sexes are used for meat.
For laying hens, though, most people want all hens with perhaps one rooster to guard the flock and provide fertilized eggs.
Last year, our pullets ended up being all hens except one Brown
Leghorn that grew up to be a rooster (sexing chicks is not an exact
science; newborn chicks are nearly impossible for beginners to
differentiate and even the experts mess up occasionally).
Our current rooster grew up to be a good companion to the
hens, albeit a fraidy cat! He is afraid of his own shadow, I am
pretty sure, yet he was able to fertilize eggs.
My friend Carolyn had several hens (that she got from us) set
on eggs this year. And she has done better, getting almost all hens
out of her batches of chicks.
Jay occasionally allows a hen to “go broody” on a pile of eggs.
Hearing of Carolyn’s success, we were more interested in trying
again in hopes of having a similar outcome.
In the case of our broody hen this year, that meant she carefully
laid 12 eggs, one per day, diligently piling her green eggs together.
This hen is a Cream Legbar cross that lays green eggs bred with
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the Brown Leghorn rooster (a breed that lays white eggs), so
who knows what kind of eggs the chicks will lay (not that I am
counting my eggs before they have been laid, just speculating…).
We also did not count our chicks before they were hatched, as
we were unsure if the hen would consistently sit on her eggs for
21 entire days. Then, one calm Monday, Jay checked on the hen
and 11 fuzzy bodies were running around like they owned the
place. Only one chick did not survive the hatch.
After a few days, we moved the hen and chicks from the
abandoned pig pen they started out in. A month prior we lost a
hatched chick, so we tried to be more careful this time. We have
a playhouse adapted into a maternity pen that is just the right
size for a ewe and lambs or a hen and 11 chicks.
Watching the hen teach her chicks how to eat was the highlight
of their early days. Her motherly “cluck clucks” and the chicks’
excited “peep peeps” made for easy communication. The chicks
loved eating our dinner leftovers off of ears of corn from the garden.
When the chicks were three weeks old, I was showing them
off to a local family with kids. We opened the door and were
watching the chicks run around playfully when out of nowhere
my ewe, Clover, jumped into the pen and ran around frantically.
We all worried the chicks would be trampled, but none were even
injured, though two ended up under the pen.
We moved the nine chicks to the main coop and kept the hen
in the old pen. By nightfall, the lost chicks had climbed the wild
rose bushes and jumped in through the window slats and then
jumped down to return to their mother. We were able to reunite
all 11 chicks safely.
During the day, I let the hen out to forage and dust bathe. At
night, she huddles up near the door of the chicks, which I can
open, and she scoots in and scuttles down into a nest of shavings
for her chicks to snuggle up in. That is when I caught this cute
picture of a momma and her brood of 11.
Michelle Lancaster homesteads with her family on Old Dominion
Mountain in Colville. She writes at Spiritedrose.wordpress.com

The Funny Corner

By Jerry King

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

The Kid, quite taken with his own sense of humor as the
car radio plays a Journey classic...
Steve Perry: “Just a small-town girl, living in a lonely world...”
The Kid: “Where is she headed??”
Steve Perry: “She took the midnight train going anywhere...”
Kid: “Oh cool! Was anybody else there??”
Steve Perry: “Just a city boy...”
Kid: “Yeah?? Where’s he from?”
Steve Perry: “Born and raised in South Detroit...”
Kid: “So what was he up to??”
Steve Perry: “He took the midnight train, going anywhere...”
Kid: “Ahhh...so they’re on the same ride. Heh heh heh...”
He’s the funniest person he knows...
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Poetry of Place
Loco-motive
By Lynn Kenworthy

The more time we have
To process the pain
The more excruciating it gets
Slow freight train
Knowing the trestle is out
But no indication
Of setting the brakes
For Heaven’s sake
You proclaim in His name
However, you contradict
And don’t explain
Lies are seldom disclosed
It’s right under your nose
How to turn propaganda
Into truth?
I sleuth
Though it remains
Aloof
And mute
Or is it moot?

Time, time, time
Speculation’s friend
Or foe
We won’t know
Until we get there
And we are all aboard
Going down the track
Laid by politicians
Who rule our land
But are out of hand
Motivated by a reality show

That is no longer
Entertaining
Refraining
From acknowledging
A plague thing
Virus
Yet no sirens
Wailed
Who prevails?

