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My Baby Lives! 
 Free Parenting Classes 
 Free Maternity Items 
 Free Baby Items 
 Free Diapers 
 Housing for Mothers to Be 

NEW Family Life Services 
Pregnancy Resource Center                                         

and Maternity Home 

144 W. 5th Ave. (N. Main at the curve)               
Colville            (509)684-9895        

RIVERWOOD
AT LAKE ROOSEVELT

RESERVE ONLINE:
RIVERWOODBNB.COM

FACEBOOK.COM/RIVERWOODATLAKEROOSEVELT

Bed & Breakfast ~ Weddings ~ Events
Hunters & Fishers Welcome!

509-850-0873
7 RIVERWOOD CIRCLE

KETTLE FALLS, WA

Home & Garden Show!Home & Garden Show!

Call 509-684-5973 or visit colville.comCall 509-684-5973 or visit colville.com for more info for more info

Now Accepting Vendor Registrations for

 Colville’s 2020

Friday, March 20th • 10 am - 5 pm
Saturday, March 21st • 9 am - 4 pm

Proudly Sponsored by:Proudly Sponsored by:

FANTASTIC PRIZES!

Spokane Community College - Colville Campus Spokane Community College - Colville Campus 
965 E. Elm St., Colville965 E. Elm St., Colville

Lumber & Supply Inc.
HANEY

1101 N. Hwy 395, Colville • 509-684-2150

M - F: 7 - 5:30  •  Sat: 8 - 2
Last stoplight north of town

Tools
Materials

Expert Advice

WE HAVE WHAT YOU NEED WE HAVE WHAT YOU NEED 
FOR WINTER PREPAREDNESS!FOR WINTER PREPAREDNESS!

Happy New Year Happy New Year 
From All of Us!From All of Us!

Store closed Jan 1st-4th, open regular hours Jan 6th 2020
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Call Us Today to:
•	 Arrange	for	a	tow	truck
•	Write	your	estimates	for	repairs
•	 Get	through	the	insurance	process
•	 Schedule	your	repairs
•	 Set	up	a	loaner	or	rental	car
•	 Provide	a	written	warranty

684-2587
1101 S. Main St. • Colville

Since 1984

Collision Repair 
Specialists

Axalta	Lifetime	Refinish	Warranty

Stazya’s 
Vocal Studio

• Voice lessons for all ages

• All styles including classical, sacred 
worship, jazz, rock, folk & world music

• Techniques for healthy singing & 
microphone use

• Coaching by a conservatory-trained 
vocalist with an extensive musical 
background with recording and 
performance experience 

Colville & Chewelah studios

Call for more information:

(509) 684-7761

NOW ACCEPTING NEW STUDENTS

FIRST 30 MINUTE LESSON FREE!

Ongoing Classes, 
private sessions by apt. 

Call Sarah at 509-684-0965
for info or find us on Facebook at 

mountainpathyoga

Classes with Tifanie Wells
Wednesdays, 9:30 - 11:30 am 

Call 509-722-5281 for info

Happy New Year 
from 

Mountain Path Yoga!

Mountain 
Path 
Yoga

Sarah Kilpatrick, E.R.Y.T.
818 E. columbia • Colville

(509) 684-0965
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Remodeling our home has been a trans-
formative process – both for the house and 
me. Not to mention our bank account. 

The original core of the house was built 
in 1910 and then had rooms and roofs 
added over the years. A basement dug 
in. A second basement wrapped around 
that. A veritable honeycomb of spaces, 
some done with construction expertise, 
some clearly not. None of it quite level 
or square, and some of it wildly akimbo. 

We took out walls, added porches, 
replaced roofs, floors, plumbing, electri-
cal, insulation, moved the kitchen … the 
whole nine yards (and then some). Early 
in the process, my wife came to hate the 
phrase “Secure the envelope,” since getting 
the exterior redone and water infiltration 
moved away from the foundation had 
to come before attending to the interior 
work. 

I often lived in homes under construc-
tion when growing up. As a teen I built 
a straw bale home with my mom and a 
builder who guided us through the fram-
ing. I later did some work with a local 
contractor in the summer and spent some 
time shaping stone for a local stone artist. 

Still, like becoming a parent, I’m not sure 
anything could have really prepared me for 
remodeling our 100-year-old farmhouse. 
It feels like a kind of rite of passage that 
changes you forever. Plus, we were only 
recently married, raising kids, both work-

ing full time and running side businesses, 
managing a small farm and orchard, and 
trying to still have me-time, date night, 
and time with friends and family. It was 
a lot. It still is. 

I am also incredibly grateful for all this. 
For all that we have. For all that we’ve 
created and manifested and assembled. 
For where we get to live and who we get 
to share this place and each breath with. 

When I was thinking about this month’s 
column, I had just woken up and was 
looking at the tongue and groove pine 
ceiling and remembering the process I’d 
gone through to find just the right stain. 

Earlier, when I’d built the house with my 
mom, we’d installed tongue and groove 
pine on the interior walls and, over the 
years, it had turned a rich golden color 
from the sunlight streaming in through the 
skylights. My wife and I loved that color 
and, not expecting our fresh, pale tongue 
and groove to get any direct sunlight, or 
wanting to wait a decade or so to see if 
it’d darken up on its own, we began the 
search for the perfect stain. 

We tried every brand and possible tint 
the local stores offered. We ordered stains 
online. With each new can, I would opti-
mistically pop it open and swab some onto 
my test board. But nothing was just right. 
We had a significant amount of square 
footage that was to be finished with the 
tongue and groove and so we would see 
it everywhere. What to do?

Late one night, glaring at my now very 
large collection of stains, I got an idea. 

From the Publisher’s Desk
By Gabriel Cruden

What if I mixed them together? And so, the 
alchemic trial and error began. I felt like I 
should have been wearing a bright white, 
freshly pressed lab coat and had a bevy 
of earnest assistants with clipboards and 
goggles. But it was just me in my grungy 
work clothes with my sample wood and 
a piece of cardboard on which I scrawled 
the test quantities on with a dull carpen-
ter’s pencil. And what a triumph when, 
many iterations later, I presented my test 
board and my wife clapped her hands in 
delight. We had it!

Now, looking up at my tongue and 
groove ceiling, and remembering that mo-
ment, I am reminded of how a change in 
perspective can suddenly open up a whole 
world of possibilities. It also reminds me 
of a cartoon where, as I recall it, there is a 
large number 6 on the ground and a man 
is standing at the base of the numeral, 
looking down at it and saying, “It’s a six!” 
A second man stands on the other side 
of the number and declares, “It’s a nine!”  

As I consider the coming year and how 
I may wend my way through it with inten-
tion and appreciation, I wish for myself 
the wisdom to remember to step back and 
consider other perspectives whenever I 
face a problem or a difference of opinion. 
And in saying that, it strikes me that I’ve 
been remodeling myself as much as I have 
the house I live in. No wonder people 
always quip, “And you’ll never be done!” 

Wishing everyone my very best as we, 
each in our own ways, pursue life’s jour-
ney in 2020.  

Chewelah Center for the Arts
chewelahcenterforthearts.com | 509-936-9333

Nothing to Lose Productions 
presents 

“Singer Series: Western Talent” 
Jan 10, 7 pm

Intended for audience 21 and over. 

Park Avenue Players
 presents 

“The Odd Couple” 
Jan 17-19, 24-26
7 pm (2 pm on Sundays)

www.franklinaccounting.org

www.deerparklicensing.com
509-276-5056

222 W. Crawford
Deer Park, WA 
509-276-2177

A Thousand Words: first skate. 
Publisher photo.
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Holding On
By Mayah LaSol

It seems that everyone is addicted to tech-
nology these days. People have computers, 
smaller computers, mini computers that 
they keep in their pocket and constantly pull 
out and check, and tiny computers (did I go 
too far?). Don’t get me wrong, I’m addicted 
too – and how could I not be? Screens have 
effectively taken over our lives. Grocery 
shopping, taking notes, using streaming 
services, finding recipes, etc. I could go on 
and on about how technology has wormed 
its way into our lives, but what about the 
things it hasn’t totally changed? 

Books have yet to be squashed. True, 
people read e-books, but they also read real 
books and enjoy keeping bookshelves (and 
coffee tables ... and desks ... and drawers) 
that are stacked and stuffed with books. It’s 
easy to see why: Books are tangible. You can 
feel them, hold the weight of one in your 

hand, turn each page, and smell the scent 
of fresh ink on paper. 

There is something so satisfying to me 
about feeling the texture of the cover of a 
hardback book and just holding it in my 
hands. It becomes truly mine. I can read 
it, I can cherish it, and I can grow old with 
it while it sits companionably on my shelf. 

Reading actual books in today’s digital 
age has also become an escape, at least 
for me. I get tired of looking at glowing 
screens, pulsing and sucking me in to the 
online world all day. When it’s time to relax, 
I want something more solid. E-books cer-
tainly take up less space and are generally 
cheaper. But they cannot match the feeling 
of holding a sturdy book in my hands and 
knowing that this is a concrete work of art. 

Not only that, but I like knowing that 
the story I am holding in my hands can’t 
disappear in the blink of an eye. Technology 
may be much more dependable than when 

it was in its first stages of development, but 
it is still not as assuring as having my own 
copy of a book. 

As the lingo goes, everything is in the 
cloud. It’s up there somewhere. But what 
happens if the cloud malfunctions?! What 
if it starts raining and all my books wash 
away or they get water damage, or what if 
the cloud just evaporates completely and 
my books go with it? 

Okay, maybe I took the cloud metaphor 
too far, but you get the point. Having real-life 
books on my shelf will always be the way I 
like to consume media the most, because 
it is a guarantee. A guarantee of a stable 
relationship and lifelong companionship. 
At least, that’s how I see it. 

Mayah is a teen reader, writer, blogger, 
and all-around arts enthusiast who geeks out 
over books and cats. She can be found writing 
book reviews and poetry on her blog www.
libraryinmymind.com.

Making the world better, 
a word at a time.

Visit Words Of Words.com to 
learn more and to buy acronyms 
on a variety of quality products, 
from shirts to mugs and more.

Give Ideas For Thought Sharing

 Bring Again Going Shopping

http://kyrs.org
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By Christine Wilson
In Loss, Discovering What’s Really Needed

I heard Geneen Roth speak in the late 
1980s. She was a deeply spiritual person and 
her focus on compulsive eating came from 
a profound understanding of that which 
drives a person to overeat. I loved her way 
of talking about those patterns. 

Then, years later, I heard her interviewed 
by Tami Simon. She had believed herself 
to be on solid ground with an unshakable 
spirit. However, she and her husband had 
a friend who had a trustworthy investment 
friend. They started dumping every extra 
penny into investments, thinking of it as a 
savings account. They did not even pay any 
extra toward the principal of their house 
mortgage. 

They felt secure. According to Abraham 
Maslow, who developed what is commonly 
known as Maslow’s hierarchy of needs, food, 
clothing, and shelter were the basic needs 
that override any other needs. If those basic 
physiological needs are getting met, we can 
shift to physical safety, then psychological 
needs like love and belonging, and then 
self-fulfillment needs. Geneen Roth had 
been coming from a place of believing 
she was OK because her basic needs were 
assured, including into the future.

And then she got a call, turned on the tele-
vision, and watched her investment friend 
being handcuffed on television. His name 
was Bernie Madoff. She became one of the 
many people burned by him. Her friend who 
had recommended him had been helped by 
Madoff to make tons of money for 45 years. 
This was not a case of naiveté or impulsivity. 
It had seemed rock-solid. However, it only 
seemed that way. Roth and her husband lost 
all the money they had invested for 30 years. 
The bottom fell out from underneath her.

She had friends who said they at least 
still had what mattered: love, friendship, 
kindness. This brings to my mind David 
Wilcox, who wrote a song about losing his 
cabin to fire and never being able to play 
his old guitar again. He describes going 
to the river, taking off all his clothes, and 
swimming across. When he got to the oth-
er side, he had everything he needed. He 

came from that same soulful state of mind. 
My personal favorite is the woman whose 
vehicle our friend totaled. Her immediate 
response, after he found her sitting in her 
ruined truck, was to immediately say to him: 
“I’m alright and it’s just stuff.” 

Roth took a while to get there but get there 
she did. She started off with OMG and ended 
up with GOM, the Gifts of Madoff. Her re-
silience started with: “First of all, I saw that 
I still had a body that could breathe and talk 
and walk and see and feel. I saw that much. I 
saw that I had been taking that for granted. 
No matter how many meditation retreats I 
have ever done, no matter how many times 
I brought my attention back to my body, 
there was something astonishing about 
seeing that I still had the resource of a life, 
and of having a body.” Her hearty recovery 
led her to write a book about her experience 
entitled: Lost and Found: One Woman’s Story 
of Losing Her Money and Finding Her Life.

My friend Leslie broke her pelvis on a 
hike in Hawaii. She was walking along, fine 
as could be, and then in a split second got 
her foot caught on a piece of loose chicken 
wire. She crashed 
onto the trail. She 
had always valued 
physical health, in-
dependence, and 
hiking in natural set-
tings. All that was gone, and she was airlifted 
to a hospital. What she came to believe, on 
that interrupted hiking vacation, was that the 
love and care of friends and of hospital staff 
were gifts beyond measure. The kindness 
and generosity still are her main takeaways 
from that experience. Resilience allowed her 
to loosen her grip on the miserable parts. 

I have been a therapist for over 40 years. 
Sometimes the magic works and sometimes 
it doesn’t. I have been ripped off like any 
other small business owner. I think my own 
resilience in part comes from knowing I am 
an odd collection of characteristics myself. 
Most of my clients have been amazing in 
their commitment to reimburse me for my 
efforts to promote their well-being. I can’t 

say enough about how grateful I am for 
their commitment to that, as well as to their 
courage and perseverance when it comes to 
facing their difficulties. 

My awareness of my own imperfection 
helps me loosen my grip on worrying about 
the rest. If I was starving or homeless, that 
might be another story and I believe we ought 
to help our homeless, hungry members so 
that they can move beyond that first level of 
needs themselves. However, so far, I’m not 
there. And I do aspire to the role models of 
Geneen Roth, David Wilcox and the woman 
with the totaled vehicle.

In this New Year, deep into the time of 
self-reflection and resolve, I find myself 
thinking about what we do with difficult 
times. I especially appreciate stories of people 
admitting to their own dark nights of the 
soul, wrestling with their pain, and allowing 
other people in their lives to help them heal. 

Specifically this year, I’m fond of stories 
of people finding ways to get past their 
grievances with others and of repairing 
what is reparable. That is not a call to say 
any old misdeed is OK. We are not going 

to feel compassion for 
everybody all the time. 
Humans don’t operate 
that way. My writing 
teacher says if you can’t 
find compassion, go for 

understanding. I might add that if you can’t 
get to that, try a genuine “go in peace” wish. 

Roth’s appreciation of her friends and 
her recognition of the suffering of others, 
Leslie’s thankfulness for the kindness of 
people who helped her, and my admiration 
for the commitment of my clients over the 
years to show up, work hard and honor 
their obligations—all this is what makes life 
meaningful. Here’s to our efforts to create 
a kind and understanding New Year, as we 
work to navigate our differences and open 
ourselves up to a more resilient sense of 
community.  

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

Random Acts of CommunityRandom Acts of Community

“...if you can’t find 
compassion, go for 

understanding.”
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I am sitting in a sterile room in an emer-I am sitting in a sterile room in an emer-
gency department in a distant hospital. It gency department in a distant hospital. It 
is 11:40 p.m. I am seeing a woman for the is 11:40 p.m. I am seeing a woman for the 
first time who was assaulted two days ago. first time who was assaulted two days ago. 
Questions come to my mind. Why did she Questions come to my mind. Why did she 
come in now, today? Why didn’t she come come in now, today? Why didn’t she come 
in when the assault occurred so that we in when the assault occurred so that we 
could document her injuries as close to could document her injuries as close to 
the time of the injury as possible? I am a the time of the injury as possible? I am a 
little annoyed. little annoyed. 

One look at her face and I decide it is One look at her face and I decide it is 
best to listen and try to understand rath-best to listen and try to understand rath-
er than jump to judgment. She is bruised, er than jump to judgment. She is bruised, 
her eye is swollen, her arms are raw, her her eye is swollen, her arms are raw, her 
legs, back, jaw, scalp are injured – lacer-legs, back, jaw, scalp are injured – lacer-
ations, abrasions, bruises. She is lucid ations, abrasions, bruises. She is lucid 
and clear-headed. She is determined and and clear-headed. She is determined and 
strong. She is not holding back. Her story strong. She is not holding back. Her story 
is extraordinary.  is extraordinary.  

Two nights ago, a quiet, cold night, she Two nights ago, a quiet, cold night, she 
had been flagged down by three people had been flagged down by three people 
she recognized. They seemed to need she recognized. They seemed to need 
help, so when they waved at her, she de-help, so when they waved at her, she de-
cided to stop. When she pulled into a cided to stop. When she pulled into a 
driveway, one of them stepped up to her driveway, one of them stepped up to her 
window and began punching her in the window and began punching her in the 
face. “We’re stealing all your stuff,” she face. “We’re stealing all your stuff,” she 
was told. was told. 

