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Words Can Change the World
By Mayah LaSol
I have been a writer for as long as I can
remember. Words have always been a
source of comfort for me, when I’m feeling
down. They can make me happy or they
can make me sad. They can inspire me
and they can educate me. Words can do so
many things in the world – after all, they
are what we use to exist. Without words
we truly wouldn’t live in the world we do
today. The sad truth is, though, that words
are not always a force for good.
It’s not that I do not understand why
words are used to hurt. It’s just that I desperately wish that they weren’t used this
way. I love words and seeing them used
in a negative way, especially when it’s on
purpose, makes me feel terribly sad.
I bet everyone is now wondering what
my point is in saying all this and why I’m
being mysteriously philosophical. I’m
bringing this up because, where I live, we
are still in a partial lockdown and I spend
a lot of time on social media. Social media

is a place where people tend to be much are used to describe people we disagree
more aggressive, whether that is shouting with, people we are jealous of, people who
about their opinions or bullying others or we do not know but decide we don’t like,
trying to spread love. I do my best to spread and even ourselves. I think perhaps people
positivity from my corner of the online see negative things happening in the world
world. But spending so much time on it re- and they often respond with words that
cently has made
depict that.
me ultra-aware
I would describe my“I do my best to spread
of how negative a
self as a positive realist,
positivity from my corner so I know that negative
place the internet
of the online world.”
can be.
words have their place
So, I bring up
in the world, but I wish
words because I’ve been thinking a lot lately that I could see more joy and love being
about how we seem so much more com- spread across the internet instead of hate.
fortable saying negative ones, especially This is especially so because the internet
online. (As for why I bring up words in this is the refuge of so many people who aren’t
mysterious way, it’s because I like to think going out and about right now.
I am a mysterious and reclusive writer who
As usual, I’ve written an article that
thinks deeply about the world. I do think became slightly negative-leaning (how
deeply, but I’m not sure how mysterious I ironic), but I want to, also as usual, end
am. Oh well … I’ll keep trying.)
it on a positive note. First, know that you
Anyway, negative words seem to be crop- are amazing. Whoever you are out there:
ping up everywhere now. Negative words You’re amazing just the way you are and
you deserve to feel amazing about yourself
every single day. Second, despite the uncertain times that the world is going through,
I encourage everyone to remember that
positive words can make a huge impact,
especially because they seem less common
to me right now.
Positive words can change the world,
which means that if you harness them,
you can change the world!
Mayah is a teen reader, writer, bookstagrammer, and all-around arts enthusiast
who geeks out over books and cats. She shares
book reviews and poetry on her instagram
account @mayahlwrites.
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From the Publisher’s Desk, by Gabriel Cruden
I’ve been thinking about natural states
lately. Now, don’t get too excited. Despite
mostly staying home these days, I’m not
talking about nudism. What I’m thinking
about is how things are or become when left
unaltered, shaped, or tended through human
intervention.
An unattended garden would change, for
example. I imagine weeds would dominate,
water-hungry plants would die and only the
hardy and prodigious reproducers would
survive. I expect a new balance would be
established based on symbiotic and biological
relationships rather than human intention.
In the absence of guidance and direction,
my children seem to think that the natural
state for our house is to leave clothes, art
supplies, dirty dishes, sports equipment,
books, food, dance shoes, and everything else
representing the detritus of a full and busy
childhood strewn across all available surfaces.
In my consulting work with nonprofit
organizations, one thing essential for success
is for there to be a shared vision for what the

organization’s purpose is. It occurs to me that
not all of the members of my household currently have a shared vision for cleanliness and
order. (Might be time for a family visioning
session…)
My mother commented recently on how,
in the general absence of social gatherings in
shared spaces, she felt our social agreements
for harmonious behavior were weakening.
Not being connected to the internet, and
staying home except for infrequent trips to
town, she particularly noticed how people
no longer make eye contact or chat in the
checkout line. And she speculated, based
on what she is hearing and reading, about
social media becoming our dominant social
gathering space and how, in that space, social
courtesies and norms are not being adhered
to. She also came to the realization that not
everyone is even interested in getting along
or upholding social accord.
This has given me much to think about.
The North Columbia Monthly is dedicated
to building community through sharing

stories about where and how we live – like
a flow from all the tributaries of perspective
and viewpoint to the central river of what
we hold in common. And in finding those
commonalities, regardless of our perspective
and viewpoint, strengthening our bonds as
a community of individuals that care about
each other and this place we share.
As I write this, I can see my 8-year-old out
in the yard, skin and swimsuit shiny-wet and
glistening in the sun. She has been running
through the sprinkler and now is lying in the
warm gravel, just for the joy of how it feels.
Watching her, I can almost picture what that
must be like. The elemental experience of
being in that joyful moment.
I like to think that our preferred state, as a
community, is one that tends toward care and
harmonious coexistence, with each other and
with place. I hope others, too, share in this
vision, each contributing and participating in
ways that are meaningful to them. I believe
each moment really is a choice. And I think
perhaps my 8-year-old is off to a good start.
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The Action of Hope
By Christine Wilson
“The world is holding its breath
Like we’re running out of air
It’s the first in our lifetime
Might not be the last

But I remember when my
grandmama told me once
She said, ‘This too shall pass.’
I don’t know where we’re going

But if the going gets rough
We’ve got each other
And for now, that’s enough.”
~ “Each Other” by Grace Potter

“To be hopeful in bad times is not just foolishly romantic. It is based on the fact that human
history is a history not only of cruelty, but also of compassion, sacrifice, courage, kindness.
What we choose to emphasize in this complex history will determine our lives. If we see only
the worst, it destroys our capacity to do something. If we remember those times and places—
and there are so many—where people have behaved magnificently, this gives us the energy to
act, and at least the possibility of sending this spinning top of a world in a different direction.
And if we do act, in however small a way, we don’t have to wait for some grand utopian
future. The future is an infinite succession of presents, and to live now as we think human
beings should live, in defiance of all that is bad around us, is itself a marvelous victory.”
									~ Howard Zinn
Where does hope come from? And how
do we move beyond a fear that can cripple
us and make us blind to the possibility of
something better?
A friend recently sent me an article
called “The Opposite of Fear.” According to
the author, Mitch Anthony, there are many
opposites to consider: acceptance, curiosity,
trust, courage, calmness, safety. I like them
all and assume people can play around with
these notions, settling on what makes the most
aspirational sense to any of us as individuals,
especially in this particular season of life on
planet Earth.
There is an old therapy notion that “the
only way past something is through it.” If

seeking the opposite of fear implies that one
should run in the opposite direction, then I
vote no. Assuming I have a vote here.
Facing fear typically requires the hope that
one can survive the journey and come out the
other side in one piece, maybe even better
for the lessons gained. Dan Siegel coined the
phrase “The window of tolerance” and that
can be our chart on this current expedition
and beyond. We use it to describe the heart
space we create to feel our feelings and deal
with them. For some of us it is pencil thin.
For others it is a giant portal into an expansive
collection of feelings.
Sooner or later, no matter how well we handle life’s difficulties, we eventually get pushed
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out of our window of tolerance. There are two
ways that can happen – we can go into the
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is caused by an overwhelm metaphorically
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handle and our brain needs a vacation.
Many of us, in these strange times, go
back and forth between hyper-arousal and
hypo-arousal, skipping right over the calm
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of tolerance can be a lifelong effort, as we
face increasingly complicated and relentless
difficulties.
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Random Acts of Community
There is a lovely parable of a traveler
who went to a wise old sage to complain of
heartbreak and misery, asking for advice to
“get over it.” The wise person suggested a task.
“Go out into the world,” the sage said, “and
collect a mustard seed from a household that
has known no sorrow.”
Off the traveler went. The first household
had suffered the loss of a beloved family
member. The second household had suffered
a similar sadness. On and on the traveler
went, searching relentlessly for a mustard
seed from a household that had not known
sorrow. A year went by and no such household
was found.
Upon returning to the sage, the traveler
lamented the failure. However, a transformative notion was taking form. There was no such
thing as a life without sorrow, he reported.
There were, instead, wonderful connections
with others who understood suffering, who
lived with sorrow, who struggled with disappointment and impatience and loss, and who
had come out the other side as compassionate
witnesses to the sorrow of others. The traveler
was no longer alone. “That,” said the sage, “is
the way out of suffering.”
I have magic wands. A couple decades
ago, I traveled a great distance to meet with
a group of engineers who needed help with
repairing the rifts in their community. I laid
the magic wand on the table and told them
it did not seem to be working. Since they
were engineers, I proposed, they might be of
service in the repair. They bopped each other
over the head with it, danced like wonderful
versions of fairies, and finally gave up, laying
it back down. “Fine,” I said, “You are stuck
with me then.”
We cannot eradicate difficulties; we cannot
predict or prepare for all suffering. We can
support each other as we struggle to manage
fear and the subsequent hopelessness. To me
that is the best salve there is. There is hope
in knowing that there is someone who is
an eyewitness to our life. There is relief in
knowing that we can be that eyewitness for
others. That is the lesson from the parable of
the mustard seed. Sometimes those witnesses
are close by and obvious. Sometimes we have
to go find them.
I’ve sat in witness to others as they cycled
through at least two sets of meanings of the
word “hope.” There is the powerless version

of hope, in which we abdicate authority in
our lives and “hope for the best.” “Gosh,” we
think, “I hope things work out OK. I hope
somebody does something.”
Another version turns it into a verb – action. I studied U.S. history at WSU back in
the day but watching Hamilton recently has
made the action version of our national hope
come to life. There were wrongs to be righted.
There were people with the aspiration and the
energy to take their longings and transform
them into actions. That is a gift of energized
hope. It lives on today in people who continue

to make our more perfect union even better.
It can be noisy; democracy usually is.
And so, in this infinite succession of
presents, which may seem more infinite with
our social distancing, I trust that you can find
virtual or corporeal people who share your
feelings and fill your life with joy and humor
and mutual support. That is where hope grows,
and mutual hope is what pushes out fear.
Christine Wilson is a psychotherapist in
private practice in Colville and can be reached
at christineallenewilson@gmail.com or 509690-0715.
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Courage to Change the World
By Dr. Barry Bacon, MD

I’d like you to meet my great-nephew.
His name is Jonas, and he is seven years
old.
Jonas was explaining to me why bison
are his favorite animal. “Because they are
big and strong, they don’t eat other animals, and they protect their calves. Even
a pack of wolves can’t hurt them because
they will chase them away,” he explained.
Next, Jonas explained Komodo dragons. “They are found on an island in
the Pacific Ocean. They can grow to 300
pounds and 10 feet long. I don’t know
how they do that,” he pondered. “They
must be very streamlined. Also, they are
one of the only venomous lizards. Do you
know the difference between venomous
and poisonous?” He offered the example
of poison dart tree frogs, which can kill

if you bite or touch them, and venomous
creatures like the Komodo dragon which
can kill if they bite you. “The venom of a
Komodo dragon can even kill a large animal like an elephant,” he went on, “and
they can climb trees.”
“Also, I like the mongoose,” Jonas continued. “They can run up to 28 miles per
hour for up to two minutes. They are very
fast and can escape the bite of a snake. In
a fight between a snake and a mongoose,
the mongoose will win,” he stated emphatically.
I really like this guy. He’s one of my favorite people in the whole world, and not
just because he is so smart and personable. There is something else about him.
You don’t notice it right away, but with
closer scrutiny, you see it. Little hints of
Since 1984
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what his life has been. Scars left behind
by surgeons. I trace their meaning in my
mind. With every scalpel mark, I sense
something else. The pain of two parents
who love him deeply. They must have felt
every knife blade.
Jonas has much deeper questions, far
beyond his years. Spiritual stuff, questions
about people like Moses, Elijah, Enoch
and David. He’s the kind of kid who
spouts off stories fresh in his mind that
bring with them questions about why and
what it means. You’d have to be a Bible
scholar. He is unrelenting in his queries,
and I do my best to keep up.
But there is something else that I want
to know. I’m not sure how to ask it without prying. I skirt around the edges with
my questions. Inching my way toward
what really plagues me.
When Jonas was a year old, he began
having strange neurological symptoms.
One eye wasn’t working right and it began to bulge out. His walking was affected
and other portions of his nervous system
stopped working right. Studies showed
that he had a brain tumor. He needed urgent surgery. Then more treatment. A special diet. Finally, chemotherapy.
I decide to ask him how he learned to
lie still for MRIs. “At first, they asked me
if I wanted to smell strawberry or bubble
gum,” he explained. “But they would put
a mask on my face and put me to sleep.
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Life Matters
When I woke up, I had an IV in my arm,
and they had to take it out, and it hurt. I
told my mom I didn’t like it, so she asked
me if I could lay still. I told her that I could.
So now, they have me watch a
movie or listen to music, and I
just lie still. Then I don’t have
to get poked in the arm and
put to sleep.” Jonas needs MRIs
every six months to determine
the status of the tumor. At age
seven, the tumor is still there,
but it is stable.
I ask him about the chemotherapy. “I had to get that between ages three and four,” he
explained. Do you remember
it? I ask. He nods. “I had to get
this in my shoulder.” He pulls
back his shirt and exposes a
scar on his left shoulder where
a central line was placed in his
subclavian vein, down into his
superior vena cava to provide
the potent concoction meant
to stop the growth of the tumor.
“It stuck out about an inch,”
he went on. “Kids used to make
fun of me for that and my eye
(he had to wear a patch for a
time) and my scar.” He points
to his face, which is not quite symmetrical, and the scar running from in front
of his right ear up and across the top of
his scalp, just behind the hair line. “They
would say, ‘are you a pirate? Do you want
to have a sword fight?’ I would get so
mad. One time I had a sword fight with
my brother.” He bursts out in laughter at
the thought.
There is more that I want to know. How
does a child deal with suffering? What
does he dream of becoming? Does he
know how deeply loved he is? I will try to
probe gently.
I mention that I know that he has been
sick at times. I ask him if he is ever scared.
He looks thoughtful but shakes his head.
I ask if he is ever angry, but he says no. I
ask him how he feels, and he says, “Sometimes I just feel sick to my stomach like I

am going to barf, and I can’t eat anything
all day. So, I just have to lie in my room
and not do anything. I have to try to drink
a lot of water and then I start to feel better.

