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Actual size: 7-1/2 x 7-1/2 x 5-1/2 Tan Brown 

 Now Available 
Planter Wall Blocks 

1101 N. Highway 
 in Colville 

(509) 684-2150 or  800-600-2150 

  HHaanneeyy  LLuummbbeerr  
 &&  SSuuppppllyy  IInncc..  

• Simply slide in 2 x 6 wooden boards into the side 
 slats to create a wall or border - the boards can 
 be cut to create different configurations 
• Can be stacked up to 2 feet high 
• Easy assembly - rebar may 
 be used to fix blocks in the 
 ground 
• Unlimited Design Possibilities 

R-RATE, LLC
PLUMBING & HEATING

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

Sales & Service

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

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

efficiency.
Thermostat 
controlled.
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Spring into a Savings with a 

Bl aze King Stove!

Visit Our New Store Location!

MEMORIAL STONES

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

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

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

• Decorative Rocks
• Pet Memorials
• Address Rocks

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

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

COLVILLE
509-684-2569

1-800-533-6518

REPUBLIC
509-775-2878

1-888-845-3500

SPOKANE
509-244-0846

1-888-343-9355

New Location: 
DEER PARK!
509-276-5400

Call “The Water Professionals!”

www.foglepump.com

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

• Hydrofracturing
• Geothermal Heat
Loop Systems

Lic. #FOGLEPS095L4

Hours: M-F 7:30-5:30 • Sat 8-1

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

Serving Northeast Washington Since 1981

https://www.foglepump.com
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By Mayah LaSol
Consumerism is rampant in America (or 

at least it seems that way to me). There are 
so many internet ads and billboards around 
my city explaining why this detergent is the 
best for your clothes or why these pajamas 
will be your favorite or something else 
that similarly encourages you to spend 
your money. 

There isn’t anything wrong with allowing 
advertising, but I suspect the mass reac-
tions to targeted ads have changed society 
fundamentally within the past few decades. 
As an amateur history buff who isn’t very 
knowledgeable, but still very passionate, I 
think about this a lot. Compared to the way 
people spent their money back in the 1950s 
and especially back in the ‘20s, I think there 
is a remarkable difference. 

From what I know about the 1920s 
(which is, admittedly, mostly thanks to 
Downton Abbey), working-class families 
did not buy much for themselves beyond 
the bare necessities: food to eat and clothes 

to wear, maybe a doll for their little girl. 
And in the ‘50s there were certainly more 
kinds of things to buy – records, makeup, 
nicer clothing – but I think that since the 
internet hadn’t yet been invented there was 
still a lot less of what people now refer to 
as “consumer culture.” 

People today seem so much more invest-
ed in items you can collect from the store. 
Take those little bobblehead figures that are 
released for almost every slightly popular 
character from a movie or TV franchise as 
an example. Some people collect them as an 
actual hobby! I can’t imagine having shelves 
and shelves full of little figurines. Of course, 
I’m not judging those people because, well, 
if they’re guilty then so am I. I have shelves 
and shelves full of books (and even a few 
collectible figurines myself – they honestly 
do look so cute on my shelves). 

But lately I’ve been moving toward a more 
minimalist lifestyle. Over winter break I 
found myself going through everything in 
my room and honestly asking myself: Do 
I need this? Does this really bring me joy? 

When the answer was no, I moved it on. 
This process felt like shifting a weight off 

my shoulders. But the craziest thing about 
it was how addictive this feeling has now 
become to me. It felt so good to get rid of 
extra clutter. Now, even after going through 
my room so thoroughly, I sometimes still 
look up from whatever I’m doing and 
decide there’s something else that I don’t 
need, something else that doesn’t bring me 
joy anymore. 

It’s almost as if now, instead of being 
addicted to buying things, I’m addicted to 
getting rid of them. 

However, the best thing I’ve felt bloom 
within me after clearing so much stuff out of 
my room is a sense of inner peace. Seeing my 
clear desk and non-cluttered bookshelves 
and even my coordinated closet makes me 
feel so relaxed after a long school day and I 
look forward to going into my lovely, clean 
room every single night. 

I’m not honestly sure what all of this goes 
to show. Maybe technology and Hollywood 
franchises have been the main cause of 
consumerism or maybe it all comes down 
to America being so much wealthier than 
it used to be. All I do know is that I’ve been 
enjoying my journey toward a more min-
imalist lifestyle enormously. If you have a 
tendency to feel stressed at home, it might 
be worth asking yourself if it is partially due 
to the surplus of material things that you 
are surrounded by on a daily basis.  

Mayah is a teen reader, writer, blogger, 
and all-around arts enthusiast who geeks 
out over books and cats. She writes book 
reviews and poetry on her blog www.library-
inmymind.com.

Clearing Outer Clutter for Inner Peace

 

 
News ▪ Events

Advertising

 FREE LOCAL NEWSPAPER  
SERVING SOUTH STEVENS COUNTY  

8,800 DIRECT HOME DELIVERIES 
Nine Mile Falls, Tum Tum, Ford,  

Hunters, Valley, Springdale,  
Loon Lake, Deer Lake, Clayton 
loonlaketimes@gmail.com 

 (509) 703-0352 

QQuueessttiioonnss  ||  CCoonncceerrnnss                                                                                  
EExxppeerriieenncciinngg  ssyymmppttoommss                                                                              

ccaallll  uuss  
((550099))993355--88442244  

nneewwhhpp..oorrgg  

EOE & Provider 

YYOOUURR  HHEEAALLTTHH  MMAATTTTEERRSS  
WWee  aarree  hheerree  ffoorr  yyoouu!!  IInn  tthheessee        

cchhaalllleennggiinngg  aanndd  uunncceerrttaaiinn  ttiimmeess  ooff  
CCOOVVIIDD--1199  lleett  uuss  hheellpp..    

CClliinniicc  LLooccaattiioonnss::  CChheewweellaahh  ||  CCoollvviillllee  ||  LLaakkee  SSppookkaannee  ((NNiinnee  MMiillee  FFaallllss))  
LLoooonn  LLaakkee  ||  NNoorrtthhppoorrtt  ||  SSeellkkiirrkk  ((IIoonnee))  ||  SSpprriinnggddaallee  



ncmonthly.com  |  April 2020  |  5

I have a series of quotes on sticky notes marching across the bottom 
of my computer monitor. This is a new thing for me. I tend toward 
preferring clean and simple lines over the festooned and greatly 
adorned. Previously, I also tended to keep my personal thoughts and 
preferences to myself, and so having evidence of my inner inspiration 
and ponderings on display, even to a few, is a significant departure. 
There is a reason for this. And perhaps the quotes themselves offer 
explanation. 

The first note to occupy the corner of my screen is just five words: 
“I am at the river.” Except the word at is intentionally crossed out 
and replaced by the word with. To me, this is a recognition that the 
river is not just a thing, but an 
ever-shifting watery neighbor and 
I am a guest on the banks of its 
house. There is a relationship there. 
And how I participate and show 
up for that relationship, with the 
river and anywhere else, matters. 

The next note is poetry from 
Red Bird by Mary Oliver: 

So come to the pond
or the river of your imagination,
or the harbor of your longing,
and put your lips to the world. 
And live your life.
Anyone who has been following 

my columns over the last year will 
recognize how this speaks to the 
transition I’ve been doing my best 
to orchestrate – a transition to 
living my life on purpose. Doing 
this on the macro level with work 
and earning money feels a bit like 
turning an ocean liner, but it is 
turning! Doing this in the tiny ways that require examining habits 
and being mindful of the moment-to-moment choices I make 
throughout the day … that can be at once easy and hard. But giving 
voice to these things, whether in print, shared with a friend, or as 
notes on a computer monitor, provides this gradual unlearning 
and learning process some space to grow, and outward affirmative 
support to keep it going.  

The third note is a quote from Annie Dillard: “The answer must 
be, I think, that beauty and grace are performed whether or not we 
will or sense them. The least we can do is try to be there.” While I 
can commit to living my life, as Mary Oliver describes, I also need 
to show up and be present in that moment of living it. And along 
with that, there is beauty and grace being performed always and 
everywhere, if I choose to see it. 

The fourth is a single word, which I appreciate for what it names, 
for the feel of the word in my mouth, and for how it is significant to 
how I live. Mangata. Of Swedish origin, the word describes the path 
of moonlight reflected on water. Aside from being mesmerizing and 

delightful to watch, the significance has to do with taking full moon 
walks with my children. We have done too few of these walks in 
recent years even though I believe they are so important. Time to get 
back to it! We take no flashlights and venture into the night, flowing 
over the landscape as if discovering it for the first time which, in a 
way, we are, as we flex our other senses. I believe that there are few 
greater gifts that I can give my children than to feel confidence in 
the dark, to have the tools to unravel fear, and to learn how to rely 
on their senses to navigate through the parts of their lives where not 
everything is readily apparent or familiar. 

The next note is a quote from Oriah Mountain Dreamer: “Show 
you how I struggle, not to change the world, but to love it.” This 
caused me to tilt my head a little and go, “Huh.” I was intrigued and 

struggled (ironically) with this 
quote at first as there are definitely 
things in the world – things with 
humanity, specifically – that I 
would see change and that I do 
not feel love toward. 

But then it clicked as I realized 
that what she is saying is exactly in 
line with how I seek to shape this 
publication, for example. What I 
am putting energy into and shar-
ing is what I am then reinforcing 
in our communities and bringing 
forth from what is already there. 
That is one way I am loving the 
world. There is also, embedded in 
that, a recognition of the intrinsic 
nature of things and the opportu-
nity that then lies in treating each 
accordingly. I’ll be having a hard 
time of it if I ask a fish to climb a 
tree. Each person’s journey is their 
own. And yet there is also common 

ground upon which to journey together. 
The final note on my computer monitor perimeter (as of this 

writing, anyway) is from Wendell Berry: 
Suppose we did our work
like the snow, quietly, quietly
leaving nothing out.
Many things appeal to me in this one. The idea that, like the 

way many snowflakes can alter the landscape, many small acts of 
intentional kindness shared in the course of living life can make a 
difference, even if unknowable and yet so potentially meaningful. 
How consistent effort can result in lasting change. Or, in that same 
vein, there is the sticks in a bundle axiom where a group working 
in cooperation and coordination can accomplish what they could 
not individually. (Stopping the spread of COVID-19, for example.) I 
also derive from Wendell Berry’s words this feeling of satisfaction for 
having done something fully and to completion, without fanfare or 
the need for recognition. It is in the doing itself. In the small things. 
And in the span of a lifetime.  

From the Publisher’s Desk
By Gabriel Cruden
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By Christine Wilson
Moving Through Sadness On Purpose

NOTE: All this was written before the 
coronavirus came to be such a trigger for fear, 
panic and insecurity. I just want to say now 
it is even more critical that we pay attention 
to and build a healthy relationship with our 
feelings. Keep your connections with others 
strong, even if you have to practice social 
distancing while you do that. 

Joni Mitchell’s song about Woodstock 
was an earworm of mine for years. Before 
I came down to earth from a place of lofty 
metaphors and idealistic meanderings, I as-
sumed it was just a sweet way of describing 
the hopes many of us shared in that era, 
aspirations to be better than the chaotic, 
messy collection of humans that we were 
and, as it turns out, continue to be. 

The reality is, however, that we actually 
are made of stardust. Most of the elements 
within each of us come from a collection 
of supernovas, which is to say that fierce 
explosions with temperatures of 20,000 
degrees Fahrenheit shot the dust of stars 
out into the universe and, to put it in sci-
entifically inaccurate terms, joined together 
to make our stardusty selves. 

And I do love thinking of us that way. 
We have such an ability to shine brightly. 
I get that humans aren’t stars, but I see us 
as having our own ways of being celestial. 
I feel joy, I show compassion, and I long 

for peace. I have the capacity to create 
lovely connections with others. I realize 
I am really capitalizing on this metaphor, 
but when you listen to astrophysicists, they 
can sound pretty metaphysical themselves.  

Back here on planet earth, I look around 
and see the limitations of our link with the 
ethereal. There is heartbreak, greed, irrita-
bility, fear and no end to the shenanigans 
of human behavior. Because of that, I have 
to disagree with the part of Joni Mitchell’s 
song where she sings about getting us back 
to the garden. If you read the story of Eden, 
you will see that there was an angel at the 
gate with a flaming sword, preventing 
entrance. Scott Peck, author of The Road 
Less Traveled, described that experience 
as a metaphor of our journey into greater 
consciousness. He referred to Mark Vonne-
gut’s book Escape 
to Eden, in which 
Kurt Vonnegut’s 
son tried to sneak 
back into his ver-
sion of the garden, 
only to land himself in a psychiatric hos-
pital. There’s just no access to that perfect 
place of no suffering. We live here with that 
mix of beauty and ugly, justice and cruelty.

It is the nature of the mind to avoid 
discomfort and to move toward that 

which brings pleasure. We typically want 
that pleasure now. I think immediate 
gratification is one of the hardest things to 
give up with adulthood. The resistance to 
discomfort impacts every aspect of my life, 
from what I eat, to who I hang out with, to 
what news I want to hear, to how I spend 
money, to how well I take responsibility 
for my own shenanigans. There are even 
apps such as “emergency kittens” to create 
instant joy in times of overwhelm.

From my experience, we all want to 
live on the happy track. What happens, 
at least in our culture, is that we spend 
too much time ignoring difficulties and 
making ourselves act as if we are on the 
happy track. The bossiest part of our brain 
is unconscious and stores whatever we don’t 
address directly. Various causes of unhappi-

ness go underground, and 
we treat them as if they are 
gone. Then they pop up 
like a whack-a-mole game. 
All bets are off when that 
happens. Whatever our 

default reactions are, they come into play. 
“When under stress, we regress.”

Babies are born with the physiology to 
experience negative feelings. Any gender, 
any culture, any belief system, any educa-
tion, any age—we all are wired to feel. When 

“Most of us grew up in a culture which taught us that negative emotions and 
moods were bad and something to be gotten rid of as soon as possible:

 •  Feeling sad? Just look on the bright side!
 •  Worried and anxious? Don’t worry, it’ll be fine!
 •  Angry and frustrated? Go to your room!”
“You don’t need less sadness. You need a better relationship with sadness.”
     ~ Dr. Nick Wignall, clinical psychologist

“Did you hear about the guy who loved his wife so much, he almost told her?” 
      ~ Anonymous

“We are made of stardust. We are golden. And we’ve got to get ourselves back to 
the garden.”    ~ Joni Mitchell

“We live here with that 
mix of beauty and ugly, 

justice and cruelty.”
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Random Acts of CommunityRandom Acts of Community
you were a baby and if you were scared, 
you felt your fear. When you were sad, you 
felt your sadness. When you were angry, 
you felt your anger. If you want to see an 
example of this physiology, watch this clip 
on YouTube: https://www.youtube.com/
watch?v=N9oxmRT2YWw. You can also 
find it by typing in “Emerson’s mommy’s 
nose is scary.” 

Unfortunately, our culture trains feelings 
out of us, with sentences like Dr. Wignall 
uses at the head of this column. Wignall 
says that the problem is not our feelings, it 
is our relationship with our feelings. Think 
of primary feelings the way we think of 
primary colors. There are a bazillion colors, 
all starting with red, yellow and blue. There 
are a bazillion feelings, all starting with 
happy, mad, sad, scared and ashamed. From 
those, we get more complicated, especially 
if we think we shouldn’t be having these 
feelings. They are all normal and we cycle 
through them multiple times in the course 
of a day, with varying levels of intensity. 

One of the toughest patterns we deal 
with is identifying them in the first place. 
They get fused with each other and we can 
get confused about what we are actually 
feeling. Some of us grow up feeling shame 
if we get angry. Some feel shame when we 
are sad or scared. Some of us feel scared 
when we feel sad. This is the relationship 
we learn, not our innate experience. And 
the good news is that anything we learn 
we can unlearn. 