She leaned away from the assault across She leaned away from the assault across 
the front seat of her car. The passen-the front seat of her car. The passen-
ger door opened and a second assailant ger door opened and a second assailant 
grabbed her and pulled her from the car. grabbed her and pulled her from the car. 
She couldn’t back up because their vehi-She couldn’t back up because their vehi-
cle had blocked her exit. She was kicked, cle had blocked her exit. She was kicked, 
beaten, punched, choked, grabbed and beaten, punched, choked, grabbed and 
forced partway into their vehicle. She forced partway into their vehicle. She 
fought to break free, so they tried to run fought to break free, so they tried to run 
over her, dragging her half out of the ve-over her, dragging her half out of the ve-

hicle, throwing her across the road, beat-hicle, throwing her across the road, beat-
en, dazed, missing one shoe, missing her en, dazed, missing one shoe, missing her 
purse, her wallet and her vehicle. purse, her wallet and her vehicle. 

They took everything they could and They took everything they could and 
left her for dead. She managed to get to left her for dead. She managed to get to 
her feet and hobbled down the road to her her feet and hobbled down the road to her 
house, where she felt completely vulnera-house, where she felt completely vulnera-
ble since the thieves had taken her keys. ble since the thieves had taken her keys. 
She called for help, and though she was She called for help, and though she was 
assessed by the police and gave her state-assessed by the police and gave her state-
ment, they left her there. The emergency ment, they left her there. The emergency 
rescue crew arrived, but she didn’t have rescue crew arrived, but she didn’t have 
the money to pay for the ambulance since the money to pay for the ambulance since 
all her money was stolen, so she was left at all her money was stolen, so she was left at 
home. Alone. Beaten and dazed.  home. Alone. Beaten and dazed.  

She had no support and nowhere else She had no support and nowhere else 
to go. to go. 

From that moment, there in the emer-From that moment, there in the emer-
gency department, I saw her differently. gency department, I saw her differently. 

By Dr. Barry Bacon, MD
Not Okay with ‘How it is’

From the Owl’s Nest

Happy New Year!

Located in Kettle Falls at The Old Apple Warehouse 

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

https://www.spokanepublicradio.org
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She had not arrived sooner because she She had not arrived sooner because she 
had to wait until someone was available to had to wait until someone was available to 
bring her in. Her car was stolen. Her mon-bring her in. Her car was stolen. Her mon-
ey was stolen. I saw her as courageous.  ey was stolen. I saw her as courageous.  

Like her, many in-Like her, many in-
digenous women suf-digenous women suf-
fer violent assaults. fer violent assaults. 
Some die. I personal-Some die. I personal-
ly knew women who ly knew women who 
were mangled, dis-were mangled, dis-
membered, and even membered, and even 
murdered without murdered without 
consequence to their consequence to their 
killers. When I asked killers. When I asked 
others about these women, they shrugged. others about these women, they shrugged. 
This is how it is. This is how it is. 

Until 2010, because of federal limita-Until 2010, because of federal limita-
tions, tribal courts could sentence crimi-tions, tribal courts could sentence crimi-
nals only up to a year in prison and im-nals only up to a year in prison and im-
pose a $5,000 fine. According to the Tribal pose a $5,000 fine. According to the Tribal 
Justice Institute, the Tribal Law and Order Justice Institute, the Tribal Law and Order 
Act of 2010 (TLOA) amended the Indian Act of 2010 (TLOA) amended the Indian 
Civil Rights Act of 1978 (ICRA) by pro-Civil Rights Act of 1978 (ICRA) by pro-
viding the option for tribes to expand viding the option for tribes to expand 
sentencing authority, but not to exceed sentencing authority, but not to exceed 
three years imprisonment, fines of up to three years imprisonment, fines of up to 
$15,000, or both for qualifying crimes so $15,000, or both for qualifying crimes so 
long as the tribe has met the specific re-long as the tribe has met the specific re-
quirements set forth in TLOA. Sentences quirements set forth in TLOA. Sentences 
may include a combination of incarcera-may include a combination of incarcera-
tion and community corrections such as tion and community corrections such as 
probation and halfway houses. Under no probation and halfway houses. Under no 
circumstance can the term of the sentence circumstance can the term of the sentence 
exceed nine years. Tribes are not required exceed nine years. Tribes are not required 
to implement enhanced sentencing au-to implement enhanced sentencing au-
thority but rather can choose whether it is thority but rather can choose whether it is 
necessary for their community.  necessary for their community.  

There is an international movement to There is an international movement to 
bring awareness and justice for missing bring awareness and justice for missing 
and murdered indigenous women. About and murdered indigenous women. About 
85% of the violent assaults are reported-85% of the violent assaults are reported-
ly perpetrated by non-Natives. In certain ly perpetrated by non-Natives. In certain 
tribes, Native women are ten times more tribes, Native women are ten times more 
likely to be the victim of homicide than likely to be the victim of homicide than 
women in the rest of the country. In Can-women in the rest of the country. In Can-
ada, 16% of homicide victims are Native ada, 16% of homicide victims are Native 
women, although they represent only 4% women, although they represent only 4% 
of the population.  of the population.  

Women from many tribes are work-Women from many tribes are work-
ing together to accomplish something, to ing together to accomplish something, to 
bring awareness, to shine a spotlight, to bring awareness, to shine a spotlight, to 
speak out, say a prayer, organize a walk speak out, say a prayer, organize a walk 
for women, to stop the violence and to for women, to stop the violence and to 

change the laws that, through the out-change the laws that, through the out-
growth of decades of colonial oppression, growth of decades of colonial oppression, 
have allowed havens for violent perpe-have allowed havens for violent perpe-
trators to assault Native women without trators to assault Native women without 

consequences. Sto-consequences. Sto-
rytelling about this rytelling about this 
include the movie include the movie 
Wind River,Wind River, the book  the book 
Highway of Tears,Highway of Tears, and  and 
the documentary the documentary The The 
Search: Missing and Search: Missing and 
Murdered Indigenous Murdered Indigenous 
Women.Women.

I tried to imagine I tried to imagine 
the courage it must have taken for this the courage it must have taken for this 
young woman to come to an emergency young woman to come to an emergency 
room staffed largely by non-Native pro-room staffed largely by non-Native pro-
viders and caregivers. In doing so, she viders and caregivers. In doing so, she 
changed me. Every time I hear of a wom-changed me. Every time I hear of a wom-
an beaten or dragged or mutilated, I will an beaten or dragged or mutilated, I will 
remember and I will think of their horror remember and I will think of their horror 
and indignation and terror. I will remem-and indignation and terror. I will remem-
ber the Native women who continue to ber the Native women who continue to 

suffer, especially on May 5. I will wear red suffer, especially on May 5. I will wear red 
on that day. on that day. 

May 5 is the birthday of Hanna Har-May 5 is the birthday of Hanna Har-
ris, who was 21 and the mother of a six-ris, who was 21 and the mother of a six-
month-old and a member of the Northern month-old and a member of the Northern 
Cheyenne Tribe in Lame Deer, Montana, Cheyenne Tribe in Lame Deer, Montana, 
when she was sexually assaulted on July 4, when she was sexually assaulted on July 4, 
2013, then beaten and dragged, mutilated, 2013, then beaten and dragged, mutilated, 
and left dead.and left dead.

I will speak out for Hanna’s memory I will speak out for Hanna’s memory 
and for the memory of all of the women and for the memory of all of the women 
who have suffered because they are wom-who have suffered because they are wom-
en. I will take a good long look in the mir-en. I will take a good long look in the mir-
ror and ask myself what I can do to stop ror and ask myself what I can do to stop 
the violence against women of every color the violence against women of every color 
and tribe. And each time the answer be-and tribe. And each time the answer be-
comes clear, I will go and do that thing.  comes clear, I will go and do that thing.  

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

“I personally knew 
women who were 

mangled, dismembered, 
and even murdered 

without consequence to 
their killers.”

“Mom felt held in warmth, peace and comfort and she 
wasn’t afraid because of that. She had a beautiful ending 

and that was because of Hospice of Spokane.”
– Janice Hughes and Becky Nappi

Serving patients and families since 1977

Dignity.  Trust.  Compassion.
509.456.0438     hospiceofspokane.org

Our Community’s #1 Choice
 in Hospice Care
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The sandstone rock formations of Califor-
nia’s Red Rock Canyon State Park date to the 
Miocene geological period, between five and 
23 million years ago. Located in the Santa 
Monica Mountain conservancy at the edge 
of Los Angeles, the arid canyon may seem 
far from the Columbia River. But the timing 
of this landscape’s metamorphosis links it 
directly to the bone-dry Columbia Plateau.  

During an annual winter sojourn, for 
weeks I have walked almost daily in Red 
Rock Canyon, marveling at the fluvial 
beauty of the park’s russet cliffs and sculpt-
ed outcroppings. The bedrock is dressed 
in a soft shrub forest, known in California 
as chaparral. So close to bustling Los An-
geles, the canyon is expansive, quiet and 
contemplative.

It was not always so. The Red Rock 
sandstone formed when Miocene rivers re-

sponded to geological and climatic upheaval. 
Sandstone is made up of grains of rock that 
are bound to each other as a result of chem-
ical reactions between various natural min-
erals suspended in water. Millions of years 
ago, massive silt-laden rivers gushed across 
cobbles toward the ocean. When the coastal 
continent experienced dramatic change, the 
ancient river stilled. Those cobbles undulate 
today across the compressed sandstone as 
if stopped mid-stream. 

Change can be that sudden.
The Miocene was a damp, warm and tu-

multuous climatic era, one marked by active 
continental movement, uplifting mountains 
and the formation of thick underwater kelp 
forests. Scientists consider the mid-Miocene 
Climatic Optimum (17–14.75 million years 
ago) to be one of Earth’s most recent and 
prolonged events of global warming.  At-

Article and Photo by Eileen Delehanty Pearkes
Frozen Rivers

North of the Border

mospheric CO2 levels were the same then 
as they are today, prompting some scientists 
to propose the mid-Miocene as an analogue 
to our current climate.  

As rivers caterwauled across the Pacific 
coast during the mid-Miocene, lava surged 
and oozed across the Columbia Plateau. It 
pushed the Columbia’s channel west to its 
current path through central Washington. 
Layer after layer of lava eventually cooled 
into basalt bedrock that thickened and set-
tled to form the vast plateau. Today, beneath 
the land’s dry basalt surface lies a complex 
catacomb of trapped water, known as the 
Odessa Aquifer.   

Aquifers hold water we cannot see on 
the surface. They are of varying depth and 
often of mysterious source. Some aquifers 
are highly pressurized, coming to the surface 
naturally as springs or geysers. Other aqui-
fers are giant underground lakes. Wells are 
needed to pull their water to the surface. Still 
others are shallow, and persist only through 
the recharge of rainwater or melted snow.  

The fire-hardened basalt hosting the 
Odessa aquifer makes recharge impossible. 
Nor could the Odessa easily recharge from 
surface water, given that it is located in an arid 
region receiving scant annual precipitation.  

In Red Rock Canyon, spindly yucca, 
red-berried Toyan and other drought-tough-
ened shrubs persist without a constant 
source of surface water. When the winter 
rains finally do come, dormant mosses 
clinging to the sandstone spring to life. Water 
drains rapidly down slopes, temporarily 
filling dry streambeds. Some water collects 
in shallow basins, where it slowly sinks to 
recharge the dry streambed’s hidden aquifer.  

In the agriculture communities of the Co-
lumbia Basin Project, nearly 700,000 acres 
of powdery but rich soil have, for more than 
half-a-century, received irrigation water 
that transformed the basin into productive 
farms. This water comes from two sources.   
About one quarter (170,000 acres) is watered 
by wells drilled into the Odessa Aquifer. 
The rest comes from surface gravity canals 
pulling water from Banks Lake (storage 
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behind Grand Coulee Dam). Banks Lake 
is filled by upstream river flows accounted 
for in the 1964 Columbia River Treaty. It 
was a main driver behind the construction 
of Grand Coulee in the 1930s. Changes to 
the timing of upstream flows from Canada 
as a result of the treaty can impact Banks 
Lake, or Lake Roosevelt. 

For decades, the Odessa Aquifer and the 
Banks Lake canals have provided farmers the 
water they needed. But that appears to be 
changing. Three years ago, the level in one 
of the Odessa’s many wells dropped 100 feet 
overnight. Only a small amount refilled, leav-
ing geologists and farmers scratching their 
heads at the sudden and mysterious loss. 

One farmer drilled farther down and 
finally found water 2,500 feet below the 
surface, at 100 degrees Fahrenheit. Some 
deep wells have begun producing water that 
is too saline to apply directly to crops. The 
quality and quantity of the Odessa’s unseen 
source are both dwindling.

California understands dwindling supply. 
It has just emerged from a punishing and 

worrisome drought, one that caused peo-
ple living across the state to question how 
they had long valued and used water. The 
winter rains and snows at the cusp of the 
high mountains this winter are harbingers 
of adequate supply for 2020, but long-term 
questions about water and climate remain 
perennial. 

Closer to home, at the Lake Roosevelt 
Forum in November, I heard many worried 
comments and questions.

Ben Serr, representing the Washington 
State Department of Commerce, spoke 
about how “groundwater levels in the Co-
lumbia [mid] Basin have been declining 
for decades.” This decrease he identified as 
being driven mostly by agri-business. It is 
“critically important,” he said, for municipal 
water systems in the mid-Columbia basin 
to have “a reliable water source.” 

Another panelist talked of efforts un-
derway to widen and improve the canal 
system that carries water from Banks Lake. 
Yet another spoke of the recent expansion 
of a potato processing plant in Othello, 

Washington, by McCain Foods (a Canadian 
company). Only assured water will keep the 
spuds coming.

We live in an era that asks us to confront 
nearly a century of our assumptions. Not 
everything is as it seems on the surface. 
Nor can the future be perfectly controlled 
or predicted. The frozen river cobbles of 
Red Rock Canyon inspire humility in me. 
When my mind walks across a timeline from 
ancient rivers to the contemporary world, 
I begin to understand how brief a century 
can be, and how little I know.   

This seems a fitting moment to take a 
sabbatical from a column I have composed 
almost monthly since 2009. I thank my 
enthusiastic and appreciative readers across 
northeastern Washington. May the river 
change us, even more than we have changed 
the river.

Eileen Delehanty Pearkes lives in Nelson, 
B.C. Her book on the Columbia River Treaty, 
A River Captured, was released by Rocky 
Mountain Books. For more, visit www.ed-
pearkes.com. 
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My mother’s generation, like those previous, didn’t talk much 
about aging. From my uninformed youthful vantage, aging looked 
like an unfortunate but unremarkable matter of merely getting 
more wrinkled, like a withering flower. And, as far as I knew, 
menopause – referred to as “the Change” like some supernatural 
or dystopian event – just had to do with not getting periods or 
having babies anymore. 

My generation of women, however, soon popped the lid on such 
taboo subjects, coming up with revolutionary books like Our 
Bodies, Ourselves. Women of my generation seem to be talkers – 
and complainers; sorry, Mom.

If the upside of menopause is not getting periods anymore, the 
downside is that the upside comes at considerable price, with no 
choice about whether or not to buy. Once the Change is upon you, 
you’re changed. Like getting bitten by a werewolf: tagged; you’re It. 

There are a host of typical menopausal manifestations besides 
just cessation of periods, like a negative lottery 
or Biblical list of plagues that might befall, 
including skin drying up and wrinkling, 
hair thinning and falling out (or appearing 
in unfeminine places), insomnia, weight 
redistribution and gain due to slowing me-
tabolism, loss of muscle tone, aching joints, 
brittle bones, and of course the infamous hot 
flashes (covers off, covers on, covers off, covers 
on…). Suddenly, having “our bodies” so closely entwined with 
“ourselves” doesn’t seem a familiar, much less welcome, match 
anymore. A point of divergence has arrived; the body has become 
alien – a … Changling.

None of this is cool. Or fun. Post-menopausal women become 
strangely invisible except to other old women. People talk over you. 
The movers and shakers don’t seek your company or perspective 
or expertise. You don’t get appreciatively eyed or asked to dance. 
No one feels a tingle when you walk by. No one picks you for their 
side in softball. Your clothes don’t fit right. 

Your friends and siblings start dying off or getting scary ailments. 
Independence and confidence collide with failing abilities – and 
you spend way too much time in waiting rooms, getting various 
bits of the body repaired or replaced or shored up, like an old 
car. Eyesight and hearing lose ground, teeth and bladder weaken, 
and your body in general gets damaged more easily. Especially as 
balance becomes unsteady and stiffness invites injury. You don’t 
move as you used to.

You don’t make love as you used to, either. You hear about cou-
ples in their 80s and so on having active sex lives, but for many 
seniors this is about as realistic as Shangri-La. After I signed up 
for Social Security, unsolicited catalogs for old folks (and ads for 
burial plots) started arriving in my post box. Catalogs full of “This 
Is Your Future” wrinkle creams, mobility aids, incontinence pads, 

ugly shoes, compression stockings, portable commodes – and a 
startling array of vibrators. It was fascinating – in a morbid way.

There are times when denial fails to serve, such as when you 
get a splinter under your fingernail or aging takes over. At such 
times a degree of despondence seems reasonable. After all, no one 
recovers from aging; no one gets younger or is cured of Alzhei-
mer’s or dementia. Spring does not follow winter for the aging. 
Everybody dies.