By Shiela Weaver

View from the Hilltop
By Jean Handwerk

What is it about this small valley?
Mom and Dad live down there,
nestled in among pastures and pine-planted hills,
milkweed banks and treasured azaleas,
cheered by the brook still deepening the valley
as its slow waters filter through
forget-me-nots and watercress—
in spring, chiding in passing as
it pushes impatiently through winter-limp grass.
Steep northern slopes blunt the wind.
Two springs in the south slopes
crown lush green triangles
widening down to the brook.
A dozen smaller ones polka-dot the hillside with vibrant green.
Old apple trees, perhaps through habit only,
still flower every spring and
every fall drop fragrant fruit
for the deer who understand the seasons and the orchard.
Foxes flash copper and grey only rarely in the pines,
but midnight calling and morning trails
give better evidence.
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By Raining Tree
grasshadows –
purple dogwood pastfrost;
ninebark wants to be seen
now
and the
great horned owl
stopping nearby
recently,

Full Moon
Two crickets chirp faintly,
far away an owl calls and calls.
Suddenly, briefly
the hills ring with coyote song.
In the stillness I hear the swift,
full current
of the distant river,
and the little stream nearby

Purple

trills unseen through the forest.
Softly the chill air glides down the
mountainside
yet the crickets sing on,
and the round moon hangs in a
star-grazed sky
silent
inscrutable.

just long enough
to turn his head,
just enough to
see his “horns,”
and then flew off
with the light

I found, in my meandering,
that shadowed pool fed by an underground spring,
almost hidden amid the evergreens.
I know the wildflowers all around,
and where to find blackberries and wild strawberries.
I recognize the footprints and feedings
of bear and deer, rabbit and turkey.
I’ve sledded these hills and walked the woods,
dammed the stream and picked the flowers.
I’ve lain motionless in the grass as the deer grazed nearby.
I’ve walked in crisp air under harvest moons or Milky Way skies,
and listened to thunderous spring downpours and whispering snowfalls.
I’ve gathered beechnuts, buttercups, elderberries, ferns.
I’ve watched as leaves unfurled to green,
then later glowed scarlet, bronze and gold.
When they fell, I’ve crunched them noisily underfoot
to get their earthy fragrance out.
I stand here on the hilltop
and listen
and look
and breathe the breeze
and smell the warm ground
and wonder if I can ever love another spot on earth
more.

Steller’s jay in maple tree. Photo by Patricia Ediger.
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Featured Dining & Lodging 2020

Addy

Colville

ADDY INN: A full menu, family-style restaurant just a block off Hwy 395
in Addy, WA. A local favorite, Addy Inn boasts an Addy Burger that ACORN SALOON & FEEDING
STATION:
Breakfast,
ADDY
INN: A full menu,
fam- lunch &
is a challenge to the largest
ily-style
restaurant
justaa week
block with daily
dinner
7
days
off
Hwy
395
in
Addy,
WA.
A
appetites. Steaks, fish, burgers,
localspecials.
favorite, Addy
boasts
ColdInn
beer
and cocktails,
specials and desserts. Enjoy the
an Addy Burger that is a chaltables
andappetites.
pull tabs. Hours:
lengepool
to the
largest
old west atmosphere or slide
Steaks,
fish, burgers,
specials
M-Thur:
7am-10pm,
Fri-Sat: 7amand desserts. Enjoy the old west
up to the unique bar. A creek
atmosphere
or slide
to the
midnight,
Sun:up8am-9pm.
262 S
and shady deck completes this
unique bar. A creek and shady
Main.,
509-684-3337,
find us on
deck
completes
this
adventure.
adventure. Join us for your next
Join Facebook!
us for your next outing.
509-935-6137.
outing. 509-935-6137.