Wignall has an interesting method 
of breaking our emotional silence. He 
suggests feeling sad on purpose. If we 
schedule it in, he proposes, we can address 
the causes. The plan is to spend some time 
at some point in the day writing what we 
are sad about. 

I don’t recommend doing this just before 
sleep, especially if you have any trouble 
sleeping. It will manufacture stress hor-
mones and that will interfere with sleep. 
But at some point, write them out or find 
someone to take turns saying such things 
to. Some of them are like cockroaches and 
disappear in the light of day, especially if 
someone else is listening. Some of them 
can inspire problem solving actions. Some 
of them are nasty little recalcitrant things, 

the kind of feelings that we have to learn 
to sit with. Those are the ones we tend not 
to be able to control. And then there’s the 
wisdom to know the difference.

Annie Lamott keeps a box at her house 
she calls “God’s suggestion box.” When she 
is upset, she puts in what she is upset about, 
sometimes with recommendations for 
remedies that don’t exist. She dreams big. 

Do whatever you need to do when you 
schedule sadness time. When you are sad on 
purpose, it gets easier to move on and that 
frees up your heart’s bandwidth for joy. We 
definitely need the bandwidth right now.

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

TAKE IN 
THE VIEW!
Plan a little getaway at the Chewelah 
Casino RV Park! Enjoy the beautiful 
scenery of Quartzite Mountain with  
all the fun of the casino close by. 

Please call (800) 322-2788 or visit  
our website at chewelahcasino.com  
for pricing and additional 
information. 

http://www.chewelahcasino.com
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It is no fun being on the verge of a It is no fun being on the verge of a 
worldwide crisis. At I write this, everyone worldwide crisis. At I write this, everyone 
I know is concerned. Some are running I know is concerned. Some are running 
scared, behaving weirdly, hoarding every-scared, behaving weirdly, hoarding every-
day commodities like toilet paper, water, day commodities like toilet paper, water, 
and selected brands of pasta. Others are and selected brands of pasta. Others are 
boasting on social media that this doesn’t boasting on social media that this doesn’t 
scare them and they will do whatever they scare them and they will do whatever they 
jolly well please, thank you very much.jolly well please, thank you very much.

Some of us are in the middle. Not in the Some of us are in the middle. Not in the 
middle in terms of our personal response. middle in terms of our personal response. 
We are in the middle of the tsunami. We We are in the middle of the tsunami. We 
can feel its breath on our backs, and we can feel its breath on our backs, and we 
know what is coming. We know that we know what is coming. We know that we 
are not ready. But we will do our best to are not ready. But we will do our best to 
face what comes and meet it head on.face what comes and meet it head on.

I have a great deal of respect for the I have a great deal of respect for the 
people that I work with. They are a strange people that I work with. They are a strange 
lot. If you ask them “Are you scared?” they lot. If you ask them “Are you scared?” they 
will tell you, in an honest moment, “Yeah.  will tell you, in an honest moment, “Yeah.  

I’m scared.” But you’re not asking them I’m scared.” But you’re not asking them 
the right question. When you ask them the right question. When you ask them 
“Are you coming to work tomorrow? And “Are you coming to work tomorrow? And 
the next day, and the next?” they will tell the next day, and the next?” they will tell 
you, “Yeah. This is what I signed up for. you, “Yeah. This is what I signed up for. 
I’m here to serve my community. These I’m here to serve my community. These 
are my people.” They won’t back down. I are my people.” They won’t back down. I 
am puzzled by such people. But I under-am puzzled by such people. But I under-
stand them.  stand them.  

Of such stock is my own daughter. She’s Of such stock is my own daughter. She’s 
a family doctor in California. She has four a family doctor in California. She has four 
children and a husband to worry about. children and a husband to worry about. 
When her hospital took care of some of When her hospital took care of some of 
the folks who had been stranded on a the folks who had been stranded on a 
cruise liner off the coast of California, cruise liner off the coast of California, 
there was no fanfare. No National Guard. there was no fanfare. No National Guard. 
They just took care of them. They just took care of them. 

“Were you worried?” I asked her. “Yeah. “Were you worried?” I asked her. “Yeah. 
But we’re going to take care of people. But we’re going to take care of people. 
That’s what we do,” she replied. She knows That’s what we do,” she replied. She knows 
the risks. She faces it, despite the fears. It’s the risks. She faces it, despite the fears. It’s 

the life she has chosen. the life she has chosen. 
On another day, I was sitting in my On another day, I was sitting in my 

office, bags packed, two minutes to the office, bags packed, two minutes to the 
end of my shift. A secretary stuck her end of my shift. A secretary stuck her 
head around the corner. “Dr. Bacon, they head around the corner. “Dr. Bacon, they 
need you in room one right now.” Broth-need you in room one right now.” Broth-
er, I thought. But I knew that if they were er, I thought. But I knew that if they were 
sending in the secretary, things were likely sending in the secretary, things were likely 
desperate.  desperate.  

In room one, I met a young man in his In room one, I met a young man in his 
40s gasping for air, blue in color. “How do 40s gasping for air, blue in color. “How do 
you feel,” I asked. “I feel like I’m drown-you feel,” I asked. “I feel like I’m drown-
ing,” he managed to say. He was in acute ing,” he managed to say. He was in acute 
pulmonary edema, fluid filling his lungs pulmonary edema, fluid filling his lungs 
and blocking his ability to get oxygen to and blocking his ability to get oxygen to 
his vital organs.  his vital organs.  

When a person is on the verge of death, When a person is on the verge of death, 
there is a characteristic, unmistakable there is a characteristic, unmistakable 
smell. There is a profound physiologic smell. There is a profound physiologic 
response as the systems shut down, the response as the systems shut down, the 
body saturates with sweat, and the capil-body saturates with sweat, and the capil-

By Dr. Barry Bacon, MD
In the Belly of the Crisis

509-935-8829
101 W Robert Ave,Chewelah, WA
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laries shut down into a mosaic of blue and laries shut down into a mosaic of blue and 
white, just under the skin. The eyes take white, just under the skin. The eyes take 
on a desperate appearance as the lungs on a desperate appearance as the lungs 
claw for just a little more oxygen.  claw for just a little more oxygen.  

I looked at his vital signs. Blood pres-I looked at his vital signs. Blood pres-
sure of 230/130. Pulse rate of 170. Respi-sure of 230/130. Pulse rate of 170. Respi-
rations 40 and labored. Oxygen saturation rations 40 and labored. Oxygen saturation 
80% on an oxygen mask. Our man was 80% on an oxygen mask. Our man was 
dying. I ordered some medicine to bring dying. I ordered some medicine to bring 
his blood pressure down. More medicine his blood pressure down. More medicine 
to push fluid out of his lungs. A device to to push fluid out of his lungs. A device to 
assist his breathing and squeeze the fluid assist his breathing and squeeze the fluid 
out of his lungs and back into his circu-out of his lungs and back into his circu-
lation. lation. 

He got worse. I asked our team to set up He got worse. I asked our team to set up 
to put a tube into his airway. An IV. More to put a tube into his airway. An IV. More 
medicine. An EKG. Labs. We were losing medicine. An EKG. Labs. We were losing 
him. Then things got worse. him. Then things got worse. 

He collapsed. His oxygen level tanked. He collapsed. His oxygen level tanked. 
He became unresponsive and he had no He became unresponsive and he had no 
pulse. The whole team surrounded him. pulse. The whole team surrounded him. 
Everyone had a role. Chest compressions. Everyone had a role. Chest compressions. 
Epinephrine. Intubation. Oxygen. Blood Epinephrine. Intubation. Oxygen. Blood 
gases. Monitor. Pulse check.  gases. Monitor. Pulse check.  

Pulse. We had a pulse. He was back Pulse. We had a pulse. He was back 
with us. We ventilated him, gave him with us. We ventilated him, gave him 
some medicine to relax his scattered cen-some medicine to relax his scattered cen-
tral nervous system. I took a deep breath. tral nervous system. I took a deep breath. 
“I’m going to step out and talk with his “I’m going to step out and talk with his 
girlfriend,” I told them. The team nodded. girlfriend,” I told them. The team nodded. 

As grim as our work is, we have to in-As grim as our work is, we have to in-
clude the family. I found her in the wait-clude the family. I found her in the wait-
ing room. I began to tell her the morbid ing room. I began to tell her the morbid 
tale of what her significant other had been tale of what her significant other had been 
through. “We were this close to losing through. “We were this close to losing 
him,” I began. “But he’s back. Looks like him,” I began. “But he’s back. Looks like 
we are going to be able to save him.” we are going to be able to save him.” 

“I’ve been telling him for two weeks “I’ve been telling him for two weeks 
now to come in and get checked,” she re-now to come in and get checked,” she re-
plied quietly. I smiled.  plied quietly. I smiled.  

Guys, when the woman in your life tells Guys, when the woman in your life tells 
you to get a medical checkup, listen to her. you to get a medical checkup, listen to her. 
She loves you. She wants you to live. Take She loves you. She wants you to live. Take 
it as a compliment. That’s my best free it as a compliment. That’s my best free 
medical advice.medical advice.

I stepped back into room one. Anesthe-I stepped back into room one. Anesthe-
sia had arrived and was putting in an arte-sia had arrived and was putting in an arte-
rial line, like an IV that goes into an artery rial line, like an IV that goes into an artery 
to measure pressures continuously. His to measure pressures continuously. His 
blood pressure was all over the map, but blood pressure was all over the map, but 
with some gentle tweaking we brought it with some gentle tweaking we brought it 
under control. Breathing was controlled under control. Breathing was controlled 
by a ventilator. His skin was warm. His by a ventilator. His skin was warm. His 
color was pink. His blood pressure was color was pink. His blood pressure was 

135/85. His heart rate was 120. He was re-135/85. His heart rate was 120. He was re-
laxed. He was going to live.  laxed. He was going to live.  

There’s nothing quite like bringing There’s nothing quite like bringing 
someone back from the edge. someone back from the edge. 

I looked around at my team. I was really I looked around at my team. I was really 
proud of them. I realized that every one proud of them. I realized that every one 
of them was important. His girlfriend was of them was important. His girlfriend was 
in the room now. I pointed to each team in the room now. I pointed to each team 
member. “These are the people who saved member. “These are the people who saved 
him,” I explained. “This man saved him him,” I explained. “This man saved him 
because he gave him chest compressions. because he gave him chest compressions. 
And this nurse saved him because he put And this nurse saved him because he put 
in an IV in his leg. And this nurse gave in an IV in his leg. And this nurse gave 
life-saving medicine and saved him. And life-saving medicine and saved him. And 
this provider put an airway down his tra-this provider put an airway down his tra-
chea so he could breath. chea so he could breath. 
And this anesthetist put And this anesthetist put 
in a line and hooked in a line and hooked 
him up to a ventilator.” I him up to a ventilator.” I 
looked around. It struck looked around. It struck 
me. It’s about the team. me. It’s about the team. 
There is no one whose There is no one whose 
job is unessential. Everyone mattered. We job is unessential. Everyone mattered. We 
had all saved him. had all saved him. 

“Good job everyone,” I smiled. “You “Good job everyone,” I smiled. “You 
saved his life.”  saved his life.”  

Later I mused quietly to the anesthetist, Later I mused quietly to the anesthetist, 
“I know it sounds weird, but do you re-“I know it sounds weird, but do you re-
member when we were all asked to make member when we were all asked to make 
New Year’s resolutions?” I asked. She said New Year’s resolutions?” I asked. She said 
she remembered. “I told our boss that my she remembered. “I told our boss that my 
only resolution this year was to save an-only resolution this year was to save an-
other life.” “Yeah,” she laughed, “and it’s other life.” “Yeah,” she laughed, “and it’s 
only April.”  only April.”  

The people who do such work are amaz-The people who do such work are amaz-
ing people. They often work long hours, ing people. They often work long hours, 
push themselves to the edge physically push themselves to the edge physically 
and emotionally for the sake of helping and emotionally for the sake of helping 
someone. Call it an adrenalin rush, call it someone. Call it an adrenalin rush, call it 
a savior complex, call it an ego trip. I call a savior complex, call it an ego trip. I call 

it compassion. it compassion. 
I know these people. They didn’t sign up I know these people. They didn’t sign up 

for the medals, though they deserve them, for the medals, though they deserve them, 
every one. They signed up for a chance to every one. They signed up for a chance to 
save someone. They don’t always succeed. save someone. They don’t always succeed. 
But when you see a team of individual, But when you see a team of individual, 
fragile, everyday human beings rally to-fragile, everyday human beings rally to-
gether, every person on deck, adrenalin gether, every person on deck, adrenalin 
flowing, everyone filling their assigned flowing, everyone filling their assigned 
role, it’s really amazing. Everyone works role, it’s really amazing. Everyone works 
with everything they have to save a life. with everything they have to save a life. 

It’s what we need to do in the face of this It’s what we need to do in the face of this 
epidemic. Every person on deck. Every epidemic. Every person on deck. Every 
community member pulling together. In community member pulling together. In 
rural areas like ours, we can’t assume that rural areas like ours, we can’t assume that 

the bigger players the bigger players 
will come to our will come to our 
rescue. We will rescue. We will 
survive because survive because 
we are neighbors we are neighbors 
to each other. Not to each other. Not 
by hoarding or by hoarding or 

hunkering down. Yes, we need to need to hunkering down. Yes, we need to need to 
minimize social contact, slow the spread minimize social contact, slow the spread 
of the infection. But those who survive of the infection. But those who survive 
will be those who are good neighbors. It will be those who are good neighbors. It 
will be our compassionate response to will be our compassionate response to 
each other that saves us. It will be because each other that saves us. It will be because 
our doors will be open, we will do our best our doors will be open, we will do our best 
to help each other, even at risk to our own to help each other, even at risk to our own 
safety, even to the point of exhaustion, for safety, even to the point of exhaustion, for 
the sake of saving someone.the sake of saving someone.

It’s the team that matters. No one is un-It’s the team that matters. No one is un-
important. We are all the team.important. We are all the team.

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

Life Matters

“It will be our 
compassionate 

response to each other 
that saves us.”
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In this country – for the unbeleaguered, 
anyway – camping tends to be recreational, 
though in my family it had more latitude 
than that. My parents lived in a tent early 
in their marriage, after my father returned 
from World War II and my mother was 
pregnant with the first of their four chil-
dren. They bought a patch of land (which 
they named Innisfree) in Illinois, on which 
to build a simple house, and in the mean-
time camped in a canvas tent pitched in a 
neighbor’s cow pasture. My mother said 
the cows used to gather around the tent, 
leaning on it and mooing.

It wasn’t the last time my parents lived 
in a tent. When their youngest child was 
nearly grown and my father was working 
at a community college, they again bought 
some land – this time naming it Riven-
dell, in New York State – and crammed 
their double bed and chest of drawers 
under canvas while the house was under 
construction. Each weekday morning my 
father emerged, dressed in suit and tie, and 
headed off to his job. 

As a child I was no stranger to tents. I 
spent three full summers at a camp where 
the weekly hikes, horse treks and canoe 
journeys featured tents we fashioned 
from army-surplus ponchos, pegged with 
wooden stakes fashioned on the spot, and 
ditched using army-surplus entrenchment 
tools. We cooked over campfires and ate 
out of battered mess kits. It was hard core. 
It was great.

Later in life, I lived in a number of 
camping-ish accommodations: a dirt-
floored hut, a barn, a school bus, a tipi 
and miscellaneous homemade structures. 
Poverty had a lot to do with it. In a city I 
might’ve become homeless, but rural life 
offers creative options.

At one point, when my son was young, 
we lived in a series of creative shelters put 
together by my husband. The first was a 
small tent; by small, I mean the three of 
us slept in a two-person backpacking tent. 
I set up a mini-kitchen outside, under 
a tarp. The tent was too small to stand 

up in and the kitchen, too, was sit-down 
only, but something about this outdoorsy 
arrangement made me feel cheerful.