This reality doesn’t comfortably slot into the usual envisioning of 
one’s life, which, especially in America, tends to not look ahead or 
very closely at unpleasant likelihoods – insistent on happy endings 
to stories. I’ve noticed a lot of recent American book titles on the 
nonfiction shelves extolling old age. Upbeat pep talks may be just 
the ticket for some people, but may put unrealistic pressure on or 
simply don’t convincingly speak to others. 

Books without happy endings can still be meaningful stories. 
Why should there be an either-or-ness about 
aging, insisting on either relentless sunshine 
or unremitting rain? For any one senior cit-
izen, the reality of loss, pain, and indignity 
and at times feeling anything from cranky 
to traumatized does not preclude the reality, 
also, of joy, pleasure, and equanimity and at 
times feeling anything from wry humor to 
deep contentment. And vice versa. We are 

complex beings with complex capacities.    
Aging is less than merciful to the brain, but my father’s dementia, 

in his 90s, seemed to leave him cheerier and cheerier. He forgot 
what had made him tense and depressed in the past and reverted 
instead to his original jaunty self, a wondrous thing to witness. 
Trajectories for other people as they age may be less buoyant. 
There’s no right or wrong way to do it. 

Humans, unlike most other animals – even long-lived ones – 
take a long time to grow up. Human babies don’t hit the ground 
running or learn the ropes of how to survive and flourish in just a 
handful of years. Our bodies attain reproductive peak by their late 
teens, early twenties, but our minds – in modern times, anyway 
– don’t mature equally fast in terms of wisdom. A lot of gradual 
but satisfying development in that department can go on during 
our 30s and 40s: a lot of mental, physical, social, and perhaps 
spiritual deepening, realizing, applying, honing, and integrating. 
But then, in our 50s, just as we’re getting the hang of it, ability’s 
momentum starts sliding downhill instead, even though we may 
have another 30 or 40 years of life still to navigate. This seems a 
glaring design flaw.

So it’s no surprise that many of us are less than delighted when 
what we’re beginning to actualize or enjoy gets pulled out from 
under us – like a plate of food we’re just forking into. We don’t feel 
done yet with a capable body and brain’s possibilities and purposes. 

By Loren Cruden
Breaking the Silence

“Why should there be 
an either-or-ness about 
aging... We are complex 

beings with complex 
capacities.”
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Of course, there are elders for whom decline is either not as sud-
den and pronounced or as troubling to endure. Genetics, income 
bracket, support systems, basic health and other circumstances play 
a part, as does temperament. Nonetheless, aging’s slide generally 
is not something people are champing at the bit to dive into. My 
own response to its depredations has not been altogether serene. 
The creative persistence that, throughout my life, got me through 
so many seemingly insurmountable challenges has become inef-
fective, unable to transcend the slide. A low blow! Like Wonder 
Woman losing her superpowers – forever. 

Response to loss of ability and acuity may ricochet through 
a number of phases, in no particular order: incredulity (“There 
must be some mistake; this can’t be happening already!”); scru-
tiny (“I can figure out and remedy this, make it work”); lying low 
(“I’ll wait a while, try to adjust”); derision (“Way to go, Einstein, 
locking yourself out of the house in your nightie, barefoot in the 
snow, again”); rage (“*@#^? this!!!”); comedy (“Whoopsie-daisy, 
Ollie, here I am, sunny-side up on the floor”); humiliation (“I’ll 
never leave the house again”); sadness (“I miss being able to/had 
still hoped to [fill in the blank]”); lowering the bar (“Well, if not 
that, maybe I can manage this, today”); listlessness (“What’s the 
point?”); mindless perkiness (“Who needs a point?”); solidarity 
(“I’ll get by with a little help from my friends”); aversion (“Old 
people are so doo-dah, doo-dah”); dangerous bursts of youthful-
ness (“Can I take a turn on the trampoline?”).  

There are days when one will and days when one will not “go 
gentle into that dark night.” Also days when one may truck along 
with no thought at all for the night – though its chill is never far off.

In Barry Lopez’s autobiographical book Horizon he quotes an 
Inuit’s description of the traditional shaman’s role as one “whose 
presence creates a space in which wisdom can appear.” My rec-
ollection of the wording may not be exact, but the sense of what 
this quote conveyed stayed with me.  

Last autumn I attended the memorial of a lovely man barely into 
his 50s who died of a heart attack while driving to town. At the 
memorial – which in our rural way included a potluck with food 
enough to nourish a small country should one drop in – person 
after person got up to speak of the unfailing kindness of this man, 
a gifted constancy of spirit. 

I’ve thought about him during many moments since, and about 
what renders irrelevant a community’s differences in politics, re-
ligion, and outlook, as this man’s humor and kindness did. These 
thoughts dovetailed with a return to essential clarity of view in 
recent months that remains regardless of occasional geyser-like 
noise from whatever phase (see above list) may internally vent itself 
from time to time. And the clarity itself dovetailed with Lopez’s 
quoted Inuit words about how certain ways of being present can 
open a space for wisdom to appear. It reminds me in the day-to-
day about how to continue participating in life, whatever is going 
on with the changling brain and body. 

Mindfulness is a buzzword I see all over the place these days. In 
simple terms it means skillful attention to what is present, though 
perhaps it might be useful, also, to be more skillfully attentive 

to what is absent in these times when so much has been/is being 
lost. Either way, Lopez’s quote, about opening a space conducive 
to wisdom, feels mindful – but less contrived: as with our lovely 
friend Mike whose spontaneous kindness arose from the heart 
rather than from application of a technique. 

Innate kindness can be the presence that invites space to open, 
as also can be the case with genuine, spontaneous compassion, 
listening, humor, inclusion, humbleness. Not trying to manipulate 
what’s happening but naturally making room for love to be served, 
something imminently possible regardless of age.

If I were to respond to an (unlikely, but who knows) request for 
advice from someone approaching age’s changes, I might suggest 
that, like weather, don’t take aging personally, as that distracts 
from a wider view. Realize what’s most important in life and get 
on with it. And, in addition to accepting less than sunshiny feel-
ings at times, be around others (and yourself) in ways that allow 
space for what’s good, what’s funny, what’s beautiful, what’s wise 
to appear. Do this, if for nothing else, in tribute to uncomplaining 
elders before us who staunchly forged on no matter what was 
tossed into their laps along the way.

Best wishes to all in the coming year!
Loren Cruden writes fiction, nonfiction, and poetry, available at 

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

Monthly Muse

YOU MATTER
GET COUNTED

April 1st is Census Day! Are you ready?
spokanecensus.org
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I arrived in Wenatchee for my third 
stop of One River, Many Voices on a sun-
ny mid-October afternoon. High on my 
priority list was to visit the confluence of 
the Wenatchee and Columbia rivers and, 
after collecting my luggage at the airport 
and getting behind the wheel of my rental 
car, I drove straight to Wenatchee Con-
fluence State Park. 

I walked around the well-groomed 
grounds and followed a quiet trail that 
took me to a bridge under which the 
Wenatchee River gurgled and swirled 
on its way to meet the Columbia. To my 
right I heard the incessant quacking of 
ducks among reedy inlets, which I later 
learned were part of a natural wetland 
area maintained to offer habitat protec-
tion for various fowl and fish species. 

Close to the park’s entrance I spotted 
a building with flags from various coun-
tries billowing gently with the afternoon 
breeze. Upon closer inspection I saw that 
the building was the headquarters for the 
Washington Apple Commission. To my 
surprise I was the only person other than 
the receptionist in the large entry hall 
which serves as an exhibit space. I took my 
time reading wall hangings and maps and 
perusing black and white photographs of 
the early days of the state’s apple industry.

To read a map depicting the apple-grow-
ing regions in the state is to understand 

that the entire industry hinges on water 
harvested from the Columbia River and 
its tributaries. This is something I began 
to suspect when, on my previous trip, I 
made my way from Wenatchee to Pateros, 
and on to Brewster, Okanogan, Omak, 
Bridgeport and Twisp, and marveled 
at orchard after orchard hugging every 
swath of land, at all kinds of angles, along 
the river’s banks. But this fact crystallized 
when I saw the entire industry superim-
posed onto the river’s serpentine course. 
With a shiver I realized that every apple 
ever produced by a grower in Washington 
state has gained its girth from the river’s 
waters. Every juicy bite of a Washington 
apple, every penny earned from its sale, 
bears the river’s stamp.

I remembered that, early in the year 
while strolling through Philadelphia’s 
Reading Terminal Market on my way 
to Temple University for a reading, I’d 
experienced a moment of pride admir-
ing the beautiful apples labeled Wash-
ington-grown, artfully displayed in the 
market stalls. I remember thinking that 
I, like the apples, hailed from the same 
place, but it did not occur to me then 
that the delight in the fruit was made 
possible by the very waters I had just 
photographed before entering the com-
mission’s building! 

It did not cross my mind in Philadel-

Article and Photo by Claudia Castro Luna
The River Flows in Apples

phia because I had not yet spent enough 
time reading, writing and thinking 
about the Columbia, nor yet spent time 
along its magnificent waters. I had not 
yet understood its historical import, its 
ecology, human habitation, and value to 
the state’s economy. 

According to the commission, Wash-
ington apples supply more than half of the 
U.S. market and close to 90% of worldwide 
apple consumption. This means that the 
waters of the Columbia and its tributaries 
travel around the world inside apple cells. 
Anyone biting into a juicy Washington ap-
ple is taking delight in the river’s waters.

It also struck me, while standing in the 
commission’s hall, that each one of the 
millions of apples readied for national 
distribution and international export 
is harvested by hand! All these apples 
bear the fingerprints of the worker who 
picked them. Thousands of individuals 
must work along the river’s banks har-
vesting fruit. And thousands maintain 
the orchards. In all of my travels I have 
seen no orchard unkempt, weed-infested 
or besieged by piles of rotten fruit. I have 
ever only admired neat rows with care-
fully pruned trees. 

Work and care is evident on the trees, 
yet the people who make this possible 
remain elusive to my eye. I have seen 
pickup trucks lining the roads and por-
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RIVER WATCHERS
Susanne Griepp
Sunlight and open sky color this afternoon’s wide Columbia. 
Crossing at Vantage, looking out through the bridge’s metal girders, 
I take in the river’s breadth and power, life-giving and deadly.
My husband and I turn off 1-90 into Ginkgo Petrified Forest State Park.
Beyond the paved lot, we touch eons in petrified wood, striated 
deep orange and dark earth tones in solid-grained boulders 
and smaller rocky relics arranged on sand.

Along the path near wide flowing water, we encounter 
elders, human faces on stick figures
staring back at us from this great rocky cliff.
The river’s constant voice overpowers
highway trucks and cars, its defining blue body in motion, 
carving fast and deep, not far from our feet
Was it a single artist, or did several dare 
to draw themselves into this grand gorge,
straight into this moment, these keepers of time?
Is this prominent figure here on rock a traveler 
or was this mighty river’s edge, home? I think
this is a woman staring at me. Was she a mother 
raising children in this wild place?
Did she grieve a child’s death before her own, as I have?

Wherever I go in the world – in sunshine, at the edge 
of carved gorges, on broad slopes, across mighty rivers, 
even inside ancient faces – 
I sense a vast home for heartache.
These figures keep on, casting their own light 
over the river.

One River, Many VoicesOne River, Many Voices

ta-potties like plastic sentries clustered 
at orchard edges. I have seen the backs of 
men, not their faces, sitting atop tractors 
rumbling between rows. Everywhere in 
apple country I have seen hundreds of 
large wooden crates neatly stacked, some 
brimming with fruit, others waiting to be 
filled. I have seen worker housing: rows 
of one-room huts that appear cold and 
forlorn at the edge of fields. It is a ghost 
labor force, as if the workers are to be 
visible only to the apple trees. 

I wished the commission had more 
information on the men and women who 
help grow, pick and process the stagger-
ing volume of apples produced. Without 
their labor the entire industry could not 
exist. I remain curious about the lives of 
the people, orchard owners and workers, 
who’ve made Washington apples relevant 
to the world.

The Columbia is both the verdigris river 
that flows steady to its ocean terminus, 
and the human river that flows alongside 
its banks. River of water and river of hu-
man stories. Like the polychrome hues of 
the water, there are the poly-voiced stories 
of the people: stories of toil, sacrifice, 
dignity, difficulty, determination, hard 
work … stories of human engineering, 
and stories of triumph.

Learn more and follow the journey at 
www.rivervoiceswa.com.
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Article and Photo by J. Foster Fanning
A shadow hawk gliding low over hill and 

dale. Long wings beating slowly as it silently 
floats across the northern landscape. The 
northern harrier, sometimes known as a 
marsh hawk, is common to our highlands 
area. 

Circus hudsonius is a medium-sized 
raptor, a bird of prey that makes its home 
throughout the northernmost United 
States and much of Canada. These are 
notable and slender raptors with long, 
broad wings enabling their signature low, 
slow glide. Sometimes mistaken for owls, 
northern harriers have a disk-shaped face 
resembling and functioning much like an 
owl’s, although they are not related to owls. 

All northern harriers have a white rump 
patch that is obvious in flight. The males of 
this species are gray on their back with whit-
ish undersides and distinct black wingtips. 
Observe closely and a dark trailing edge to 
the extended wing will be noted along with 
a black-banded tail. Females and immatures 
birds are generally brown, although the fe-
males sport whitish undersides, with black 
bands on the tail. Juvenile males have pale 
greenish-yellow eyes (as in the accompa-
nying image) while juvenile females have 
dark, coffee-brown eyes. The eye color of 
both sexes changes progressively to a deep 
yellow as the bird matures to adulthood.

Northern harriers forage on the wing, 
coursing low over the landscape when 
hunting. These birds are often seen grace-

fully weaving over fields and marshes as 
they watch and listen for small animals. 
On the other hand, it’s not all “low and 
slow” for these birds. In mating season, 
each male advertises his stamina and 
courtship-worthiness as well as territory 
by performing acrobatic flights up to 1,000 
feet off the ground, sometimes covering 
more than half a mile in an intricate, aerial 
dance. Also, during their migration in the 
fall and spring, an attentive observer will 
see harriers high in the sky traveling over 
mountain ridges and coastlines.

Unlike other hawks, northern harriers 
rely heavily on their sense of hearing 
combined with sharp eyesight to capture 
prey. Stiff facial feathers direct sounds to 
the ears. According to the Cornell Lab of 
Ornithology: 

“In the breeding season they eat small 
mammals, reptiles, amphibians, and birds. 
During winter, harriers in the northern 
part of the range feed almost exclusively 
on meadow voles; they also eat deer mice, 
house mice, shrews, rabbits, and songbirds 
(including meadowlarks, northern cardi-
nals, and song sparrows) Harriers wintering 
in the southern part of their range eat cotton 
rats, house mice, harvest mice, rice rats, 
shrews, and songbirds.” 

Northern harriers predominantly hunt 
small mammals and lesser birds, but they 
are capable of taking bigger prey like rabbits 
and ducks. And extremely rare for any hawk 

Northern Harrier, a Keen Hunter
species, harriers sometimes subdue larger 
animals by drowning them.

Northern harriers typically breed in 
wide-open habitations ranging from Arc-
tic tundra to prairie grasslands, fields and 
marshes. Their nests, which can be up to 
two feet in diameter, are concealed on the 
ground in grasses or wetland vegetation. 
In migration and winter, harriers typically 
move south away from areas that receive 
heavy snow cover, ending up in open hab-
itats similar to those in which they breed. 
They eat on the ground, and they perch on 
low posts or trees.

When it comes to nesting, it can be either 
the male or the female which chooses the 
nest site. The nest is customarily in a dense 
clump of vegetation such as willows, cat-
tails, grasses, sedges, and reeds. Males, on 
occasion, start building a nest platform, with 
both sexes bringing in nesting materials, but 
later the female takes control of arranging 
the form of the nest. Nest building usually 
takes a week or two, depending on how 
many females the male is courting, which 
is usually one or two, although when food 
is abundant a male may be kept busy pro-
viding food to up to a half a dozen mates 
and their offspring. 

Although northern harriers don’t protect 
large territories, both males and females 
vigorously defend the nest itself, and vigor is 
well needed as they face a lineup of coyotes, 
feral dogs, striped skunks, raccoons, red 

In Nature

509-684-6501
colvilleglass@gmail.com
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foxes, American crows, common ravens, 
and great horned owls. Nesting females 
regularly chase away other harrier females, 
and males chase away other harrier males. 

Females incubate eggs and brood chicks, 
while males provide most of the food for the 
females and nestlings. Livestock and deer 
occasionally trample eggs and nestlings. The 
pale bluish-white eggs generally average 
4-6 per nest. Incubation is short – usually 
about 30-32 days. Female harriers remain 
with the chicks most of time with the male 
delivering food to the female, who feeds 
it to the young. Eventually, with nestlings 
bounding about, the female transitions into 
hunting mode and assists in providing food 
for the growing brood. Fledglings may move 
short distances away from the nest after 
about a week or so but return for feeding. 

First flights begin when the fledglings 
reach a month old. Like most young pred-
ators, juvenile harriers play by pouncing 
on each other or on inanimate, vole-sized 
objects to hone their hunting skills. 

In winter, northern harriers roost in 

groups on the ground, sometimes with 
short-eared owls. The larger females are 
dominant to the males.