Sometimes my brother comes and gets me
so I can be outside for a little while when I
don’t feel good.”
I ask if this happened while he was getting chemotherapy. “No, this could be any
day. Usually it only happens between October and April. I can only lie around and
build with Legos and read books. I can’t
go outside because I am too sick.” How
does this make him feel? “I feel kind of
sad sometimes because I really like to go
outside.”
I’m trying my best to probe the mind
of a child, and sometimes they struggle to
express in words what they are feeling. I
want to know if he worries about his future, but I don’t want to plant an idea that
doesn’t need to be there. So I go about it
another way. I ask if there is something he
dreams of doing when he grows up. With

hardly a second’s hesitation, he launches into a lengthy description of bringing
people together, black and white and all
the people without fighting so that there
wouldn’t be any fighting anymore. “You mean like Martin
Luther King?” someone asks.
“Yeah, that guy,” he replies. He
warns that people may try to
hurt or even kill someone who
tries to live in this way, bringing
peace to the world. “But I think
God would be happy that I did
it. I would have lived a good life.”
He has answered my questions. I know where he stands.
I ask him if he wants to ask me
anything. “What kind of animals
did you see in Africa?” he wonders. We talk about elephants,
zebras, antelope, hippos and
wildebeest. Somehow, we come
back to his favorite animal, the
bison. “They can charge without
warning at 40 miles per hour,”
he explains. I thank him for his
advice.
I am convinced that we don’t
have any guarantees in this life.
Whether we live a long time or
short is not so much the point. I
think it comes down to how well
we have lived. And that the world is better
because of people like Jonas who dream of
doing something as courageous as bringing peace between the tribes of the earth.
Jonas prays that he won’t suffer, and I
pray for him. I would never want to second-guess the One who is in charge of the
universe when it comes to such things.
I think there must be special grace for
children. Jonas represents to me the best
among us. People of strength and integrity, in the midst of suffering. Children
who dream courageously of changing the
world.
Barry Bacon is a physician who has lived
and practiced family medicine in Colville
for 28 years. He now works in small rural
hospitals in Washington state, teaches family medicine, and works on health disparities in the U.S. and Africa.
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Rette Bidstrup & the Cat
Who Fell From the Catwalk
By Loren Cruden

Welcome rain showered the landscape
as retired fire lookout and dispatcher
Rette Bidstrup and I chatted on my son’s
deck one August morning. I’d never met
her before, so I asked about her personal
history in the area.
“Well, my great-grandpa James Clinton
settled here in the late 1800s. He had an
apple orchard down on the river before
the dam was put in. It was south of Harvey
and west of Rice, kind of at the mouth of
Cheweka Creek. Once the dam flooded the
orchard, as I understand it, my grandpa’s
mom – my great-grandma – bought the
Rice store. Grandpa Clinton had the store
until it burned down in the late ‘40s.
“I was born in 1950. We lived at Rice. I
went to school in the little Rice schoolhouse
which at the time was two rooms – maybe
50 kids at most, grades one through eight.
When I was going into grade five they
consolidated into one room; we only had
about 30 kids then. I went to high school
in Kettle Falls.
“My mom’s family came from New Mexico. During the war Grandpa was at Fort
Dix in California. He wasn’t in the service
but worked in a dairy there. Then they were
in Oregon before coming up here. Dad was

born in Daisy and grew up here – went
to the same little grade school I did and
graduated from Kettle Falls.”
Q: Have you stayed in this area your

whole life?
“I worked out of Cheney for a while, and
in Spokane, but pretty much stayed here
my whole life.”
Q: What holds you here?
“The country! It’s a beautiful place to live.
I thought about moving to Montana, but I
just like it here. When I was growing up we
used to go up on Monumental [Mountain]
to pick huckleberries every year and we’d
always stop at the fire lookout tower. When
I was 12 or 13 there was a gal up there that
had the same first name – Loretta – as me.
She was from Odessa. From that time on I
wanted to be a lookout. The fire service did
the Smoky Bear thing at the school every
spring – came out, showed us little films and
talked about forest fires. In eighth grade,
when they came, I asked the guy how to
get a job as a lookout on Monumental. I
told him I could ride my horse up to the
tower – I had the whole thing figured out.
He crushed my bubble when he said, “I’m
sorry but you have to be 18 before you can
work as a lookout.”
“So I didn’t even think about it after that.
I graduated from high school and went
to college at Eastern, and that summer
when I came home, I figured I’d help Dad
with the farming and ranch
stuff and didn’t really worry
about getting a job. But my
friend, who’d also grown
up at Rice, got a lookout
job on Monumental. When
her parents went to visit her
the first Sunday she was up
there, she asked them to let
me know that if I wanted a
job as a lookout, Flagstaff [a
mountain west of Northport]
was available. The girl the
DNR hired had discovered
she was afraid of heights.
“That was the summer of
1969. I worked as a lookout
in ’69, ’70, and ’71. In 1971
they built the new tower and took down
the old pole tower. So, for the first month
that summer I was on Monumental. They
asked if I wanted to stay on there, since it
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was close to home, but I said no: Flagstaff
was my summer home. So I was the last to
live in the old tower and the first to live in
the new one.
“Back in those days, lookouts worked
from seven in the morning to nine at night,
and got two days off a month. You could
leave the tower after nine if you wanted to
come to town. Once in a while I’d meet some
friends and we’d go to Canada where the
drinking age was 18. But the border closed
at midnight, so there wasn’t much time
to whoop it up. Being in the tower wasn’t
lonely. Kids I knew would come visit; my
mom came up every other week or so and
my brothers or sisters would stay for a week.
“The first summer on Flagstaff, I had my
cat with me – a little black and white kitten.
I kept her in the cabin but she got out on
the catwalk once and was sitting with her
back toward the edge. A fly lit in front of
her and she jumped back and fell.”
Q: How far?
“Thirty feet! I was in a panic – she was
bleeding from her nose and I thought I
should put her out of her misery. I must’ve
started down the stairs with my gun three
or four times but decided to wait.”
[At this point in our conversation
my granddaughter Veah’s cat, Sparkles,
jumped up on the table and began loudly
meowing into my tape recorder. He continued meowing throughout Rette’s story
of the kitten.]
“She spent the night curled up in my hair
– it was long back then – and next morning
got up and ate breakfast – seemed just fine!
That cat was a real character. One day after
lunch, I looked around and couldn’t find

Conversations
her but thought I heard her meowing. I
opened the refrigerator and she shot out.
Must’ve spent an hour and a half in there!
She lived at the farm from then on.”
Q: Did you spot many fires during your
time as a lookout?
“Not much actual fire. Those were low fire
years here. The Okanogan had some and
I could see the glow and smoke over the
mountains, but we didn’t have much here.”
Q: Did you see much wildlife?
“I killed one rattlesnake. I saw a lynx
or bobcat – not sure which. Chipmunks.
A packrat that lived in my outhouse. We
had an agreement: when I went in, he went
out. The summer I worked on Monumental
I had a three-legged dog with me. When
I was in the outhouse early one morning
he started pacing back and forth with his
hackles, head to tail, standing up. When I
stepped out of the outhouse the dog started
barking; right behind the outhouse was this
big brown bear. I don’t know who made it to
the top of the tower stairs first – me or my
three-legged dog. But, looking through my
binoculars, I could see the bear was old, had
hardly any teeth and looked pretty mangy.”
Q: What did you do for food and water?
“Supplies were brought. On Flagstaff I
ordered a lot of paprika. At the beginning of
the season, after the warden had explained
how a store account had been set up for me,
he asked if I drank beer. I thought to myself,
I’m only 19; is this a trick question? Finally
I said, yes, I liked a beer now and then. The
warden said, ‘Well, if you want a six-pack
just put “paprika” on your store list.’”
Q: What attracted you to the work?
“I honestly don’t know. Maybe coming
from a large family it was about having

some quiet time to myself. I mostly read
books. One year I took my sewing machine
up, since I made most of my own clothes.
I did a little artwork. I had plenty to keep
me busy – lookouts had to make weather
observations and relay messages because
in those days the radios didn’t carry as far,
didn’t have as many towers.”
Q: Did you talk to other lookouts?
“No. Several of the gals had a talk-around
after nine at night, but DNR lookouts were

not allowed to do that. My friend on Monumental and I wrote letters to one another,
containing lists of yes or no questions.
After-hours, we’d get on the radio and key
our mics back and forth – two clicks for yes,
one click for no – to the questions on our
lists. Years later when I worked as a night
dispatcher one of the other dispatchers
asked if I ever heard any weird clicking
after nine o’clock. I cracked up then told

her what it was about.”
Q: What are the most significant changes
you’ve seen in this area over the years?
“The population growth. The farmland
that’s been turned into housing – divided
and subdivided so that everybody has their
own little four or five acres. That’s been hard
for me to watch – to see the farmland go.”
Q: Did this change affect the human
environment too?
“I think it made us less friendly – though
that has a lot to do with other changes in
society. Back in my childhood we didn’t
have a phone until I was 10 or 12. You
didn’t call people, you just dropped in. We
had visitors all the time. Kids would play
together while the adults played cards, sat
around and visited. Today, people often
don’t even know their neighbors. I’m guilty
of it too; I don’t make the effort. Part of that
was because I was working full time and the
kids were in school. But I still don’t know
most of my neighbors where I live now,
which is kind of sad.”
Q: What did you do after the lookout job?
“The summer of 1972 I took a permanent job in the DNR office in Colville and
was a relief night dispatcher. There was a
bed and shower but they wouldn’t let you
have a phone in there – were afraid you’d
answer the phone and go back to sleep. So
there was a big bell next to the bed. When
it rang you had to jump up and run down
to the office to answer the phone. Then, if
it was a fire, you had to contact the crews.
“I also worked dispatch during the day
and after that summer did some work for
the DNR with state lands, timber sales,
rights of way and so on. I left the agency for
Continued on page 12...
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a year and went to graphic arts school, but
came back in the spring of 1982 because I
decided that being a starving artist wasn’t
going to work. I came back into dispatch
and worked there until 2015 when I retired.
By then I was the center manager for the
interagency dispatch service.”
Q: You were there through all the changes
in technology?
“When I started in the office we had the
old carriage-return typewriters and no
Xerox; we had a mimeograph machine.
You typed on the old green-wax paper

stuff, wrapped it around the drum and
then cranked out your copies. I think the
biggest change was that whole flow from
that to where, by the time I retired, we had
everything on-screen, instant, especially
communication.”
Q: Were you comfortable with that
evolution?
“Mostly, yes.”
Q: With all the technology, was there
less direct human contact?
“Not that much less in the dispatch world.
We talked directly to the field crews on the
radio a lot and when they turned in their
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fire reports.”
Q: When did your involvement with the
Kettle Falls interpretive center start?
“Dot Javorka called me in February 2015.
I’d helped out there before that, with the
student art and writing contests over the
years, until that went by the wayside when
arts programs in the schools got cut. But in
2015 I started working again at the center.”
Q: What interests you about it?
“I think my dad really got me interested
in history. I’ve been into family history
and genealogy since I was about 18. My
great-grandma Clinton’s father and brothers were founders of the Great Silver King
mine up in Nelson, BC (not that they left
me any of the money from it!). I think that
anytime you have knowledge about the
history in an area it helps you see the area
as a whole, not just one side of it. It gives
you a better understanding of the people
who still live here or lived here in the past.
“The Kettle Falls center tries to present
that in a way that’s inclusive – that tells
the whole story. We have artifacts on loan
from the tribes and contact them with any
questions we have, to make sure we’re doing
exhibits correctly and not putting up any
wrong information.”
Q: What from this area’s history do you
find distinctive?
“One of the things I was most surprised
to learn was how far some of the Natives
traveled to come to the falls for the salmon. It amazed me to think of them coming
those distances on foot or horseback. That’s
a journey! That, and that the tribes along
the river were not fully informed about
what the consequences of the dam would
be, what building it was going to do. That
was very wrong.”
Q: What’s your relationship with the
river these days?
“When I was younger we spent a lot of
time down at the river, swimming. When the
water was low we could see Great-Grandpa’s
place – the packing sheds and where the
house stood and rows and rows of stumps
where the orchard had been. These days I
try to go kayaking on the river at least once
a week with a friend I’ve known since we
were kids.”
The history of a friendship, embedded in
the history of place.
Loren Cruden writes fiction, nonfiction,
and poetry, available at www.LorenBooks.
com, and provides Home Pet Care in the
north Stevens County area.
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Finding Familiar,

by Tabitha Gregory

The trail, indefinite, wound upward through thickets of brush
and broke off at random angles toward groves of evergreens. My
feet slipped on the ungroomed track and I stubbed my toes –
more than once – on roots. My husband, Matt, and I had parked
our car at the bottom of this hill and started our climb after
seeing two people-shapes way upslope, their telltale stationary
stooped posture betraying them. We could tell they were harvesting berries.
Matt and I are foragers. We’ve picked berries and eaten wild
greens from forest and field for years. We came to the Inland
Northwest from a small Alaskan town surrounded by glaciers,
the sea, extraordinary mountains and carpets of blueberries and
cranberries. In late summer and fall, we used to trek across the
tundra and then sink onto mats of branches burdened with tiny
dark purple fruit.
Lower, in the spruce forest, we waded
through alders to get at the high bush
blueberries – fatter and sweeter
than the alpine variety but protected by evil swarms of black
flies and mosquitoes. High
and low, bugs or no bugs,
we picked gallons for the
freezer and ate them all
winter.
When we moved to
Spokane recently, we
assumed feasting on native foods was a thing of
the past. Our wilderness
backyard was replaced by
urban concrete sidewalks,
manicured lawns and neat
bungalows. Beyond those
lay an arid open forest and
slow-moving river. We didn’t
get much farther than that our
first summer, what with house hunting and a job search. Yet, over the internal
din of relocation stress, we heard people tell us
there were “huckleberries” out there somewhere beyond
the city. I was intrigued but didn’t give it much attention.
Then, as the summer began to wane and our harvest-clock
ticked loudly, we tuned in to the reports of ripening huckleberries. In August we went hunting. Strategically. Mount Spokane
was getting press coverage, but we thought the competition
might be too great there for newcomers who didn’t know of a
secret stash. We looked for a mark farther afield. Matt read that
the hills of 49 Degrees North were ripe for picking. The masses
would have to drive farther, we reasoned, so maybe we’d stand a
chance.
We headed out on a warm Saturday. Our packs were stuffed
with water and gallon baggies and our Alaska gathering baskets.
I brought bug dope. Matt carried Clif bars. We drove northwest

past sunflower fields and horses and farmhouses. We motored
through the quiet town of Chewelah. We drove up into the forest
and to the ski area.
And that’s where we saw them – the berry pickers. They were
very high on the exposed hillside and we knew immediately what
they were up to. We thought we could ease up behind them, stopping short of their territory, and pick without crowding them.
Up we tromped, the morning sun heating the land. It smelled
green and rich and was quiet except for the buzzing of bees and
crunch of branches beneath our feet. It only took ten minutes of
zigzag walking before we were into the berries. I recognized them
promptly by the reddish leaves and glossy purple skin. Huckleberries of the Inland Northwest are dead-ringers for Alaska’s
blueberries. I ate one or two or three as Matt wandered off to the
forest’s edge. I ate a few more. Blueberries? Huckleberries? Whichever. I ate more, then started
harvesting in earnest.
In Alaska, we picked in cold wind
and sometimes rain until our
hands were stiff. If it wasn’t
blowing or wet, the bugs often tormented us. Here, on
this day in the Selkirks,
the sun shone and I was
warm, able to focus pure
attention on the job at
hand. I leaned into the
foliage and dredged
branches clean. I ferreted out fruit hanging
low to the ground, hiding. My fingers grew red.
Bushes begat more bushes
and patches and blankets.
We worked our way crossslope and up and at last filled a
couple of gallon bags. We surveyed
the area. The original couple was
now descending. A young family slogged
around the lower part of the mountain, the children exclaiming over the edible treasure. Another couple had just arrived. We zipped up our baggies tightly and tucked
them into our packs, then ambled down to the car.
After spending a year turning up one-way streets the wrong
direction, learning a new job, and taking on the regional vocabulary, these tart little berries were at once comfortingly familiar and imminently local. Like running into an old friend in a
foreign land, the groves, the berries, the wandering and finding
were grounding. They seemed to form a bridge – sweet and juicy
– over the gap separating old from new.
Tabitha Gregory, born and raised in Alaska, now lives in Spokane with her husband, Matt, where they share a love of actively
exploring and learning about the Inland Northwest. Tabitha especially enjoys hiking, skiing, plant identification and history.
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Squashing My Fears
Article and Photos by Tina Tolliver Lago