After a few weeks of this, my husband 
rigged up a bigger shelter – a wood platform 
with arching ribs covered by milky-clear 
plastic sheeting, like a simple greenhouse. 
My son still recalls how (terrifyingly) 
spectacular it was inside this vulnerable 
translucence when Midwest thunder-
storms rumbled through: the plastic madly 
racketing, lightning f lashes blinding, 
thunder cracking and rolling overhead, 
rain rifling down. 

From there we graduated to a more last-
ing structure on the same piece of northern 
Michigan land: a wooden, asphalt-shin-
gled Gothic arch on piers beside a creek. It 
had a small woodstove, cozy sleeping loft, 
plank counter for my Coleman stove, old 
velvet-covered sofa, glass windows, and a 
wee balcony from which we’d peer down 
at spawning salmon 
at the end of their 
journeys. Tucked 
into a cedar grove, it 
was a magical place.

The funny thing 
about this lifestyle 
was that, even while 
living in the tent or 
the “greenhouse,” 
we frequently went 
camping elsewhere 
too, for fun. My hus-
band built wood-
en boats as well as 
shelters, so we’d go 
canoe or catamaran 
camping around the 
area’s many rivers 
and lakes, includ-
ing the Great Lakes. Our honeymoon 
was spent canoe camping in the Florida 
Everglades. One way or another, most of 
our time was spent outdoors.

On our honeymoon, while paddling the 
backcountry maze of mangrove swamps, 
canals and lagoons, seeing few other hu-
mans, we came upon a crocodile. It was 
on a lagoon islet, fully exposed in the sun. 

By Loren Cruden
Life on the Interface

We’d already encountered alligators, a 
five-foot indigo snake, huge spiders, a 
raccoon and an array of amazing birds 
that day – egrets, roseate spoonbills, night 
herons, frigate birds and so on. They were 
all at home in that brackish inland habitat, 
but the crocodile was a complete surprise. 
It belonged in the ocean yet here it was, 
miles from the other crocs, in the interface 
of mingled salt and fresh water.

We stopped paddling, stared at it – the 
prehistoric, samurai-armored gold skin 
and dragon-like head. It was not like the 
alligators. It occupied a whole different 
octave of ancient. Mysterious. We won-
dered what it was doing there, just as it 
probably wondered what we were doing 
there: a meeting on the interface.         

We continued camping at home – and 
away, for fun – after moving to the Olympic 
Peninsula in Washington, where we lived 
in a shack someone else had (badly) built, 

with no running wa-
ter or indoor toilet. I 
continued to use our 
trusty two-burner 
Coleman for cook-
ing. By the time I 
settled in eastern 
Washington I was 
no longer married 
but still had the tent, 
the Coleman and 
the canoe, and bor-
rowed my ex-hus-
band’s tipi in which 
to camp with my son 
while building our 
straw-bale house. 
I was in my forties 
by then; my son was 
fifteen.

Life in the tipi was congenial despite 
spiders and caterpillars and stinkbugs 
tip-toeing over our faces at night, a very 
large rattlesnake that wanted to move in, 
and an impetuous bear that ripped the 
door-flap off and flung it into the bushes 
while we were in town one day. I even ran 
a mail-order business out of the tipi for a 
while. What with the business, the wildlife 
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and weather, the dog and two cats, and 
my son and me in it, the tipi was a lively 
habitation, though we spent most of our 
days working on the house.

After six months in the tipi we moved 
into the partially-built house, furnished 
with bales of straw. These furnishing grad-
ually dwindled as they were transformed 
into walls and then sealed. A blanket 
served as a front door at that stage, pos-
ing no deterrent to the bear that entered 
early one morning and woke me (and the 
dog, who chased it away). At that time, 
living in the house was still like camping. 
When doors and windows were installed 
and the octagonal tower roof got closed 
in, we missed the open interface with the 
outdoors. Missed it keenly, viscerally, like 
closing out an essential part of ourselves.

What is it about camping that is so 
tremendously satisfying for some? I think 
of all the recent discoveries of “forest bath-
ing” and the mental and physical health 
benefits of being out in Nature (even as we 
destroy it), which for rural people is old 
news. But there is something about the very 
simplicity of camping that strikes a chord 
for me. It feels liberating and at the same 
time enfolds me in a lineage of humans in 
intimate relationship with habitat. 

And, too, there’s the aspect of porta-
bility. My instincts are nomadic and I 
like to travel light. My mind persists in 
asking itself – year after year, in a number 
of different ways – what truly nourishes 
innate well-being; in what is it grounded? 
Answers to this tend to be intuitive – felt 
– like an internal compass pointing in 
elemental, pared-down directions whose 
focus is interface: the meeting places be-
tween differences.

I recently read an article in the New 
Yorker about the growing popularity – 
among a certain segment of the well-off 
– of “minimalist” home décor. Reduction 
of consumer clutter certainly seems laud-
able, but the new style reminds me of when 
pre-torn and pre-faded jeans and shirts 
became fashionable. Like trendy tatters, 
the new minimalist-home look is not 
cheap or make-do: large rooms with choice 
furnishings, like modern-art installations. 
It’s not easy to imagine children or unruly 
pets in such settings – much less bears 

Monthly Muse
entering the picture.   

I was raised to fa-
vor a more old-fash-
ioned kind of min-
imalism: the thrifty 
kind – which is for-
tunate, as thriftiness 
has been my lot in 
life. After our unin-
sured place burned 
down when I was 
in my twenties and 
my son was a baby, 
my husband and I 
lost what little we 
owned. These days 
there’s deep appre-
ciation for what I 
do possess. Memory 
remains of what it’s 
like to have little 
but the clothes one 
is standing (bare-
foot) in. 

Driving across, 
say, eastern Mon-
tana when temperatures soar above 100 
degrees, gazing through the windshield 
at the less than verdantly-hospitable 
landscape, there’s acute awareness that 
I wouldn’t last long if stranded out there 
without my air-conditioned car. Or, here 
at home when winter temperatures dive 
below zero and it hurts to even breathe 
outdoors, I’m heartily grateful to be sitting 
in my snug house, reading a book with the 
cat on my lap. A lot of people – way too 
many – don’t have that luxury.

But, not withstanding, there is still 
something about the primal interface that 
ever draws, something fundamental that 
shapes and nourishes and informs and 
expands who I am. It is the place where 
boundaries dissolve, elements mingle, 
no walls – whatever the differences. If 
deprived of direct communion with the 
natural world my life feels lacking in a 
way that has nothing to do with having 
or not having possessions.               

On Christmas morning this past year, 
a group of family members and friends 
gathered at my son’s house for a wonderful 
brunch put together by my son’s wife. I 
think fourteen of us amiably scrunched 

together around the long table, talking, 
eating, enjoying the occasion. Two of 
the people present were a shepherd and 
his companion. The shepherd foregoes 
living in a house or having much in the 
way of possessions. But he and his com-
panion brought delicious chestnuts they’d 
gathered and roasted, and cherries they’d 
picked and pureed. 

Later that day, driving home, I saw the 
shepherd beside the river, though he didn’t 
see me: I was in Car World; he was in 
Nature. In that brief moment as I passed, 
something in the balanced, attentive ease 
of his posture and demeanor – in the way 
he seemed completely at home in his hab-
itat, his body, himself – made me deeply 
miss the life I once had (and being young 
and hardy enough to occupy it). But it also 
was a heartening moment, to know that 
this guy – along with his llamas, sheep, 
chickens, goats and yaks – was out there, 
in his own way keeping human interface 
with the primal alive.

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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Letting my brain run away with worst-case scenarios is about 
the only thing I can think of at the moment that I am able to do 
with great skill. I feel like any other skills I might have are buried 
in fear and anxiety. Last night I found myself having a bit of an 
emotional come-apart over the current events that have altered 
the lives of nearly every person on this globe. Once I flipped that 
television on, my panic button got stuck in overdrive. 

Thankfully, I woke this morning after a decent sleep feeling 
somewhat refreshed and more positive. Over coffee this morning I 
chose to compile a list of the things I feel are important to me and 
that I do have some control over, aiming to make sure I and the 
ones so very dear to me will come away from this not only healthy 
and happy, but perhaps even kinder, more compassionate, and 
better equipped to handle scary events such as this in the future. 

The list focuses on how I can use the resources in front of me 
right now to make each day safe, productive and downright 
enjoyable while I endure this same fate that so many millions 
of people are enduring as well. While most of it is just common 
sense, and I’m certainly no expert, perhaps sharing the list can 

be my gift to you right now. 
1. Be wise in the search for information. Choose news sources 

carefully and be very careful with what I share with others if I am 
not 100% positive that what I am sharing is accurate. Fact-check 
my sources. If I choose to repeat reports that have been created 
to scare the living daylights out of us I’m not going to do anyone 
any good. I actually received a “breaking news” notification that 
said, “Coronavirus now found in toilet paper.” Seriously?!

2. Try to keep information intake to a minimum. It’s really not 
necessary to load up my brain every morning with the worries 
from around the globe. Empathy for all is important right now. 
But so is my own stress level and how much information I may 
or may not be able to process comfortably. Personally, I feel better 
when I take in my information in the morning. Sure, I still worry 
through the day at times. But it’s when I overload on news in the 
evening that my heart feels heavy and I don’t rest. 

3. Make a plan with what I have right now. What if I can’t go 
anywhere from this point on for more than a week? Am I ready? 
If not, then it’s time to look for solutions. I need to inventory my 
supplies. Restocking is already becoming a challenge for some 
items so I have to do my best to find substitutes for those things 
that are flying off the shelves. Now is a great time to revisit the 
bartering system. I need to bear in mind “restocking” does not 
mean “hoarding.” 

4. Dig deep and bring out that pioneer spirit that this area we 
are fortunate to call home is notorious for. Inventory my seeds 
and stock up if I can. If ever there was a need to grow a garden, 
it’s now. My husband and a friend are out in the garden right now 
as I write, six feet apart while they build new raised beds that will 
hold as many vegetables as we can plant and tend to. If we have 
the space to plant extra for others that’s even better. 

5. Create a routine that has room to wiggle on any given day. I’ve 
longed for a vacation for months now. And while a “staycation” 
has always been just fine with me I found this forced isolation a 
little hard to take in the first few days of hunkering down. I didn’t 
know what to do with myself except tend to the plants I had to 
bring home and clean every surface that I could. I had forgotten 
how to just wake up and get through a day without a rigid sched-
ule. Now isn’t the time to be rigid. So, I’ve softened up my life in 
a lot of ways. And that feels really good. I actually didn’t know 
what day it was when I woke up today. And that’s not a bad thing!

6. Be productive. I don’t mean that in the sense of go-to-work, 
but instead accomplish at least one thing during the day that 
contributes to the physical and mental health and well-being of 
my household. Maybe it means I clean out the garage and make 
a plan for a fall yard sale. Now would be a good time to choose 
a way to help someone each week. Find a charity or family in 
need and brainstorm safe ways to help from home. There are so 
many possibilities. 

By Tina Tolliver Lago
My Ten Good Things To Do

This Great Big Life
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7. Create. Set aside daily creating time. 
I am a firm believer that creating some-
thing with my hands lowers my stress 
levels dramatically. Again, the possibilities 
are endless, from art to baking a cake or 
a batch of cookies or that apple crisp I’ve 
been meaning to make. 

8. Go outside. Fresh air is so critical to 
my own well-being. We take daily walks 
with the dogs. Lie in the grass. I can take 
my create time outside. Perhaps I’ll paint a 
barn wall with leftover house paints. Make 
some inspirational signs to put in the yard 
for everyone to see. Take 
my music out and share 
it with the neighbors, 
the world. I love to make 
the coyotes howl! The 
most inspiring images 
from Italy have been the 
sharing of music from 
the balconies. I will dance 
outside, build a campfire 
and watch the stars. 

9. Take care of myself 
with an hour of physical 
activity each day. If any-
thing is rigid in my sched-
ule it will be this. A walk, a 
run, whatever gets me out 
into the fresh air. So many 
yoga programs, workouts 
and meditations are free 
right now, and I will take 
advantage of them. And 
then some alone time with a mug of tea and a cat or dog on my 
lap will do wonders for calming me down. 

10. Be kind. To myself. To everyone. We’re all on the same 
plane right now. And while I can’t hold your hand, I can smile 

with my eyes, nod or hold 
my hand over my heart to 
express my love to each 
of you. This is our time 
to shine as humankind 
has never shone before. 
This will be written up in 
the history books. I will 
do my part to make sure, 
whatever happens, that 
my future generations 
know that I had their 
back. 

Stay safe, stay well and 
I hope you can find the 
bright spots in every 
single day.

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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Article and Photo by J. Foster Fanning
Here in the highlands, nestled between 

the Cascade Mountains to the west and the 
Rocky Mountains to the east, along the 49th 
Parallel, we have seasonal variations that 
follow a set pattern but have a high potential 
for immediate change. This is especially 
important when it comes to water. 

Generally speaking, in winter it snows – 
more in the mountains – and in the spring 
the snow pack thaws, feeding moisture to 
our streams, creeks and rivers. Those are the 
predictable patterns. But the variability of 
weather not only dictates how much mois-
ture is in the snow pack, but at what rate 
and intensity the water is released from the 
mountains to course into the valleys below. 

Elevation of the landmass, exposure 
to sunshine and inclination of slope also 
come into play as the snow pack alters from 
entrapped moisture to moving streams. 

Of the three types of flooding, we do 
not have coastal surge. That leaves pluvial 
(surface or saturation flood), where water 
rises through the soil or where heavy rain 

is captured by the soil, and fluvial (river 
or surge flood), where water rises over the 
containing banks and floods nearby ground. 

A longer flowing, gently inclined stream 
is less prone to rapid flood than a stream 
of the same volume in a steeper, more 
confined gradient. So a narrow creek may 
flood and do damage to roads, farms and 
fields while the river it flows toward is not 
yet near flood stage. 

When Ferry County experienced 
significant flood damage to roads and 
infrastructure in 1998, when segments of 
Sherman Pass Highway 20 and large por-
tions of Highway 21 washed out, stranding 
citizens and limiting emergency services, 
the nearby Kettle River remained entirely 
within its banks. 

Readers who travel Highway 395 may 
recall the Matson Creek flooding of 2017 
when the snow pack on the eastern face 
of the Kettle River Range melted quickly 
(partially exasperated by the 2015 wild-
fire-scorched landscape) and washed out 

Flood Watching
a major portion of the highway on Friday, 
April 13th. That washout coincided with the 
San Poil River, a tributary of the Columbia 
River, carrying water from the western 
slope of the Kettle River Range that took 
out Highway 21 south of Republic. 

Around the same time, a Mill Creek 
blowout impacted transportation routes 
into Colville and the Colville River as 
well. Friends who live and farm along the 
Colville River tell me about its uniqueness. 
The river was rerouted by early settlers, 
then dredged periodically, and then after 
dredging stopped the river has been me-
andering through the valley, frequently 
flooding and reclaiming pieces of its old 
streambed, in a dynamic process that is 
continually changing.

The Kettle River is a 175-mile tributary of 
the Columbia River in southeastern British 
Columbia and northeastern Washington 
state. The name of this river in the Okanagan 
language is nxʷyaʔłpítkʷ (pronounced as 
Ne-hoi-al-pit-kwu). The drainage basin of 

British Columbia resident Jan Dehann was asked, 
“How did flooding change your relationship to the Kettle 
River?” Dehann’s response:

Having lived in the Grand Forks area on and off for 
close to 65 years, in very close proximity to the Kettle, 
my relationship with her has been nothing short of in-
timate.  In my youth, I used to boast of knowing every 
inch, every bend … every nuance of her serpentine path 
from her headwaters to her confluence with the mighty 
Columbia.  

Over the years she has been a source of quiet beauty 
and reflection, a source of joy and inspiration. She has 
been a wondrous playground and she has both nourished 
and sustained me.  

More recently, especially in the aftermath of the 2018 
flood, she has reminded me that, above all, she is an 
“organism,” vital to the health of the region, and as with 
all organisms she has adapted and changed in response 
to her environment, and I can honestly say that I don’t 
know her nearly as well today as I used to. 