While northern harriers are a fairly com-
mon bird, scientific studies indicate their 
populations are on the decline. According 
to Cornell, “The North American Breeding 
Bird Survey records a steady decline of over 
1% per year from 1966 to 2014, resulting 
in a cumulative loss of 47%, with Canadian 
populations declining more than U.S. pop-
ulations.” Habitat loss is a big contributor 
to reduced harrier populations as wetlands 
are drained and significant tracts of land 
are developed for large-scale agriculture. 

The lesser mammals that harriers 
prey upon have also diminished, which 
is attributed to overgrazing, pesticides, 
and reduced shrub cover from crop field 
expansion. Northern harriers are suscep-
tible to the effects of pesticides because 
they eat small, poisoned animals. In the 
mid-twentieth century their populations 
dropped from contamination by DDT. 
Northern harriers have typically been safe 

from hunting because of their reputation 
for keeping mouse populations in check, but 
they are still sometimes shot at in communal 
winter roosts in Texas and the southeastern 
United States.

Several types of harriers can be found 
in parts of Europe and Asia, but North 
America has only one, and for a long time, 
evidenced by fossils unearthed in northern 
Mexico dating from 11,000 to 40,000 years 
ago.

The oldest northern harrier on record was 
a female, and at least 15 years, 4 months old 
when she was captured and released in 2001 
by a bird bander in Quebec. She had been 
banded in New Jersey in 1986.

Get out those winter boots, lace ‘em up 
tight, and make tracks into that great out-
of-doors. You never know what you’ll find…

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.
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984 S. Main • Colville • 509-684-6505
Open 7 days a week

 Monday - Saturday 8 am to 6 pm
Sunday 9 am to 5 pm

You can recycle fluorescent and other mer-
cury-containing bulbs for FREE 

at your Colville Do it Center!
(Limit of 10 per visit)

WWW.COLVILLEHARDWARE.DOITBEST.COM

A LOCAL BUSINESS GIVING BACK TO OUR LOCAL COMMUNITY!

SHOPPING SPREE WINNERS!

   We have given away over                           of                 
                                                    to local winners 
since 2002 during our twice a year drawings!

$29,000
FREE MERCHANDISE

Congratulations to Ken Kamstra!Congratulations to Ken Kamstra!Congratulations to David Frazier!Congratulations to David Frazier!
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Being of Service

January is Vocational Service Month for Rotary. Rotary’s 
foundation is built on the various vocations it represents 
through its members. The name Rotary originates from the 
practice of rotating meeting sites at places of business 
among members. While times have changed and now, 
generally, Rotary meetings are held at one location, the 
various skills, opportunities and experiences each member 
brings are still key ingredients for a strong, service-ori-
ented Rotary club.

As a Rotarian you are asked to follow a Code of Con-
duct and employ the Four-Way Test. Rotarians believe 
in fostering and encouraging high ethical standards in 
business and professions. The Four-Way Test was cre-
ated by Herbert J. Taylor, a businessman and member 
of the Rotary Club of Chicago, and adopted by Rotary 
International in 1934. Working to save a company from 
bankruptcy, Taylor developed the test as an ethical guide 
to follow in all business matters. It revolves around four 
simple questions.

1. Is it the TRUTH? 
2. Is it FAIR to all concerned? 
3. Will it build GOODWILL and BETTER FRIENDSHIPS? 
4. Will it be BENEFICIAL to all concerned? 
The company’s eventual survival was credited to this 

simple philosophy.
The Rotary Club of Colville, recognizing the importance 

of vocations, offers two scholarships every year, with 
one scholarship specifically trade-focused. If you are a 

student, reach out to your local Rotary clubs to see what 
scholarships are available.

The Rotary Club of Colville also hosts the annual Career 
Expo in October. Working with the Colville School District 
and Washington State University Stevens County Extension, 
they hold a day-long session at the Colville Community 
College. The focus is on local trades and employment. 
Students from the Tri-County region are bused over and 
have opportunities to meet employers face-to-face. 

Each year the expo is growing; this year we had more 
than 600 students participate. Students are encouraged 
to submit résumés and have questions ready for the 30-
plus vendors present. If you have a business and would 
like to participate, please reach out to the Rotary Club 
of Colville. 

This year the club is also starting a new mentorship 
program. This program matches students with Rotarians 
in occupations of their interest. Students will experience 
mock interviews, résumé reviews, internships, job shad-
owing and other career-advancing opportunities.  

Vocational Service Month calls on Rotarians to empow-
er others by using their unique skills and expertise to 
address community needs and help others discover new 
professional opportunities and interests. Rotary is more 
than meetings and donations; Rotary is about service 
and enhancing the community it serves. Recognizing the 
importance of our individual vocations and sharing that 
knowledge is an integral part of Rotary. 

The High Standard of Vocations
By Adenea Thompson

This page made possible by the Rotary Club of Colville. Learn more on FB @ColvilleRotary
To view a list of all the Rotary Clubs in the district, visit district5080.org/clubdirectory
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Events
Jan 2: First Thursday Art Walk, 5:30-8 pm, 

downtown Chewelah. 

Jan 3: First Fridays Open Mic Night, 8-10:30 
pm, Meyers Falls Market, Nov - May.

Jan 5: Northport Lions Club BINGO at the 
Northport School Cafeteria, Noon-4. Early 
Bird, Regular, Fast Pick and Blackout with a 
$500 Jackpot. Must be 18 or older to play. Call 
509-690-2158 for more info.

Jan 9: Illusionist Isaiah Daniel, Cutter Theatre, 
302 Park St., Metaline Falls, 7 pm. Dinner at 
6. See ad page 32.

Jan 10: Nothing to Lose Productions pres-
ents “Singer Series: Western Talent,” 7 pm, 
Chewelah Center for the Arts. For audiences 
21 and over. Visit chewelahcenterforthearts.
com or call 509-936-9333 for more info. 

Jan 11: 10th Annual Ferry County Rail Trail Ski 
Day. Visit ferrycountyrailtrail.com for info.

Jan 11: The Colville Library Improvement 
Club book sale, 10-1, library basement. Items 
for all ages: hard backs $0.50, paperbacks 
$0.25, CD’s and video’s $0.25, many chil-
dren’s books $0.10. Boxes of books by well-
known author’s $1.00, and some free items.

Jan 12: Dances of Universal Peace, 2-5 pm, 
UCC Church, lower level, 2nd and Maple, 
Colville. Donations appreciated. Potluck fol-
lowing. Call 509-684-1590 for more info.

Jan 12: Reception at CREATE, 400 W. 4th, 
Newport, 1-3 pm for “Shingleworks,” by local 
artists who have re-imagined the weather 
worn cedar shingles from our old roof, creat-
ing whimsical and wonderful works for this 
collaborative community art project. Meet the 
artists, refreshements provided. Call 509-447-
9277 for more info. 

Jan 14: Vitalant Blood Drive & Chili Feed, 
Ag Trade Center, 411 W. Astor St., Colville, 
11:30-5. Vitalant is the sole blood provider 
to more than 35 hospitals across the Inland 

Northwest and needs at least 200 donors each 
day to meet the needs of those patients. Call 
509-714-6443 to reserve a spot or for more 
info.

Jan 15: One River Nonprofit Network, 12-1:30, 
for anyone in the region involved in or with 
an interest in nonprofits. Held at the Hospi-
tality House, 216 South Washington Avenue, 
Newport. Visit washingtonnonprofits.org, call 
509-675-3791.

Jan 16: Chewvino Comedy night with Phillip 
Kopczynski, 309 E Main, Chewelah, 7 pm. Call 
509-935-8444 for more info.

Jan 17-19, 24-26: Park Avenue Players presents 
“The Odd Couple,” 7 pm (2 pm on Sundays), 
Chewelah Center for the Arts. Visit chewelah-
centerforthearts.com or call 509-936-9333 for 
more info. 

Jan 18: Winterfest, Republic. Visit republicwa.
org for more info.

Jan 18: Gold Rush Fun Run, Beaver Lodge, 2430 
Hwy 20 East, on Tiger Pass at the Pend Oreille 
Lakes, presented by Colville Driftriders. Sign in 
at 9 am, $500 in cash prizes. Call 509-684-5657 
for more info.

Jan 18: Veterans For Peace and Public Policy Fo-
rum: National disgraces discussion at the Kettle 
Falls Public Library, Noon – 4 pm. In association 
with St’al-sqil-xw, Veterans For Peace Chapter 
#004, Poor Peoples’ Campaign. Potluck lunch, 
snacks, non-alcohol beverages offered. Email 
info@stalsqilxw.org for more info.

Jan 18: Foodstock 2020, Northern Ales Brewery, 
325 W. 3rd Ave., Kettle Falls, 1-11 pm. No cover, 
all cash and food donations benefit the Kettle 
Falls Community Chest. See ad back page for 
the band line-up and more info.

Jan 18: Deer Park Winterfest & Craft Fair, Deer 
Park High School, 800 S. Weber Rd., Deer Park, 
9-4, featuring live entertainment, vendor mall, 
chess competition, races, outhouse competition, 
family movies in the firehouse, bonfire at city 
hall, chili cookoff, pizza competition, coffee 
cupping and more! 
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CALL HOSTING PARTIES TO CONFIRM LISTING INFO. THE NORTH COLUMBIA MONTHLY 
WILL NOT BE HELD RESPONSIBLE FOR ERRORS OR SCHEDULE CHANGES. 

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

Jan 20: Martin Luther King, Jr. Day.

Jan 23-26: Blizzard Music Fest, Rossland, B.C.

Jan 24: Organic Grain Growers Summit 2020, 
WSU Extension, 986 S. Main, Suite D, Colville, 
9:30-4:30. Hosted by Red Bridge Farm. Call 
509-738-9004 for more info.

Jan 25: Women in Ag Conference, WSU Exten-
sion, 986 S. Main, Suite D, Colville, 8-5. Visit 
womeninag.wsu.edu for more info.

Jan 25: Rossland Winter Carnival Bobsled Race, 
2105 Columbia Ave., Rossland, B.C., 9-Noon. 
Visit rosslandwintercarnival.com for more info.

Jan 26: Health and fitness event, 9-5, Dreamswept 
Ranch, 192 Jacknife Lookout Rd., Kettle Falls. 
See ad page 30.

Trail & District Arts Council has a packed 
calendar of events at trail-arts.com. 

Meetings & 
Opportunities
Jan 15: Northeast Washington Genealogy Society 

meets the second Wednesday of each month, 
1-3 pm, lower level of the LDS Church, Juniper 
Street, Colville. Please use the entry at the back. 
Open to all. Learn more at newgs.org. 

The South Stevens County Chamber of 
Commerce, first Thursday of the month, 11 
am, visit SouthStevensCountyChamber.org to 
find each month’s location. The Chewelah 
Chamber of Commerce, Fridays, 7 am, 
Chewelah Casino, 2555 Smith Road south of 
Chewelah off Hwy. 395. The Colville Cham-
ber of Commerce, Tuesdays, noon, Eagles 
Lodge 608 N Wynne Street. Details at www.
colville.com. The Kettle Falls Chamber 
of Commerce, Thursdays, 7 am, Sandy’s 
Drive Inn. For info, call 509-738-2300 or visit 
kfchamber.com. The Northport Chamber 
of Commerce meets the first Wednesday of 
each month, 6 pm, Northport City Hall, 315 
Summit Ave, Northport. The North Pend 
Oreille Chamber meets the first Monday 
of each month, 6:30-8:30 pm, Metaline Town 
Hall, 101 Housing Dr., Metaline.

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

Celebrate Recovery,  a 12-step program, meets 
Fridays, 5:30 pm, Mt. Carmel Health Education 
Building, 1169 East Columbia Avenue, Lower 
Level, Colville, WA (across street from emergency 
room). A light meal is served. Call 509-935-0780 
for a ride or more info. 

The NE WA Amateur Radio Club, first Sat-
urday at 11 am, Valley Fire Training Center.

Deer Park Business Referral & Networking 
group, Tuesday mornings, 8-9 am for breakfast 
at Paulines, Deer Park. 509-276-8556.

Rape, Domestic Violence & Crime Victims, 
help is available. Confidential, 24 hours a day 
at 509-684-6139 or toll free 1-844-509-7233.

Foster Parent Care Givers Needed: Children 
in Stevens, Ferry, and Pend Oreille coun-
ties are in need of safe, nurturing families. 
Contact Fostering WA at 509-675-8888 or 
1-888-KIDS-414.

Child Advocates Needed:  Join Stevens Coun-
ty Court Appointed Special Advocates (CASA) 
investigating child abuse and speaking up for 
a child’s best interest in court. All training is 
provided. Call 509-685-0673.

The NE WA Amateur Radio Club, first Sat-
urday at 11 am, Valley Fire Training Center.

The Panorama Gem and Mineral Club, third 
Tuesday of each month, Arden Community 
Center, 7 pm. www.PanoramaGem.com.

Camas Valley Grange No. 842, second Sat-
urday at 5:30 pm at the Grange in Springdale.

North East Back Country Horsemen, third 
Saturday, potluck, 6-8:30 pm, Clayton Grange. 
Visit NEBCHW.com or call 509-598-0333.

Narcotics Anonymous recovery group meets 
Mondays, 215 S. Oak, Colville (County Com-
missioner’s Building, brown door) at 7 pm and 
Thursdays, 401 N. Wynne St. in Colville (The 
Youth Center) at 7:30 pm. The third Monday 
of every month, we celebrate “clean” birthdays 
with a potluck and cake at 6:30 pm.

Colville Piecemakers Quilt Guild, 3rd 
Tuesday of the month, 6 pm, at the Colville 
Community Center (HUB), 231 W. Elep, 
Colville. Visit colvillepiecemakers.webs.com.  

Cross Borders Weaving Guild meets on the 
2nd Saturday of each month at the VFW Hall, 
135 Hwy 20, Colville. Email woodtick50@aol.
com for more info. 

Colville Valley Fiber Friends, (CVFF) meet 
every Monday at the Ag Trade Center, 317 W. 
Aster, Colville, noon - 3 pm. All interested 
in spinning, weaving and other fiber arts are 
welcome. For more information, contact Sue 
Gower at 509-445-1796.

Colville Multiple Sclerosis self-help group 
meets the first Friday of each month in the 
lower level of the Providence Health Education 
House, 1169 E Columbia, Colville, at 1pm. All 
those living with MS are invited. For info, call 
509-684-3252.

MORE LISTINGS 
& DETAILS AT 

NCMONTHLY.COM
The Northport Times

NORTHPORT – JANUARY 2020: Heavy 
snowfalls have caused quite the concern. Already 
the weight has caused the collapse of a roof and 
a barn. Untold trees have broken because of the 
ice. In spite of it all, the winter festivals have been 
overwhelmingly successful.  

Last week, Northport Town Council voted by 
unanimous decision to improve clean water ac-
cess for its citizens by installing a large storage 
tank half way up Silver Crown in the spring. It 
has been noted and discussed numerous times 
over past years. As winters are becoming colder 
and blizzards more frequent, it seems that inci-
dents of frozen pumps are rising. All residents 
could soon tap water right into their kitchens!  
Any and all able-bodied men willing to assist in 
the project, please leave your name on the  work 
register at Town Hall. The site will be prepared as 
soon as the ground thaws.  Mr. S. Baumbach will 
be superintendent of the project.   
     —Viola Murphy
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Can you honestly have a Freddie Mercury 
greatest hits retrospective without “Queen” 
in the title? The answer is an obvious “Yes, 
dahhhling.” (In our best Freddie accent.)  

Since he passed 
away in 1991, Mer-
cury’s legend has 
only exponentially 
grown, and rightly 
so. Even going over 
the now 25-year-old 
posthumous release 
by Queen, Made in 
Heaven (recorded 
while Mercury was 
incredibly fragile 
and weak in the last 
stages of AIDS-re-
lated illness), Mercury’s vocals are utterly 
jaw-dropping.  

Freddie Mercury: Never a Dull Moment

LISTEN UP

So, the aptly titled Never Boring is a 
well-conceived three-CD release (also 
including Blu-Ray material) with a 120-
page hardcover book containing new 

photos and other 
rarit ies.  Just the 
staggering versions 
of “Barcelona” and 
“I Was Born to Love 
You” are enough 
of a testament to 
Mercury’s creative 
and vocal genius. By 
the time you get to 
the massive “Mr. 
Bad Guy” or “The 
Great Pretender” 
remake, Mercury’s 

royal rule over 20th century popular music 
is undisputed.  

Toto’s Solar Power
While it’s been decades since “Africa” 

played every hour on the hour via FM ra-
dio (by the way, singing the chorus while 
cruising through retail-outlet parking 
lots is a great way to watch your pre-teens 
squirm with embarrassment), Toto have 
done anything but rest on their laurels.  

Having endured everything from being 
shunned during the melody-challenged 
‘90s to losing lead singers, tragically 
watching drummers pass away, watch-

The “Barcelona” HD video is absolutely 
phenomenal, and Mercury’s flamboyant 
performance with Montserrat Caballé is a 
standout in the video and Blu-Ray material.  

While this release compiles just about 
every solo work Mercury put out, it does 
have a hefty price tag ($68+ US on Am-
azon) and may only appeal to hard-core 
Mercury fans, since a lot of the recorded 
material can be found on other releases 
(some Mercury demos would have been a 
nice inclusion, as they are both fascinating 
and imminently listenable).  