It’s been a blistering hot week, even here on the banks of the
Kettle River where a dip in the cool water always makes me wonder
how people who don’t have a river to lie in can survive summer.
And by “lie in,” I mean just that. I lie in the water like a beached
whale when it’s this hot. I think I would just melt or shrivel up
and blow away if I didn’t have cool water to fall into. Of course, it’s
obvious I’ll never shrivel up and blow away — I like food too much.
This is that time of the year when the heat dictates what we
do every moment of the day. While mornings beg to be savored,
perhaps lounging by the river with a cup of coffee or taking a
walk while the air is still comfortable, we instead find ourselves
in the race to beat the heat. We start by closing all the windows
before the coffee has even finished brewing, then circling the yard,
the barn and the raptor pens to make sure every living thing has
enough cool water to survive until we do it again before nightfall.
By the time the morning animal rounds are done, it’s time to
drag the hoses around to pour water on the flowers and vegetables
and the jungle of houseplants that live outside during the summer
in the shade of the porch overhang. It’s the height of summer and
the heat seems endless and unbearable some days when we can’t
get the house cool enough to get a good sleep. But just when I
feel I can’t take it any longer, it suddenly changes and the night air
cools, giving the first sign that summer is fading into fall.
Early this morning I found myself thinking about how strange
this summer has been and how quickly it has passed by. Back in
April and May, when the promise of gardening and summertime
activities took my mind away from the wall of fear that I had been
feeling, I vowed to let go of the stress by focusing on the nurturing
of my body and soul with a lovely garden, my kayak, and maybe
a good book or two. I planned to tuck in as many moments with
my grandkids as I possibly could, envisioning a balance among
all things that mattered most.
Well, let’s just say that a garden that wants to grow and generate
more produce than one woman, man, friends, neighbors, family,
chickens, neighbor’s chickens, robins and raccoons can keep up
with is a demanding and all-consuming kind of vegetable plot that
seems to have developed its own energy source. It has consumed
more than a good chunk of our time in the past few weeks.
Some nights I lie awake, dreading the morning safari into the
jungle of vines, knowing there won’t be enough colanders or
grocery bags to hold the pounds of produce I will emerge with
an hour or two later.
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I step into the jungle carefully because in my middle-of-thenight-worries a rattlesnake was hiding under the cucumbers and
I’m pretty sure I died an excruciating death in my head before I
fell back into a fitful sweaty sleep. Even before I pick the last bean
off the vine full of more buds that are mocking me, my mind is
reeling with the amount of work the day ahead will hold. The
freezing, the pickling, and the plotting to find willing zucchini
takers is exhausting.
I will admit that there were a couple of morning pickings that
simply left me feeling defeated. I heard my own father admonishing
me in my head as I raised a shovel to split open several zucchini
and cucumbers gone rogue to feed them to the chickens. I felt the
guilt of not dragging out a grater and a pan the size of a watering
trough to grate the zucchini into, squeezing out the water, packing
it into plastic bags and labeling them for the freezer.
But my guilt ended before I took the shovel to the biggest green
monster, as I recalled the summer back in 1989 when I filled the
freezer full of grated zucchini, which by 1990 became 42 quartsized bags of mush.
I was a young mom who prided myself in my “back to the land”
ways of feeding my family. I grated so much zucchini that summer
that I shaved off half my fingernails and a couple of knuckles and
developed what was probably carpal tunnel but since there was
no such thing back then I just called it “sore wrist,” a malady that
generally healed by New Year’s.
That was right around the time I threw all that hard work to the
chickens because in each attempt to thaw a bag of grated zucchini
for the purpose of making something yummy I learned that there
simply is no such thing as something yummy made from frozen
zucchini. It was gross. I guess I’m telling you this to save you from
making the same time-consuming mistake I made as a young
mother. But if you must ... use a food processor.
To this day I believe there is no shame in feeding my chickens
the organic garden produce that is too ripe, too big or just too
hard to keep up with. But rest assured I do my share of sharing.
A few weeks ago, I filled a huge basket full of zucchini and
shamelessly set it right in the middle of my shop floor. And by
“middle” I mean my intent was for people to have to walk around
it ... or trip over it. “Hi! How are you today? Don’t forget to take a
squash!” One woman bought two lovely hanging plants and along
with her receipt I shoved a zucchini at her and said, “You just won
this! Let me pack it to your car for you since your hands are full!”

This Great Big Life
One couple looked at me kind of funny but then the woman
said, “Did you grow these?” I said, “Yes, although they are totally
out of control and just growing themselves at an alarming rate
and I just picked them an hour ago. There will be that many more
before sundown. They scare me.”
“Wow,” she said. “I’ve honestly never eaten anything out of
anyone’s personal garden.”
I found that almost unbelievable and more than a little sad. She
said her mom and dad were both military and they moved a lot.
She grew up in base housing, never in one place long enough for
a growing season or in a place where a garden was even possible.
And even more sad was that she had never even been to a farmers
market. It made me realize just how fortunate we are here.
Many of us have the space to garden and now more than ever
a little extra time to dedicate to growing some food. Whether we
grow just a little planter of salad greens on the patio or enough to
feed our families and share with others, I believe it is a privilege to
turn a plot of earth into a green jungle of delicious and healthy food.
I’ve had a few gardening seasons that were disheartening, when
the weeds outgrew the stunted vegetable plants for whatever reason.
Too much rain or not enough can have us tilling our garden plots
under before July is upon us. But that has certainly not been the
case this year. I will confess that in the past few days, however, my

enthusiasm has waned. For example, the green beans are getting
a little tough. My intent now is to let them go and save the seed.
The peas are long done and setting seeds as well.
My granddaughters helped me pick a few zucchinis the other day
that I had no desire to bring into the house. So they each picked
one up and we headed to the chicken coop. When we got there
and the chickens came running, I looked down to see my sweet
three-year-old granddaughter cradling her zucchini and cooing
to it like it was a baby. I sighed. I think the chickens sighed. We
traipsed back to the house, three little girls and their zucchini
“babies” and we packed up their things to go home after a long
weekend here at Nana’s.
I smiled at the puzzled look on my daughter’s face as the girls
climbed into the car with their squashes. I waved goodbye, exhausted and happy as always after a long weekend with them. Then
I looked back at the chickens, who were still gathered by the coop,
still puzzled because tiny humans had walked away with their
food. “Don’t worry” I said. “There will be more before sundown.”
Tina is a mother, grandmother, artist, rescuer of owls, eagles,
hawks and other wild creatures, children’s book illustrator, gardener
and hobby farmer who makes her home on the Kettle River. Check
out the Kettle River Raptor Center on Facebook.
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All About Lightning
Article and photo by J. Foster Fanning
It is early morning near the middle of
summer as I sit to this writing. Considering
my planned subject material, it is quite
appropriate that this river valley awoke
to lightning illuminating the overcast
morning in an electric neon flash, followed
by a peal of thunder rumbling along the
mountain ridges.
Historically, lightning has fascinated
humankind. It was the magic from the
sky that brought fire to the earth. Early
humans captured and used that fire to keep
warm, drive back the night, hold predators
at bay, and form social circles around. As
early humans sought answers about the
natural world, lightning became a part of
superstitions, myths and religions.
The Bible states, “He maketh lightnings
with rain, and bringeth forth the wind out
of His treasures.” Zeus wielded lightning
in Greek mythology but, for Romans,
thunderbolts were invented by Minerva,
the goddess of wisdom. Muslims attributed
lightning and thunder to the divine, the
Quran says: “He it is who showeth you
lightning and launches the thunderbolts.”
Germanic-Norse mythology introduces
us to Thor, the Thunderer, who tossed
lightning bolts at his enemies.
In Hinduism, Indra is the god of heaven,
lightning, rain, storms and thunder. Impundulu is the lightning bird-god of the
Pondo, Xhosa and Zulu of southern Africa.
For the Bantu it’s Umpundulo, and their
medicine men go out in storms to make
the lightning strike farther away. The Navajos hold that lightning has great power

in their healing rituals. Sand paintings
show the lightning bolt as a wink in the
Thunderbird’s eye. Lightning is associated
with wind, rain and crop growth.
And, of course, many of us know the story
of founding father, diplomat and inventor
Benjamin Franklin with the kite and key,
which supposedly took place in 1750 after
Franklin developed a theory that electricity
and lightning were one and the same. Ben
had a good chance of being struck dead with
that wet silk kite, damp string and metal
key. There are many more mythologies
steeped in the mysteries of lightning.
Cumulonimbus clouds need warm and
humid conditions to form. In their core
these clouds often give birth to lightning.
This is caused by ionized droplets in the
clouds rubbing against each other. This
static charge buildup sets the stage for
electrical discharge. Lightning forms when
the electrons in the bottom of a cloud are
attracted to the protons in the ground.
When the attraction of these electrical
charges is greater than the surrounding
air’s resistance to electrical flow, the electrons are able to stream to the protons. This
streaming path creates lightning, which
is an intense blast of supercharged energy
heated to over 50,000 degrees Fahrenheit
(hotter than the surface of our sun). The
burst of lightning heating the adjacent
air causes a rapid expansion resulting in
thunder.
According to the PBS website, since light
travels at a rate of 186,000 miles per second,
far faster than sound, people see lightning

before they hear thunder. NOAA and the
National Weather Service recommend
seeking immediate shelter when lightning
is within six miles of your location. How
can you tell the distance of lightning strikes
from your location? If thunder is heard
five seconds after the flash, the lightning is
approximately one mile away, ten seconds
equals two miles, etc.
In our mountainous, timbered highlands
area, we get a common type of lightning
strike called ground to cloud, which is
lightning initiated from a tall, grounded
object reaching into the clouds. About 25%
of all lightning events worldwide are strikes
between the atmosphere and earth-bound
objects. On average, each person has a 1-in15,300 chance of being struck by lightning
in their lifetime, according to the National
Weather Service. I’ve been the recipient of a
mild strike traveling through a wet barbed
wire fence, which knocked me off my feet,
and I know several people who have been
struck by lightning and, amazingly, lived
to tell about it. One friend has even been
hit twice.
Over the course of my career as a wildland
firefighter and fire manager the occurrence
and effects of lightning became a lifelong
study. In the span of those decades our understanding of lightning and ability to track
it have seen major scientific advancements.
Several times in that career I have been
too close for comfort in the presence of
lightning. In my younger years I believed
an old firefighter’s tale that the rubber
tires of a patrol vehicle would protect the
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occupants. That’s only partially true. The
National Weather Service did a study of
automobiles and lightning which confirmed you are safer in the vehicle than
you would be outside it during a lightning
storm. The good news is the outer metal
shell of hard-topped metal vehicles does
provide protection to those inside with
the windows closed. But the vehicle itself
may be damaged – commonly the antenna,
electrical system, rear windshield and/or
tires. It’s also possible for lightning to ignite
a fire within the automobile. When in the
presence of lightning it is always better
to play it safe and find shelter if possible.
Have a smartphone? There are several
apps and computer programs that detect
lightning, including Lightning Tracker,
Live Lightning and Blitzortung. Some
folks get pretty Twitter-pated when these
apps light up with lightning strikes, but
before posting potential wildfire starts from
lightning, remember that most lightning
strikes are cloud-to-cloud, and even the
bulk of ground strikes do not cause fires.
The applications cannot discern between
the types or targets of lightning bolts.
A tree hit by lightning can explode. I’ve
seen the aftermath of this a few times with
parts of a big ponderosa pine blown over
100 feet from the mangled trunk. It happens
because the enormous heat generated by the
lightning strike vaporizes the sap of a tree
and produces steam which then escapes by

exploding the tree trunk.
When extremely powerful lightning
hits rock or sand, the mineral beneath the
surface can be fused due to the enormous
amount of heat generated by the lightning.
This fusion takes place in the form of a tube
which is known as fulgurite. They are often
referred to as lightning fossils and have
been discovered worldwide despite being
relatively rare.
When it comes to types of lightning,
well, there are a few: ball lightning, forked
lightning, spider lightning, lightning
crawlers and Positive Giant, which is a type
of lightning known for hitting the ground
at a distance of 20 miles from the storm.
In the high altitudes there are Green Elves,
Red Sprites and Blue Jets.
Science now is pushing the envelope of

lightning’s secrets. More has been learned
about this transient phenomenon in the
past decade than in the preceding 260
years since Franklin’s “kites and keys”
experiment. Stay tuned...
And in the meantime, summer is still
with us. It’s a good time to get out there,
walk a few miles, float the river, climb that
peak and keep an eye peeled for thunderclouds.
My special thanks to retired NOAA
meteorologist and friend Bob Tobin for
proofreading for me.
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.