Chewelah

THE BREAD BOX: A specialty menu bakery and unique grocery supplier,
The
special-everyone
TheBread
BreadBox:
BoxA keeps
ty menu bakery and unique
sweet! Fresh-baked
grocery
supplier, Thebreads,
Bread pastries,
Box
keepspies
everyone
sweet!
cookies,
and custom
orders are
Fresh-baked
breads,
pastries,
cookies,
anddelicustom
offered aspies
well as
meats, cheeses
orders are offered as well
items.
Sit-down
asanddelibulk
meats,
cheeses
and tables.
bulk
Sit-down
tables. during
Breaditems.
Box pies
are a favorite
Bread Box pies are a favorite
holidays
and everyone
will find a
during
holidays
and everyone
will
find
a treat
that satisfies.
treat
that
satisfies.
W-Fri
8-4, Sat
W-Fri 8 - 4, Sat 8 - 1.
8-1. 509-935-8950.
509-935-8950.
CHEWELAH CASINO: Dine with us at the
Mistequa Cafe! If a hearty meal is your
thing, you’re going to want to visit us. We
have a prime rib dinner special Fridays
and Saturdays. Dine-in is available
with social distancing in mind. We also
offer curbside pickup (debit/credit card
payment only) call 509-936-1609. See
our To-Go Menu at chewelahcasino.com,
Chewelah Casino, 2555 Smith Road,
Chewelah, WA | 800-322-2788.

RUSTY PUTTER: Open to the Public. Join friends for a frosty beer with a great
RUSTY
PUTTER:
burger,
and
maybe Open
watch to
some
the Public. Join friends for a
football.
Thewith
largest
outdoor
patio
frosty beer
a great
burger,Chewelah
and maybe
watchafternoons
some
in
for
sunny
football. The largest outdoor
and
with for
friends
patioweekends
in Chewelah
sunnyin a
afternoons
and weekends
with
quiet
and
relaxing
setting.
Sun friends in a quiet and relaxSat:
- 7pm.Weekend
ing 8am
setting.
Sun - Sat: breakfast
8 am
to 7 2pm.
pm.Weekend
breakfast
until
Menu online
at: www.
until 2:00 pm. Menu online at:
chewelahgolf.com.
509-935-6807
www.chewelahgolf.com
509-935-6807
ext. 4
ext.
4.
Look for
more listings
in upcoming
editions of
the North
Columbia
Monthly!

Newport

CAFE
ITALIANO:
Authentic
Mediterranean cuisine featuring
local, organic veggies, fresh seafood
(“No fried garbage...”) and daily
specials from around the world. 151
W. 1st. Mon-Fri 11am - 7pm, Sat
2-7pm. 509-6894-5268.
DRAGON VILLAGE: Authentic
Cantonese, Hunan & Szechwan
Cuisine. Dine it, take out,
catering, beer, wine, cocktails.
155 S. Main. Tue-Sat 11am9pm, Sat 11am-3pm. 509684-8989. View our menu at
dragonvillagecolville.com.
MAVERICK’S: Where breakfast, lunch and dinner are served all day
on the gorgeous patio or
indoors. Friday is Prime
Rib Night. Burgers, steak,
chili, salads, beer and wine.
Open 7am-8pm Mon,
Thurs, Fri, Sat, and 7am2pm Sun. 153 W 2nd Ave.
509-684-2494.
BENNY’S COLVILLE INN: With
106 guest rooms, suites, spa and
largest local indoor pool, Benny’s
has big city accommodations
with that small town charm and
friendliness. Simple breakfast
5-10am. Check out our fish
museum lobby. 915 S Main.
800-680-2517 or 509-684-2517.

DANNYANN’S B&B: Enjoy a hearty breakfast and explore the
beautiful Pend Oreille River Valley. Three appointed guest rooms
with private baths. Play & Stay: an easy walk to shops, restaurants,
museum, and less than 1 mile to river and trails. Relax. Renew.
Retreat. 131 N. Spokane Ave., dannyanns.com, 509-447-3787.
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509-675-5540

You can View all of the MLS Listings in the Tri-County area
- Just click on Local MLS Search and have Fun!

TIRE &
WHEEL
S
PACKAGE

TIRES
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•

TOYO
Michelin
Falken
BF Goodrich
Since
1999!

Cooper
Sumitomo
Uniroyal®
Bridgestone
Continental
Hankook
Hercules
Goodyear
Laufenn
Nokian

REPAIR & TRAILER SERVICE

Brakes Fluid
Flush
Shocks
Oil Change
Batteries
FREE
10 Pt. Check

Colville Tire
560 North Railroad
Colville, WA 99114



•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•

Belts
Fluids
Tire Pressure
Coolant Flush
Headlights
Wipers
Trans. Flush
Hoses
Heating & A/C

509-684-4551
www.colvilletire.com