Nearly 30 years after he moved to the 
realm of the gods, entirely new generations 
are basking in Freddie Mercury’s glory, and 
Never Boring is a solid testament to one of 
the greatest frontmen and performers to 
ever blow the doors off of stadiums around 
the globe.

ing lead singers come back (and then 
leave again), this LA outfit has a Net-
f lix-worthy story 
most bands won’t 
come close to.  

Wit h 40 Tr ips 
Around the Sun, 
the current line-
up remasters many  
of Toto’s greatest 
works along with 
three newly-com-
pleted tracks in a 
package that is as 
well-conceived as 
it is timeless. With 
uber-vocalist Joseph Williams at the mic 
for the new “Alone” and the fantastic 
“Spanish Sea,” the band sounds as vital as 
ever. These tracks sit perfectly alongside 
the powerhouse “Stop Loving You,” “Pa-
mela” and the venerable, pocket-perfect 
“Rosanna.”  

While the band seems poised for a 
lengthy hiatus (if not full-blown re-
tirement), 40 Trips Around the Sun is a 

Reviews by Michael Pickett

worthy compilation of nearly everything 
that makes them great.  I say “nearly,” 

because a double 
album would have 
allowed for hidden 
gems like “Anna,” 
“Til the End” and 
perhaps nine or ten 
more phenomenal 
tracks to have been 
included.  

Still, what’s here 
is a great point of 
entry into a band 
that has been set-
t ing t he instru-

mental and vocal bar very high for 
popular music ever since Carter was 
president.  The subtle and tasteful re-
mastering of everything right down to 
the iconic album-ender, “Africa,” makes 
this absolutely worth owning.

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!FM 92.1

Catch all the action!

KCRK 
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Lisa Halliday’s acclaimed debut novel has three movements, the 
first of which is narrated by a young woman in New York who has an 
affair with a much older man. The inventory of asymmetries begins 
with this old successful author and young assistant editor: He buys 
hundred-dollar jars of jam; she struggles to keep financially afloat. He 
has fame, talent, and influence; she does not. On the other hand, she’s 
attractive, healthy, and has her life in front of her, and he’s wrinkly, 
in pain, and takes Viagra. The story is brisk – snappy urban dialogue 
– but we wonder where it’s going. And where its scattered literary 
quotations, with their further pointed asymmetries, are leading. 

Part two arrives, seeming unconnected to part one. Its narrator 
is an Iraqi-American on his way – via London – to visit his brother 
in Kurdistan. Officials at London Heathrow detain him: a blatant 
example of racial profiling. Much of this section unfolds in personal 
flashbacks as Amar, the narrator, waits in detention. At this point the 
reader may begin catching theme fragments relating to part one. For 
instance, in part two: “We all disappear down the rabbit hole now 
and again.” (Part one’s narrator is named Alice.) “Sometimes we 

jump into the hole, sometimes we allow 
ourselves to be pulled into the hole, and 
sometimes, not entirely inadvertently, we 
trip.” Once noticing a theme overlap, the 
reader stays alert for more of them – part 
one and two’s monologues become an 
oblique dialogue.

The war in Iraq displays another array 
of asymmetries, peripheral in part one and more noticeable in part 
two. The book is arranged almost like a formal piece of music; its 
coda takes us back to part one’s old man, the writer. Only now he is 
in London and, like Amar, being interviewed. But his is an indulgent 
radio interview, not the racist interrogation Amar is enduring; and, 
instead of part one’s quoted bits of literature, the coda uses references 
to oldies music.

Like watching and re-watching the classic BBC series “Inspector 
Morse” with its back-looping plot twists, it may illuminate to venture 
Asymmetry more than once.   

A Good Read

Barry Lopez, one of America’s most cogent writers, has a new book 
out; Horizon is autobiographical, its scope globe-spanning. A com-
pulsive traveler, Lopez, like Paul Theroux, is a participant-observer 
and, like Peter Matthiessen, an accomplished amateur naturalist. And, 
like both, an absorbing storyteller. 

As a young man Lopez realized that what he wanted in life was to 
“see and write about landscapes I thought I could have an informing 
conversation with, and about the compelling otherness of wild animals.” 
Some of Lopez’s previous books, such as Arctic Dreams and Of Wolves 
and Men, exemplify this kind of conversation. Horizon’s more than 
500 pages highlight six regions – and the fact that landscapes Lopez 
feels he can have informing conversations with tend to be extreme: the 
High Arctic, the Galapagos, Kenya’s desert, northwest Australia and 
Botany Bay, Antarctica, and Lopez’s (rugged but less extreme) home 
turf in Oregon. He uses his experiences in these places as springboards 
for wide-ranging thoughts, questions, and perspectives.

Reading, I pictured Lopez in two ways: as a precise (if sometimes 
poetic) mind-machine trundling around remote landscapes, record-
ing what’s encountered (“… warm breezes enlivened the land and 
thousands of nesting common murres, double-crested and pelagic 
cormorants, and Cassin’s and rhinoceros auklets were diving and 
swooping the water”); and as a boyish soul full of intense curiosity 
and vulnerability. 

Often the two aspects appear at once. (“We’re camped in an abiotic 
ocean of seemingly stayed time and nearly undifferentiated space, 
beneath a fall of Archean light. Our presence [in a cold camp at the 
South Pole] seems as inconsequential as the death of a mayfly. Yet 

I am as comfortable in this place as one 
hand would be resting in the cradle of 
the other…. It feels so oddly safe here.”) 

What I liked best about the book, besides 
the glimpses of wondrous landscapes and 
wildlife I’ll never get to see, were Lopez’s 
penetrating thought-tangents – many 
of them products of insomnia. Such as, 
during his time fossil-gathering in Ken-
ya: “In looking back on our origins, we might easily fall prey to two 
misconceptions. First, that H. sapiens evolved toward perfection (as 
opposed to simply changing in response to changes in its environment); 
and second, that whatever might have been lost from one millennium 
to the next as modern man evolved is something that we are well rid 
of. The idea of ‘improvement’ in a species over time has no footing 
in evolutionary theory.” 

The interlinking of encounters, thought-tangents, landscapes, and 
modest bits of Barry-ness, so beautifully woven in his trademark 
formal prose, distills and expands upon Lopez’s extraordinary body 
of work – a magnificent achievement.    

Other recommendations from the H-L shelves:

Adam Johnson – Fortune Smiles (short stories)
Jonathan Lethem – Motherless Brooklyn

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

Horizon, by Barry Lopez

Reviews by Loren Cruden

Asymmetry, by Lisa Halliday
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Living in inland northeast Washington 
and at a 2,600-foot elevation means lots 
of snow. Some years more than others of 
course, but still ... lots of snow. For the 
several species of birds that winter over, 
finding adequate food sources for survival 
can be a challenge. 

As a wild bird lover and advocate, I 
have not only landscaped my yard to en-
courage habitat for the birds, but I also 
offer feeding stations year-round. And a 
great many birds appreciate the offerings 
of black sunflower seeds, dried fruit, suet, 
millet, niger seeds and nuts. Especially in 
our long, cold winters. 

Snow covers all open ground up on our 
mountain, even under the conifer trees, as 
wind blows the snow in every direction. 
Occasionally a mountain ash tree might 
have some remaining red berries on a 
leafless branch, or the rose bushes might 
provide a few rosehips. But for the most 
part, food is scarce. No nutritious bugs are 
crawling about, no flying insects are to be 
seen.

My feeding stations are placed for easy 
access from safe perches. My lilac bush-
es and maple tree are the favorite places. 
During an average day, I can look out my 
front window and see five different vari-
eties of birds at a time flitting and chirp-
ing, pecking apart the sunflower seeds 
and taking chunks out of the hanging suet 
baskets. 

Article and Photo by Patricia Ediger
On the day of this writing, I saw black-

capped chickadees and mountain chick-
adees, red-breasted nuthatches, both the 
hairy and downy woodpeckers (who look 
almost identical, except that the hairy is at 
least twice the size of the downy, which is 
a little larger than a sparrow), dark eyed 
juncos, sparrows, Stellar’s jays and, sur-
prisingly, a whole flock of evening gros-
beaks. 

Usually, grosbeaks disappear along with 
most of the other summer residents. I was 
happily surprised to see my maple tree 
filled with 20-plus male and female gros-
beaks, chirping and eating the black sun-
flower seeds as fast as they could. When 
disturbed they arise as one and fly off, 
only to return when they see that it is safe. 

I was collecting an armload of firewood 
on the front porch to stock my woodstove 
when I discovered them. I stood there for 
several minutes, getting colder by the sec-
ond, but wanting to enjoy the lovely sight. 
The males, with their yellow and black 
striped heads, looked so cheerful against 
the snowy background. Our friends next 
door also enjoy these evening grosbeaks, 
nicknaming them the “Mod Squad.” 

Evening grosbeaks, like many other 
birds, are somewhat nomadic and move 
about from the mountains to the lowlands 
in winter depending on the availability of 
food. Many birds can spot feeders while 
flying, so strategic placement in an open 

area near shrubbery or trees and safe from 
predators can encourage birds to visit. 

It is important to use bird seed that is 
dry and clean. One example is black sun-
flower seeds – a favorite among many 
bird species and relatively inexpensive. It 
might take a few weeks for birds to dis-
cover a new feeder, but they will most 
likely show up if one is patient. Keeping 
my feeders reliably full, I might just see 
this flock now and again through the win-
ter. This flock is familiar with my place, 
having spent the summer here, breeding 
and raising young, and consuming large 
quantities of seed. They were very messy, 
spilling seed on the deck with their huge 
beaks, but I enjoyed them and spent the 
extra money to keep the feeders full. 

One never knows what bird species 
might appear. Last year, in early February, 
I was amazed to see a flock of American 
robins in my bare snow-laden aspen trees. 
They were there only for a few minutes, 
but long enough for me to grab my cam-
era and take a few shots. That was a treat. 
Red feathers were delightful to see in our 
very white landscape. 

The winter before that we were visited 
by a flock of red polls, which I have yet 
to see here again. They spent two weeks 
or so at my feeders among the chickadees 
and nuthatches. Truly a lovely bird and I 
enjoyed the time spent watching and pho-
tographing them. 

The Pleasure and Surprise of Winter Birds
Mountain Meandering
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An ornithologist I am not, but I so en-
joy learning more and observing the wild 
birds with each passing winter. I can only 
guess as to why some species show up 
when they do. Perhaps, as with the red 
polls (an Arctic bird), the winter was es-
pecially harsh, causing them to fly farther 
south in search of food. As for the robins 
showing up for the only time in the 25 
years we’ve lived here, I suspect an early 

migration – or maybe they had enough 
good food sources and never left? 

With our changing climates and weath-
er patterns we might see more irregulari-
ties in bird migrations. Occurrences like 
these cause me to pay better attention and 
appreciate the special moments as they 
happen. I also find it meaningful to do my 
part in helping these winter birds find sus-
tenance and preserve their existence, from 

here in my backyard to wherever else they 
may travel. Their lives might seem small 
and insignificant to some, but for me they 
renew joy during this cold, long season. 

Patricia Ediger is a freelance photogra-
pher specializing in wildlife, nature, and 
landscape photography. See her work at her 
gallery at the Old Apple Warehouse, Kettle 
Falls, WA and at patriciaedigerphotogra-
phy.com.
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“Last call!” It was December 31, 1915. 
Prohibition was enacted at midnight in 
Washington State. Initially, individuals could 
purchase two quarts of liquor every twenty 
days but only after receiving a permit from 
the county auditor. Two years later the state 
went fully dry. 

Canada began a modified version of 
prohibition allowing individual provinces 
to endorse various programs. Prohibition in 
British Columbia commenced in late 1917. 
British Columbians were able to buy alco-
hol “for medicinal purposes,” so drugstore 
incomes rose with the sudden increase in 
colds, catarrh and other ailments requiring 
a whiskey cure. By the time Canada put na-
tional prohibition into effect – as a temporary 
wartime measure from 1918 to 1920 ‒ the 
supply routes were well established. 

Some enterprising Vancouver business-
men formed the Consolidated Liquor Ex-
porters, Limited.  A warehouse, opened in 
the old Columbia Brewery in Grand Forks, 
held the stock imported from eastern liquor 
distillers and direct from Scotland. Some 
bottles were labelled “Made in Kentucky and 
sold to Canada for Export.” As long as Can-
ada exported that alcohol, it 
was legal and Canada did 
not pay duty. The four men 
who managed the business 
in Grand Forks also made 
deliveries to border points, 
where they handed off the 
products to their American 
counterparts. 

Grand Forks and Lake 
Christina, mere miles north 
of the border, became the 
recreation areas for parched 
Americans in nearby coun-
ties. Republic, Orient, Cur-
lew and Colville competed 
in Sunday baseball tourna-
ments there. It is doubtful 
that Mexico received all the 
alcohol listed on the Cana-
dian export documents. 

Rum running became a 
thriving industry in 1920, 
when the United States out-
lawed the manufacture, sale 
and transportation of liquor, 
including importation and 
exportation. In 1923, one Grand Forks bank 
handled $750,000 U.S.  

Not only did the Canadian smugglers 
and banks profit but so did the Canadian 
tinsmiths, who made stills for foreign buyers 
without fear of being reported to authorities. 
However, not all smuggling operations were 
profitable. One Canadian farmer sold a large 
load of liquor to a U.S. rum runner only to 
discover his payment was in counterfeit cash.

Lady Luck visited others when a Great 
Northern Railway employee found 40 cases 
of alcohol under a coal car he was off-load-
ing. The coal car had been dropped at the 
Weston roundhouse instead of completing 
its journey south of the border. 

 By McLean Taylor That employee was also required to 
conduct fire patrols. These patrols involved 
following the train and reporting any fires 
started by sparks from the engine. In a little 
train speeder (jigger) he followed the G. N. 
train daily across the border to Republic. 
Being a routine sight, he did not generate 
much interest from the customs inspectors. 

The speeder had limited cargo space but over 
time the railroader’s bank account improved. 
It improved so much that he offered to take Ed 
Grey, a bank clerk, on an all-expenses-paid 
trip to India. 

It was rumored that, to avoid the fines and 
punishment for breaking Springdale’s ordi-
nance on liquor sales, most purchases were 
made directly from the town marshal’s office. 
Fines collected went into the city’s coffers, but 
the illicit gains from illegal dealings created 
a cushion for meager civil servant wages. 

A couple of innovative whiskey smugglers 
looking to expand their area of business came 
up with an unusual plan. They adapted a 
car to run on railroad tracks, so they could 

The Perils of Rum Running

Photo courtesy the Wauconda Hall Association.
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avoid the revenuers who patrolled the roads, 
while transporting the banned liquid along 
the rail system to Spokane. When the coast 
was clear, the couriers hastened to put their 
contraband-laden vehicle on the railroad 
track. The procedure went as planned and 
soon they were “driving” to Spokane. Visions 
of future profits danced before their eyes 
until a steam engine bearing down on them 
came into focus.

The inventive smugglers had not spent 
enough time in Spring-
dale to understand the 
railroad’s procedures. 
Often freight trains 
heading east were too 
heavily laden to make 
the Loon Lake grade, so 
half the rail cars were left 
in Springdale while the 
engine transported the remainder to the 
top of the grade. Then, the engine would 
disconnect and return to Springdale for the 
rest. Unaware that only one half of the train 
had departed Springdale, the smugglers now 
faced the returning engine. There was no way 
out for either vehicle.

Long blasts on the train whistle, screeching 
brakes, hissing steam, and screaming drivers 
culminated in one ear-splitting crash. The 
substantial engine tossed the car, its occu-
pants, and 18 gunny sacks of good Canadian 
whiskey across the prairie. 

When the engine finally ground to a stop, 
the engineer and brakeman leaped off and 
raced back to the accident scene. The smug-
glers were scratched, bruised, disheveled 
and disgruntled, but otherwise uninjured. 
Torn, wet gunny sacks lay scattered in the 
tall grass. Miraculously, not all the bottles 
suffered a hard landing. 

The decision was swift. The railroad must 
adhere to its schedule but the trainmen 
weren’t leaving empty-handed. The whisky 
runners howled in despair as the railroad-
ers grabbed what bottles they could carry. 
Almost on schedule, the train arrived at the 
Springdale depot where news of the accident 
spurred the townsfolk to mount a salvage 
operation. The following Saturday night 
dance, awash in Canadian whiskey, was one 
of the best attended in Springdale.

The presence of the Dry Squad, the arm of 
the police burdened with enforcing the liquor 

laws, necessitated those supplementing their 
incomes by bootlegging to use the roads less 
traveled. Unofficial border crossings cropped 
up in the hills between Chesaw and Molson, 
passing through Siwash Creek, and down 
through the hills to Anglin, or east shadowing 
the Aeneas Valley road until they could veer 
off to the Columbia River, cross on the ferry 
and head to Spokane. 

Another route in northern Okanogan 
County was over Copper Mountain between 

Chesaw and Toroda 
Creek. Jack Harvey 
of Torodo Creek 
used his rubber-tired 
wagon to slip across 
the border at night. 
From his house, pack 
horses took the load 
through the moun-

tains to Sweat Creek along the Tonasket 
to Republic road or through Rose Valley 
to Curlew Lake. Sleds were used in winter. 