My wondrous Kettle has changed a lot since my 

In Nature

childhood years, with each spring freshet morphing 
and shaping her yet again … in effect, amplifying her 
true role as an artery within larger and codependent 
systems.  Her response to prevailing conditions has been 
noticeable and dramatic. She has become wider and, 
at the same time, much more shallow.  Old swimming 
holes of my childhood have all but disappeared, with 
new ones taking their place farther downstream. Back 
eddies have appeared where swift rapids once flowed and 
vice versa. New shallows have replaced eddies which have 
become nothing more than the warm and fuzzy fishing 
memories of simpler times. 

In other words, her course has constantly and per-
sistently adjusted in her lust to find the shortest route 
to her mother ocean so many long miles away. 

The Kettle River serves as a poignant reminder to me 
that nothing in nature is static – that given the “perfect 
storm” she can change in a heartbeat and that adaptation 
and change are at the very root of my brief and seemingly 
fragile tenure aboard this wonderful orb that I have been 
so blessed to be able to call my home.
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the Kettle River is 4,200 square miles, 70% 
of which is in Canada. 

March and most of April of 2018 were 
unseasonably cold in southern British 
Columbia, causing the snow pack to hold 
fast at high elevations. Weather changes 
began in late April and, by early May, 
warm rains swept in. This was the trigger 
for a major flood event by May 10. Gov. Jay 
Inslee declared a state of emergency across 
Northeastern Washington. The flooding 
fouled water and sewage treatment facilities, 
threatened state highways and local roads, 
and caused some people to leave their 
homes, Inslee noted. 

In Grand Forks, just north of the inter-
national border, the Grandby River and 
the Kettle River slammed together at peak 
flows. An acquaintance from Grand Forks 
told me, “The main residential neighbor-
hoods in town, close to downtown, were 
devastated – 400 homes were hit. The local 
government wasn’t prepared for flooding 
nor for a disaster. There was no housing 
set up for displaced people after the flood. 
Almost two years later and people and 
businesses are still suffering. The one thing 
that nobody is addressing is the impact of 
clear-cut forestry in the watershed making 

the flooding worse.”
On May 10, 2018, British Columbia Pre-

mier John Horgan said, “More than 4,000 
British Columbians have been forced from 
their homes, while thousands more anxious-
ly wait to see what rising flood waters will 
mean for their homes and their livelihoods.” 

Evacuation orders were issued in parts of 
Kootenay Boundary, from Christina Lake 
through the West Boundary, including areas 
of Grand Forks where firefighters rescued 
around 30 people by boat. Canadian Press 
reported that three of the region’s rivers – the 
Granby, Kettle, and West Kettle – all broke 
the 1948 floodwater level records by about 
60 centimeters (23.6 inches), according to 
Chris Marsh, emergency operations center 
director for the Regional District of Koote-
nay Boundary. That’s a lot of water. 

So, what now? Have the rivers changed? 
Yes. Shorelines eroded. Trees fell into 

the waterways. In some areas the rivers 
reclaimed old channels or cut new ones. 
Tens of thousands of tons of sand were 
spread across the landscapes, fallowing 
fields, burying fences, destroying irrigation 
systems. 

Lives of the people living along those 
waterways have changed as well. One friend 

who had flood damage to her home and 
property told me she felt “betrayed” by 
this beautiful river she has lived along her 
whole life. The flooding was very difficult 
for her, “But then after things calmed a bit,” 
she says, “I got back to reality. It’s not ‘my’ 
river and I totally understand that things 
change, the earth changes, rivers change ... 
and it’s me (humans) who have to adapt and 
be OK. Nature can be brutal and I have to 
be strong enough to take it. And I better be 
prepared because it could very well happen 
again. So NOW I look at the river with more 
respect than ever.”

As I write this article in early March, the 
British Columbia snow pack is ranging from 
125-140% of normal. Some of my favorite 
sites for monitoring snow pack and hydrau-
lic forecasts: NOAA Advanced Hydraulic 
Prediction Service (https://water.weather.
gov/ahps), NOAA interactive snow infor-
mation, BC snow stations interactive map, 
and BC snow conditions and water supply.

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



16  |  North Columbia Monthly  |  April 2020  

By Jim Groth
If one were to ask the average person 

what he/she could say about fungi, I ex-
pect the answers would be predictable. 
Many would talk about mushrooms – 
those that they love to collect and eat, that 
some are poisonous and should be avoid-
ed, perhaps that they only eat the ones in 
a can, or that they have never considered 
eating mushrooms at all. I believe that in 
our region most people are willing to eat 
mushrooms, and a good number of these 
people seek out a few wild ones, with mo-
rels and shaggy manes leading the list. 

Some people, in answering the ques-
tion, might mention the obnoxious molds 
and mildews that invade our food and 
fiber, or the fungi that attack our garden 
plants. All generally considered negatives.  

Positive attributes of fungi that go be-
yond appreciating mushrooms can be 
more difficult to observe or understand. 
One exception is the yeast Saccharomyces 
cerevisiae, which is responsible for all of 
our leavened bread, plus beer, wine and 
distilled liquor. 

H i s t o r i c a l l y, 
storing fresh fruit 
or fruit juice al-
ways eventually 
resulted in wine or 
vinegar. Yeast cells 
are on the surface 
of fruit and other 
plant parts, where 
they find enough 
food to exist and 
reproduce. But 
yeast cells, act-
ing as dispersing 
spores, are also 
found in the air. It 
was not really pos-
sible to prevent the 
yeasts from per-
forming their sig-
nature process of fermentation that turns 
sugars into alcohol and carbon dioxide. 
So, in days of old it was not easy to avoid a 
bit of the wine, thanks to yeast.   

One attribute of nearly all fungi is their 
ability to produce spores – lots of spores. A 
spore is usually thought of as some small, 
relatively tough cell or group of cells de-
signed to travel far from the parent fungus 
and disseminate the species. While this is 
often the purpose of spores, there are sev-
eral other functions that benefit the indi-
vidual fungus in diverse ways. But first we 
need to discuss spore 
production, starting 
with – you guessed 
it – mushrooms.

A mushroom is 
really a reproductive 
structure of the most 
morphologically ad-
vanced fungi. Much 
like the apple on the 
tree, mushrooms are produced only at fa-
vorable times, and their function is strict-
ly reproduction. The “tree” of a fungus is a 
cryptic mass of mycelium – linear strands 
of cells called hyphae that permeate the 

soil, rotting wood or the dead parts of 
smaller plants. Some fungi are specialized 
to attack the healthy leaves and fruit of 
all smaller plants, including your garden 

plants, during growth or storage. Around 
98% of fungi do not produce such large 
structures as mushrooms. Pretty boring 
to most people and difficult to observe or 
understand, unless you have access to and 
know how to use a microscope.

A typical mushroom has a stalk or stem 
and a round cap covering a series of gills 
or pores. These gills or pores (more like 

vertical slits or tubes) 
are the business end 
of the mushroom, 
where the spores are 
produced. By having 
gills or pores, the to-
tal surface area of the 
spore-bearing zone 
is vastly increased. If 
you cut off the stem 

of any mushroom and place the cap on 
a piece of paper, you can see how many 
spores are being released. After a few 
hours or overnight, you will see a pattern 
on the paper that resembles the gills or 

pores, and which 
may be white, 
pink, yellow, grey, 
brown or black 
and anything in 
between. 

The color that 
you see is import-
ant for a proper 
identification. I 
strongly recom-
mend that you 
don’t even think 
of identifying a 
mushroom prop-
erly without know-
ing the spore-de-
posit color. These 
spore “prints” are 
deposits of mil-
lions and perhaps 

billions of spores produced and released 
through a complex mechanism that en-
sures that they fall into the air below to 
be swept away by the slight breezes that 

The Secret’s in the Spores

Spore prints of Pluteas sp., color is pinkish. 

“I strongly recommend 
that you don’t even 

think of identifying a 
mushroom properly 
without knwing the 
spore-deposit color”
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occur there. 
The stem gives the mushroom cap 

enough elevation for the spores to have 
a chance to encounter free-flowing, dry 
air, and keeps the gills or pores vertical, so 
the spores can drop. The cap prevents rain 
from soaking the gills or pores, which 
would result in zero spore release. The 
fleshy cap and stem retain moisture to al-
low the mushroom to function for a time 
during drought. 
So the whole 
mushroom is or-
chestrated to do 
what is intended 
– to successfully 
produce and re-
lease a huge num-
ber of spores into 
the atmosphere. 

What’s de-
scribed above is 
an amazing pro-
cess. But what of 
the other 98% of 
fungi that don’t 
have big fruiting 
bodies, or whose 
fruiting bodies 
are not mush-
room-like? They 
all have strategies that have worked well 
for about 400 million years.  

In favorable times of warm tempera-
tures, decent moisture and light winds, 
mushrooms and other fungi saturate the 
air with their spores. A spore is a relatively 
cheap propagule for a fungus to produce, 
unlike plant seeds, which are quite com-
plex and require more energy to produce. 
Spores are more akin to pollen. We all 
know how conifer pollen here in our for-
ests turns the air and any standing water 
yellow in late spring. While this is going 
on, the fungi are also releasing masses of 
spores, though smaller than you can see. 

Gauging the health effects on people of 
fungal spores in the air is a pretty impre-
cise science.  Only when the spore count 
is extreme, as in homes that have been 
flooded and/or have walls blackened with 
mold growth, can serious respiratory is-
sues be accurately diagnosed. Otherwise, 

with rare exceptions, high fungal spore 
counts in the air have not been seriously 
linked to general distress. 

I was involved with fungal spore issues 
for some years with a company that made 
pollen/fungal spore samplers, called ro-
torod samplers, and provided daily pol-
len counts for news services. They often 
gave mold spore counts as well, for what 
it was worth. During sessions that we 

sponsored, my job was to teach recog-
nition of spores to allergy doctors, their 
technicians and news people who report-
ed pollen and mold spore counts. Often 
the fungal spores greatly outnumbered 
the pollen grains in sam-
ples, so I suppose that 
the company needed to 
address this. But pollen 
provided the real need 
for these sessions. 

As with so many complex issues, court 
cases occasionally occurred concerning 
whether mold spores were responsible for 
health problems. As an expert witness I 
had to evaluate background studies and 
spore density data and sampling proce-
dures. Never did the evidence support 
the side of the plaintiff. There were in-
sufficient data to prove that fungal spores 
caused such problems. 

The photograph below is of a diverse 

array of fungal spores sampled in the 
South in the summer. The sampler was on 
the roof of a city building. It concentrates 
spores from a large volume of air over 
several days. Many of these spores arrived 
there from the countryside. Smaller sin-
gle-celled oval spores are basidiospores 
from mushrooms, while multi-celled 
spores are from saprophytic fungi on 
dead plant parts. 

With every 
breath we take, we 
inhale some fun-
gal spores. In win-
ter the numbers 
are low, but spores 
can be observed 
on samplers at all 
times. In winter 
they are not being 
actively produced, 
but are wind-re-
leased from dead 
vegetation.  

The import-
ant fact is that we 
have evolved with 
organic things in 
our environment, 
and we have inter-
nal mechanisms to 

deal with them in our lungs, as long as 
they do not become excessive. Our im-
mune systems are also crucial in defend-
ing us from fungi; in people with compro-
mised immune systems, fungal invasions 

are a major cause 
of serious diseases 
sometimes lead-
ing to death.

Like plants, fun-
gi are sedentary. 

The mycelium of a single individual fun-
gus can grow and spread, but the success 
of that individual, and indeed of fungi in 
general, is due to their ability to invade 
new habitats quickly via spores. In this 
sense, spores are thus the equivalent of 
seeds of plants.  

Jim Groth taught mycology for 21 years at 
the University of Minnesota. His love of the 
West and of quiet rural living prompted his 
wife Jo Ann and him to move here in 2004.

“Our immune systems are 
also crucial in defending 

us from fungi...”

400X magnification of a rotorod sample. Except for a few mineral grains, all else are 
fungal spores.



18  |  North Columbia Monthly  |  April 2020  

We are living in strange and unprece-
dented (for me) times, navigating a “new 
normal” that I would have never envisioned. 

In addition to being a writer/photogra-
pher, I am a nurse working in health sciences 
at a state university, and married to a K-12 
science teacher. Our youngest son is an en-
gineer employed in a very large Seattle tech 
workplace. He and his girlfriend have come 
to be with us and practice social distancing 
while teleworking. His girlfriend’s mom and 
sister were on vacation in Thailand when 
the pandemic hit and were trying to make 
their way home amid canceled flights and 
airports packed with people. Our oldest 
son is a hops researcher in another area 
of the state. We have a parent in a local 
nursing home. 

Life is really complicated right now. Like 
many others, in the midst of the COVID-19 

pandemic, our communications, work, 
eating habits, relationships, social and travel 
patterns, finances and everyday routines 
have been unexpectedly altered.

Given the careers in our family, it is safe 
to say we are a bunch of science nerds. We 
pay close attention to reputable sources that 
teach us about what has happened histori-
cally and currently, to guide us forward in 
the best way possible. It is important to us 
that we help protect people who are more 
vulnerable, including some in our own 
family who have underlying conditions 
and are at risk.  

In hopes of “flattening the curve,” we 
have elected to follow the most stringent 
recommendations in terms of social dis-
tancing, cleaning, minimal trips to store, 
etc. At the time of this writing, all but one 
in our family have had major modifications 

Article & Photo by Joanie Christian
to our work. We’ve stopped attending so-
cial events, meetings and gatherings, and 
canceled personal and professional trips. 
We prepared to the extent we could for 
a potentially long extended stay at home. 
There is no doubt that life as we knew it has 
radically changed.

We’ve had conversations at our house 
about odd topics like toilet paper fights in 
stores. My husband was scratching his head, 
wondering why this had become such a big 
thing. TP was at the top of my list weeks ago 
… it wasn’t even a blip on his radar. After 
food and water, TP was at the very top of 
my list of things I didn’t want to run out of. 

Most of us are experiencing some degree 
of anxiety over the many ways our lives 
have changed in such a short time, which, 
I think is natural. There is a sense of the 
unknown, that things we took for granted 

Reflecting on What’s Most Important
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are no longer a given, and that life suddenly 
seems much more fragile.  

One of my favorite quotes from the 
Harry Potter series is, “Happiness can be 
found even in the darkest of times, if one 
only remembers to turn on the light.” In 
the midst of all the anxiety, confusion and 
chaos, I do see people “turning on the 
light” with spontaneous acts of kindness, 
unity, and a renewed focus on the things 
that matter most. 

Organizations, businesses and indi-
viduals are helping in a variety of ways. 
Education companies are offering free 
subscriptions and online courses for stu-
dents at home. There are free templates for 
structuring the day to engage kids, including 
art tutorials, virtual field trips, and famous 
museums offering online tours. Restaurants 
are offering curbside pickup and delivery. 
Local restaurants, organizations and indi-
viduals are providing meals for students 
who had counted on meals at school. 
Grocery stores are opening at specific times 
for the elderly, to protect them from others 
who could inadvertently spread the virus to 
them. Avista Utilities has stopped all utility 
disconnects in Washington, Idaho and 
Oregon. Charter is offering free access to 
spectrum broadband and wifi for 60 days for 
new K-12 and college student households. 
U-Haul is offering 30 days of free storage 
to students needing to move. 

Some people provide humor and comic 
relief from the tension. Though not intended 
to be humorous, several plant experts have 
posted about plants that are alternatives 
to toilet paper (local plants like mullein, 
lamb’s ear and thimble berry leaves are on 
the list). I have to admit I chuckled at that. 

You never know … it may come in handy.  
Canadians have organized a movement 

called “caremongering.” The alternative to 
“fearmongering,” caremongering recruits 
people, through Facebook, to look out 
for others. As of this writing, more than 
9,000 caremongerers are involved in acts 
of service for those in need.   

I’ve seen what seems to me a noticeable 
shift in political mindset and a loosening 
of the emotional grip on divisive politics, 
swinging us back toward the heart of who 
we have always been as individuals and a 
community.