Dorothea Pritchett, LMT
#MA60201080
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New Neighbors at Rancho Relaxo
By Tina Wynecoop
Each morning my husband and I walk a
roundtrip mile to get the newspaper. Later
in the day we do the same for the mail. I did
the math, multiplying 2 miles x 365 days x
44 years (minus 2,288 miles for no mail on
Sundays) = 29,832 miles! The circumference
of the earth is less than that.
For many of those years and miles we’ve
had our world to ourselves, walking past
wheat fields, old apple trees, a pine forest,
and the everchanging and beautiful Half
Moon Prairie skies. Just like our much-appreciated newspaper deliverer and postal
carrier, we’ve remained undeterred by
extremes of weather. The wildlife we have
seen throughout the changing seasons has
enriched our sense of place in the natural
world.
Now, though, there are multiples of
duplexes alongside our half-mile unpaved
road, and many new neighborhoods

surrounding us. One of the very few highlights of all this change in scenery is seeing
children playing outdoors. Two little girls,
Arielle (6) and Felicity (4) often greet us ...
and sometimes their little sister Kaelynn (1)
joins in. “Hi Tina” and “Hi Judge” ring out
from the edge of their patch of lawn. If it
is cold, they yell out their hellos from their
upstairs bedroom window. Sometimes they
are playing together in their room and tell us
they are “betending” to be gossamer-winged

Tinkerbell and her
winged friend, Silvermist. We love
waving back at these
friendly fairies.
In February, before the major shift
in societal interactions loomed, I had
placed an order with a
hatchery for six banty
chicks. They arrived
in early April. I took
two chicks to meet the
girls. That was when it
was hard to remember
to wear a mask or even
find one. That was
when social distancing hadn’t become the
norm. That was when the little girls hugged
and cooed and poured their love on the
chicks. And that was a hit.
Now, in mid-August, for the first time,
the family walked the half mile to our
place to visit the chicks who are fullfledged grownups now. The chicks still
free-range in our protected backyard
and sleep in their little doghouse that
looks like a log cabin. They still sit on
our feet, laps, my head; and they take
over the lawn chairs when we’re not
sitting outside. We’ve named our place
“Rancho Relaxo.” We hoped our chickens would enjoy the girls’ visit as much
as the girls enjoyed their visit
way back in April.
It was very nice to sit in setapart lawn chairs and get to
know the dad and mom and to
watch the girls being intent on
hugging, cooing and pouring
their love on the feathered adorables once again. The chickens
weren’t interested at all.
So we toured the backyard and
visited the fish pond and the girls
tried to peek in the windows of
our house. It is hard not to be free
to invite guests indoors. Out of the
blue the six-year old asked me, “Do
you believe in God?” “Oh, yes!” I
said. “We are ‘tight’.” (I believe in the
innocent dearness of children, too.)
The chickens remained standoffish and not very entertaining, but

we had apples and cookies and a box of toys
to fill the social gaffe.
The family went home for lunch and the
mom texted me later to say the older girls
played a game called “Tina and Judge” that
afternoon. Mom wrote, “It didn’t amount
to much except calling people by your
names, haha!” Look for the game in stores
this Christmas.
P.S. Later that week, after a full day of
huckleberrying in the Selkirk Mountains,
wearied and dusty from traveling many
miles of dirt roads, we pulled up to our farm
gate. As Judge got out of the rig to open the
gate he said, “Let’s go home and play ‘Tina
and Judge.’” I was game.
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“Education for the Road Ahead”
• Driver Education Classes
• State Department of Licensing
Knowledge and Drive Testing

302 Park Street, Metaline Falls, WA

• Individual Instruction

The Cutter Auction

ONLINE!

Support the Cutter Theatre and
its community programs.
The annual Cutter Auction will
be online

Oct 2 -5
nd

th

Check out all of our items at:

www.auctria.com/
auction/cuttertheatre
For more information and reservations
contact The Cutter office at 509-446-4108
Office Hours: Mon, Wed, Fri, 9 am - 4 pm

Colville’s locally owned driving school!

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

Zaddy’s
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• Local crafters-Holiday table
-6
am
• Gifts wrapped in a balloon
8
F
M• Digital Four Photography

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

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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Evergreen
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ArtAssociation
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509-447-5948
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Newport,WA
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FB
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Park
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and beyond.
beyond.

509-768-0418
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ElkCamden
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Rd.,Elk,
Elk,WA
WA
99009
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FBElk
ElkCommunity
CommunityPark
Park

Cutter
CutterTheatre
Theatre

509-446-4108
509-446-4108
PO
POBox
Box133,
133,302
302Park
ParkSt.,
St.,Metaline
MetalineFalls,
Falls,WA
WA99153
99153
www.cuttertheatre.com
www.cuttertheatre.com

Pend
PendOreille
OreillePlayers
PlayersAssociation
Association
509-447-9900
509-447-9900
236
236S SUnion
UnionAve.,
Ave.,Newport,
Newport,WA
WA99156
99156
www.pendoreilleplayers.org
www.pendoreilleplayers.org

Pend
County
Historical
PendOreille
Oreilleand
County
HistoricalSociety
Society
Museum
and
Museum
509-447-5388
509-447-5388
PO Box 1409, 402 S Washington, Newport, WA 99156
PO Box 1409, 402 S Washington, Newport, WA 99156
www.pochsmuseum.org
www.pochsmuseum.org

Responsible
ResponsibleGrowth
Growth**NE
NEWashington
Washington
www.rgnew.org
www.rgnew.org
PO Box 960, Newport, WA 99156
PO Box 960, Newport, WA 99156
FB RgNEWash
FB RgNEWash

Tiger
and
TigerStore
Store
andMuseum
Museum
509-442-4656

509-442-4656
PO Box 603, 390372
HWY 20, Ione, WA 99139
PO Box 603, 390372
HWY 20, Ione, WA 99139
FB tigerhistorical
FB tigerhistorical

Create Art Center
Create
Art Center
509-447-9277

PO Box 1173, 900 509-447-9277
W 4th, Newport, WA 99156
PO Box 1173,
900 W 4th, Newport, WA 99156
www.createarts.org
www.createarts.org

Newport/Priest River Rotary Club
Newport/Priest
River Rotary Club
1-208-428-8006

1-208-428-8006
PO Box 2305,
Priest River, ID 83856
PO Box 2305, Priest River, ID 83856
https://district5080.org/clubInfo/newport-priest-river
https://district5080.org/clubInfo/newport-priest-river

River Valley Lifestyle

River Valley Lifestyle
rivervalleylifestyle@outlook.com
rivervalleylifestyle@outlook.com
www.RiverValleyLifestyle.com
www.RiverValleyLifestyle.com

Member of One River Nonprofit Network
Member of One River Nonprofit Network

Selkirk Alliance for Science
Selkirk Alliance
541-480-4484for Science
PO Box 541541-480-4484
Newport WA 99156
PO www.selkirkscience.org
Box 541 Newport WA 99156
www.selkirkscience.org

River Arts Alliance is now a coalition of eleven non-profit entities in the greater Pend Oreille County area of northeast Washington. It was founded in 1999 and is a 501(c)(3) dedicated to the support and promotion of arts, humanities
and natural sciences in our rural area. Through communication with each other and the public we can enhance the
expression of visual art, theater, music, history and more to residents and visitors alike in our beautiful area. Another
plus is membership in the One River Nonprofit Network of northeastern Washington which brings us opportunities
for networking in a larger coalition. It also allows us the privilege to participate in educational seminars by Washington
Nonprofits and online learning for the benefit of our individual groups.
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LISTEN UP
Reviews by Michael Pickett

Deep Purple: Sound on Sound
It’s been a while since we’ve seen such
a relatively quick succession of albums
from the great Deep Purple. Equally
rare are albums produced by the mighty
Bob Ezrin (KISS’s
Destroyer and Pink
Floyd’s The Wall,
just to name a pair).
The combination of
DP with Ezrin in the
producer’s chair has
created Whoosh, and
it’s one of the strongest platters Purple
ever cranked out.
While the world
hits “pause” and inventories paper masks
at home, this quintet is content to hit

“record” ... and hit it hard.
With massive classic rock firepower
on “Throw My Bones” and “No Need to
Shout,” vocalist Ian
Gillan sounds as at
ease and soulful as
he has on any Purple release. Guitarist
Steve Morse and keyboardist Don Airey
trade smoldering
classically-tinged
solo lines on the
clever “Nothing at
All,” while the blazing “The Long Way
Around ” has the
groove and swagger to hold up with Deep
Purple’s best work over 50 years.

Clearly, Ezrin didn’t have to fret the
basics as he did in ages past. He didn’t
have to teach the band to stay in tune
(KISS) or take fragments of decent ideas
and turn them into whole songs (Pink
Floyd). Every Deep Purple lineup has had
players who could sing and compose at a
galactic level, and the current incarnation,
together since Jon Lord’s passing in 2012,
is no exception.
What Whoosh offers – as with 2017’s
Infinite – is songwriting, performance
and lyricism that are unapologetically
brash. As Gillan’s lyrics tell it: “We goin’
out tomorrow / gonna do it right / Celebrate the fact that we’re still alive / In
that case, we better make it tonight / I’ll
drink for us all and you can drive.”
Deep Purple is clearly not done making
incendiary hard rock, and Whoosh is
one of the best things they’ve created in
a long time.

Rick Wakeman: Worlds Beyond

Having powered dizzying keyboard lines
for the likes of Yes, Ozzy Osbourne and
David Bowie, just to name a few, synth-wizard Rick Wakeman has also crafted some
of the most imaginative solo work of the
past five decades.
So it should really be no surprise that
The Red Planet is an album that effortlessly
blends Wakeman’s classically-tinged keyboard lines with odd meters and a broad
palette of rhythms and sounds (with the

assistance of The English Rock Ensemble),
creating a record that is as ambitious as
nearly anything he’s put out to this point.
The galactically-expansive “The North
Plain” nods to his late keyboard-god friend,
Jon Lord, with gut-punching B3 lines, while
the regal and dramatic “Olympus Mons”
and “South Pole” have Wakeman layering
lush prog-rock synth sounds and orchestral
elements like a film composer.
While Wakeman waits to see what Yes
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will do once the world regains its abdicated
sanity, this album is a fantastic point of
entry into a solo catalog and synth prowess
that rivals anything created by Keith Emerson, Eddie Jobson or anyone else you’d
care to name.
Rick Wakeman is an elder statesman of
progressive rock, but remains a musical
force to be reckoned with, and his visit
to the The Red Planet is not to be missed.
Check out Michael Pickett’s music, free
at pickettmusic.com.

A Good Read
Reviews by Loren Cruden

Braiding Sweetgrass, by Robin Wall Kimmerer
Braiding Sweetgrass, a nonfiction book by acclaimed Potawatomi
writer Robin Wall Kimmerer, is so rich in passages to linger over
that I read it a little at a time, savoring each chapter.
Kimmerer is an environmental biologist and teacher in upstate
New York (though sections of the book also take us to the Pacific
Northwest). She interweaves science and Indigenous wisdom using
language that is both meticulous and inviting. Her absorption in
the world of plants becomes a shared venue for teachings about
interconnection and interdependence.
Kimmerer is forthright but never confrontational: “For me,
writing is an act of reciprocity with the world; it is what I can give
back in return for everything that has been given to me.”
Chapters have titles such as “Learning the Grammar of Animacy,”
“The Consolation of Water Lilies,” and “Epiphany in the Beans.”
“Plants answer questions by the way they live, by their responses
to change; you just have to know how to ask….” Kimmerer’s
naturalist writing is cousin to that of Annie Dillard, Mary Oliver,
Barry Lopez, and Lesley Marmon Silko: closely involved, informed
observations whose insights reveal more than just data.
“With waders and boats, the biologists are on the river to dip
nets into the restored channels of the estuary, to take its pulse.
They come now every day to check, go down to the shore and

gaze out to sea. And still the
salmon do not come. So the
waiting scientists roll out their
sleeping bags and turn off the
lab equipment. All but one.
A single microscope light is
left on.
“Out beyond the surf [the
salmon] gather, tasting the
waters of home. They see it
against the dark of the headland. Someone has left a light
on, blazing a tiny beacon into
the night, calling the salmon
back home.”
Simple in its theme of
“practical reverence,” the
braided strands are complex in manifestation. “If we are looking
for models of self-sustaining communities, we need look no further
than an old-growth forest. Or the old-growth cultures they raised
in symbiosis with them.” Any-old-scientist might call this looking
a study of “bioculture.” One like Kimmerer might also call it love.