Sam Seaton recalled that rum runners, 
who brought their goods through the res-
ervation, cached them in abandoned mines 
around Nespelem until the coast was clear 
to ferry across.

On one occasion, a car loaded with con-
traband was on the Grant County ferry run 
by Seaton. The ferry was already moving 
across the river when the couriers spotted 
a car bearing down on their landing point. 
The lawmen were waiting for them. The boot-
leggers were frantic. They couldn’t go back 
and they certainly didn’t want to continue 
forward. Options? They were down to one. 
Grimacing and grunting as much from their 
loss of revenue as their labor, they pushed 
the laden car off the ferry and into the river. 
(That loaded car may still be underwater near 
the ferry landing.)

Every night, the head of the Tonasket Dry 
Squad posted on his bulletin board where 
each man was to be stationed to catch the rum 
runners. After closing, someone unlocked 
the door to his office and read the listings 
to see which roads were watched. If the plan 
was to use a road that was blocked, the man 
would call with the news, “Your bulls are 
out.” For the Havillah road he would advise, 
“Your bulls are out by the tree in the road.” 

One of the first to prohibit alcohol, Wash-
ington State was also one of the first to repeal 

prohibition. “New Beers Eve” was April 6, 
1933, in Washington State. The first beer was 
served at midnight in Seattle. The beer ran 
out by noon. (British Columbia rescinded 
prohibition in 1921. The bootleggers enjoyed 
another twelve profitable years.)

Some of the rum roads were so well used 
that they remained visible into the 1980s. 
Slowly, nature has filled in the ruts with 
prairie grass and rain has smoothed the 
rutted roads. Only ghostly whispers on the 
wind and occasional remnants of the rum 
running days remain.

The information was taken from pub-
lished stories and biographies of people from 
Okanogan County. The Northport to Spokane 
rum running route was more dangerous with 
violent bootleggers and armed confrontations, 
but that is another story.

Taylor  moved to the North Columbia-Koo-
tenay region 20 years ago and discovered a 
history of  interesting and intriguing characters 
and believes their stories should be shared 
and celebrated.

“Visions of future profits 
danced before their eyes 

until a steam engine 
bearing down on them 

came into focus.”
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A few days ago, I was on my way home from the bus stop when 
my mouth was suddenly flooded with the taste of soft bubble 
gum. Now, I haven’t tasted that for fifty or sixty years, so imagine 
my surprise when it popped out of my deepest memories and 
into my mouth with no prompting at all. I can’t remember the 
brand name but I do remember it came in a soft little rectangle, 
wrapped in white paper with a bit of powder on the inside to 
keep the gum from sticking to the wrapper.

Later I told my husband how surprising it was to find that old 
flavor so fully-formed on my taste buds after such a long, long 
time. And that started our reminiscence about the penny candy 
of our childhood, well over a half-century in the past.

From Licorice to Lipstick
“Oh, I remember the licorice pinwheels. They were about 

the size of a fifty-cent piece (remember those?) and we’d slowly 
unwrap it while we ate. And I remember it had a hard…”

“…a hard, round candy right in the middle!” he finished for 
me. “Yeah, a little jawbreaker type candy!” He paused while we 
both smiled. “And what about the Pixie Stix? Those paper straws 
filled with dry Kool-Aid powder! I remember a lot of people 
used to try to make their own by crimping the end of a straw, 
pouring in a mix of Kool-Aid powder and sugar. Wow, were they 
ever sour!” Martin made a face and we broke down laughing.

My mind reached for more memories. “We had a little store 
on the corner where there were glass cases filled with different 
kinds of candy. Most of it was just a penny but some larger things, 
like huge jawbreakers, might be a nickel or even a quarter. That 
was a fortune back then.”

“We had a little corner store when I was a kid, too. Just down 
the block from our house. I liked to go by there after school to 
pick out something special for the walk home.” He and I sat back 
and drifted into the past until I broke the silence.

“You probably didn’t eat any of the lipstick. I think it was 
meant for girls. It was like a small piece of chalk and you could 
actually get it wet and wipe it on your lips just like real lipstick. 
Of course, as a little girl I was never allowed to wear real lipstick, 
so it was fun to pretend with the candy. It tasted kind of like 

cherries, I think.”

A Lip-Smacking Litany
Next came a rapid-fire volley back and forth between my 

memory and his. There were the liquid syrup-filled wax tubes, 
the huge long cherry licorice ropes that cost a whole week’s 
allowance, and the Bit-O-Honey wafers. And the Easter eggs 
made out of some kind of dried sugar. And the little cellophane 
tubes that came with maybe eight or nine small balls of chocolate 
covered with a hard shell. I remember counting the little balls 
because sometimes there would be more than at other times, 
and it seemed like such a special surprise.

The whole candy bars were extra special. Because they cost 
more, it was always a choice between size and quantity. Young 
children see “many” as more desirable than “large,” so the choice 
was not hard at first. Later it became an excruciatingly difficult 
decision. But that was all just a part of the fun.

Then and Now
Today, as adults, we can afford to buy whatever candy we 

want, at any time. I suspect that’s not always a good idea. Too 
much sugar is never a good thing and at least as children our 
resources limited the amount we could get at any one time. We 
also learned a lot, like…

• What’s the difference between what you can buy with a 
penny versus a nickel?

• There’s more variety to be had in several pieces of penny 
candy than in one kind of candy bar.

• You can get just as bad a stomachache with a batch of penny 
candy as eating more than one candy bar!

But the memories are fun. Now all I have to figure out is 
why they popped out of the past and into my taste buds for no 
apparent reason at all. Hmmmmmmm…

Linda Bond is co-founder and leader of the Inland Northwest 
Writers Guild and Outreach Coordinator at Auntie’s Bookstore in 
Spokane, WA. Write to her at lindathewriter@gmail.com.
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As we open a fresh calendar, this is the 
time many people resolve to “start anew” 
in various aspects of their lives. Since every 
action is preceded by a thought, before we 
can implement any changes we must first 
take the time to reflect on the current state 
of our life, deciding what is going well 
and what could be improved. And what 
better tool of assessment is there, from 
my perspective, than a walk through the 
five koshas?

Our bodies can be understood as more 
than just physical entities. 
Human beings can be 
described as having five 
bodies, each made up of 
a different type of energy. 
That means we would 
look at ourselves from five 
different points of view 
in order to take complete 
stock of ourselves.

The word kosha can 
be translated as layer or 
sheath. Each kosha fits 
inside the next like a set of 
Russian wooden nesting 
dolls. The five koshas are 
called Annamaya kosha, 
Pranamaya kosha, Mano-
maya kosha, Vijnanamaya kosha and 
Anandamaya kosha.

Annamaya kosha translates as the food 
body. It is the part of our being that is 
made up of matter and the only layer we 
can physically touch. It is our skin, bones, 
muscles and all the other parts of our anat-
omy that are physically present. We need 
to take care of this body by exercising in a 
manner appropriate for our condition and 
eating as healthily as we can afford, which 
means plenty of fresh fruits and vegetables 
(preferably organic), and “clean” meat and 
dairy if we eat those products (grass fed, 
hormone free). Steer clear of processed food 
as much as possible. Sufficient sleep is also 
important. A physical yoga practice, either 

By Brenda St. John

at home or in a class, partially helps restore 
balance to Annamaya kosha.

Pranamaya kosha our second layer, is our 
energy body. It is what animates us, keeps 
us breathing, keeps all our bodily systems 
functioning, and therefore keeps us alive. 
It is tied to the autonomic nervous system 
(both the sympathetic nervous system and 
the parasympathetic nervous system). If we 
are highly strung, we tend to live more in 
the sympathetic nervous system, the “fight 
or flight” mode. If we are super laid back, 

so much so that we are overly lethargic, 
we may be stuck in the parasympathetic 
nervous system, the “rest and digest” mode. 
We can balance our energy with our breath. 
Slow, deep breathing will oxygenate all our 
cells, which is vital to our health. Making 
the inhalations longer than the exhalations 
energizes us. Making the exhalations longer 
than the inhalations calms us. Take a couple 
minutes throughout the day to focus on 
slow breathing in whichever manner helps 
bring your nervous system into balance.

Manomaya kosha our third layer, is our 
mind body. All our thought processes 
occur in this layer of our being, and our 
feelings and emotions also reside here. 
Problems occur in the Manomaya kosha 

2020: Seeing the New Year with Clarity
Life’s Stretch

“Isn’t it funny how day by day nothing changes, but when we look 
back, everything is different?”   ~ C. S. Lewis

when we are reactive to everything around 
us. Comparing ourselves with others also 
leads to problems with this part of our 
being. Keeping a gratitude journal could 
be of great benefit if a person feels the need 
to improve their mind body.

Vijnanamaya kosha our fourth layer, 
could also be considered to be our mind 
body, but “upper mind” rather than “lower 
mind.” Vijnanamaya kosha comprises our 
wisdom and intuition. When we know 
things but don’t really know why or how 
we know them, our Vijnanamaya kosha  is 
tuned in. Signs that your fourth kosha is 
out of balance include indecisiveness and 

inconsistency in personal 
outlook. Improvements 
could come about with a 
meditation practice.

Anandamaya kosha the 
fifth layer, is our bliss body. 
This part of our being expe-
riences a constant state of 
joy, no matter life’s circum-
stances. There is a feeling of 
connection with the true 
self, with all other beings, 
and with the Holy Spirit 
who lives within all of us. 
Saints and sages have fully 
developed Anandamaya 
kosha, but not many others 
(including me) have. My 

only suggestion to make progress with this 
kosha is to be helpful to others. Volunteer 
with an organization that assists those in 
need. Seek out where your talents or skills 
could be utilized. True joy comes from being 
of service to others, not in being served. 

When the koshas are balanced, our entire 
being is in harmony with itself. Practicing 
all the components of yoga – the physical 
practice, breathing work and meditation 
-- will go a long way in getting your new 
year off to a good start!

Namaste.
Brenda St. John has been teaching yoga 

classes in Chewelah since 2010 through 
the Community Colleges of Spokane’s Act 
2 program.
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By Jim Groth
IN THE BEGINNING (of biological 

science), there were deemed two king-
doms of organisms. A “kingdom” is the 
highest level in the hierarchy of taxono-
my – the classification of living things on 
Earth based on similarities and differenc-
es. Things were either in the animal king-
dom (Animalia) or they were in the plant 
kingdom (Plantae). Period. 

The distinctions between these two 
were pretty clear.  Plants have the abili-
ty to take carbon dioxide from the at-
mosphere and, using sunlight as energy, 
convert it to complex and energy-rich 
molecules of sugar to be stored and used 
for food or construction material. Quite 
a feat, and one that has resulted in all of 
the diversity of life on our planet. Oh, and 
this process releases oxygen as a waste 
product, resulting, over millions of years, 
in our relatively oxygen-rich atmosphere 
perfect for all life on Earth. 

Also, plants have seriously strong cell 

walls composed of cellulose and lignin, 
also products of the above chemical pro-
cess, which is called photosynthesis. The 
trees that surround us and give us shade 
and wood products, plus great scen-
ery, are the ultimate expression of these 
strong cell walls. 

In contrast to plants, animals cannot 
produce their own food (beyond the 
capacity for some to feed their young) 
and depend on plants or other animals 
(ultimately that consume plants as well) 
for their sustenance. Most animals also 
have rather weak cell walls and depend 
on skeletal structures to maintain their 
shape. Supporting structures may be in-
ternal (us and most larger land animals) 
or external (insects and such). Some 
aquatic and marine animals have com-
plex shells to support and protect them, 
like oysters and coral.  

For a long time these distinctions 
served us well in defining and classifying 

life on Earth. But all was not well. Min-
ute protists, bacteria and fungi did not fit 
the simple animal vs. plant pattern. And 
viruses were so far removed from “nor-
mal” biology as to be mostly disregarded 
– there was doubt as to whether they were 
even living organisms.  

The more recent views of the kingdoms 
include at least several containing things 
that do not fit the original two. Most of 
these are things you would not notice on 
a nature jaunt, but they are still of huge 
importance to all of us.

My particular interest is in the king-
dom called fungi, which was established 
as a separate kingdom around 1970. 
Most members of this kingdom are mi-
croscopic, but as we all know, and espe-
cially observed this fall, there are some 
that produce large structures collectively 
called mushrooms. A random walk in the 
woods in early October could not occur 
without stepping on many mushrooms, 
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large and small. As many people in this 
area know, some of these mushrooms 
are delicious and a few are toxic and will 
make one regret having eaten them, in-
cluding the ultimate regret of dying. But 
that is another story.

Historically, the prevailing opinion was 
that fungi were just algae that had lost or 

discarded their chlorophyll, which is the 
molecule found in plant cells that allows 
plants to manufacture sugar via photo-
synthesis, as stated above. Many algae in 
water or even in wet terrestrial habitats 
are simple single cells or linear strands, 
much like most fungi. So the superficial 
connection of the two is fairly obvious.

Chlorophyll of algae and nearly all 
larger plants absorbs certain visible light 
colors falling on exposed cells of leaves, 
etc., to do its work. But chlorophyll re-
flects useless green light, making plants 
appear green. We can all appreciate this 
“sidelight.” We are adapted to the green 
environment we evolved in. 

So, fungi were originally classified as 
plants, and included as part of botany 
courses. I recall my high school botany 
teacher spending considerable time on 
fungi, which I appreciated. 

There had long been suspicion that the 
“fungi as deficient or crippled algae” the-
ory was not fully plausible. Fungi have 
such different lifestyles than the algae 
that they were supposedly derived from. 
Some people rationalized this as being 
a result of their moving onto dry land, 
which typical algae have not done.

I think the most amazing thing about 
fungi is that DNA and biochemical ev-
idence has clearly shown that all but a 

small group of fungi have no relationship 
with algae, or of higher plants. In fact, 
they are slightly but significantly more 
closely related to animals than they are 
to plants. Vegetarians and vegans should 
take note. And the term “fungal flora” 
might need to be changed to “fungal fau-
na.” The world is not as simple as we once 

believed! 
No surprise for biologists. However, 

there is wiggle room here. Fungi are not 
very closely related to either animals or 
plants. So fungal fauna is probably not 
correct either. And this reinforces the 
designation of the fungi kingdom as a 
most singular, large group of organisms 
with an amazing and unique array of eco-
logical roles. More on this in later articles.  

The number of species of fungi is high-
ly speculative. The last number that I re-
member is 1.5 million. This is based on 
a lot of prediction regarding numbers 
for more studied eco-
systems extended to 
all known or possible 
ecosystems that have 
not had much (or any) 
study. Quite a stretch. 
Our ignorance applies especially to trop-
ical ecosystems, many of which are in 
grave danger of disappearing. 

And the concept of distinct species in 
fungi is itself highly speculative. What 
we know is that, of this large number of 
species, about one in twenty have been 
looked at by scientists and named. Some 
of these names are duplicates – the same 
fungus was named differently by different 
people. And many names of fungal spe-
cies are simply wrong because the groups 

they belonged with were revised and the 
old name and the details of how it was 
placed in the old group no longer was 
valid.  

To add to the misery is the issue of tax-
onomists (those who classify things) be-
ing “splitters” (finding species differences 
with minimal evidence) and “lumpers” 

(deciding that knowledge of differences is 
inconclusive, and so rejecting the differ-
ences for now). 

One of the problems with knowing 
how many fungi there are is their diversi-
ty of lifestyles and habitats; scientists who 
study them are usually pretty specialized. 
All can be called mycologists, which is the 
blanket name for people who study fungi 
for a living or hobby. There are medical 
mycologists, soil mycologists, airborne 
mycologists (no, they don’t jump from 
planes), plant pathologists (fungi cause 
most plant diseases), mushroom mycolo-

gists, lichenologists, 
marine and aquatic 
mycologists, and 
industrial mycol-
ogists. I may have 
missed a few in my 

taxonomy of mycologists. 
I hope this introduction to the world 

of fungi was helpful. Some of the topics 
introduced above will be covered in more 
detail in future articles. I also promise to 
focus on issues directly relevant to life in 
the Inland Northwest. 

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.

Filaments of an alga (left, courtesy Sciencenews.org) and filaments (hyphae) of a fungus (right, courtesy Eastfield College, Dallas). 

“...about one in twenty 
have been looked at by 
scientists and named.”
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By Karen Giebel
Sometimes I think that January is my 

favorite month. No, I am not thrilled with 
the frigid temperatures or the ice that I 
seem to spend a bit of time sitting on, but 
I am grateful for the stillness and peace-
fulness that January offers to body and 
soul. 

The months of spring are busy with 
cleaning up the after-effects of winter: 
window washing, sprucing up the yard, 
preparing the garden, and emptying the 
cars of several months of accumulated 
litter. 

The months of summer are just hectic 
with planting both flower and vegetable 
gardens and the weeding that gardens 
require. Those gardens need watering, 
lawns need mowing, porches need sand-
ing and staining and walls need painting. 
In between all those chores, we try to find 
time to hike, camp, go fishing and just 
get the boat out on some of the beautiful 
lakes we have here in this gorgeous coun-
try. 

Summer also brings travel as we visit 
our families, and family and friends visit 
us. It’s wonderful to see everyone because 
we truly love and miss all the kids and 
grandkids. It’s been rumored that sum-
mer is full of lazy, hazy days with porch 
sitting and evening star watching but you 
couldn’t prove that by me. Summer here 
is truly a whirlwind of activity. 