These acts of compassion, decency and 
resilience of the human spirit give me hope.  
Hope for our current situation AND hope 
for our future. I am being reminded of how 
interconnected we are. How our choices 
affect everyone around us. It has always 
been that way, though sometimes we lose 
sight of that. 

While much is outside our control right 
now, I can focus on the things within my 
control. Love of friends, family, neighbors 
and community. Creating art. Laughing. 
Singing. Praying. Planting seeds, literally 
and figuratively. Reading books. Enjoying 
the beautiful outdoors (it’s still open!). Being 
grateful for each day. Being kind. Extending 
grace to others.

We are in this together. May our choices 
reflect an understanding that our lives are 
in each other’s hands. Take care and be 
well friends.

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

“When this ends, may we find that we have 
become more like the people we wanted to 
be, were called to be, we hoped to be. And 
may we stay that way – better for each other 
because of the worst.”  

    ~ Laura Kelly Fanucci
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! With the rapidly changing situation due to the COVID-19 
pandemic, and being a monthly publication, in place of the usual 
events listing, please find below a list of some helpful resources 
and places to find more information. 

While businesses are closed, events are canceled or postponed, 
and performers are out of work, you are encouraged to find cre-
ative ways to support your community, such as locally buying 
online, getting gift certificates, and ordering for delivery. 

In this time of suspension of “normal,” perhaps take time to 
consider what wasn’t so great about “normal” and what a better, 
happier, more fulfilling, more sustainable-in-every-way, normal 
might look like. And then let’s do that. The challenge to making 
a shift to something better is often the transition. Well folks, 
we’re in transition! What would you like tomorrow to look like? 

Helpful Information Sources
Facebook Group: COVID-19 Resources - NE WA

Hyper-reach Emergency Notification System: https://secure.hy-
per-reach.com/comsignupw.jsp?id=41001

Washington Nonprofits: https://washingtonnonprofits.org/corona-
virus/ (855-299-2922).

Northeast Tri County Health District: www.netchd.org (509-775-
3111, 509-684-2262, 509-447-3131).

Tri County Economic Development District: https://tricountyedd.
com (509-684-4571).

Stevens County Emergency Management Call Center to Address 
Covid-19 concerns: 509-684-7563

Innovia COVID-19 Community Response and Recovery Fund: 
https://innovia.org/covid19/ (509-624-2606).

State Governor’s Office: https://www.governor.wa.gov/issues/issues/
covid-19-resources (360-902-4111)



ncmonthly.com  |  April 2020  |  21

Governor’s Proclamation
To protect Washingtonians from COVID-19, I am issuing a ‘Stay 

Home, Stay Healthy’ order. Here is what it means for you and your family.
Effective immediately, all Washingtonians must stay home unless they 

are pursuing an essential activity. Those include:
• Grocery shopping
• Doctor appointments
• Essential work duty

You can still go outside. Take a walk, ride a bike, garden.
But you must remain six feet away from everyone at all times.
All non-essential businesses must close within 48 hours unless all em-

ployees can work from home.
Grocery stores, pharmacies, banks and other essential businesses will 

remain open. Restaurants can continue to offer take-out and delivery ser-
vice.

More people staying home means fewer people get COVID-19.
That will save lives.
This order is enforceable by law, but the legal penalties are not what 

should convince people to follow these orders.
The real penalty may be the loss of a loved one to COVID-19. There 

are 110 Washington families who can tell you what the pain of that loss 
feels like.

For the sake of our neighbors, our health workers, our seniors and oth-
ers: No one should make a run on the grocery stores to overstock. If each 
of us maintains our normal shopping habits, we will avoid the problem 
of empty shelves.

The state built a website for all COVID-19 information, including 
health recommendations and resources to help workers and businesses 
impacted by COVID-19: coronavirus.wa.gov

I make this promise to you: We will get through this.
Stay home. Stay healthy. Thank you, and be well. #WeGotThisWA

State Coronavirus Response: 
https://coronavirus.wa.gov 
(800-525-0127).

Sate Dept. of Health: https://
www.doh.wa.gov/Emergencies/
Coronavirus (800-525-0127).

State Dept. of Financial In-
stitutions: https://dfi.wa.gov/
coronavirus/financial-resourc-
es (877-746-4334). This site 
includes links to info on: 

• Unemployment Assistance
• Trouble Paying Credit Cards
• Trouble Paying Mortgage
• Trouble Paying Rent
• Paying Student Loans
• Short Term and Emergency 

Loans
• Utilities Assistance
• Insurance Issues
• Small Business Loans
• Avoiding Scams
• Additional Resources

Centers for Disease Control and 
Prevention: https://www.cdc.
gov/coronavirus/2019-nCoV/
index.html (800-232-4636).

US Chamber of Commerce 
Coronavirus Small Busi-
ness Guide: https://www.us-
chamber.com/co/small-busi-
ness-coronavirus

Small Business Administration: 
https://www.sba.gov/page/coro-
navirus-covid-19-small-busi-
ness-guidance-loan-resources 
(Spokane office: 509-353-2800). 

National Resource Directory 
for veterans: https://nrd.gov 
(800-827-1000). 

World Health Organization: 
https://www.who.int/emergen-
cies/diseases/novel-coronavi-
rus-2019

Johns Hopkins Coronavirus 
Resource Center: https://coro-
navirus.jhu.edu

Library Resources: Check out 
the extensive online resources 
at ncrl.org (Ferry Co.), scrld.
org (Stevens Co.), and pocld.org 
(Pend Oreille Co.)

Rural Resources Community 
Action: https://ruralresources.
org (509-684-8421).

Stay well, and stay in touch! 
   ~ GC

VISIT NCMONTHLY.COM FOR MORE INFORMATION
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Having canceled his recent tours due to 
accidents and illness, it looked a lot like 
Ozzy might have 
run out of whatev-
er longevity mojo 
Keith Richards 
had lent him.

Now with the 
release of the un-
usual (for Ozzy) 
Ordinary Man, 
t he  Pr i nce of 
Darkness returns 
with a an elev-
en-song collection 
of hard rock that 
has great hooks 
and the patented vocal sound that’s 
marked 50 years of recorded insanity.

The Return of Ozzy

LISTEN UP

Leading off with the single “Straight 
to Hell,” the beastly guitar riffage that’s 

closer to Black 
S a b b at h  t h a n 
Ozzy’s usual solo 
fare gives way to 
a couple of truly 
jarring turns of 
phrase. “Eat Me” 
once again calls 
to mind Ozzy’s 
Sabbath heritage, 
whi le “Al l My 
Life” could have 
fit alongside ev-
erything on the 
“No More Tears” 

album, as it is easily one of the greater 
Ozzy Osbourne rock ballads of the last 

Stabbing Westward’s Resurrection
I first saw Illinois’ Stabbing Westward 

when they held the unenviable position of 
opening for KISS on their 1996 reunion tour. 
Somewhere between Nine Inch Nails and 
early Alice In Chains, the industrial-rock 
quintet managed to hold their own even up 
against the Greatest Show On Earth.  

Now, having been well off the radar after 
a breakup in 2002, SW’s return with the 
polished five-song EP Dead and Gone is as 
unexpected as it is welcome.  

Channeling just a hint of Rammstein’s 

30 years.
With Guns-n-Roses’ Duff McKagen 

on bass, Chili Peppers’ Chad Smith on 
drums and – surprisingly – album pro-
ducer Andrew Watt on guitar, the album 
is truly well conceived. With Ozzy’s rich 
history of guitar greats, including Tony 
Iommi, Randy Rhoads, Zakk Wylde, 
and Jake E. Lee, it’s surprising that the 
album still sounds so full even without 
Wylde’s stratospheric guitar squeals, but 
the collection holds up well alongside 
most of Ozzy’s post-‘80s and ‘90s releases.

Enlisting Elton John on the title track, 
Ozzy proves once more that he is rock 
royalty, even if the dark prince of all 
things heavy metal. Ordinary Man is a 
solid release from a rock pioneer who just 
keeps on going.

driving metal-dirge, “Cold” slams down all 
of the great off-kilter synth-rock sounds that 
made the band great 20 years ago. “Crawl” 
is a chilling-but-beautiful hard-rock ballad 
that showcases Christopher Hall’s haunting 
vocals perfectly.  

While the EP feels a little thin, relying 
on two remixes to bring it to a whopping 
five tracks, the return of the band is worth 
celebrating, and the Stoneburner remix of 
the title track is a killer addition that could 
easily fit on the soundtrack of the next 

Reviews by Michael Pickett

Matrix movie.  
While Stabbing Westward truly hit their 

stride in the ‘90s, they are actually an ‘80s 
band with influences that nod to Depeche 
Mode and other dark-synth groups of the 
era.  With renewed appreciation for the 
1980s, Stabbing Westward feels poised to 
capture a whole new legion of fans if they 
can keep producing music like this. 

Stream Pickett music free on Apple Music, 
Spotify, Rhapsody and Beats. Just search 
“Pickett magnetic feedback” and enjoy a 
whole album’s worth of music!

509-684-6501
colvilleglass@gmail.com

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

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

•	Rock	Chip	Repairs
•	Commercial	Glass
•	Residential	Glass

http://colvilleglass.com
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I choose novels over short-story collections almost every 
time, luxuriating in the complexity and depth of plot and 
character that such length allows. But sometimes a short-fic-
tion writer irresistibly seduces me with her or his compact 
masterpieces. Irish-American Lorrie Moore, garlanded 
with awards, is one of those seductive writers. Her 2014 
collection, Bark, typifies her style: mordant, perceptive, 
unerringly going for the jugular via the funny-bone.

The eight stories in Bark are rife with the intrinsic hazards 
of relationship. They’re mostly about couples (heterosex-
ual) – marriages, dating, divorces – and their effects on 
children as well as adults (“…poor little Bekka, now rudely 
transported between houses in a speedy, ritualized manner 
resembling a hostage drop-off ”). Many of the characters 
are not spring chickens (“He did not know how much time 
he and Suzy might even have together, and an endgame of 
geriatric speed dating – everyone deaf and looking iden-
tical: ‘What? I can’t hear you? What? You again? Didn’t I 
just see you?’”).

Moore makes offhandedly elegant work of context descrip-
tions (“Overhead the dirt pearl sky of March hung low as 

a hat brim”) and is deft with 
dialogue and interaction, 
but her true forté – like that 
of Woody Allen, Margaret 
Drabble and Martin Amis – 
is with monologue. Here is 
where her dark humor and 
close knowing of the eccen-
tricities of the mind most 
snare the reader. “If you were 
alone when you were born, 
alone when you were dying, 
really, absolutely alone when 
you were dead, why ‘learn 
to be alone’ in between? If 
you had forgotten, it would quickly come back to you. 
Aloneness was like riding a bike. At gunpoint. With a gun 
in your own hand…. I was drinking my wine too quickly.”

Each story takes the reader into a different labyrinth of 
relationship, no clear path leading to happiness, no clear 
right or wrong choices. But consequences galore.      

A Good Read

Francesca Marciano’s first novel, Rules of the Wild, was 
written in English, by an Italian, about Africa – especially 
Kenya. A passionate story, it uses the lens of a young Italian 
woman’s search for belonging as a way to explore love and 
war, poverty and privilege, gender roles and racial prejudice. 
The first-person narrative clips right along – I read its almost 
300 pages in two sittings.

Published in 1998 – she’s written at least one other novel 
since then – the story’s background is colored by what was 
happening in Africa at that time: the genocide in Rwanda, the 
Kenyan economic crash, and fighting in Mogadishu, none of 
which seem long ago now, as though in some place and form 
they’re still going on. And the foreign journalists who cover 
such events seem never to change either. 

In the foreground, Esme (Marciano’s protagonist) discovers 
how colonial attitudes in Africa, too, remain the same long 
after colonial rule itself has died. “Nicole is cutting a line of 
coke on her compact mirror inside the pink Gujarati washroom 
[in Nairobi]. I envy the way she always seems to be completely 
unaffected by her surroundings and carries on living in the 
third world as if she’s simply browsing through an ethnic sale 
at Herrod’s.” And “[Africa] is our giant playground, the only 
place left on the planet where you can still play like children 
pretending to be adults.” And “It’s amazing, how little time it 

takes for whites to learn how 
to bully Africans.”

Candidness extends to 
Esme’s feelings about her own 
behaviors as well, whether 
in relation to Africans, her 
family, or her lovers. She is 
impetuous, emotional, un-
wise, but also sharply aware. 

Marciano herself lives part 
time in Kenya; her descrip-
tions bear familiarity’s confi-
dence and an outside-insid-
er’s emphasis on contrast: the 
crowdedness felt when back 
in Italy after the overwhelming spaciousness of East African 
skies, for instance. The differing qualities of light in Europe 
and Africa. The contrasting smells. And, of course, the wildlife.

The book’s ending is a bit too cinematic romance-with-
place for this reader, but until then the story does maintain 
its grasp – quite a debut.  

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

Rules of the Wild, by Francesca Marciano

Reviews by Loren Cruden

Bark, by Lorrie Moore
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As February drew to a close and our 
long-awaited spring approached, we saw 
the return of many migrating birds to our 
region and our backyards. 
The return seemed earlier 
than usual, perhaps due to a 
warmer February. 

We also observed the ar-
rival of a few new faces here 
at our mountain homestead. 
Pileated woodpeckers made 
themselves known in our 
alder grove, with their loud 
rat-a-tat, hunting for insects 
in the dead stands and be-
ing rewarded with carpenter 
ants as a meaty snack. 

Another visitor new to us 
is the white-headed wood-
pecker (pictured far right), 
a non-migratory species that 
resides in pine forests in the 
mountains of western North 
America. At an average of 7.9 
inches long, they are between 
the size of a hairy woodpeck-
er and a downy woodpecker, 
with a black body and white 
head. The male has a red pole similar to 
that of the male hairy and downy wood-
peckers as well. 

Their range stretches from British Co-
lumbia to southern California, and they 
favor the large cones and prolific seed pro-

Article and Photos by Patricia Ediger
duction from ponderosa, Jeffrey and sugar 
pines. They forage among cedars, sequoias 
and other conifers but it is uncommon to 

find them in elevations dominated by firs. 
Our piece of land is higher up on the 

mountain, where Douglas fir and cedar 
populate the landscape. With only a few 
pine trees in the meadows nearby, it was 
surprising to discover a male at our maple 

tree taking advantage of a hanging suet. 
This same male visited again the next 

day, coming in close, in fact, onto our 
deck. I heard loud flutter-
ing against the window and 
came out to investigate and 
observed this white-headed 
male squeaking and flut-
tering as he saw his reflec-
tion in the window. He was 
quite bold, unperturbed by 
my presence only seven feet 
away, and remained there for 
over an hour. He investigat-
ed the nearby swallow box, 
pulling out pieces of nest 
from last year’s breeding, 
digging for bugs there and on 
the posts. He would rest and 
then suddenly move into a 
jumping sort of dance along 
the railing before fluttering 
onto the post again. 

Looking up some informa-
tion on this species, I found 
that it isn’t unusual for them 
to be quite bold and some-
times very vocal. I imagine 

the behavior on our deck was due to what 
he thought was a male competitor. He 
has since quieted down and I have seen 
him each day at our hanging suet feeders, 
crawling up the trunks of trees in the front 
yard and hunting for insects in the dead 

New to the Usual Crew
Mountain Meandering

The ONLY 
source for 
Chewelah 

Valley news 
&  

information!
Current Events

Chewelah History
School Sports

Classified Bargains
Community Activities

Business News
Legal Announcements

SUBSCRIBE
TODAY!

www.chewelahindependent.com 935-8422

1 Year

Starting at 

only $25

Arden Secondhand

Six miles South of Colville
Mon-Sat 9-5:30 Sun 11-4

635 B Hwy. 395 South
509-684-3967

New unique treasures arrive every day!