No Time to Spare, by Ursula K. Le Guin
Ursula K. Le Guin’s 2017 book of essays, No Time to Spare,
written while in her eighties, is subtitled Thinking About What
Matters. After a writing life encompassing 22 novels, 11 poetry
collections and several translations of others’ work – and that
reaped six Hugo, five Nebula, and a National Book Award – it may
be interesting, indeed, to see what matters to such a long-serving
mind.
The essays, all from Le Guin’s online writings, are informal,
entertaining, remorselessly opinionated, and wide-prowling. The
thoughts she conveys are presented as a work in progress – she’s
never quite done thinking about things. Like her cat, Pard, she
stalks and pounces, bats her prey around, then comes back later
to bat it around some more.
In essays about aging, Le Guin pounces on irritating soundbites people offer to seniors, saying: “Actually, I’ve never heard
anybody over 70 say that you’re only as old as you think you are.”
And furthermore, “Old age isn’t a state of mind. It’s an existential
situation. Would you say to a person paralyzed from the waist
down, ‘Oh, you aren’t a cripple! You’re only as paralyzed as you
think you are. My cousin broke her back once but she got right
over it and now she’s in training for a marathon!’”
Other of the collection’s 40 or so short pieces relay Le Guin’s
thoughts about swearwords, fan mail, literary awards, fantasy
writing, linguistics, proverbs: thoughts generated by a lifelong

devotion to words. She also
turns her laser attention on
diverse arenas such as feminism, the difference between
knowledge and belief, the
Inner Child theory, anger,
utopias and dystopias, opera,
Santa Claus, poached eggs,
rattlesnakes, gated communities, and more. Whether
or not one aligns with her
thinking, the essays are a
treat to read: plain-spoken,
intelligent, often funny.
Best of all, Le Guin writes
about Pard, her “good cat
with bad paws.”
From her initial published works onward, Le Guin lifted fantasy
and science fiction far beyond formulaic tropes to levels new and
profound, thought and language used to beautiful, worthy effect.
We’ll miss her.
Loren Cruden writes fiction, nonfiction, and poetry, available at
www.LorenBooks.com, and provides Home Pet Care in the north
Stevens County area.
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Mountain Meandering

Masked Beauties – The Cedar Waxwings
Article & Photo by Patricia Ediger

As a child growing up in southern California, I could usually
be found in a tree or under a tree, playing in the shade, or reading
a book. I come from a family of enthusiastic readers – in fact my
father had a library of thousands of books, spread throughout our
home and the garage and taking up any available wall space. He
even had his books organized with the Dewey decimal system.
My mom had her own collection of favorites and usually could be
found reading a book with her iced tea during the months when
she was on summer break from teaching school. But ... I digress.
I delighted in the outdoors, wildlife, birds, butterflies and
moths, and, of course, my dogs and cats. I remember waking
up in the mornings to the lovely, sad call of the mourning dove,
which endeared me. I loved finding bird eggs, fascinated by their
colors and fragility. Growing up in the city obviously limited my
exposure to many of the birds whose habitats are in open farmlands or meadows and forested mountains. Yet my curiosity and
passion for birds was not deterred and only expanded as I grew
up.
Two of my favorite gifts from my parents were a set of cassette
tapes produced by the Audubon Society of bird calls and a threeinch-thick resource book, The Audubon Society Encyclopedia of
North American Birds. I would listen to the cassette tapes while
doing my chores or gardening and weeding for hours, training
my ear to recognize the calls so I could identify which birds I was
hearing in my own yard or out on a hike.
Later, my husband and I, with our children, moved to western
Washington where we enjoyed the open spaces in rural Eatonville. Violet-green swallows would line the windowsills, sunning
themselves on the little farmhouse we rented for a time, giving
me a close-up of their beautiful selves.
Eventually, we moved over here to the northeastern part of the
state, to Kettle Falls. We purchased acreage and built our own
home on top of a mountain. As I was surrounded by conifer forests and open meadows, you can imagine my delight to discover
the bountiful array of bird species. The air was filled with bird
song and color as we made our home, planted our gardens and
landscaped our yard. I added many shrubs and trees to attract the
birds year-round.
With so many different birds visiting our property, I was challenged with learning these new bird songs and identifying what
I was seeing. Investing in a good pair of binoculars, my next best
resource was the Audubon Encyclopedia, as there was no internet
available, no smartphones with bird ID apps. Yes, this book was
my friend.
I began a list quite early of all the birds I was able to identify. I
was thrilled to discover turquoise hooded lazuli buntings, western tanagers with their orange crowns, western meadowlarks
and varied thrush singing in field and forest. I still have this list
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tucked inside the book, whose binding is failing after all these
years. Yet, even now I still find it a most welcome resource. I am
referring to it today to share about one of my most favorite birds,
the cedar waxwing.
The characteristic that first captured my attention was the
high-pitched whistle or ringing that they make in their flight. The
encyclopedia describes this as a high-pitched lisping sound that
they make as they feed, yet my observation is that they whistle/
ring as they fly about from tree to tree. This is always my first indication that they have returned on their migration north.
The Latin name for the waxwing family is Bombycillidae (bombih-SILL-ih-dee), a combined Latin and Greek word meaning
“silky-tailed.” There are two species of waxwing in North America of which the cedar waxwing is limited to the western hemisphere. The second is the bohemian waxwing.
The waxwing is named thus due to the bright red, dropshaped, wax-like material that forms like beads on the tips of the
adult’s secondary wing feathers. The function of these red tips is
unknown. This red bead and a yellow band at the tip of the tail
are markings shared by both cedars and bohemians. The most
distinguishing marking is the jet-black mask which gives them a
stealthy look. The cedar has a pale, yellow belly with white undertail coverts. The immature offspring are grayer and are streaked
below.
Waxwings are mostly conifer or birch tree dwellers and will
often feed on the ground, according to Audubon, yet I have rarely
seen them on the ground. As they absolutely love fruit, they are
usually in the tops of trees, feeding on ripe berries such as our
Canada red tree (which produces plump dark blue berries at the
end of summer), cedar tree berries, mulberries, and the bright
red berries of the mountain ash. They also really enjoy our raspberries and will gorge on these as they ripen. I always leave plenty
of the smaller berries when harvesting, just for them.
I have tried to encourage the cedar waxwings to make our
place their choice for raising their young. I planted a mountain
ash in the last several years in the front yard especially for them
and to give me a nice vantage point for observation. Insects are
also a big part of their diet and they are especially fond of cankerworms. The parents will feed insects to their very young nestlings
but within a few days will introduce berries, which they carry in
the throat to their young.
Cedar waxwings are late nesters, beginning in June and continuing until September. The eggs are pale grey or blue-grey,
marked with black spots or small dots. By the time the nestlings
hatch, a new berry crop ripens and produces a wonderful food
source for the entire family. The nests are usually built out of
twigs, dry grasses, weed stalk, mosses and lichen, pine needles
and wool. These nests are found in conifers and deciduous trees,

or shrubs, orchard or shade trees in a fork or on a horizontal
limb.
Last year a pair of cedar waxwings built a nest in my lilac bush
next to the house. I sat for long stretches filming and photographing their work. Pretty delightful, I must say. Hilarious at
times too when I observed the male bringing a twig seemingly
too long to manipulate into the nest and struggling to fit it. They
finished the nest, laid 3-4 eggs and began to brood.
Sadly, a violent windstorm came up from the south draw in
July and blew the bush about so strongly that they abandoned
the nest. I was quite disheartened. I did wait for a long time to
see if they would return before I removed the egg-filled nest and
saved it for my collection. Thankfully, they did start a new nest
and brood somewhere else nearby and raised a family. Several
returned to us this year as well.
The cedar waxwings are a nomadic species, wintering across

the United States, and a bit unpredictable in movement. They
may visit any state at any time and are mostly governed by available food. This summer’s pairs built nests near our garden and
the raspberry bushes in the aspen grove. They are feeding now
upon the berries of the Canada red. Most of the bird species have
moved down the mountain toward areas with more water available as the days of summer have gotten very warm. By fall, some
will return to my dependable food sources. And then our cedar
waxwings will be off to other places.
But for now I enjoy the beauty of their presence, the lovely music they are making, and I rejoice in their successful raising of a
new family.
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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Making a GISH-erance
By Zara Cruden
Finding opportunities to leave my comfort zone are few and far between recently.
Self-isolation has kept me firmly at home,
and my great adventures consist of working
online from the comfort of my bed or the
couch. Misha Collins, one of the stars of
the show Supernatural, provided a fun (and
safe) way to disrupt the monotony.
Collins runs a program called GISH, the
Greatest International Scavenger Hunt.
Teams of 15 people come together online
from around the globe to complete as many
of the wacky and weird objectives as they
can over the course of a week. Participants
can hunt for fun or they can form competitive teams. The winning team receives a trip
with Misha Collins, and the ten runners-up
receive varying prizes. The funds raised by
the event go toward a different cause each
year, such as defusing land minds or, this
year, the proceeds resulted in over 500,000
meals for children suffering from hunger
because of the pandemic.
COVID-19 has made doing many of the
ordinary everyday things in life borderline
impossible. This year’s List, the compendium of scavenger hunt items, was curated
with these restrictions in mind. Activities
ranged from socially-distant community

service, such as installing a mini-lending
library, to virtual activities like competing
with a professional athlete over a video call.
When I signed up for the hunt, I was
very surprised to see that there were at least
three other people from Kettle Falls, and
more from the surrounding areas. However,
my team was a motley crew of randomly
assigned people from across the United
States and Canada.
Over the course of GISH week, I did
many things that were odd, strange and
downright weird. The most valuable thing
I gained from GISH was not the seabird
statue made out of trash, or the pasta dinner byproduct of my six-foot-long linguine
jump rope. Instead it was the amazing
memories that I got to make with my
Grandma Krema. She was an enthusiastic
photographer, cackling as I undertook
each new challenge. The most intimidating
task for her was #92 – take a picture while
parachuting through Customs.
We headed for the Canadian border with
a children’s parachute and the permission of
American border security. Grandma took
more than a dozen photos of me, running
with a rainbow unfurled behind me. A
Canadian border officer approached, asking
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us what insanity we were partaking in.
That was a common reaction, and a perfect description. It was controlled insanity,
in the sense that a toddler with a leash is
under control, and that is one of the things
that made GISH so fun.
Another thing was the ability to reconnect with people. I talked to many people in
the community that I hadn’t spoken with in
years and enlisted their help in completing
my challenges.
A family friend lent their dog as a canvas
for #14 – tie-dye something that should not
be tie-dyed. Skylar, a very helpful employee
at Colville Valley Animal Sanctuary, assisted with #191 – writing an op-ed about
a local shelter’s oldest residents in an effort
to get them adopted. Through her I got to
meet a very loving pair of cats, Buford and
Acee, who are still in need of a home as of
this writing.
Through this international competition, I
became closer to my own community, and
I have learned more about the friends and
neighbors around me than I would have
otherwise. I am looking forward to tackling
GISH again next year and am eager to see
what it will be like when we are not in the
midst of a pandemic.

Laws of Nature
By Joe Barreca

This year I have a large compost pile. My wonderful science
teacher daughter gave me a 20-inch compost pile thermometer to
keep track of what is going on in there.
Once the temperature rises to 100°F, it’s time to turn the pile.
Between 100° and 130° the micro-organisms are doing well and
insects and worms will leave or die. From 130° to 160° things are
going well and weed seeds are being composted. Above 160° you
risk starting a fire and killing the microbes.
A compost pile is amazing in that it takes a relatively simple set
of input material and turns it into
billions of microbes and plantready nutrients. But this abundance comes with a caution. You
can overdo it and cause a smallscale extinction event.
In Farmers of Forty Centuries
by F. H. King, you can read about
how people have been leveraging nature to create compost
for thousands of years. Indeed,
throughout history, people have
leveraged knowledge of nature to their advantage. The wheel, fire,
the Pythagorean Theorem (foundation of trigonometry), steel,
atomic energy … are all based on the laws of nature. They usually
have mathematical foundations. Often they also can be used to
create outcomes we might generally consider beneficial or harmful. Ironically, the laws of nature don’t dictate what is good or bad,
what is within the law, or what is outlawed. Only human laws do
that. Nature cannot be disobeyed or ignored.
In his book on the human race, Sapiens, Yuval Noah Harari
notes that one of the most powerful inventions shaping the history of humanity is fiction. The common belief in a human-based
fiction gives value to money, an otherwise useless and inedible
commodity. Belief in country unites tribes and towns of people
who otherwise don’t know each other into powerful forces who
build cities and wage wars. Belief in its laws creates the character
of a society.
In the same book, Harari cites the admission of ignorance as
the foundation of science: “Modern science is based on the Latin
injunction ignoramus – ‘we do not know.’ It assumes that we don’t
know everything. Even more critically, it accepts that the things
that we think we know could be proven wrong as we gain more
knowledge. No concept, idea or theory is sacred and beyond challenge.” Because it allows us to ever more closely identify the laws
of nature, science has proven to be a powerful tool.
So here we have two sets of laws, one we just made up and the
other we discovered by admitting ignorance.
You may think by now that I have drifted a long way from compost. But I’m just getting back to that. Compost is a natural product in cycles of life and death. Some of the best compost is found

Down to Earth
under deciduous trees because their leaves drop just in time to be
soaked in moisture during the winter. They mold with fungus,
which in turn is digested by microbes, insects and worms to fertilize the trees again in the spring. By looking at what makes soil rich
we can learn a lot about laws of nature that are not defined exactly
by mathematics.
The hallmark of good soil is an abundance of life. A key indicator is carbon. We are, after all, carbon-based life forms. The more
roots, bugs, humus and other forms of organic carbon that are in
the soil the more nutrients, more fertility and more crop yield will
result. A part of that abundance is diversity. The more different
kinds of organisms are in the soil, the healthier it is. Some of those
organisms are weeds. Some of the weeds compete with crops for
light and nutrients. Some organisms are pests. But don’t
be too quick to say some organisms are bad and some
are good.
Weeds and pests can tell you a lot about your soil and
your management. The arc of evolution bends toward
abundance. What we are seeing is that balance and abundance are always about relationship. If elk are too abundant, they eat down the brush along creeks. That makes
the water too warm for fish. If wolves are too abundant,
the brush and fish thrive but the wolves begin to starve
because there are not enough elk. Somewhere in between there are the most elk, the most wolves, the most
brush and the most fish that the environment can sustain. And the
most humans. While we dominate, we remain a part of the environment. That is the natural balance.
In the April edition of the North Columbia Monthly I wrote
about mother trees. Trees of different species share water and nutrients directly with each other and with their offspring. Plants
communicate with chemical signals to each other about pest infestations and drought. None of them stand alone outside the web
of life. Each participates according to its own nature and identity.
Each has a role to play and each role is important in its own way.
When the environment changes due to fire, cold, drought, landslides, plowing, pesticides, overgrazing, etc., some organisms die
back or even become extinct, while others that played minor roles
before emerge as dominant. Nature goes on building back to more
diversity and abundance.
People can help that process. We can add compost, for example.
We see that as good because it benefits us. I think that as we humans dominate the environment, we can learn a lot from nature.
The characteristics that make a biome strong are diversity, abundance, reciprocal cooperation and communication. Full participation with a balance of power among living members of the biological community makes for a healthy ecology. Survival of the fittest
does not mean killing off all the competition. It means supporting
what each being has to offer.
I believe we are in a time of crisis. I also believe we have tools
in fiction and ignorance that can help or hinder. I see the laws of
nature favoring abundant life. And I wonder, will we?
Joe Barreca makes maps, grows grapes, makes wine and posts
blogs on BarrecaVineyards.com.
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This Old Oak Desk
By Karen Castleberry Giebel
This old oak desk stands solidly against
a wall between two doors, in a space that
looks made just for it. There’s nothing pretty or decorative about the desk, no carvings, no brass pulls. It’s just a sturdy oaken
piece of functional furniture that I cherish.
It has a drop-down leaf to use for writing
and, when opened, reveals multiple wood
compartments used to store writing materials. There is also a tiny drawer whose purpose I never understood.
Underneath the drop-down leaf is a
long, narrow drawer and two short but
deep drawers. A small door is on the righthand side, and if you get down on your
hands and knees and look you’ll find a
small hidden drawer in the back. I am certain an oil lamp sat on the writing surface
because there is a distinct burn mark on the
top of the desk.
My maternal grandparents, Walter Edwin and Emma Clare (nee Welfelt) Bur-