Autumn arrives and our harvest season 
is in full swing. My days are spent picking 
fruit and vegetables to can, freeze and de-
hydrate, to enjoy over the winter months. 
Jars of tomatoes, sauce, salsa, jam, jelly, 
pickles, peaches, pears and more come 
out of my kitchen for weeks on end 
during harvest season. 

When the harvest is over, it’s time to 
start preparing for winter, to take stock 
of how much wood and how many pel-
lets we need. We mow the lawn one last 
time before putting the mower away and 
getting the snow blower out. We put the 
boat away and put the plow on the tractor. 
Time to pull all the flowers and vegetable 
plants that we so painstakingly cared for 
all spring and summer. Time to put that 
garden to bed until next year. 

Then before you know it the holidays 
are here and, no matter how much we 
love Thanksgiving and Christmas, they 
both require planning and work. So the 
pace picks up as we shop, wrap, decorate, 
cook, bake and clean. There are concerts 
and plays to attend. Parties to enjoy and 
holiday festivals to visit. Not to mention 

the wonderful craft shows because we all 
need more “stuff ”! 

The hurried days go by in the blink of 
an eye. It seems that every hour of ev-
ery day is full. Though the holidays are 
lovely and merry, there are times when 
I don’t think I can stand one more mo-
ment of fun. Then, just like that, it’s over. 
Everything comes to a screeching halt. 
No more preparation. No more work. No 
more crazy days.

January. The month to go within, both 
physically and mentally. It’s time to close 
the doors against the winter winds and 
pull the shades against the darkness. It 
is my time to settle into a chair, snuggled 
in a warm blanket with a kitty on my lap, 
and light a candle to peer into my soul. 
Yes, January, when I take a deep breath, 
go introspective and reflect on life. Or 
rather, reflect on why my life is so hec-
tic? Am I really enjoying it all or am I just 
filling my days with “busy”? January is 
the time for me to look deep inside to see 
what I truly need and what to throw away. 

I’m not one to make a New Year’s res-
olution because I’ve never been known 
to keep one for, you know, more than 30 
seconds. But this January I vow to learn 
to say the word “no.” “No” to things that 
I just plain do not enjoy. My life is over-
flowing with duty and obligation. 

I plan on saying “yes” a lot more of-
ten, too, but to different things. “Yes” to 
all that I love doing but never seem to 
have the time for. I’ll be saying “yes” to 
the lazy, hazy days of summer and eve-
ning star watching. “Yes” to porch sitting 
and lemonade sipping. “Yes” to biking the 
rail trail and hiking the hillsides. “Yes” 
to campfires and laughter at Swan Lake. 
“Yes” to smaller gardens and simpler 
meals. 

So, thank you, January, for providing 
me both the time and opportunity to sit 
quietly and reflect on how I will live my 
life this coming year. Yes indeed, I believe 
January is my favorite month.

Happy New Year to you all. I hope this 
year blesses you abundantly!

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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Imagine it is a cold January morning. The 
pipes are nearly freezing, a wind blows through 
the rafters, and ice coats both the outside and 
the inside of windows. The hairs inside your 
nose freeze as soon as you step outside. Animals 
huddle in the barn, conserving energy.

Now imagine your cows need to be milked, 
fed and bedded, and the frozen cow pies must 
be forked up off the hard dirt floor. Every day, 
regardless. Maybe the pulsator on the milking 
machine refuses to pulse. The hay supply might 
not last ‘til spring at this rate. If the snow berm 
gets any higher, the tractor won’t be able to drive 
out of the barn to plow the roads clear. Do you 
still think milking cows is a romantic occupation 
you are prepared to undertake?

That scenario is one we often tell prospective 
farmers, particularly those first-timers want-
ing to buy a milk cow or heifer from 
us. They are excited and often very 
un-practical in their expectations for 
farming. One common misconception 
I hear is, “If I don’t start now, I never 
will, I just have to do it now, even if I 
am not prepared.” What they’re really 
thinking is, “If I’m not a full-time 
farmer right now, this very minute, 
doing all the homestead-y type things I 
always dreamed about … I never will.” 

The problem with that thinking? 
People jump into the deep end and 
drown in the overwhelming work of farming 
without any knowledge of how to survive the 
hard parts. No one will ever know everything, 
but some basic steps can help a person have a 
higher chance of success.

So, where should a person on the road to 
farming start? If you have never had animals, 
start with a small one like a dog or cat. They 
are easy to find (rescues are always glad for 
good homes!) and relatively inexpensive to 
keep, and the local vets know how to treat 
common dog and cat ailments.

Once you have graduated past phase 
one (owning any animal), the first gate-
way-to-farming animal is definitely a chicken. 
Who does not appreciate collecting their own 
eggs to eat? A chick costs around $4 plus feed, 
reaches maturity in only 6 months, and pays for 

herself many times over within her first year 
by providing numerous eggs. If you read and 
talk to other chicken owners, you can learn all 
about the readily available small-scale needs 
for your farm animal. Most importantly, if you 
have chickens, you will have a good topic of 
discussion for any group and you can still leave 
on vacation without too much fuss. Come to 
think of it, feel free to skip the dog or cat stage 
and head straight for chickens! 

The introduction to poultry will tease 
you into thinking you are ready for a larger 
animal, and maybe you are. We see a lot 
of people buy cows or horses, but consider 
first something a little smaller. A few sheep 
or goats are inexpensive to purchase, with a 
size less intimidating to newbies, and require 
a LOT less in nutritional needs (hay, grain, 
pasture) and housing. Sheep, goats and even 
pigs are all smaller animals that can provide 

affordable meat in as little as 6 months with 
no winter maintenance if you’d rather not. 
They do require you to be home on a regular 
basis, which will test out whether you really 
do enjoy being tied down to the farm. Even 
more important, if something goes wrong, 
your potential financial loss is minimal. 

Small livestock can give a person a good idea 
of what their land can handle, in addition to 
learning what the new farmer can handle. If 
you find that two sheep eat you out of all your 
pasture, then buying a dairy cow or a horse 
(which easily eat 10 times as much as a sheep) 
is probably not a good idea. If your few sheep 
thrive and cannot even begin to touch all the 
lush pasture your property holds, and you 
spend every day loving their every antic … 
then you can feel confident in stepping up to 

By Michelle Lancaster
How to Know If You’re a Farmer

A Year On the FarmA Year On the Farm

larger livestock. Confidence in small ventures 
will greatly improve your chance of success in 
larger ventures.

So, maybe you are wondering if this is how 
I became a farmer? Yes! My first animal was a 
chick, named Pepper, then a dog named Sam. 
I showed pigs in 4-H for many years, earning 
good money, but my desire was to own a dairy 
cow. After working on a dairy for a few years, 
I got a cow and heifer pair and started out 
by milking them. Some days, I do have very 
starry-eyed feelings about my lifestyle, feeling 
abundantly blessed to be able to farm.

Reality can overtake the romantic notions, 
however. Farming is tough work, poor-earn-
ing work, cold work, scrappy work, and 
sometimes just plain work. I enjoy milking 
in winter because it forces us to go outside 
and move around, not because milking in 
winter is fun. We have to, because the animals 

require care. People often say, “That’s 
too much work, why do you do it?” I 
farm because it is in my blood. Also, 
I would probably become a couch 
potato and gain a hundred pounds if 
I did not have to take care of anyone 
other than myself.

The cold weather freezes my bones, 
but my body warms right up when I 
come in the basement and feel the 
heat from the fireplace, knowing I will 
soon have in my hands a cup of hot 
coffee doctored up with fresh cream. 

The hard work of summer has paid off – the 
cows are warm and snug in their barn, even 
if manure is a perpetual issue. As I curse the 
frozen manure pies, I will later love them as 
they compost into the most fantastic fertilizer 
for our garden beds. 

We are rich in compost, in time spent 
together at home enjoying our animals and 
each other. I waver back and forth almost 
daily between those romantic or nostalgic 
feelings and the worry of not enough hay and 
too much work. Is it worth it? Enough so that 
I plan to farm every day I am physically able. 
If I haven’t scared you away, then maybe you 
are ready for the challenges of farming, too!

Michelle Lancaster homesteads with her 
family on Old Dominion Mountain in Colville. 
She writes at Spiritedrose.wordpress.com.
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By Faye Stewart
Herbal Baths and Skin Remedies

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. 

In the previous article we mentioned 
an herbal bath for newborns, but that’s 
not where this form of herbal application 
stops. Herbal baths – whether footbaths, 
sitzbaths or full-body soaks – are a won-
derful place in which to encounter botan-
ical allies, whatever your age. It’s not just 
that these baths are fragrant and relaxing, 
but also that they offer the option of ab-
sorbing herbal virtues through the skin 
rather than ingesting them. This is espe-
cially handy for treating kids or for when 
using unpalatable remedies. 

For full baths, prepare a pint to a quart 
of herbal infusion or decoction – keep 
the amount at the low end for children – 
and add it to the bath water; or stuff the 
herbs into a muslin bag hung beneath the 
hot-water tap as you run the bathwater. 
(Adults can then use the bag as an herbal 
washcloth while soaking.)

Herbs to choose from:
For calming baths – lavender fl., vale-

rian rt., lemon balm lvs., marjoram lvs., 
passionflower, elder fl., linden fl., chamo-
mile fl.

To promote sweating during a fever – 
yarrow, boneset, ginger rt.

Antiseptic baths – sage lvs., eucalyptus 
lvs., rosemary lvs., lavender fl., thyme lvs., 

uva ursi, Echinacea rt.    
To balance oily skin – lovage, lemon-

grass, yarrow, calendula fl.
To balance dry skin – chamomile fl., 

rose petals, linden fl., fennel seeds.
To ease sore muscles – mugwort lvs., 

fresh birch lvs., chamomile fl.
Skin-toning baths – elder fl., lavender, 

yarrow, mint, nettle lvs.
Itch-relieving baths – chamomile fl., 

lemon balm lvs., yel-
low dock rt., black-
berry lvs., plantain 
lvs., dandelion rt., 
hyssop, lovage lvs., 
violet lvs.

Sitzbaths are ba-
sin-baths in which 
one’s nether parts 
soak, to help heal 
perineal tears, geni-
tal infections, hem-
orrhoids, localized 
rashes and so on, 
using appropriate 
herbs. Prepare an in-
fusion or decoction 
as for a full bath and 
add warm water. Dilute for children. Sit.

Herbal douches or enemas are anoth-
er nether option – for adults only. And 
footbath herbs are not only for treating 
feet; constituent benefit can be absorbed 
through the feet for gently addressing spe-
cific internal conditions throughout the 
body.

Be sure that none of the herbs used in 

baths – whether for children or adults 
– are related to any plants to which the 
bather is allergic. And, finally, do not use 
essential oils in baths for children – and be 
careful when using them for adults; reac-
tions can be severe.

Skin herbs are for nurturing the amaz-
ing packaging for our bodies that protects 
what’s beneath, excretes waste, and is rich 
in nerve-endings through which the tac-

tile world speaks to 
us. Calendula (pot 
marigold) flowers 
are a primary (and 
very pretty) skin ally, 
specific for wounds, 
rashes, boils, warts 
and fungus infec-
tions. Use the flow-
ers fresh or tinc-
tured from fresh. 
Steep infusions 5-10 
minutes and add to 
bath, basin or com-
press.

Fungal skin in-
fections can be ad-
dressed internally 

with Echinacea rt., wild indigo rt., yellow 
dock rt. and garlic, and externally with ca-
lendula infusions or small dabs (not baths) 
of Thuja oil (don’t use if allergic to cedar!) 
or tea tree oil, or with washes of myrrh or 
eucalyptus lvs.

Chronic skin eruptions or acne often 
need long-term, tonic internal remedies. 
The best one may be a decoction of yel-
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low dock rt. and burdock rt. (simmer 15 
minutes, steep 3 hours). Burdock (Arctium 
lappa) is a stout ally; the plant thrives in 
waste places and along roadsides. It works 
slowly, from the inside out. 

Burdock is a specific for chronic ede-
ma, eczema and skin eruptions (and helps 
clear heat and uric acid for relief of ar-
thritis pain). The root is a nutritive blood 
tonic, the seeds a kidney tonic, and the 
fresh leaves a liver tonic that also ben-
efits ovaries. Fresh roots make the best 
tincture (30-60 drops daily if used alone); 
decoction dose is 1 cup daily – an earthy, 
stalwart taste. If the skin breaks out while 
using burdock it is a sign that the herb 
is working; symptoms on the surface get 
worse before getting better as the clearing 
process moves outward.

Yellow dock (Rumex crispus) is of-
ten partnered with burdock for treating 
chronic, sluggish, dry skin conditions and 
for constipation caused by insufficient me-
tabolism of fats. Yellow dock is rich in iron 
and a friend to the liver. Decoction dose 
is 1-2 cups daily or 10-40 drops tincture 
twice a day. If using a combination of bur-
dock and yellow dock, go by the dosage 
recommendation for the latter; excessive 
amounts of yellow dock are cathartic and 
irritating. Do not use the roots raw. Ap-
ple cider vinegar is a particularly effective 
tincture medium for yellow dock.

Hormone-related acne may respond 
well to sarsaparilla. An astringent skin-
wash can be made from calendula fl. 
(fresh), chickweed (fresh) and distilled 
witch hazel, applied with a cotton ball.

Other skin remedies:

Green Medicine
Skin pain – grated marshmallow rt. 

mixed with honey, moistened, applied hot.
Wounds – externally apply golden-

seal rt., comfrey lvs. (fresh), plantain lvs. 
(fresh), rosemary, calendula fl. (fresh), el-
der fl. (dried), Echinacea rt., raspberry lvs. 
or St. Johnswort tops (fresh).  

Boils – Echinacea rt., pasque fl. and wild 
indigo taken together internally 3 times 
daily as a tea, and marshmallow lvs., Echi-
nacea rt., myrrh, elder and chamomile 
used externally.

Burns – apply aloe vera gel, elder fl. or 
plantain lvs. (fresh). For sunburn, use St. 
Johnswort fl. (fresh or infused fresh in oil), 
calendula fl. (fresh) or witch hazel lvs.

Eczema and psoriasis – gotu kola, red 
clover fl., burdock rt., nettle lvs., cleavers, 
chickweed, Oregon grape rt., sarsaparilla, 
yellow dock rt., St. Johnswort tops, chamo-
mile fl. or dandelion rt., taken internally in 
various combinations – not all these herbs 
together – over time in teas or tinctures, 
three times daily. Externally, ointments of 
comfrey lvs., witch hazel, pansy fl., chick-
weed, marshmallow rt. and/or balm of 
Gilead can be tried. As with chronic skin 
inflammations or acne, symptoms may 
worsen before improving.

Poison ivy – treat or prevent by applying 
fresh crushed jewelweed.

Poison oak – wash with a cooled Man-
zanita/uva ursi infusion. Slippery elm bk. 
paste may help for either oak or ivy, as may 
Epsom salt baths.

Scabies – wash with angelica rt. de-
coction and cold-infused elecampane rt. 
or elecampane tincture in water. Dab on 
clove oil, rosemary oil, neem oil or tea tree 

oil. Highly contagious. Wash bedding, etc. 
Insect bites and stings – baking soda 

paste for bee stings, lemon juice or vinegar 
for wasp stings. Rub with a soggy black tea 
bag or ice cube, or some tea tree or laven-
der oil.

Elder (Sambucus Canadensis or S. nigra) 
is a plant helpful in many ways, but using 
it safely and effectively requires knowl-
edge of its particularities. Used warm, el-
der flowers reduce fever; taken cold, the 
leaf buds and root are diuretic; dried and 
infused elder berries, taken cold, treat hay 
fever and diarrhea; the leaves are emol-
lient and treat strains, wounds and bruis-
es; elder berries and flowers in infusion 
treat rheumatism; a hot infusion of the 
berries purges boils or splinters; and the 
berries and flowers are specific for colds, 
flu and other watery, autumnal conditions. 
Always either dry or cook elder’s plant 
parts, including the berries, before using. 
Tincture dosage is 10-15 drops three times 
daily. Dwarf elderberries and red or blue 
elder seeds are poisonous, so be sure of 
identification.

Plantain (Plantago major or P. lanceolate 
or P. media), like elder, is not a hard plant 
to find in our area, but comes in many va-
rieties, so check to see if the one on your 
doorstep is the one you want. The leaves 
are a cooling demulcent for skin inflam-
mations, wounds, bites, burns, itches, 
bruises and hemorrhoids. Use fresh plant 
pulp or tincture from fresh leaves, as plan-
tain swiftly loses potency when dried. 

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

509-675-8644

HOME PET CARE
Long experience with animals, a great 

attentiveness to their unique dispositions, 
and dedication to reliable, respectful, and 

affectionate attention to their needs.
Small Animals • Large Animals

Daily Visits at Your Home
 Serving North Stevens & Ferry Counties
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Article and Photo By Samantha Brown
I was quite pregnant, as is the case in all 

of my earlier memories up here. I guess 
bringing four glorious beings into the 
world will do that for you. 

The snow was deeper than any snow I 
saw before or after on my mountain top. 
Shoveling off the porch entailed swinging 
the shovel up and over, rather than out. 
While walking my long mountainous 
driveway I could look to my left and to 
my right and see nothing but the piles of 
snow made by our plow. The piles were 
over my 5-foot-4 head, and I marveled.