SPRING HAS SPRUNG!
• Garden Tools
• Buckets
• Patio Furniture

• Outdoor Lights
• Tarps
• Flower Vases
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alder stands. 
Recently, I observed 13 different spe-

cies of bird in our front yard and beyond, 
visible from my front porch, all within a 
few minutes. Spotted towhees have re-
turned, northern flickers are visiting the 
suet feeders, and a covey of California 
quail and one lone turkey hen peck for 
fallen sunflower seeds below the platform 
feeder. Over 35 evening grosbeaks flocked 

from our alder stands to the maple tree, 
pushing and shoving for sunflower seeds. 
Easily disturbed, they typically rise as one 
group and fly a safe distance away, only to 
return in a few minutes when the coast is 
clear. 

A flock of 30-40 dark-eyed juncos also 
enjoyed the morning feeding frenzy, amid 
nuthatches, chickadees (pictured left) and 
robins all feeding on the snow-dusted 

grass and the trees and shrubbery near-
by. Spring was definitely in the air, and if 
I had any doubt about that, our feathery 
friends are a welcome assurance of the 
new season arriving. 

Patricia Ediger is a freelance photogra-
pher specializing in wildlife, nature, and 
landscape photography. See her work at 
the Old Apple Warehouse, Kettle Falls, WA 
and at patriciaedigerphotography.com.

Check us out on 
Facebook.com/

addy2ndhand to view 
 our inventory!

Addy Second Hand
Open Mon. - Sat.

10 - 5:30

                935-4619 
1383 Hwy. 395 S.

LICENSED l BONDED l INSURED

WA Contr. #FLOENE*070N7 (509) 684-8353

RESIDENTIAL l COMMERCIAL

423 W. 1st, Colville                                    www.floener.com

l Service Changes
l Electrical Design
l Troubleshooting
l Voice/Data/Video
l Home Automation/Security
l Underground Cable & Fault Locating

Retail Sales

l Lighting
l Electric Heaters
l Sign Maintenance
l Poles & Overhead Wiring
l 36ʼ Reach Bucket Truck
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Stop by our KraftMaid Cabinetry showroom at Haney
Lumber & Supply to experience all we have to offer.

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

For inspirational ideas visit kraftmaid.com

HANEY
Lumber & Supply Inc.

509-684-2150
1101 N. Highway

Colville, WA
haneylumberandsupply.com

53% OFF LIST PRICE

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

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

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

For inspirational ideas visit kraftmaid.com

HANEY
Lumber & Supply Inc.

509-684-2150
1101 N. Highway

Colville, WA
haneylumberandsupply.com

53% OFF LIST PRICE Support your local businesses:
Buy Gift Certificates!
Order Online Locally!
Get Takeout Delivery!

The Colville Chamber office will be closed 
during normal business hours due to the 

COVID-19 virus and the Governor’s stay at home 
order. Our staff will continue to work using the 
social distance rule and continue to keep the 

community informed as best as we can.
If you need assistance, please call us at 

509-684-5973. If you are a small business in 
need of help please contact the Small Business 

Administation at sba.gov/coronavirus. 

Northeast Washington Farmers Market

Meet your neighbors!
Every Wed & Sat    9 am  ~  1 pm

May 2nd  ~  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

https://kyrs.org
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The past month has been one I expect we will all long remember. 
Decades from now, folks will share their memories of how they 
were affected by the COVID-19 pandemic. Here in the Inland 
Northwest, we have been tempered by other catastrophes and, 
perhaps, have learned how to dig deep within ourselves in order 
to deal with them – things like ice storms, wildfires and the 
multiple-day power outages that accompany the disasters. 

Calling to mind the “Eight Limbs of Yoga,” we know that yoga 
is much more than just a physical practice. In fact, the physical 
part of yoga (asana) is only one of the eight limbs. This article 
will focus on the first limb of yoga, the yamas. 

The yamas are social ethics for human behavior and the con-
cept is that, when followed, they lead to a peaceful, harmonious, 
civil society and thus a kinder and wiser world. The word yama  
itself means restraint, particularly in how we interact with other 
people. So the yamas, in general, are worded to emphasize what 
we should avoid. There are five yamas:

• Ahimsa (non-violence)
• Satya (truthfulness)
• Asteya (non-stealing)
• Brahmacharya (moderation, or non-excessiveness)
• Aparigraha (non-hoarding) 

In light of the current pandemic, I think there is wisdom in 
thinking about how to apply the yamas to our lives to make our 
global community the best it can be, under the circumstances. 
So let’s take a look at the five yamas one at a time:

Ahimsa (a-HIM-sa). I think of practicing non-violence by 
observing social distancing and following the directives recom-
mended by health authorities. I don’t want to be an unknowing 
carrier, spreading the virus to others. Being kind and compas-
sionate in thought, word and deed are all forms of ahimsa, and 
in this respect I have been reaching out by telephone to friends 
and relatives, near and far, especially those who live alone and 
may be frightened or lonely during all this uncertainty. I feel it 
is important to let my loved ones know I care about them, and I 
want to help reassure the worriers that things will settle down.

Satya (SUHT-ya). Satya is defined in Yoga Sutra 2.36, and, just 
as with the other sutras, many yoga scholars have delved deep 
to provide commentary. I am a follower of Nicolai Bachman, 
who spells out that satya refers to the alignment of our thoughts, 
words and deeds. But, he points out, we must take it a step further, 
because evil thoughts, words and deeds can be in alignment, 
making them “the truth” but not yoga. For this reason, ahimsa 
must remain above all other yamas. And there is one other cave-

By Brenda St. John

at. There is “the truth” which is based on facts, and there is also 
“our opinion about the truth,” which may be a misperception of 
reality. I am trying to discern the facts from the fiction in all that 
I hear and to be a good communicator when I speak with others. 
I am aware that feelings and emotions such as fear and panic can 
spread like a virus, and, likewise, we can spread warm feelings 
of love, courage and concern for others. 

Asteya (ah-STAY-uh). Yoga Sutra 2.37 literally says that for 
those who don’t steal, all jewels will come to them. The universe 
maintains a balanced exchange of giving and receiving, and the 
teaching about asteya stresses the importance of yogis monitoring 
their thoughts so as to be aware of self-serving ideas that lead to 
choices that harm our society by upsetting the natural balance. 
As yogis move deeper into our cultivation of asteya, the natural 
progression is greater generosity. I am practicing asteya by sharing 
food and goods with family members in need and responding 
financially to the pleas for community and global needs.

Brahmacharya (brah-ma-CHAR-ee-a). This yama has to do 
with balancing our energy resources. We spend our energy on 
various activities every day that have a variety of demands. Some 
of our activities consume our physical energy. Other activities 
take our mental energy. And yet others require our emotional 
energy. This yama teaches that we need to be aware of our energy 
consumption so we don’t use up all our energy supply in one area 
and are then left depleted when energy is required in other areas. 
Dealing with a pandemic comes with a certain sense of trauma. 
I am trying to maintain awareness of this practice and therefore 
not let thoughts regarding the pandemic suck me dry.

Aparigraha (ah-pa-RIG-ra-huh). The literal translation of this 
yama is, “if you are established in non-hoarding, you discover 
why you were born.” Nicolai Bachman explains that we should 
acquire things only that we need and use, and not be weighed 
down by extraneous possessions. Once we lose our attachment 
to material possessions, we can see the world, and our place in 
it, more clearly. My interpretation is to keep my house stocked 
with things I need, but not overstocked.

In this worldwide upheaval, everyone’s lives are shaken up and 
many daily patterns are changing. Perhaps some of these changes 
are good. There may be new ways of thinking and being that will 
stick with us long after the pandemic is over. Let this be a time 
of awakening for us all!

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

2010 through the Community Colleges of Spokane’s Act 2 program.

Moving Through These Strange Times with Yoga
Life’s Stretch

“In times of stress, the best thing we can do for each other is to listen 
with our ears and our hearts and to be assured that our questions 
are just as important as our answers.”

                 ~ Mr. Rogers
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By J. Merrill Baker
Mountain Energy vs. Modern Tech

“Do you, perhaps, live near an electro-“Do you, perhaps, live near an electro-
magnetic anomaly?” asked the tech, who magnetic anomaly?” asked the tech, who 
on the phone sounded a bit like Bond, on the phone sounded a bit like Bond, 
((THE James BondTHE James Bond). We were trying to ). We were trying to 
get VoIP (voice over internet protocol), get VoIP (voice over internet protocol), 
which uses the computer instead of a cell which uses the computer instead of a cell 
phone to make calls. VoIP being fairly phone to make calls. VoIP being fairly 
new at the time was probably why I got new at the time was probably why I got 
to speak with the erudite Mr. Bond. Our to speak with the erudite Mr. Bond. Our 
phone and internet connection was all phone and internet connection was all 
fangled up, and it seemed like a prudent fangled up, and it seemed like a prudent 
thing to have the phone connect over the thing to have the phone connect over the 
satellite. satellite. 

“You mean like a vortex?” I’d asked, a “You mean like a vortex?” I’d asked, a 
bit surprised that anyone would venture bit surprised that anyone would venture 
to ask that question. Most professionals to ask that question. Most professionals 
that I’d mentioned it to ignored the ques-that I’d mentioned it to ignored the ques-
tion or shrugged it off. tion or shrugged it off. 

“Precisely.” Mr. Bond was very suc-“Precisely.” Mr. Bond was very suc-
cinct. cinct. 

“Well, yes, we do. We have invisible “Well, yes, we do. We have invisible 
lines. There are curved trees that grow lines. There are curved trees that grow 
along invisible lines that end up right be-along invisible lines that end up right be-
yond the house.” Three different internet yond the house.” Three different internet 
companies and three different techs, and companies and three different techs, and 
Mr. Bond asked about the vortex factor.Mr. Bond asked about the vortex factor.

Looking for an explanation, I learned Looking for an explanation, I learned 
how the sun’s dynamics affect the earth’s how the sun’s dynamics affect the earth’s 
magnetic fields. Mostly I found referenc-magnetic fields. Mostly I found referenc-
es to sacred spaces and a lot about the es to sacred spaces and a lot about the 
vortexes of Sedona, Arizona. In English, vortexes of Sedona, Arizona. In English, 
it basically says that there are unseen it basically says that there are unseen 
forces at work, like gravity. We can’t see forces at work, like gravity. We can’t see 
it, but we know it works. it, but we know it works. 

That may be one reason that, when we That may be one reason that, when we 
first started building here, all our various first started building here, all our various 
batteries started failing. Cordless power batteries started failing. Cordless power 
tools, our car batteries, flashlight batter-tools, our car batteries, flashlight batter-
ies, even my camera batteries died. ies, even my camera batteries died. 

I’d already noticed the curled twist-I’d already noticed the curled twist-
ed trees. Most trees around here grow ed trees. Most trees around here grow 
straight. But if you look around and no-straight. But if you look around and no-
tice a curvy tree, you may notice others tice a curvy tree, you may notice others 
growing similarly along an invisible line. growing similarly along an invisible line. 
On a practical note, you’ll learn not to On a practical note, you’ll learn not to 
plant your fruit trees or other domestic plant your fruit trees or other domestic 
things along these invisible lines. They things along these invisible lines. They 
don’t do well. Ours died. However, we don’t do well. Ours died. However, we 
do have one tree in a raised planter that do have one tree in a raised planter that 
grows twisted in a spiral. It gets fertilized grows twisted in a spiral. It gets fertilized 
and watered so it continues to grow, and and watered so it continues to grow, and 
that is where the birds feed. Voraciously!that is where the birds feed. Voraciously!

We did need a newer satellite dish and We did need a newer satellite dish and 
modem. (Eventually, even the cell phone modem. (Eventually, even the cell phone 
reception got better when the tower was reception got better when the tower was 
upgraded.) Off we went with a new in-upgraded.) Off we went with a new in-
ternet service contract that resembled ternet service contract that resembled 
something out of a secret clearance ap-something out of a secret clearance ap-
plication; maybe Mr. Bond was recruit-plication; maybe Mr. Bond was recruit-
ing?  It seemed like an excessive amount ing?  It seemed like an excessive amount 
of permissions and paperwork to get of permissions and paperwork to get 
the internet satellite dish hooked up, but the internet satellite dish hooked up, but 
they stopped short of asking for my first-they stopped short of asking for my first-
born. Maybe our close location to the born. Maybe our close location to the 
U.S.-Canada border crossing mattered? U.S.-Canada border crossing mattered? 
No, it turns out they operate on an emer-No, it turns out they operate on an emer-
gency radio band wave length that our gency radio band wave length that our 
phones and internet do not affect.phones and internet do not affect.

Likely the only way to know about en-Likely the only way to know about en-
ergy lines is to use a meter that can read ergy lines is to use a meter that can read 
them. You can purchase hand-held me-them. You can purchase hand-held me-
ters to test your own environment. There ters to test your own environment. There 
are correlations to underground rivers are correlations to underground rivers 
and fault lines, where the types of strata, and fault lines, where the types of strata, 
rocks and minerals are all creating an in-rocks and minerals are all creating an in-
terwoven and dynamic hidden flow of en-terwoven and dynamic hidden flow of en-
ergies. Medieval builders would set sheep ergies. Medieval builders would set sheep 
out to see where they would feed and rest out to see where they would feed and rest 
to see if it was okay to build there. to see if it was okay to build there. 

We don’t have sheep, but we have ben-We don’t have sheep, but we have ben-
efited from dowsers before. We hired one efited from dowsers before. We hired one 
experienced in locating water and spring experienced in locating water and spring 
access points, and that was successful. access points, and that was successful. 
Some people think dowsing is a weird fad. Some people think dowsing is a weird fad. 
Until this is better understood as an earth Until this is better understood as an earth 
science it will continue to have limited science it will continue to have limited 
press due to entrenched attitudes. What-press due to entrenched attitudes. What-
ever it is, I deeply appreciated Mr. Bond. ever it is, I deeply appreciated Mr. Bond. 
In looking to figure a few things out, it’s In looking to figure a few things out, it’s 
good to find a reference that you feel you good to find a reference that you feel you 
can trust. can trust. 

Paul Wheaton and Shawn Klassen have Paul Wheaton and Shawn Klassen have 
put out a book titled put out a book titled Building a Better Building a Better 
World in Your Backyard – Instead of Be-World in Your Backyard – Instead of Be-
ing Angry at Bad Guys.ing Angry at Bad Guys. Wheaton created  Wheaton created 
a website,  www.permies.com.  Yes, he is a website,  www.permies.com.  Yes, he is 
THE environmentalist, but not the crazy THE environmentalist, but not the crazy 
kind, truly the informed kind. He tested kind, truly the informed kind. He tested 
things and kept at it until he got the re-things and kept at it until he got the re-
sults sults hehe wanted. He has so many ideas, it  wanted. He has so many ideas, it 
is a fun read. It’s not the kind of book to is a fun read. It’s not the kind of book to 
throw you into a depression about saving throw you into a depression about saving 
and feeding the world. (He wasn’t very and feeding the world. (He wasn’t very 
happy with Al Gore’s movie.) Wheaton happy with Al Gore’s movie.) Wheaton 
comes across as very pragmatic and he comes across as very pragmatic and he 
offers some money-saving and ener-offers some money-saving and ener-
gy-saving ideas – things we can all benefit gy-saving ideas – things we can all benefit 
from almost right away.  from almost right away.  

Let me share his quote from Frank Zap-Let me share his quote from Frank Zap-
pa: “Without deviation from the norm, pa: “Without deviation from the norm, 
progress is not possible.” Not being from progress is not possible.” Not being from 
“the norm” is probably a trait most of the “the norm” is probably a trait most of the 
folks in our community can celebrate. I folks in our community can celebrate. I 
for one am.for one am.

ONWARD!ONWARD!
J. Merrill Baker: vortex resident and en-J. Merrill Baker: vortex resident and en-

ergy investigator.ergy investigator.