chett were wed in August of 1902 and this
was their desk. I am holding a two-page
list written out in flowery script of all the
household goods they purchased to begin
their married life together. All were purchased from the John M. Smyth Company on Madison Street in Chicago. Tables,
chairs, chiffonier, soap dish, covered pail,
salt and pepper shakers, paring knife, bread
board, mattress and this desk are all listed.
My Grandma was 20 years old and
Gramps was 21 when they wed. I can still
see my grandmother at age 80, sitting at
this desk meticulously writing letters, updating her Christmas card list and adding
birth and death dates to her small address
book now at my side as I write. Gram was
wearing a flower print house dress with a
handmade apron covering the front. Her
thin silver hair pulled back in a loose bun
and covered with a hair net. A pair of wire
rimmed glasses set over her gentle blue
eyes.
That was my grandmother in 1968, the
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year she died, more than 65 years after that
oak desk was purchased. Maybe it’s my romantic side or my love of history, especially
family history, but every once in a while I
find myself standing with my hand on that
desk and I think back to what it has been
through and why it means so much to me
today.
That old oak desk was young when it
saw the births of my grandparents’ seven
children and their tears when two of them,
Grace and Howard, died. That sturdy old
desk was young when letters went back and
forth between Dunkirk, New York, and
Chicago where my grandmother’s sister
Clara and their mother lived. Letter writing
was a skill back then and the easiest way
to communicate with loved ones far away.
That desk was where Gramps, a Baptist
minister, sat to think, pray and compose
his weekly sermons.
All of my growing-up years, the desktop
held a small dark sign with gold lettering
that said, “Keep Looking Up,” a daily re-

minder of their faith. It was where he reviewed his budget to see how far he could
stretch his small income to feed his growing family.
This desk has served through two World
Wars, the Spanish Flu pandemic, the Korean conflict, the Cold War, the Vietnam War
and numerous other conflicts around the
world. It has witnessed women getting the
right to vote in 1920 and women burning
their bras in the 1960s. As this desk grew
to middle age it provided a solid surface
during rocky times in World War II when
my grandmother wrote letters of hope and
encouragement to her youngest daughter, my mother, who served as a registered
nurse/first lieutenant in the U.S. Army, stationed in India at an evacuation hospital
for injured soldiers.
Both my grandparents wrote letters of
loving support to their church missionaries
in China and to their grandson Bill and his
wife who, for decades, served as missionaries in Central America. I came across Gram
one day as she composed yet another letter,
this one to her grandson Dave, who was
in the U.S. Navy aboard a submarine in
the Atlantic Ocean. She turned to me with
tears in her eyes, saying, “I worry so much
about him and all those men. All I can do is
write him letters and pray.”
That old oak desk has seen many advances in letter writing over the years, beginning with an ink well and a pen with
nibs. Next came the fountain pen, then
the ballpoint pen, followed by the clickety-clack of a typewriter. Today I write with
a laptop computer. Oh, the stories this desk
has seen created on its solid flat drop-down
surface.
I remember quite well quietly asking
my mother if someday that desk could be
mine. Gramps died when I was eight years
and old and Gram when I was fourteen,
and then that desk did become mine.
Over the past 52 years I have made
countless memories at that desk. The joy of
sitting at my desk with my newborn son at
my side while I wrote out birth announcements. Two years later, the same with my
daughter on my lap and my toddler son
playing at my feet. I sat at that desk studying
as I returned to college and tried to make
sense of Spanish literature. The cubbyholes

held rolls of Kodachrome film
and envelopes full of photos
chronicling the growth of my
children.
I sat at this desk twice a
month, checkbook in hand, to
pay bills, hoping and praying
there would be just enough
money. Somehow there always
was. Christmas cards, birthday
cards and letters to family far
away were all written at that
old oak desk. There was the
heartbreak of reading through
my mother’s medical reports as
cancer took its toll. I sat at that
desk and read through divorce
papers as a dream shattered into
a million pieces in the language
of the law.
There were moments at that
desk that made me cry, but
with the distance of passing years I now
look back with laughter. I had an antique
oil lamp complete with oil sitting on top of
that desk and there was this cat – can you
see where this is going? One day I turned
to see Pussywillow leap on top of that desk
and there went the lamp. It crashed to
the floor unbroken but the oil poured out
onto the brand-new carpeting that we had
scrimped and saved to buy.
Oh yes, that was ugly, but with the passage of time it has become just a part of
family lore that makes me laugh. I turned
as if in slow motion to see this cat leap into
the air as I mouthed “Nooo!” Yes, the carpet was salvaged, but it smelled like lamp
oil for a couple of months.
That old oak desk is well traveled. It started life in Chicago, then moved to Depew,
N.Y., then to Dunkirk, then Fredonia and
on to Tonawanda. It came with me when
we came here to Washington state, which
I thought was my last move. I was wrong.
We moved to Germany for two years and
my desk was where my blog was formed.
I spent many lonely hours at that desk in
Bavaria as my husband traveled for his job,
but I wrote my heart out, comforted by the
many memories of my ancestors who also
sought solace by writing.
We moved back to Washington and
my beloved desk went into storage while

we built our new house. When we finally moved in I found the perfect place of
honor for my desk. A place where I see it
multiple times a day. A place where I see it
first thing in the morning and last thing at
night. A place where I can simply turn my
head to see this desk and let the memories
of generations of my family wash over me.
That old oak desk is mostly retired now.
These days I sit at a modern desk in my
home office to write. That old oak desk now
holds trinkets and tokens from my ancestors. Gram’s address book and my grandfather’s list of household goods purchased in
1902 are housed in the drawers. Old photos
of family long gone are in the cubbyholes.
There is a copy of my great grandfather’s
naturalization papers and a handwritten
family tree deep in the recesses of the desk.
A hand-beaded ancient pin cushion resides
in that desk for reasons I cannot fathom. A
tiny antique picture frame containing the
photo of two young ladies is there too. I
have no idea who they might be but someday I am hoping to learn their identity.
There is nothing of monetary value
stored in the desk, nor is the desk itself of
any real value, but that’s not the point, is it?
This is just a story about an old oak desk.
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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Life’s Stretch
Stay Strong Routine
By Brenda St. John

In last month’s column I talked about yoga asana to practice
to build strength. Since then, I have followed my own advice
and have created a morning routine that I will share with you.
It generally takes me 14 minutes, and I make sure to complete it
before drinking that first cup of coffee.
It’s based on the Sun Salutation B vinyasa, with a few things
added. The routine is done twice, once with the asymmetrical
poses beginning with the right side and then leading with the
left side. Hold each pose for five breath cycles, with one exception
which will be pointed out. Have a block handy if you own one.
Check it out and see if anything inspires you!
Mountain Pose. Stand straight and tall with hands in the
Namaste position (prayer).
Chair Pose. Sink hips and raise arms high.
Uttanasana. On an exhale, stand up from Chair, and on an
inhale, sweep the arms down and around to the mat as legs
straighten and hips hinge forward, folding over, nose toward
knees. With legs straight, it is entirely possible there is a pull of
the hamstrings at the sit bones. I like to create a stretch of the
hamstrings behind the knees. To do this, bend the knees deeply,
lift the tail bone, then straighten the knees. Repeat two more
times, holding each stretch.
Ardha Uttanasana. This is the half-fold. Place hands on upper
shins and lift the chest so the spine is parallel to the floor.
High Lunge. Step the right leg way back, then allow the left
knee to move forward so it is directly above the left ankle.
Twisted High Lunge. Sweep the left arm to the sky, following
the movement of the hand with the eyes.
Extended Side Angle. Lower the left hand to the mat, spin the
right heel down (aligning left heel with right arch so the two are
on the same line), then raise the right arm high. The arm can extend straight up to the sky or it can angle forward with the elbow
near the temple. This is where I use a block. If my left hand is on a
block instead of the mat, I can reach my right arm over my head.
Plank. Place the right hand on the mat and step the left leg
back. This is the “up” part of a push-up.
Knees-Chest-Chin. This is the one pose we don’t hold for five
breaths. Make it a slow transition pose. Drop knees and lift feet,
then slowly lower chest to the mat and chin to the mat. NOT THE
BELLY. Triceps provide body support here, and if the movement is
too fast, the opportunity for building triceps strength will pass by.
Locust B. Drop the belly to the mat. Legs are straight and lifted
and chest is also lifted. With hands on the mat, this is Locust B.
After a breath or two, switch to Locust A by straightening the
elbows and extending the arms back along the sides of the body,
palms facing down.
Downward Facing Dog. Return hands to the mat, drop feet
and tuck toes under. Lift hips high. Knees, elbows and spine are
straight. Look back between heels.
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Walk the Dog. Pedal feet by bending left knee while lowering
right heel to the mat. Switch sides. Do three sets slowly and enjoy
the calf stretches.
Side Plank. Lower both heels to the right. Raise the left arm
to the sky.
Three-Legged Down Dog. Return to Down Dog and raise the
right leg as high as possible.
Three-Legged Down Dog Twist. Bend the right knee and flex
the right ankle. Drop the right heel back toward the left buttock.
Step Through. Unwind the twist, keeping the knee bent. Gaze
at hands and swing the right foot through so it lands on the mat
between the hands. This takes a bit of practice.
High Lunge. This time the Lunge is the reverse of the earlier
lunging.
Warrior I. From Lunge, spin the left heel down, return the spine
to vertical, and raise the arms to the sky, palms facing each other.
Warrior IV. I’m not sure if this is an official name, but I’ve heard
it called this in the past. From Warrior I, lower arms and clasp
hands behind spine. Straighten elbows and lift hands. Keeping
the front knee bent, hinge forward and lower nose toward the
inside of right knee as arms raise high.
Ardha Uttanasana. Separate hands and place them on the mat,
spin the back heel up, and spring the back leg forward, moving
hands to the upper shins. Flat back.
Uttanasana. Lower hands to the mat and fold over completely,
nose to knees. Bend and straighten the knees three times as before.
Chair. Sink hips and raise arms.
Twisted Chair. Lower hands to Namaste. Twist the upper body
and hook left elbow outside the right thigh. Take a few breaths
and repeat to the other side.
Eagle Arms and Neck Stretches. From Chair, straighten the
knees and stand up as arms sweep up into Cactus (elbows at
shoulder height and elbows bent so hands are above elbows).
For Eagle, bring the bent right arm to the midline, then the left,
with the left elbow coming underneath the right elbow and then
intertwining the arms until the palms touch. From this position,
drop the right ear to the right shoulder, then the left ear to the
left shoulder, and then lower the chin to the chest.
Standing Back Bend. Unwind the arms and sweep them up and
overhead. Interlace the fingers except for the index fingers. On
an inhale, reach the arms high and then back as spine is arched
back for a back bend.
Mountain. Return to vertical alignment with hands at heart.
Take a short but important rest, and then repeat the sequence
with left leg leading and any hand clasping with the opposite grip.
I will put the audio version on my website soon. Find it at www.
brendastjohnvo.com. Namaste.
Brenda St. John has been teaching yoga classes in Chewelah since
2010 through the Community Colleges of Spokane’s Act 2 program.

A Year On the Farm
Scraps of Beauty
By Michelle Lancaster

This winter, while rummaging through
my dad’s scrap metal pile, I made an
amazing discovery.
I had been wracking my brain to come
up with ideas for a trellis for our sprawling marionberry plant (I found a cute old
winch on a four-point stand). I also scavenged for various raised bed containers to
spread around the orchard, without having to buy anything. Then, right in front
of me, I saw the frame to an old pickup
truck. In another pile was the bed of a
truck with a tailgate. My dad and I decided that the two pieces could be fit together
– and together they would make a rustically beautiful flower bed
to display on our driveway!
Off went the nasty old
rubber tires of the truck
and on went the bed onto
the truck frame. The whole
rusty contraption miraculously was still able to roll
on its steel wheels. With
his tractor, Dad pulled the
heaping metal mass clattering down his driveway and
then up our driveway into
the front entry of our yard.
We started by filling
the truck bed Hügelkultur-style with large wood
chunks from trees and
branches that had fallen in
the winter’s storms. On top of the wood,
we spread smaller twigs and fir cones,
with the idea that they would provide
both long-term nitrogen and drainage.
We topped off the bed with some of the
two-year-old compost mix that we make
(cow/chicken/sheep manure plus straw
and wood shavings from bedding and
wool skirtings from shearing). In retrospect, I should have topped the compost
with a softer, more porous potting soil
blend.
Attempting to propagate cutting flowers from seed with which to fill the truck
bed, I failed many times, partly due to the

erratic spring weather. In desperation,
I planted the two back sides with Jerusalem artichoke as a backdrop – green,
fast-growing plants.
Of all my starts, the bachelor buttons
and statice best survived the several inches of rain and cold weather of this spring.
Borage came up late but abundant. A
friend gave me nicotiana plants that look
like tobacco with white trumpet flowers.
They grew well, to a nice size between the
tall Jerusalem artichoke and all the other
flowers which grew about a foot tall.
The sunflowers that I had intended to
be the intermediate height flowers ended
up not competing well in the truck bed
environment. But strawflower, dahlia (tu-

bers) and safflower were able to survive
my flowering black-thumb. Strawflower is
my new favorite flower! And surprisingly, the chickens and wildlife have left the
flowers alone all season.
Having a variety of plants ensured that
something came up and that there was
a range of color throughout the season.
Many of the plants are either tubers (that
I can store for use next year) or have set
seed. I am hoping a lot of the seeds selfsow so that the hard work of transplants is
not my responsibility next year.
Also, for next year, my dad has a World
War II-era sheet metal box built by his fa-