It was an unusual time in my life. I did 
not leave my hole of comfort for much of 
anything. The world had broken my heart 
and I was too busy mending it with the 
joys of simple living and motherhood. We 
were thriving without electricity, and the 
only outside influence I indulged in was 
listening to the NPR radio station on my 
little battery-powered hand-held radio. 
What would Saturday be without Prairie 

Home Companion? I sure didn’t want to 
know. Other than that, it was books and 
art, blanket forts and snow angels, long 
naps and a whole lot of cooking and 
cleaning by the light of kerosene lamps. 

I really did feel untouchable. We hid 
up here set apart from a world full of, 
what seemed at the time, disappointment 
and danger. I had given up most of my 
acquaintances and held on to very few 
friends. Having no real desire to talk to 
them, but still wanting to stay in touch, 
I developed a newfound love for writing 
letters. I would write one a day if I felt up 
to the task. 

I don’t know that I had much to write 
about, but people seemed a little fascinat-
ed at my current endeavors, so I shared 
what I could. The real motivation, how-
ever, was not the sharing. Oh no, I was 
much too selfish for that. (Hindsight 
is 20-20, right?) If it were that simple, I 
would have texted all those eagerly await-

ing friends of mine. No, I enjoyed writing 
these letters because it gave me a reason 
to venture out. I would walk that long 
driveway every day to check my mail-
box and post my little letter. Although I 
did this all year, January was my favorite 
month to do it. 

As you can probably imagine, my tiny 
home was quite hectic with the children 
bouncing off the walls. Most homes with 
small children lack any real level of tran-
quility. My home, being the total sum of 
700-ish square feet, lacked it more than 
most, I suspect. We were as snug as a 
whole lot of bugs in a rug, in that cozy 
paradise. For an introvert, which I am, 
it can become overwhelming, no matter 
how cozy or paradisiacal.

Stepping out into the stillness in Janu-
ary still levels my world. Hearing nothing 
but my own breath and the crunch un-
derfoot is rather meditative. Such was the 
case that winter, and I indulged as often 

January: Ambition and Fear

NORM’S AUTO REPAIR

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

Mon - Thur  7:30 - 5:30   •   Fri  8 - 5
www.norms-auto.com

We Service All Makes & Models
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Service!
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$25 off Antifreeze Service
$10 off Oil & Filter Service

Free Visual Brake Inspection
Free Battery Testing

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 
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as possible. I would walk and dream of 
the year to come, contemplate the year 
that had passed. I was making plans for 
the garden, and home. Trying to figure 
out all the ways I could be a better per-
son, mother and wife. All the glorious 
new year clichés associated with self-im-
provement and progress. The difference 
that sets that winter apart, however, was 
the added degree of isolation that began 
to develop with the rise of those towering 
snow berms on either side of me. Inevi-
tably I was removed from the Narnia-in-
spired snow kingdom of evergreens that 
normally surrounded me, and placed in 
what felt like a tunnel. A long white pas-
sage without a start or finish to be seen.  

It was hypnotic. I knew why I was 
walking, where I was going, how long it 
should take to get there. But walking that 
path had a way of making me forget. For 
that short period of time, life became as 
simple as it ever could. All I had to do was 
just keep walking. So I did.   

As peaceful and as calming as this was, 
it was nothing short of life’s biggest lie 
ever told to me … a very pregnant day-
dreamer, willing to get lost in her own 
naive world. All it took was one small 
patch of ice hidden under that gloriously 
crunchy snow to bring me back to reality. 

I lay a while on my back after discov-
ering said patch of ice. Staring up at the 
white overcast sky, I had to let the pain 
in the back of my head and lower body 
subside. All the while I was coming to the 
realization of just what kind of a position 
I was in. I found all my vulnerabilities, 
and fear. Fear for the unknown condi-
tion of the child that grew inside me, the 
distance that separated me from not only 
my home and sleeping children but also 
any human truly capable of helping if the 
worst was upon me. 

My darling husband was not expect-
ed home till well after dark. My children 
would be waking from their naps in less 
than an hour. My voice was nowhere 
close to what would be required if I need-
ed to cry for help. No one would ever hear 
me … and there I lay.

January has a way of exposing my ev-
ery weakness and strength. It is harsh 

and unforgiving, but it is also calm and 
isolating, depending on the day … or 
moment in the day. It is so much more 
than the still, muffled sound and crunch 
of snow under foot, more than gigantic 
snowflakes and unsurpassed stargazing. 
It is a beginning. It is the quickening of 
hope and the static excitement that hangs 
in the air all around us. 

It has always been a strange thing for 
me to realize the ambition that is associ-
ated with the first of January, but, with-
out fail, my heart starts to prepare itself 
for new possibilities. All of those things 
I failed at the previous year are sudden-
ly wiped away. I now have a clean fresh 
chance to make it all right. A chance to 
dig a hole inside my soul and find that 
buried treasure I failed to find last year. 
Some years it works and some years it 

doesn’t. But in the process, I am left with 
a journey worth traveling, and lessons 
worth learning. In the end I hope to find 
the me I always thought I could. 

As terrified as I was, and as hypnotic 
as that whitewashed sky could be, there 
was obviously only one way out of this 
situation on the driveway. I gathered my 
strength and made my way back to home 
one slow snow crunch step at a time. My 
children still asleep, my husband still at 
work, and an excited baby moving unfor-
givingly about my ribcage and battered 
body, I entered my home and sat on my 
chair. I then vowed to never take my day-
dream walkabouts in January without 
wearing crampons.

Samantha Brown is a “home-grown, 
off-grid homesteader who enjoys capturing 
and sharing glimpses of our way of life.”
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By J. Merrill Baker
Resilient

“I’m no longer fit for society” was the “I’m no longer fit for society” was the 
statement the border guard made that statement the border guard made that 
day, while we looked on, expecting some day, while we looked on, expecting some 
“formal” dictate – the attitude we usual-“formal” dictate – the attitude we usual-
ly expect when going through the border ly expect when going through the border 
crossings into British Canada, BC, where crossings into British Canada, BC, where 
they speak French. She was a transplant they speak French. She was a transplant 
from Ontario and loved living on our side from Ontario and loved living on our side 
of the continent near our western Amer-of the continent near our western Amer-
ican-ness. ican-ness. 

I felt relieved, as we were actually mov-I felt relieved, as we were actually mov-
ing and had two cats snuggled under a ing and had two cats snuggled under a 
backseat cover to avoid the hoopla with backseat cover to avoid the hoopla with 
taking a shortcut from that side of the taking a shortcut from that side of the 
state through BC to this side of the state. I state through BC to this side of the state. I 
know, I know.   know, I know.   

Some folks actually speak “Canadian” Some folks actually speak “Canadian” 
where you hear “garage” pronounced like where you hear “garage” pronounced like 
“grudge” and I get tickled, because every “grudge” and I get tickled, because every 
now and again you WILL actually hear now and again you WILL actually hear 
an “ay?” after a sentence. I love living this an “ay?” after a sentence. I love living this 
close – actually on Canada’s doorstep. I close – actually on Canada’s doorstep. I 
like their stores, their comfortable and like their stores, their comfortable and 
friendly personalities, for the most part. friendly personalities, for the most part. 
As a born and bred desert girl, what mys-As a born and bred desert girl, what mys-
tifies me is their love of SNOW. Snow. I tifies me is their love of SNOW. Snow. I 
just don’t appreciate the cold or the wet, just don’t appreciate the cold or the wet, 
but I do get the beautiful winter wonder-but I do get the beautiful winter wonder-
land, it is breathtaking. Still, my humor land, it is breathtaking. Still, my humor 
bides its time until there is enough snow bides its time until there is enough snow 
to offer the trees the look of a large wash-to offer the trees the look of a large wash-
ing machine that exploded. Right? All ing machine that exploded. Right? All 
that fluffy light sudsy whiteness?that fluffy light sudsy whiteness?

Ski season. Which is close to at least Ski season. Which is close to at least 
three months of the year here, maybe three months of the year here, maybe 
more? Evidently there are several kinds of more? Evidently there are several kinds of 
skiing, including walking around on those skiing, including walking around on those 
cross-country skis where the toe of the cross-country skis where the toe of the 
shoe is attached but the heel flips up while shoe is attached but the heel flips up while 
you are walking and still attached to long you are walking and still attached to long 
thin boards. Too complicated for me! Or thin boards. Too complicated for me! Or 
those two thin boards waxed to be even those two thin boards waxed to be even 
more slippery, along with ankle-traction more slippery, along with ankle-traction 
boots so you walk stiffly and feel like you boots so you walk stiffly and feel like you 
are actually In traction, unable to move. are actually In traction, unable to move. 
Add a couple of poles to keep you upright Add a couple of poles to keep you upright 
[ital]or close to vertical[end ital] on said [ital]or close to vertical[end ital] on said 
slippery things, and all to actually slide slippery things, and all to actually slide 
fast (on purpose!) downhill, which for me fast (on purpose!) downhill, which for me 

is absolutely out of control. Or would be, is absolutely out of control. Or would be, 
if I ever participate again. if I ever participate again. 

Maybe it was because, after watching Maybe it was because, after watching 
the Disney movie the Disney movie Snowball Express,Snowball Express, I did  I did 
not realize that yelling “Track! Track!” not realize that yelling “Track! Track!” 
was not a real thing, was not a real thing, 
like loggers yell like loggers yell 
“Timber!” I was hur-“Timber!” I was hur-
tling, definitely out of tling, definitely out of 
control, knees bent, control, knees bent, 
poles tucked under poles tucked under 
my arms, heading my arms, heading 
downhill FAST, yell-downhill FAST, yell-
ing “Track” while ing “Track” while 
looking for a place to land, which for me looking for a place to land, which for me 
was to toss myself off to the side in order was to toss myself off to the side in order 
to land in some soft snow. to land in some soft snow. 

No wonder the kids were confused. No wonder the kids were confused. 
Little people skiing past me, waving their Little people skiing past me, waving their 
poles and smiling and able to turn left and poles and smiling and able to turn left and 
right. Show-offs! They recognized an out-right. Show-offs! They recognized an out-
of-control older person trying to turn or of-control older person trying to turn or 
stay upright but couldn’t figure out what stay upright but couldn’t figure out what 
“Track!” meant. Me neither. “Track!” meant. Me neither. 

And I did indeed topple, all over the And I did indeed topple, all over the 
place. Hence, the term “yard sale” came to place. Hence, the term “yard sale” came to 
me with a pole here, a ski there, and snow me with a pole here, a ski there, and snow 
up inside my turtleneck, which I had to up inside my turtleneck, which I had to 
pull out to shove snow down and out. pull out to shove snow down and out. 
Odd that it actually felt good, so I must Odd that it actually felt good, so I must 
have been heated by the blushing I was have been heated by the blushing I was 
effecting. Embarrassment. And no longer effecting. Embarrassment. And no longer 
considering investment in real skiing gear considering investment in real skiing gear 
and clothing. I’ll now remain an observer. and clothing. I’ll now remain an observer. 

So, another “no longer fit for society” So, another “no longer fit for society” 
discovery, me and snow. And everyone discovery, me and snow. And everyone 
in this local society skis. Both my kids in this local society skis. Both my kids 
are very adept, including one that had are very adept, including one that had 
the agility when snow-boarding down-the agility when snow-boarding down-
hill, really fast, such that when he flipped hill, really fast, such that when he flipped 
over, scraping up a cloud of snow, he was over, scraping up a cloud of snow, he was 
able to turn it into an actual somersault able to turn it into an actual somersault 
and end up vertical with feet still attached and end up vertical with feet still attached 
to the board and kept on screaming fast to the board and kept on screaming fast 
downhill. I was amazed. And relieved of downhill. I was amazed. And relieved of 
course. And had a spiced mulled wine in course. And had a spiced mulled wine in 
the haven of a warm observation area. the haven of a warm observation area. 

That agility was not from my side of the That agility was not from my side of the 
gene donation. He has learned to water gene donation. He has learned to water 
ski, play ice hockey, steer a boat, lots of ski, play ice hockey, steer a boat, lots of 
things besides fishing, and snowboard-things besides fishing, and snowboard-

ing. Thank goodness he thinks for him-ing. Thank goodness he thinks for him-
self, and, better yet, is resilient. Resilience self, and, better yet, is resilient. Resilience 
is a personality trait many of us out here is a personality trait many of us out here 
must have, to trust in our own abilities to must have, to trust in our own abilities to 
overcome the challenges. Our lifestyles overcome the challenges. Our lifestyles 

have proven this, just have proven this, just 
like it did in the olden like it did in the olden 
days.days.

Resilience is the Resilience is the 
quality that allows quality that allows 
some people to be some people to be 
knocked down by knocked down by 
life and come back at life and come back at 
least as strong as be-least as strong as be-

fore, rather than letting difficulties or fail-fore, rather than letting difficulties or fail-
ure overcome them.ure overcome them.

Living in the Inland Northwest has a Living in the Inland Northwest has a 
lot of plusses besides the scenery. Much lot of plusses besides the scenery. Much 
less traffic means easier travel, unhin-less traffic means easier travel, unhin-
dered, usually, regardless of the snow and dered, usually, regardless of the snow and 
weather, turkeys and deer. Hint: Put extra weather, turkeys and deer. Hint: Put extra 
in the car repair budget, for passing truck in the car repair budget, for passing truck 
wheels launching rocks into your wind-wheels launching rocks into your wind-
shield (it sounds just like getting shot in shield (it sounds just like getting shot in 
the movies) or for deer leaping into your the movies) or for deer leaping into your 
vehicle, which was a surprise launch from vehicle, which was a surprise launch from 
the edge of the road, eight thousand dol-the edge of the road, eight thousand dol-
lars of damage and a very stunned and lars of damage and a very stunned and 
sore deer. sore deer. 

Slowing down has its advantages as Slowing down has its advantages as 
well, seeing all this in slow motion while well, seeing all this in slow motion while 
avoiding personal bodily damage. And avoiding personal bodily damage. And 
too, if anyone sees you along the road, too, if anyone sees you along the road, 
more than likely they will stop to see if more than likely they will stop to see if 
you need help. People here are neighborly you need help. People here are neighborly 
like that. Here, we can slow down, people like that. Here, we can slow down, people 
are more caring, and often surprisingly are more caring, and often surprisingly 
resilient.resilient.

So there’s sliding on your mountain So there’s sliding on your mountain 
road into a snowbank that you had care-road into a snowbank that you had care-
fully groomed earlier in the week, and fully groomed earlier in the week, and 
running over a buried something that running over a buried something that 
punctured a tire and walking back home punctured a tire and walking back home 
up the mountain, yes a mile uphill, in or-up the mountain, yes a mile uphill, in or-
der to get the truck or tractor to bring the der to get the truck or tractor to bring the 
tire off the car into town for repair. Resil-tire off the car into town for repair. Resil-
ience is part of our Inland Northwest at-ience is part of our Inland Northwest at-
titudes, and it’s part of our collective per-titudes, and it’s part of our collective per-
sonality. Be it ever so!sonality. Be it ever so!

J. Merrill Baker, Happy Ruralite & Resil-J. Merrill Baker, Happy Ruralite & Resil-
iency student.iency student.

Living in NE WA: Lessons Learned

“I was hurtling, 
definitely out of control, 
knees bent, poles tucked 
under my arms, heading 

downhill FAST...”
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By Becky Dubell
Back in the ‘70s, I wonder, how many people were even think-

ing about the years starting with the number “20.” I was just get-
ting ready to graduate and I can tell you that these numbers never 
crossed my mind. I mean, we are talking almost 50 years ago. At 
that time in my life I remember this thought passing through my 
19-year-old mind, “Wow. She is 26 years old. That is old.”  Now here 
I am, more than double that!

And it’s another new year. So, with time flying by, this month’s 
piece is going to be one of my shorter one-sided “conversations.”

My resolutions are centered around me and my family. My family 
members are interested in having copies of the articles I write for 
all of you. Was just told tonight at the grocery story that Katie really 
likes my articles: “They are fun.” (Thank you for the feedback.) I 
didn’t know until a couple of years ago that my family wants to have 
copies. I had started saving copies for them to get when I die. Well 
… last Christmas I had presents for them all. I saved copies this year 
to send to them for this Christmas. 

Something clicked in my head when I was getting mail in the 
snail-mail box that was not a bill or junk catalog. I felt really special 
with each Christmas card. So, my first resolution: Each month all 

of my family members will be getting a snail-mail letter from me 
with the article included. What I am hoping is that they will take a 
10-15-minute break out of the hectic pace, sit down and let me say, 
“Hey. How are you doing?”  

Second resolution: AntMan here I come! At least once a weekend 
(which is five days long in my world), we will be on the road. I have 
put my foot down! If it’s cold out, more layers of clothing, maybe 
up to five, which I have done. If it’s hot, fewer layers. Even wet hair 
when the helmet comes off (so who cares about “helmet hair”?). I 
am interested in hot springs and back roads.

Whatever you decide to change or add in your life, do so with 
your best interest at heart.

New job. Marriage. Volunteering. New friends. Dancing. Exer-
cising. Journaling. Splitting wood before snow falls. She Shed. Man 
Cave. New house.   

Wishing you all the best for this New Year heading our way!

Family Ties
2020 – Really?!?
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