Living in NE WA: Lessons Learned
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A Year On the FarmA Year On the Farm

I am still in winter mode. Not quite ready to pull on my overalls 
and spend every day in the dirt. I enjoy the early spring, when 
the sun is a bit brighter than in winter and I do start to get the 
motivation to move around more and put down my knitting. 
Night still comes relatively early, though, so we can curl up with 
a good movie and relax. 

One of our favorite (more recently produced) movies is the 
Guernsey Literary and Potato Peel Pie 
Society. I read the book years ago, a gift 
from a friend who knew of our love 
of cows and history with Guernseys. 
Jay grew up on a Guernsey farm in 
Sequim, Washington. He switched 
to Jerseys in the ‘90s, but by then had 
spent many years in the Guernsey 
industry, even making friends on the 
European island of Guernsey, where 
the cattle originated.

The movie portrays the island 
during the World War II Nazi occu-
pation of the ‘40s. In the film, a bunch 
of friends hastily create a literary 
group to avoid Nazi censure when 
they are found walking outside after 
curfew. They have just gathered to 
share a potluck meal of contraband 
pork and a new creation: a pie made 
out of potato peels (spoiler alert: the 
pie tastes terrible!). 

The rebel in me cheers for the group 
as they persistently defy the Nazis, but 
there is a twist, as one of the occupiers 
is found to be quite human, creating a 
great deal of conflict among the characters. The movie is available 
on Netflix and the book, published in 2008, is in libraries and can 
be ordered.

As you may know, there is another island, right next to Guernsey, 
where very different cattle originated, the island of Jersey. Both 
islands are allied with England, though they are geographically 
closer to France. They are wealthy (think Swiss bank accounts, 
similar idea). 

Another of our favorites is a Disney movie, The Greatest Game 
Ever Played, that starts on Jersey and progresses to America for 
the 1913 U.S. Open Golf Championship. England sends over two 
top golfers, both incidentally from Jersey. In one scene, an uppity 
Englishman says, “You come from an Island with nothing but 
po-ta-toes and dairy co-o-o-ws.” The bigger of the two golfers 
stands up and punches the Englishman, stating, “He shouldn’t have 
brought Jersey into it.” He could handle being ridiculed himself, 

but not his home island. We love the movie for that.
As for another nearby island, the much bigger one known as 

Great Britain, I am surprised at how few people remember or have 
seen the movie Babe. It was based on a children’s story, Babe: The 
Gallant Pig, developed and written by a farmer, Dick King-Smith. 
He had attended a village celebration that included a guess-the-
weight-of-the-pig contest. Winner gets the pig. He wondered 

what life such a pig could have if the pig was not conscripted to 
the Christmas dinner plate. 

The movie portrays a farmer who wins the pig and brings it back 
to his farm to live. In one scene, Babe meets an injured sheep. In 
this movie, animals talk, so Babe asks her, “Who are you?” and 
she says “ewe, I’m a ewe.” “Who?” “A EWE! I’m a Border Leicester 
EWE!” What is so great about that scene? Our farm has Border 
Leicester sheep (pictured)! We tell people our breed of sheep is 
famous, but not many viewers pick up on that tidbit in the dia-
logue. This movie is available at the local library, and it has always 
captivated my family – all ages.

So, there you go. Now you know what we are watching at home, 
and hopefully you will enjoy these movies as well, whether or not 
there is work to be done outside. …

Michelle Lancaster homesteads with her family on Old Dominion 
Mountain in Colville. She writes at Spiritedrose.wordpress.com.

By Michelle Lancaster
While Waiting for Spring
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In the magical construction of a child’s 
developing language, words may acquire their 
own unique and endearing status in a family’s 
lexicon. For example, our granddaughter ran 
into the house announcing, “Grandma, we saw 
geeselings on the way to your house!”

I don’t say “goslings” anymore, and I did 
not correct her then. I know my face reflected 
her joy at what she saw and how she found the 
word to describe it. 

When her grandpa retired from logging he 
built a cabin on our land. He carried his archi-
tectural design in his head instead of on paper. 
To me he was Martha Stewart’s counterpart in 
his ability to create from scratch both the ma-
terials and the know-how. He was the doyen of 
cabin construction; of selecting the trees, felling 
them, peeling their bark, seasoning them, and 
cutting them into planks and boards with the 
trusty Alaska Mill attached to his chainsaw. He 
selected just the right trees for poles and framing 
his little 12’ x 12’ cabin.

Such expertise reminds me of a book from 
the mid-1990s which 
playfully spoofed Martha 
“doyenne-of-all-things-
creative” Stewart. On 
one page in Is Martha 
Stuart Living? Martha is 
hosting the pope. They 
are seated across the table 
from each other – just the 
two of them – about to 
share a splendid lunch the 
hostess has effortlessly 
concocted just minutes 
before.  

“Let me offer thanks 
to God for the glasses 
(crystal of course) of 
water we are about to 
toast each other with,” 
the pope kindly suggests. 
“Oh, that isn’t necessary,” 
Martha replies, “I made 
the water.” 

(Her recipe calls for a 
little oxygen and double 
the hydrogen. Voila!) 

So, grandpa’s cabin was 
finished. And it was the 
first cabin.  

It has a table and chairs, 
lots of windows, a clever pull-out bench to sleep 
on, a deck, a wood-burning stove, a simple 
electric light powered by a tiny solar panel, and 
a sturdy roof. He designed it this way because 
he loves listening to the rain ping and sing on 

the metal roof. It reminds him of haying days 
on his family’s cattle ranch when rain provided 
welcome relief from the heat and dust and free-
dom from the hard work of summer.

“I want a cabin, too,” begged his wife.
“I want a cabin which looks out over the Little 

Spokane River Valley. I want a cabin with lots of 
windows and a roof covered with grasses. My 
Norwegian ancestors lived in homes sheltered 
by roofs composed of living vegetation.” 

The builder listened to her “wants” and began 
building. When the roofing platform was in 
place he spread a thick waterproof pond liner 
atop it and then covered the entire surface with 
rectangles of grass sod.  

So the cabin was done. And it was the sec-
ond cabin.

Every year a Canada goose couple chooses 
this second cabin’s roof to nest. 

In past years, for several months, the little 
cabin hosts them. The Mrs. likes the safety of 
living on the roof, I presume. And the vistas 
are lovely! The Mr. prefers that she stay there 

while he keeps his protective eye on her from 
his vantage below the cliff. In late winter she 
begins constructing her nest, weaving it with 
down feathers plucked from her breast. She 
builds next to the apex of the roof, shoring her 

 By Tina Wynecoop

Geeselings
nursery with a few small branches so the nest 
stays in place. She lays several eggs and stays 
with them except for brief forays to eat and 
drink. At these times her mate stands guard on 
the roof ’s edge to fend off marauders. 

When the newborns are nearly ready to 
fledge, she keeps them atop her loft for a few 
more days. Father goose is down on the lawn 
beckoning loudly for them to launch and come 
to him. This is not a hushed time. 

We watch the morning-long process through 
our binoculars. First one fluff ball stands at the 
roof ’s edge, contemplating how far down the 
trip to ground appears, and then, undaunted 
by gravity, even enabled by its pull, leaps and 
floats, puffball that it is, downward. (A brief 
spurt of wind would send it sailing over the 
cliff.) Another, and another, and another puffball 
makes this leap and then gathers with their nest 
mates as mom finally descends and shepherds 
her children to the lawn. It is quite a parade as 
the parents encourage their offspring to nibble 
and explore this tantalizing new world they 

are experiencing for the 
first time.

Shortly they are led to 
the little man-made pond 
(the logger and his two 
sons dug it, lined it with a 
pond liner, and installed a 
recirculating pump many 
years before the second 
cabin was built.) 

Father goose jumps 
into the water and en-
courages his babies to join 
him in their first swim/
baptism. Mother goose 
joins them and, after a 
brief paddle in this new 
element, the “geeselings” 
are led to the rock-lined 
edge to scramble over 
mountain-like boulders 
and follow their parents 
into the protective cover 
of the snowberry bushes. 

This is our last view 
of them.

We remember this 
event on a Sunday in late 
May with fondness. It 
really was Mother’s Day!

The geese have returned this year. She is 
repairing the old nest, blanketing it with breast 
down held so close to her loving heart.  

He keeps watch. 
And so do we.



ncmonthly.com  |  April 2020  |  31

Back in the 1950s, when I was a child 
on my parents’ Curlew Lake resort, some 
people, my parents among them, were 
still building boat docks on pilings driven 
into the lake bottom. This practice didn’t 
last long because, after several years, 
it became obvious that the springtime 
movement of the lake ice would lay the 
pilings flat and remove the pier. In the 
meantime, though, the docks were a nice 
stable place for kids to fish for bass.

Our largest pier, usually referred to 
as Big Dock, was T-shaped with a small 
floating dock at the end that housed a 
cradle for dumping the water out of our 
boats. By July the Big Dock deck would 
be several feet above the water. The cra-
dle of two-by-fours could be lowered far 
enough under the water to allow a boat 
to be floated into it. The cradle was then 
winched up, turning the boat on its side 
and allowing the bilge water to drain out 
over the dock. The winch was powered by 
an old wringer washing machine that sat, 
rather incongruously, on the dock.

One summer day I was fishing from 
the end of the Big Dock with three 
friends when the incident of the musk-
rat occurred. The friends were children 
of some of the resort’s customers, one of 
the families that came every year for the 
same week or two. They were a lot more 
pleasant than the kids I went to school 
with and I looked forward to their annual 
visits. My particular friend in this group 
was Kathy Tucker, a girl about my age. 
The other two were her little brothers.

We were fishing along peacefully but 

not very successfully when one of the 
little brothers got a terrific yank on his 
line and started to reel in against a great 
weight. When his catch came in sight it 
was obvious the furry thing on the end of 
it was no fish and that it had not struck 
at the lure. It was a muskrat and it was 
snagged through the skin on one thigh.

As soon as we saw what the brother had 
snagged, I began to shout “Don’t touch it! 
They bite!” Several years before I had had 
a close encounter with a muskrat that re-
sulted in a very interesting bleed from a 
small artery, mine, not the muskrat’s, and 
I was still a little shy of them.

We recognized that we had a problem. 
We couldn’t get the hook out of the ‘rat 
without handling it. We were reluctant to 
cut the line because that would still leave 
the hook in its skin. We decided to lift the 
muskrat by the line and set it down in the 
washing machine while one of the broth-
ers ran to get their dad. He was a calm 

By Madilane Perry
competent man and we were still at an 
age where we had confidence in our par-
ents’ ability to fix most things.

Fortunately, the migration of African 
Americans that brought Kathy’s ances-
tors from the south to Washington State 
had included a strong tradition of fishing 
for things armed with spines and barbs. 
Kathy’s dad came out to the dock with his 
“catfish gloves,” leather strong enough to 
withstand muskrat teeth. He held the ani-
mal down, snipped the barbed end of the 
hook off with pliers, worked the shank 
back through the skin and gently slipped 
the little rodent into the water.

It swam off at top speed and we went 
back to fishing.

Madilane Perry, a retired archaeolo-
gist, was raised on a family-owned hunt-
ing and fishing resort on Curlew Lake. 
She is married to local author Ray Bilder-
back. They are both managed by a small 
brown dog.

Muskrat Ramblings – Part 2

LET’S APPRECIATE LET’S APPRECIATE 
GROCERY STORE WORKERS!GROCERY STORE WORKERS!

Colville Travel
309 S Main  •  Colville  •  509-684-3719
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Article & Photo By Joe Barreca
It all started with an account I was read-

ing about a naturalist whose main job was 
taking care of displaced orangutans near 
Borneo. He became curious about small 
trees that were thriving around a large 
tree of the same species that was dying. 
He wondered if they were related and also 
why something that was killing the older 
trees seemed to be helping the younger 
ones. This goes against the standard idea 
of disease as something that hurts every-
thing and in turn must itself be completely 
destroyed. 

He dug to the roots and traced them be-
tween the trees. They were connected. The 
old mother tree seemed to be feeding the 
young ones with its last bit of energy and 
creating space in the canopy to bring light 
to the young trees.

I couldn’t find the reference again when 
I looked for it. But then I came across a 
TED [Technology, Entertainment, De-
sign] talk by Suzanne Simard about trees. 
As a forest biologist, Simard wondered if 
trees of different species shared informa-
tion with each other.

She concocted an experiment using 
a little plantation of trees set in an older 
forest. Trees produce sugar carbohydrates 
during photosynthesis. She set up pairs 
of trees and covered a birch tree in clear 
plastic and a fir tree in black plastic so that 
the clear one would be photosynthesizing 
sugars and the other would be just using 
sugars. Then she introduced radioactive 
carbon-14 carbon dioxide gas into the 
clear plastic tent. She did that to 80 pairs 
of trees until a mother grizzly bear chased 

her back to her truck.
She waited in her truck for an hour or so 

while the bear and her cub settled down in 
a nearby huckleberry patch and the birch 
trees under the clear plastic photosynthe-
sized using carbon-14.

Then she tested the trees with a Geiger 
counter. The fir trees under the black plas-
tic showed up as having carbon-14 that 
they could only have gotten from sugars 
created by the birch trees.

That was over 30 years ago. Many tests 
on trees of the same species, trees of differ-
ent species and trees near their offspring 
showed that most shared sugars, partic-
ularly if they also had the same DNA. In 
fact, fir trees sent sugars back to birch trees 
in the winter when the birches had lost 
their leaves. So yes, trees could be moth-

Mother Trees
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ers to younger trees and good neighbors to 
companion trees of different species.

Wanting to check this out in my own 
patch of forest, I walked up an old road. 
I saw lots of young trees near old fir trees 
on the wet side of the hill. As I got to the 
top of the grade, a group of deer ran off 
with their white tails waving. They had 
been standing in a grove of pine trees. The 

ground underneath was bare except for 
pine needles, not even brush. It was a good 
place for deer to wait with clear views and 
open escape routes, but not really a forest 
of mother trees or different species.

Clearly more was going on here. I con-
tacted my friendly local foresters for some 
advice. Jay Berube retired as a forest ecol-
ogist in 2003. This companion tree line of 
thinking was not well known back then. 
It was known that trees of the same spe-
cies adapt to their local environment and 
matching seed stock to their locale was 
important for resistance to diseases such 
as root rot. Berube noted that pine trees do 
better in dry ground than fir trees. 

The fir trees were growing young to re-
stock the wet side of the hill. The pine trees 
depend on fire to regenerate but must re-

sist it somewhat to survive. So, an open 
grove with no ladder fuels for fires – just 
pine needles on the ground – was perfect 
for them. Berube said that pine trees are 
allopathic and prevent other plants from 
growing. 

There were younger pine trees growing 
in road cuts with some serviceberry trees 
for companions. And just a few hundred 

feet away was a dense stand of young pine 
that had regenerated after a fire or farming 
disturbance, with no other species under-
neath.

Another finding from Suzanne Simard’s 
studies was that mixed species forests are 
more resistant to disease. The reason for 
this is not simply that the bugs are more 
spread out between their preferred host 
species, but also that trees share signals 
that certain pests are around and the trees 
develop resistance to them. The combi-
nation of spreading out the target species 
and help from the companion species 
must act a little like “social distancing” and 
give trees more time to “flatten the curve” 
of infection.

But it is not just trees that are involved. 
The pathway for this communication and 

exchange of material is not roots alone 
(“The Secret Language of Trees,” TED.
com). Mycorrhizal fungi act as highways 
between the tree roots. Several species of 
the hundreds of possible fungi may work 
with each tree. They live on sugars from 
the trees but also bring water, minerals, 
sugars and signals from the rest of the un-
derground biome to their hosts.

So, the takeaway is that “as below, so 
above.” The plants surrounded by the air, 
like the millions of organisms in the soil, 
help each other out. The hallmarks of a 
healthy environment are not only diver-
sity and abundance, but also cooperation. 
Survival of the fittest means survival of the 
most cooperative. 

Approaches to plant management that 
attempt to eliminate “pathogens” using 
chemicals and mechanics that involve 
massive collateral damage ultimately 
make plants even more susceptible to 
drought and disease. Insects, animals and 
birds also cooperate in this biome. I think 
we have a lot more to learn. 