ther, Gus, that we can turn into a “front
seat” for our rustic truck. More room for
flowers! I would also like to implement
something drapey – like a few sweet potato plants – to trail over the sides of the
truck. I already bought flower seeds on
discount from this season. I may have to
build a whole new garden to fit in even a
fraction of the seed!
The excitement and inspiration brought
on by putting a few pieces from a junk pile
together to make a nostalgic flower bed at
the entrance of our home reminds me of
the common phrase “Use it up ... wear it
out ... make it do ... or do without.” I love
taking unwanted things and finding a new
use for them.
I read a book from the
library last year called Radical Homemakers by Shannon Hayes that made a few
interesting claims about
homemakers:
They are “producing life,
not buying it.” Being home
this year helped force me to
come up with creative ideas
instead of going out shopping.
“Everything we do is a
vote.” By repurposing, I
reduce waste and transportation pollution. I can
choose to make a difference instead of waiting for
government to create more
recycling options.
Be involved in the “creative parts of life”
rather than just being a consumer. I do
love to get ideas from friends and places like Pinterest and I do not claim to be
entirely original, but I can express my
creativity by taking an idea (truck with
flowers) and growing my own choice of
flowers arranged in a style that suits my
tastes. I created a flower garden that I hope
brings joy to everyone who comes by.
Michelle Lancaster homesteads with
her family on Old Dominion Mountain in
Colville. She writes at Spiritedrose.wordpress.com.
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The End of the Great Western
Varied versions of Harry Tracy’s escapades have been published. Some include
more fabrication than fact, and eyewitness
accounts, articles, and interviews often
disagree on important points. Through extensive research, the author has attempted
to present an authentic account. Continued
from previous month.
It was late afternoon on Tuesday, August 5, 1902. From the bluff, the five-man
Creston posse looked down on the barn
and smithy at the horse ranch. Could the
man coming out of the blacksmith shed
be the outlaw? He fit the description:
slight, sandy-haired, mustached, about
five feet, eight inches tall. However, the
Eddy brothers, who lived there, also met
that description and Eugene was 27 years
old, the same age as the outlaw.
Not wanting to shoot the wrong person,
the posse held its fire.
Deputy Sheriff Straub and Frank Lilligren stealthily approached Lucius Eddy,
who was mowing hay northwest of his

house. They inquired if Harry Tracy, the
escapee from the Oregon State Penitentiary, was on the property. At first, Eddy
said the third man was a visitor, but then
he whispered that the desperado was
on his property and would probably kill
him if Tracy saw them talking. The two
Creston men were in range of the armed
outlaw but, not wanting to endanger the
brothers, they withdrew.
Two days earlier, the escapee had arrived
at the Eddy ranch wanting to exchange
horses. After finding the brothers raised
only draft horses, he decided to take a
respite from his two-month-long evasion
of authorities. The fugitive was voluntarily
repaying his board by helping the brothers.
Tracy had worked steadily for two days
and planned to ride out the next morning.
Now, while Lucius Eddy mowed, Harry
Tracy and Eugene Eddy finished installing an overhead railway to easily move
hay inside the barn. It was about 6 p.m.
when Lucius, concerned after his recent

encounter, quit mowing and returned to
the barnyard. Tracy spotted the other men
on the ridge and asked Lucius, “Who are
those men with guns?”
Looking up at the hillside, Lucius replied, “I don’t know,” and suggested they
might be hunters.
Tracy knew the men were too far away
to shoot accurately. Although he had his
revolver on his hip, his rifle was in the barn.
His survival instincts high, the wanted
man took advantage of Lucius’ return,
casually helping him unhitch the mowing
horses and leading them toward the barn.
He prudently kept the team between him
and the armed men. When he was close
enough, he crouched and ran about twelve
feet along the side of the barn and dashed
into the building.
The renegade had a reputation for
squeaking out of tight corners, even when
greatly outnumbered. He wisely emerged
from the opposite side of the barn with
his .30-30 Winchester rifle in his right
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Manhunt, Part 2,

by McLean Taylor

hand and his ammunition bag in the left. if he could just reach it. Unable to spot fired one shot in return. About midnight,
Initially, the barn hid his movements the fugitive, the lawmen were reduced to Sheriff Gardner fired a shot. By morning,
until he raced for the safety of a huge firing only when the barley stalks moved, approximately three hundred people had
haystack. Ducking the posse’s bullets, whether through the actions of a breeze gathered – lawmen, reporters and a maTracy returned fire on the run. Leaving or their prey. By 9:30 p.m., darkness was jority of local residents, curious about the
the haystack’s refuge, he crossed some limiting the lawmen’s vision. The out- gun battle happening at the Eddy place.
scrub land, jumped into a shallow draw law was saving his ammunition so they
Dawn rose. The grain field lay in silence.
and ran its length, screened by mounds of couldn’t determine his location. Stating it Treading warily in the early light, Smith
rocks and low-growing bushes. When his was of little value to fire blindly into the and Lanter approached the big rock. They
movements could no longer be concealed, field, Straub told his men to rest.
crept closer. Tracy was gone. The flattened
he zig-zagged across open terrain toward
George Goldfinch, who had alerted the grain where the outlaw had taken his stand
an immense basalt rock.
authorities that the wanted man was at the funnelled into a trail through the field.
The wide rock was in a barley field Eddy ranch, had arrived with Davenport’s There was blood along the trail. The men
northeast of the barn and roughly two Marshall O’Farrell and the two positioned followed the path for about 75 feet and
hundred yards from the posse’s location. themselves on the north side of the field. spotted Tracy. Hesitant, they inched closer.
He was nearly there when the men spotted When Sheriff Gardner arrived, he mainTracy was dead. Lying nearly face down,
him and started firing. In those
the angle of his body covered
seconds of vulnerability, Tracy
the self-inflicted mortal wound
appeared to falter and fall before
through the right eyebrow. His
he reached the cover of the rock.
Colt .45 was under his body, the
One of the bullets had pierced
index finger of his right hand
his right hip, descending into the
still in the trigger guard; his rifle
leg and exiting the thigh.
and ammunition pouch at his
Tracy faced more disadvanside. The great western manhunt
tages: Whenever he rose to fire,
was over.
his long-sleeved white shirt preTracy had sworn he would
sented a target against the dark
never return to prison, but two
rock and the tawny grain; his
months and two days after his
hunters were on higher ground
June 9 escape that’s where his
with the sun at their backs; his
body was taken. Following a
shots weren’t hitting his targets,
viewing by the inmates, vitriol
possibly because his rifle sight
(sulfuric acid) was placed on the
had been knocked slightly
face, disfiguring the body to preaskew when he stumbled with
clude any attempts to steal and
The rock where Tracy fought from, which was surrounded by
his injured leg.
exhibit it. Harry Severns, alias
a grain field. The posse was on a ridge in the foreground lookThe large rock sheltering him
Harry Tracy, was buried in an
ing down at the rock. Photo taken in 1992 by Clint Watkins,
was approximately six feet high
unmarked grave in the Oregon
courtesy of Spokesman-Review.
by eighteen feet wide. It afforded
State Penitentiary graveyard.
“Since my contact with criminals and
him plenty of cover and he moved from tained a vigil on the south side while his
my study of related subjects … I have not
side to side behind it, firing at his track- deputies encircled the field.
Tracy was surrounded. His ankle wound met a man with so many strong points to
ers. The gun battle persisted for about
an hour before the outlaw’s return fire needed surgery. The effort to crawl across qualify him for a successful criminal. His
abated. A bullet from the high ground had the ground was exhausting. The pain in quickness of apprehension and decision
smashed his ankle and pierced the tibial his right leg was agonizing. Struggling to was Napoleonic. He had a nerve of steel.
artery. Making a tourniquet of his belt, suppress the waves of dizziness caused With him, the taking of human life was a
he tightened it below the knee to staunch by the continuing blood loss despite his question of expediency only. His reckless,
the blood flood. Tracy’s chances of escape improvised tourniquet, he became con- daredevil exploits and hair-breadth escapes
were rapidly diminishing. He was in pain. cerned about losing consciousness. Did he were to him diversion.” – Joseph D. Lee,
want to surrender and go back to prison? superintendent, Oregon State Penitentiary
He couldn’t walk.
Taylor moved to the North ColumAs dusk settled over the field, he seized It was an excruciating decision.
Around 10:30 p.m., a muffled revolver bia-Kootenay region 20 years ago and
the opportunity to leave his rocky shield
and began crawling through the tall barley. shot was heard. It was the first time the discovered a history of interesting and
Freedom beckoned. There was an open- pursuers heard Tracy use his revolver. intriguing characters and believes their
ing where the basalt rocks met the grain, E.C. Lanter and Maurice Smith each stories should be shared and celebrated.
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Plumbing Problems: Kidney & Bladder Herbs
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.
Kidneys are about homeostasis. They
regulate water and salt balances and acid-alkaline blood balances. They sort
waste from vital substances and produce
the hormone rennin, which is complexly
involved in regulating blood pressure.
Alfalfa is a kidney helper when there’s
edema or too much phosphate in the
urine; goldenrod is tonic for deep-seated
kidney pain; corn silk helps prevent pylelitis, kidney stones, and nephritis; Echinacea rt. is taken for infections; cleavers
(fresh) or marshmallow rt. soothe kidney
irritation; buchu stimulates the kidneys;
and juniper br. treats kidney weakness
(avoid if inflammation is present).
A good mix for treating kidney stones
is equal parts corn silk, gravel rt., sea holly, and stone rt. in infusion 3 times daily.
Add – for short-term use only! – substantial amounts of valerian rt. or skullcap
to ease pain while stones pass. Use wild
yam rt. as an alternative pain reliever and
marshmallow rt. as a demulcent. Hydrangea is another traditional remedy for kidney stones. (For gallstones try dandelion
rt., milk thistle seeds, tumeric, or peppermint oil in coated capsules.)
If edema is present dandelion, of all
the diuretic herb choices, may put the
least stress on the kidneys. (Avoid Turkey
rhubarb rt., yellow dock rt., and spinach

while kidney problems are going on; and,
in general, remember that caffeine, alcohol, excessive vitamin C, diuretics, and
heavy sweating and dehydration strain
the kidneys.)
Many bladder herbs are specifics for
cystitis, also known as UTI (urinary tract
infection). Corn silk is my favorite. Harvest it when the plant is still green and use
or tincture while fresh; corn silk does not
store well. Dosage for infusions is 2-3 cups
daily (steep 15 minutes) or 20-60 drops of
tincture up to 3 times daily. Corn silk is
a urinary-system tonic – diuretic and antiseptic – for neutralizing excessive alkalinity in the urine and clearing urea from
the system. It is demulcent, so it won’t irritate the bladder or kidneys the way uva
ursi, juniper, saw palmetto and horsetail
sometimes do. It also helps prevent kidney stones and treats incontinence.
Juniper trees grow slowly but surely in
our tough Western environment; they are
fire-resistant and live a long time. Medicinally, juniper’s dried berries are used as
a remedy for early-stage cystitis. The infusion dose is 1-2 cups daily; the tincture
dose is 10-20 drops 3 times daily. Avoid
juniper during pregnancy and lactation or
if there is acute cystitis or kidney disease
or gastric inflammation. Juniper is for
short-term use only.
Horsetail (Equisetum spp. or E. arvense)
is one of the most primitive plants still
surviving on the planet. It has no leaves
and thrives along stream banks and wet
shady places over most of the northern

hemisphere. Rich in calcium and silica,
horsetail is diuretic and astringent, a specific for bladder and kidney ills. It also
treats prostate inflammation or benign
enlargement. It may alleviate bedwetting,
help blood coagulate, and calm the liver.
Horsetail is used as a wash for wounds,
eczema, sores and boils. Use only the early stems, dried, as an infusion in small
doses or as a tincture – 30-40 drops up
to 4 times daily during acute situations.
Avoid prolonged use or if there is continued inflammation. Don’t use for children or during pregnancy and lactation.
If gathering wild plants be very sure of
identification – some horsetail species are
poisonous!
Kava-kava (Piper methysticum) is a
South Sea Islands herb. The root is used
for congested urinary inflammation and
cystitis as well as for gastritis, arthritis,
and peptic ulcers. In small doses kava-kava may raise the pain threshold. As
an antiseptic it is sometimes effective in
treating early stages of sexually transmitted diseases. Tincture dose is 20-40 drops
4 times daily for cystitis. Large amounts
of kava-kava can be damaging to the kidneys, liver, and respiratory system, so do
not use long-term or exceed recommended dosage.
Goldenrod (Solidago virgauria or S.
odora) is another bladder astringent (and
kidney tonic), safe and effective at 2-3
cups infusion daily, the flowers steeped
for 10 minutes. Uva ursi lvs. (commonly
called bearberry in some places) treats

Divine Essentials LLC
115 S Main, Colville

509-684-6501

509.675.6717
RENT our patented medical device
which enhances local blood flow.
Never before has selfcare been so
important and Bemer is the ONLY
FDA Class II device in the field.
Questions about Bemer or
interested in renting?
*CONTRACT SPACES AVAILABLE
TERESA.CAMPBELL@BEMERMAIL.COM
TERESA-CAMPBELL.BEMERGROUP.COM

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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Green Medicine
cystitis but is not for long-term use – don’t
go beyond 7 days in a row (or use at all if
kidney or gastrointestinal inflammation is
present). Uva ursi tones the bladder wall
and discourages bacteria in the urinary
tract. Best used fresh, in infusion or tincture.
Other urinary-tract herbs include
short-term use of diuretics like saw palmetto and long-term use of burdock rt.,
chamomile fl., parsley, fennel and pipsissewa. Watermelon is beneficial during times
of urinary disorder. Marshmallow rt., fennel, or slippery elm are good demulcents
for irritation; add plantain or yarrow if
there is blood in the urine. Short-term
use of yerba mansa for over-acidic urine,
inflamed urethral opening, or cystitis is
another urinary tract remedy. Short-term
use of horsetail (15-30 drops of tincture 3
times daily) or long-term use of mullein
– root, not leaves – works well for incontinence from aging or chronic cystitis.
Gravel rt. and sea holly are remedies for

bladder stones or chronic acid urine. Sea
holly is good also for incontinence and
cystitis. Yarrow is another herb for cystitis, used as a hot infusion every 2 hours.
Try buchu lvs. for acid ph and too-frequent urination; nettle as a bladder tonic;
cubeb br. for chronic UTIs; and Oregon
grape rt. (1 teaspoon of tincture 3 times
daily) for cystitis also. Cranberry juice is a

common remedy for UTIs but needs to be
unsweetened as bacteria are encouraged
by sugar. The unsweetened juice (very tart
and rather expensive) can be amply diluted with water.
Faye Stewart has gathered, gardened and
enjoyed working with herbs for decades.
She ran a medicinal herb business for 15
years.
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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.