Joe Barreca makes maps, grows grapes, 
makes wine and posts blogs on BarrecaV-
ineyards.com.

Down to Earth
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By Karen Giebel
Stepping out onto the front porch at 

6:15 in the morning with a steaming mug 
of coffee in my hand, I looked heavenward 
and saw a perfect crescent moon hanging 
in the indigo sky with a few twinkling stars 
around it. To the east, just a hint of rosiness 
crowned the ridgeline of the Kettle Range. 
It would be another hour before the sun 
rose over the mountains but I could already 
tell that it was going to be a blue bird sky 
of a day. 

So quiet. So peaceful. The birds had not 
yet awoken. I took a deep, cleansing breath 
and slowly exhaled. A local resident once 
said that up here we have “air you can’t see 
and water you can’t taste.” He was right. 
High up here in the back of the beyond in 
Ferry County, we not only have pure air 
and water, but also an air of tranquility I 
have not found elsewhere. 

There is so much turbulence in the 
world right now but also 
much good and always so 
much to be thankful for. 
As I stood in the dark on 
my front porch the roost-
er up the road decided to 
announce the dawn of a 
new day and he had much to crow about! 
He was answered by the rooster who lives 
at the house below us and soon they were 
joined by a rooster on the other side of 
Curlew Lake. They seemed to say, “Wake 
up and rejoice, we have a brand new day to 
make our own!” 

With that, the mourning doves com-
menced their cooing which soon gave way 
to raucous calls of the red-winged black-
birds, followed by the twittering of little 
songbirds. As the new day dawned, I found 
myself reluctant to head back indoors. I 
just wanted to be present in that moment in 
time surrounded by a fading moon, the ris-
ing of the sun, and the beauty of the birds 
singing their hearts out.  

But as always, I had chores to do, some of 
which make me smile in anticipation, some 
of which do not. Smiling, I headed out to 
check on the barn kitties and gave them 

their morning meal. Lately they have been 
meeting me at the door instead of being 
cuddled up in their heated kennel waiting 
for breakfast. They know winter is over and 
they are eager to be out and about hunting 
on the hillside for mice and voles. They 
rub against my legs waiting for me to reach 
down and give their beautiful black and 
white fur a good scratch while I remind 
them how much they are loved.

Looking around, I could tell it was going 
to be a day like we had not had in many 
months. Instead of winter, this was going to 
be a spring day. I knew then that few in-
door chores would be completed and that 
this day was going to be spent working and 
playing outside in the sun under a rich blue 
sky. I went back inside just long enough to 
lace up my hiking boots and grab my walk-
ing sticks. 

I headed for a spring that starts high 
up the hillside 
and runs down 
through a ravine. 
Surrounded on 
either side by 
towering pon-
derosa pine and 

Douglas fir, the water tumbles down over 
moss-covered rocks and fallen timber be-
fore leaving the woods and running out 
into the field where deer gather at dusk to 
drink. A wild place I visit only in warmer 
months when I can be certain of safe foot-
ing. 

Heading up the ravine I could only go so 
far, as the area was still under deep snow 
cover though much of the hillside was bare. 
Pausing, I listened closely to hear what I 
could not see: the living water under the 
snow, gurgling and babbling as it made its 
way downstream. What I heard was the 
beautiful sound of nature renewing itself as 
it does every year at this time. It is some-
how very reassuring to witness the trea-
sures of nature reemerge after their winter 
slumber. 

Walking slowly, I returned to the open 
hillside and continued a zig-zag course to 

the top, an area we call “the bench,” where 
for a short distance the land flattens out 
and I can plant myself on the ground and 
enjoy the stunning views of Curlew Lake 
stretched out far below. 

Many, many years ago, at the top of the 
ravine and at the far end of the bench, 
someone’s dream became a reality. Now 
it is the remains of a log cabin, tumbled 
down on itself and overgrown with weeds 
and bushes. We can still make out the door 
sill and walk the foundation of the build-
ing. I often stop there and ponder the lives 
of the pioneers who homesteaded this land. 
Their lives could not have been easy but I 
believe I know what caused them to build 
their home here. All I have to do is turn 
around and look in awe at the grandeur of 
the snowcapped mountains across the lake 
and the San Poil Valley. 

Continuing my walk, I searched in vain 
for the little, bright yellow buttercups that 
many folks had reported finding. Heading 
home I decided it was time to clean out the 
30-foot iris bed that is so overgrown with 
weeds that I’m afraid the flowers will no 
longer blossom. Then my husband sug-
gested that since the ground was still wet 
and there was no wind, we should burn 
the grass off the iris bed. He took charge of 
the fire and I stood on the other side of the 
flower bed with a garden hose. As I bent 
down to pick up the hose, I shook my head 
and chuckled when I saw that I was stand-
ing in a patch of bright yellow buttercups! 
Sometimes beauty appears when you least 
expect it.

One of the quiet joys of my life is watch-
ing the birds that flock to our feeders year 
round. By now I know who winters over 
and when to expect the migrating birds to 
return. Of all, I most look forward to when 
the mountain and the western blue birds 
arrive. 

Our blue bird houses were old and falling 
apart so I persuaded my beloved to build 
new ones this winter. He does not share 
this interest of mine, but build them he did 
and just last week (as of this writing) we 

Surrounded by Beauty

“There is so much turbulence 
in the world right now but 

also much good and always 
so much to be thankful for.”
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went out and hung them on pasture fence 
posts closest to the house. Two days ago 
he surprised me by saying he saw a male 
blue bird flying across the pasture, followed 
closely by two females. I looked at him with 
suspicion as he really had not been inter-
ested in these birds at all. Also, I was a tiny 
bit miffed that he had seen blue birds and I 
had not! I looked and looked, again to no 

avail, but just when I turned to walk away, a 
bright flash of blue caught the corner of my 
eye and there he was: a male mountain blue 
bird in all his glory! To me, there is no bird 
quite as beautiful as a mountain blue bird. 
The color is just so unusual in the natural 
world. Their behavior is so bright and so 
welcome after the dreariness of winter.

I believe in the goodness of all living 

things, and that if you look for beauty, you 
will find it. I believe that beauty will find 
you on the days when it is most needed but 
least expected. I believe we need to remain 
hopeful, be helpful and remain open to the 
beauty that surrounds us.

Karen Giebel blogs about life and food at 
www.thejourneygirl.com up in the back of 
the beyond in Ferry County, Washington.
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By Faye Stewart
The information presented in these ar-

ticles is based on tradition and personal 
experience and is not meant to be in any 
way prescriptive or a substitute for consul-
tation with licensed healthcare providers. 

The body’s immune system is bolstered 
by an array of “anti”s: antiseptics, antibi-
otics, anti-inflammatories, antimicrobials 
and so on, rightly valued but hopefully 
also marshaled as an 
integrated aspect of 
harmony within and 
among bodily sys-
tems – and harmony 
between body and 
environment. 

With extremes 
being the current 
order of the day, we 
are challenged by 
mega-viruses as well 
as mega-weather 
events. Nonetheless, 
as both metaphor 
and practical wis-
dom I keep in mind 
a recent study reveal-
ing that people regu-
larly exposed to – rather than barricaded 
against – a reasonable amount of day-to-
day dirt and microbes were found to be 
healthier and had more robust immune 
systems than people whose lifestyle was 
more anti-germ focused. That said, let’s 
proceed to the herbal “anti” list.

Echinacea root stimulates the immune 
system, affecting white blood-cell count 

and the surface chemistry of cells. It is 
anti-viral, anti-staph, anti-fungal and 
anti-bacterial. It is, as well, antiseptic for 
bites and stings. Good for most any infec-
tious situation, Echinacea is taken both 
internally and externally as a preventive 
or treatment, in decoctions, tinctures, 
capsules, compresses, and so on. 

Best use the roots fresh or tinctured 
when fresh. Echinacea’s polysaccharide 
components are mostly water soluble 

rather than extracted by alcohol, so fresh 
root decoction is sometimes added to al-
cohol-based tinctures to further poten-
tize the remedy. Take Echinacea for 7-10 
days at a time in small frequent doses; 
prolonged use diminishes its effective-
ness to the point of the body no longer 
responding to it. (Don’t take Echinacea at 
all if you’re allergic to the aster family of 

plants.)
Goldenseal root is another antibiot-

ic herb (and also, like Echinacea, a plant 
endangered in the wild). It is anti-inflam-
matory, antiseptic and astringent, with a 
generally cooling effect on the system. It 
stimulates the heart muscle and respira-
tion, is a laxative, a bitter for digestion, 
and an excellent tonic for the body’s mu-
cous membranes, especially gastrointesti-
nal ones. Good for gum problems, sinus 

infections, colds, 
external sores and 
wounds, eye infec-
tions, ringworm, 
measles and chick-
en pox. 

Use only the 
dried root, in small 
doses. Overuse of 
goldenseal weakens 
the immune sys-
tem, and any use of 
this herb tends to 
trigger overgrowth 
of yeast, as with 
drug antibiotics, 
so internal balanc-
es need to be re-
stored afterward. 

Take goldenseal for 7-10 days in tincture 
or capsules. Avoid during pregnancy and 
lactation. The fresh plant may irritate your 
skin.

Astragalus root, unlike Echinacea or 
goldenseal, is an immune-system tonic 
and can be taken longer-term. It is good 
for preventing or treating colds, flu and 
minor infections, and may even help re-
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store T-function in cancer conditions. It is 
anti-viral and anti-bacterial.

Virginia snakeroot is an immune stim-
ulant; wild indigo rt. is anti-bacterial; 
myrrh stimulates phagocytosis and white 
blood cell response and helps restore im-
munity after chemotherapy. Stillingia is 
particular helpful in situations of extend-
ed poorly-resolving infections. Thuja oil – 
externally applied only – treats fungal in-
fections (avoid if allergic to cedar!). Garlic 
is anti-microbial – as are eucalyptus and 
thyme. 

Diaphoretic herbs (those that promote 
sweating) include angelica, boneset, cay-
enne, hyssop, peppermint, pleurisy rt., 
thyme and yarrow. Other fever herbs in-
clude vervain for dry, achy fevers; ginger 
rt. for hot dry fevers – also pennyroyal 
and osha rt. for these – elder fl. and catnip 
for treating fevers in children, especially, 
and Virginia snakeroot for evening fevers 
with moist skin but unresolved sweating.

The array of herbs having antiseptic 
properties is long, and includes sage, eu-
calyptus, rosemary, lavender, thyme, tea 
tree, calendula, basil, coltsfoot and hops. 

Flu herbs feature Echinacea, Astragalus, 
goldenseal, poke rt. (use with care; not for 
kids), linden fl., elder fl., bayberry and 
boneset.      

Mononucleosis may respond to Loma-
tium, Echinacea or red root.

For general immune and lymph sup-
port try burdock rt., red clover fl., yellow 
dock rt., violet lvs., dandelion rt., Oregon 
grape rt., blue flag, garlic, pau d’arco bk., 
cleavers, lavender, or Ashwagandha rt., 
among others.

Green Medicine
Possible Cancer Help

Cancer is a complex condition and may 
threaten life, and so is beyond the scope 
of these articles. But the following herbs 
may be helpful adjuncts during treatment. 
Consult with your healthcare provider be-
fore using them, as some herbs and cancer 
drugs don’t mix. Avoid comfrey entirely if 
you have cancer, as it causes cell prolifer-
ation.

Ocotillo – for lymph dysplasias. (Poke 
root and cleavers also.)

Calamus – for upper gastrointestinal 
cancers. (Gentian also.) Calamus may also 
help reduce anorexia due to drug or radi-
ation therapy.

Violet lvs. – may inhibit tumor growth, 
especially in breast cancer, and is calming.

Red clover fl. – tonic and nutritive, may 
help cancer from spreading.

Yellow dock rt. – supports the liver and 
combines well with Echinacea and bur-
dock to strengthen the body under im-
mune stress.

Chaparral – helps detoxify after radi-
ation and drugs, supports the liver, and 
may be used topically for skin cancer 
(short-term use only!). Other liver detox-
ifiers include milk thistle and blue flag. 
Yellow dock, cleavers and dandelion sup-
port the kidneys during detoxification.  

Guaiacum – may inhibit tumor growth.
Periwinkle (Vinca major) – used in tea-

spoon doses throughout the day to per-
haps help reduce cancers, especially leu-
kemia. (Use Madagascar periwinkle.)

Beth rt. – may inhibit spread of cancer.
Echinacea – used when cancer treat-

ment has suppressed the immune system, 
to restore. (Don’t use Echinacea with im-
munosuppressant drugs.)

Myrrh – helpful when there is depres-
sion of white blood cells, to restore.

Pacific yew – helps address ovarian can-
cer.

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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Mt. Path Yoga is closed 
until it is responsible to meet 
again. Use what you know to 
continue practice at home. 
We will all get through this 

together. May we all be safe, 
peaceful, happy, and free! 

Namaste.

Mountain 
Path 
Yoga
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818 E. columbia • Colville
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Well the month that spring arrives for 
us started out really nice and calm (weath-
er-wise) but then – WOW – what a wild 
ride!  

Mine started with my spring equation 
for Colville: Sun + Eau d’Skunk = Spring. 
Eau d’Skunk always means spring is just 
around the corner but not for this partic-
ular skunk – he was kinda’ squished (did 
miss him with my car though).

Then that four-letter word showed up 
just after I got AntMan’s summer residence 
cleaned out. Did we make it snow the two 
inches that I woke up to the next morning? 
Or was it putting the snow shovels (all but 
one) into the barn that caused the snow-
fall?

Then the month got really crazy! Who decided that we each 
need a two-year supply of TP? I would love to meet the first per-
son that pushed a cart, overflowing with three cases of TP, out to 
the car. It got me thinking – maybe everyone that saw this hap-
pen went back in the store, got their three cases and then went 
home to called all their friends. Nope. Old school. They went to 
the car, took a picture and posted it on Facebook. Voila! Instant 
shortage of TP nationwide!

More craziness when that the four-letter word fell from the sky 
AGAIN. Barb and Jeff plowed an accumulated 15 inches of snow. 
I only had 2.5 inches and had to shovel the path out to the car 
with that one shovel I did not put in the barn. Glad I don’t live on 
the west side of this valley.

No way am I making light of what we are dealing with at this 
time. We are all doing what we can to keep safe and healthy. Of-
fering a parking spot to a family returning home from Arizona 
who had been told “Do NOT bring Gramma home!” Canceling 
vacation road trips. Canceling surprise visits. Yeah, stay-cations 
are really cool. 

Trimming trees that have not had a haircut in, oh, maybe 10 
or 15 years. Working from home. (Note the picture of I-5 at 9:15 
a.m. on a Thursday. It usually takes up to 60 minutes for my son-
in-law to get to the office. Now only 15. If he goes.) Attending 
church in our hearts. Reconnecting with kids that are on this re-
quired “vacation” is welcome family time. Canceling doctor ap-
pointments so the doctors are available to attend to the serious-
ness going on around us. Supporting the local eateries through 
drive-thru or call-in for pickup/delivery. 

I was in downtown Colville on a Saturday afternoon and the 
block from Goodwill to the old 103 Cafe had a total of five cars 
parked. Local businesses are going to need us now more than 
ever. So, please, do what you can to support them. 

I’m repeating my mantra (soapbox again): “It is what it is and 

it will become what I make it!”  (You can change that to “what 
we make it.”)  

As of this writing, we still have the last half of the month to 
contend with. Will it be “Out like a lion” this year? This usually 
refers to the weather. I’m thinking we can change this all around 
to make it show that we can be a strong, kind, caring and loving 
people/community – like in the life of a pride of lions. I kinda’ 
like the idea of “out like a lion” now.

My other mantra: 
Be Safe - Be Caring - Be Family - Be a Friend - Be Kind.

By Becky Dubell

Family Ties
In Like a Lamb – Out Like a Lion

The Funny Corner

By Jerry King
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