but I was mostly just concerned about being old enough to get
into school.
School for me was pure fun – filled with all kinds of new
Starting School, Part 1
treats – little chairs and tables, coloring books, building blocks
We moved from the log house to our new house in 1941. We and toys. My first real problem was with the little chairs. I kept
had visited the house site many times before, so we knew all leaning back and rocking in my chair until one day I went too
far and the chair tipped over backwards and we both went under
about this place where we were going to live.
Back then, you mixed your own concrete. Dad hauled in the the table.
My teacher, Mrs. Larkin, warned me that the chair might tip
sand and gravel, bought some cement, borrowed a gasoline motor-powered mixer, then mixed the concrete. There was a crew over, but of course I needed to find that out for myself. Back then,
teachers held strong control in the classroom. Each one had their
helping dad, but I am not sure who they were.
We walked on the walkway built on the forms and watched set of rules, and you were expected to follow them. If you didn’t,
the workmen wheel the concrete around in a wheelbarrow. We you were punished accordingly.
My going under the table was not one
started playing in the house even before
of her rule-breakers. The surprise and
it was completed.
shock of my downfall provided enough
The new house had electricity, and
of a lesson learned without further punsome indoor plumbing, which was not
ishment. Man, that was quick! I went
hooked up to a water source right away.
under the table and then all the other
That meant building another outdoor
kids started laughing. Other than being
toilet, furnished with a Sears Roebuck
really embarrassed, I wasn’t hurt. Mrs.
catalog.
Larkin gave me one of those “I -toldMoving into the new house didn’t
you-so!” looks and only a mild chewget us any closer to school. In fact, we
ing-out.
were now farther away. Even though the
I got that treatment a couple times for
bus went by our gate, we still walked to
staying out past the end of our recess.
school. We felt a lot of freedom walking
Specifically, I didn’t get into my own
to school, doing things our way.
class line to go back in school. Here’s
I knew that little brothers and sisters
why. The older kids’ recess started when
were allowed to visit on the last day of
ours ended. Since I knew a lot of the
the school year. So when Judge and his
older kids, I stayed out to play with
friend Jim “Banjo” headed for school
them. It was fun while it lasted.
that last day, it had been agreed that
Like most kids, the very personal need
I could go with them. I was so excitto go to the bathroom can sometimes be
ed! I got up early and followed them to
a big concern. Kids were supposed to
school, eager to get a taste of it all.
The big boys didn’t seem to mind Judge and Wig. Photo courtesy Phoebe Wynecoop. use the toilet during recess. Any coming
my going along as long as I didn’t get in their way. Once we got and going from the classroom was a major issue for the teacher.
Since the first and second grades were in the same room, one
there, I couldn’t believe I was with so many kids. Kids were everywhere! There must have been at least 70 to 80 kids. Lunch was a on each side of the room, sometimes it took a while to get your
big picnic and we had nothing but fun. As far as I was concerned, need recognized. My arm would get tired waving, trying to get
if that was what school was like, it was going to be more than okay Mrs. Larkin’s attention. I always suspected she ignored me on
purpose, thinking I didn’t really have to go
and I couldn’t wait to get started.
But my persistence usually paid off. The bathroom was pretty
Since my birthday was on November 3rd, I had to wait until I
was almost seven to start school. In the long run, that probably nice. It was inside, had toilet paper, flushing toilets and smelled
was a positive thing, but at the time I certainly wasn’t happy about clean. It sure made the old outhouse seem out-of-date.
Another strong memory all of us kids had was about school
having to wait so long.
When school started in the fall of 1942, I was more than ready lunches. The food was generally pretty good, but occasionalto go. World War II had started the previous year, but we kids ly they served us the dreaded string beans and/or salmon. The
didn’t really understand what that meant. Our lives as children problem was that you had to clean your plate before you could
were not affected much by the war. While many of our older rel- leave the lunch room. That really put a squeeze on us, because we
atives were going into the service, others were doing everything were losing valuable playing time by staying inside to finish the
to stay out of it. Some folks in our community were leaving to hard-to-take food.
Sometimes, the staff would finally weaken and let us go outfind work. I guess some things were changing fast around me,
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Growing Up On The Spokane Indian Reservation
side before we had eaten all of the food; other times, we’d choke
it down to get to go out and play. String beans were the cook’s
favorite torture.
Since all of the little kids had to sit at a little table where the
cook could watch us, we didn’t get away with much. I will always remember her stern instructions, “You kids eat your string
beans.” The strings on those beans just were not chewable, and
they trailed down my throat until I almost gagged. Several times
we had to sit in the lunchroom until class time.
The salmon patties weren’t much easier to get down. They were
full of little crunchy bones, and when I’d bite into one, it repulsed
me. The bones were well-cooked, but the thought of chewing
bones bothered me.
I could usually get the salmon down, but it was tough. At
mid-afternoon, we often had snacks of dried apples, walnuts and
raisins that made up for the awful green beans and salmon.
Being naturally left-handed, I endured other problems in
school. Mrs. Larkin tried to make me do everything right-handed. A that time, left-handers were supposed to be converted to
right-handedness. It wasn’t that easy to convert me. Mrs. Larkin
worked pretty hard and gave it her best shot, especially since I
was one of only two left-handed students in the room. I’m happy
to say she eventually gave up on me.
Writing left-handed caused some other challenges I either
turned the paper, or raised my arm up high on the desk, resulting in an unusual slant to my writing. If the teacher had spent as
much time improving my left-handed writing as she did trying to
convert me, I could have been great in penmanship.
During penmanship lessons, all my vertical lines would start
out vertical then gradually start tipping over to my unnatural
back slant. Of course, that is not what the teacher wanted, so I
was corrected. My lines would again be vertical for a while, then

they started tipping over again. I never did master vertical lines.
I used my fingernail to stop the line on the bottom, but the top
looked like uneven grass.
Good students who performed well for the teacher could go
into the little back room and play or do some exercises. My penmanship kept me out of the back room more than anything else.
Like all kids, we played a lot of games at school. One of the
more popular games was Cowboys and Indians. It’s odd, that considering we lived on an Indian reservation and most of us were at
least part Indian, no one wanted to be the Indians.
Cowboys were the good guys and Indians were the bad guys.
We had learned that from the radio programs that we listened to.
At that age, we didn’t know we were tribal members, and therefore, the bad guys. Eventually, someone would agree to be an Indian, just so we could get some play in before recess ended.
We liked to play in the trees at school, but we did not swing
from tree to tree like we did at our old house. Our cousin Hobie once fell out of tree while playing at school, so we walked by
that tree like it was a holy shrine.
The trees at school were not so good for climbing. After we
climbed them, we looked like we’d been wrestling the tree, coming away with bark and dirt all over our clothes.
The teachers would ask what we had been doing, and we would
say, “just playing.” That was partly true. But we had not been
playing on the playgrounds. We were going over the hill below
the playground to an area where we were not allowed to go. Of
course, we knew that forbidden soil made for the very best playground.

The Funny Corner

By Jerry King

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

Random child’s voice on YouTube video from the other room: “I
broke this glass using only my voice!”
The Kid: “We have to try that!”
The Kid’s Cousin: “How are we supposed to do that?”
Kid: “Come on!” (rummaging through kitchen)
Me: “No.”
Kid: “How did you know?!”
Me: “Because I’m your dad.”
Kid: “Hey Grandma, do you have any wine glasses we can borrow?”
Me: “No.”
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SHOPPING SPREE WINNERS!
Congratulations to Vernal Haynes!

Congratulations to Teresa Shaffer!

We have given away over

$30,000 of

FREE MERCHANDISE to local winners
since 2002 during our twice a year drawings!

A LOCAL BUSINESS GIVING BACK TO OUR LOCAL COMMUNITY!

984 S. Main • Colville • 509-684-6505
Open 7 days a week
Monday - Saturday 8 am to 6 pm
Sunday 9 am to 5 pm
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You can recycle fluorescent and other
mercury-containing bulbs for FREE
at your Colville Do it Center!
(Limit of 10 per visit)

WWW.COLVILLEHARDWARE.COM

Homegrown List
By Becky Dubell

I’m baaaack! (In a couple of places.)
I have been allowed to go back to work. Thank goodness! I have
it figured that my customers have a lot of faces to make up for –
figured I missed seeing over 10,000 faces in my time off. Had to
get back to work so the projects at home would quit cropping up.
I ask customers at the Do-it Center about those pesky “Honey do lists.” You know the one that seems to get longer instead of
shorter?!? Well … after having a “stay-cation” of 4½ months with
only 11 trips to town my “Honey (that’s me) do list” didn’t seem to
get much shorter. In fact, with a lot of help it got a few larger projects added and finished – remodel bathroom, build back porch,
wire chicken coop,
brace porch to accept
hot tub. But then there
are all the little things
that need to be done to
put the finishing touches on those projects still
popping up on the list.
While looking at
this revised “Honey do
list” I don’t see enough
things crossed off. I’ve
been known to add
some easy projects just
so I can have the satisfaction of crossing
them off. In my house
we call that a “Becky
list.” Maybe now that I
am back to work I can
finish offsome of those
smaller items – window
screens, go through
eight Avon boxes of
photographs from the
‘70s to current, caulk
basement
windows,
split wood and the other 50+ projects.
If you finish your
own “Honey do list” and get bored, you know where to find me.
Oh. Can’t forget “play with JJ” – that one can get added onto my
list a couple times a day if needed.
I’ve been back to work about a month now and have had an
eye-opening experience. For those 4½ months I must have been in
my own little bubble, oblivious to anything outside it. I did know
about shortages of paper products, protection items and many
other items, along with high unemployment nationwide, but not
to the extent of the effect they were having. It did not occur to me
how far-reaching it all was.
At work I consider it to be my job to get the customer what they
need when they come looking for it. Before my “stay-cation” it was

Family Ties
just a matter of finding it in the computer catalog and placing a
special order. But now, dozens of empty spots on the shelves. I do
not remember seeing any more than about a dozen or two empty
spots on the shelves in the whole 16 years that I have been there.
When I investigated further – zero quantity at the warehouse and
no expected delivery date. The bulb went on in my evidently slow
brain. WOW. This goes back to the factory and further.
I’m still trying to figure out why I seem to have been blind to all
this and I cannot come up with the answer. I’m kinda’ hoping that I
am the only one out there that had these weird blinders on. Maybe
a kind of selfishness? Centered only on me and mine? I do want
to apologize for my callousness. I do know that
I am not that kind of
person, so it is time for
an attitude adjustment.
Seems that I lost a
month
somewhere.
Where did it go? I have
a feeling it went by
one day at a time and
I barely registered the
passing. I would like to
thank the people in our
neck of the woods that
took the time to let me
know that my article
was missed. I’ll try not
to let my head get so big
that it won’t fit through
the door. It was one really weird month for
me. I’d like to thank the
guys who are still letting me know that they
are continuing to get a
PSA test. It’s been over
five years now since
my husband’s passing
and with me on my
soap box through these
years, I am hoping my loudness has done some good.
JJ, my granddaughter, has helped me get through. She just
turned five and has become pretty responsible for her age I do believe. She helps with the chickens and the vegetable garden (even
though she WILL NOT eat anything out of it). She restocks the
vegetable stand and the egg box so she can make money to help
buy a house. Just the sharing of JJ stories makes me feel a little
lighter and ready for my world to continue. Grandkids – the best
present in the world.
A heartfelt “thank you” to everybody for doing your thing to
help out.
Stay safe.
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Madilane’s Memories
Packrat Ramblings, Part 1

by Madilane Perry

Between my early twenties and age
50 I always seemed to be coming home.
Whenever there was an opportunity – a
local job, an elderly relative needing a little help, or a prolonged period between
jobs – I would move back home for a few
months or a couple of years.
“Home” was the old homestead cabin
where I spent my childhood from ages 3 to
14. It was built when the twentieth century was in single digits and building codes
and inspections were locally unknown.
It was occasionally modified, sometimes

sat vacant for years, and was finally wired
and plumbed in the late 1940s.
This patchwork construction and
sketchy maintenance didn’t produce a
particularly tight structure, and when
I moved back in I usually had to move
something of another species out. The
most memorable of these evictions was
that of the packrat.
Packrats are cute little rodents a little
larger than a squirrel with large brown
eyes and furry tails. Unfortunately, they
make their living quarters smell terrible.

“You’re going
to receive some
of the best care
you’ve ever had
in your life.”
– Dr. Jim Shaw

Our community’s only
nonprofit hospice, serving
patients and their
families since 1977.
Dignity. Trust. Compassion.

509.456.0438 | Toll free 888.459.0438 | hospiceofspokane.
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Their urine is thick, tarry and pungent
and they distribute it very freely. No one
wants to share a house with a packrat.
On one of my returns I found that a
packrat had built its nest on top of the
hot water tank. The tank was located under a kitchen counter. In order get at the
nest, I had removed the front panel below
the counter. I knelt on the kitchen floor,
reached in across the top of the tank and
began pulling out handfuls of rat nest and
cursing the packrat’s choice of lodging.
On about the third handful I grabbed
something soft, warm and furry. Whatever it was – I assumed it was the packrat – screamed, wriggled out of my hand
and ran back into the wall along the water
pipe. I sat down abruptly on the kitchen
floor. It must have been more traumatic
for the packrat than it was for me.
I never saw packrat sign in the house
for the next thirty years.
Madilane Perry, a retired archaeologist,
was raised on a family-owned hunting
and fishing resort on Curlew Lake. She is
married to local author Ray Bilderback.
They are both managed by a small brown
dog.

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

Featured Dining & Lodging 2020

Addy
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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. Temporarily offering
take out only, while restrictions
on social gatherings are in place.
155 S. Main. Tue-Sat 11am-9pm.
509-684-8989. 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.

To have your
business
listed, call
509-675-3791
or email
ncmonthly@
gmail.com
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(509) 738-2727

A newly-paved parking lot and new wheelchair and cart-accessible ramp!

160 East 3rd Ave. • Kettle Falls, WA 99141

NEW! Bluebonnet
Award Winning
Brand You Can Trust!
• Voted the Best Full Line Supplement Brand four
of the past five years.
• A family owned company.
• Direct relationships with farmers, growers and suppliers.
• USDA Organic, KOF-K kosher certified, NSF GMP Facility.

meyersfallsmarket.com
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Come meet Sheryl Tuesday through Friday
to answer your health questions

