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WESTERGARD
REAL ESTATE
150 W. 3rd • Kettle Falls, WA 99141

509-738-WEST (9378)
www.WestergardRealEstate.com

MLS# 41409
$159,000
A little country acreage offering fenced pasture area with a
barn, garden area, outbuildings, a garage/shop with loft for
storage & a cute little house. The home is a little funky - it
was built in stages & sq. ft. figure taken from county records
is under what it is in real life. There is a large room that currently does not have any windows that could be made into
another bedroom or would be great storage. Lots of potential here for a hobby farm or just comfortable living. Potential
owner contract with good credit and $120,000 down.

$59,000
MLS# 41194
Wonderful home site in a well-established neighborhood,
close to shopping, schools and amenities. The Kettle Falls
Marina and boat launch is just minutes away.

$639,000
MLS# 41096
PRE-SALE! Fabulous new rebuild, 4 bedrooms 2.5 baths on 5
acres with a creek. Main floor master suite with patio large
open kitchen, dining and living room with patio and a beautiful fireplace. Radiant floor heat, granite counter tops, farm
sink and a pantry. 3 bedrooms and loft upstairs plus a 3-car
attached garage. Home has closed cell foam insulation and
cable in all rooms. Come pick out your paint colors and make
this your home. Located minutes from Hwy 395.

$2,900,000
MLS# 40543
China Bend Winery: “Award winning” true natural winery &
mature certified organic vineyard located on 18.49 acres on
the Columbia River with “1310 Line” waterfront beach access.
Winery & tasting room/gift shop, and certified organic kitchen,
plenty of room for a potential restaurant, bed and breakfast,
owner’s residence, several outbuildings and a warehouse. Established labels with local distribution. Winery production potential
of 65 tons a year of low-intervention raw wine without major
renovation. Cellar has a capacity for production of 25 tons a
year allowing 2 years barrel aging per vintage. 40 tons/year
capacity for White and Rose. Vineyards include 6.5 acres of
certified organic mature vines (25-35 years old) trellised by
Richard Smart. No sulfates. Exterior and interior pouring areas,
large entertaining areas with multiple pavilions. Plus, several
garden areas. Drive in or boat in, lots of camping spots, several
yearly events and vender fairs. So much potential for expanding.

HOLIDAY SPECIALS!
Buyers are standing by waiting for your perfect home to come on the market.

For a “Free Market Analysis” call us today!

$220,000
MLS# 41679
Nice 1-level ranch-style home. Large living room and dining area, 3
bedrooms and 1-1/2 baths. Kitchen has a nook and lots of storage.
Fully fenced yard. Large attached carport and storage shed. Partial
basement accessed from the outside carport. Easy Landscaping with
2 patios. This is an estate sale with no disclosure. Sold-as-is.

$486,950
MLS# 41312
Just minutes to the Little Pend Oreille Lakes for recreational bliss
and EZ access off Hwy 20 E, this home, comes with 9+ acres, &
barn for animals. Barn has 4 stalls, tack room, and unfinished living
quarters in back. Pretty densely forested behind home and yard for
your firewood supply and lots of wildlife. Master bedroom has sunroom attached with stained glass windows, sunroof, and access to
the deck. Currently used as sewing room by owner! This large home
includes a library, an office and another two rooms currently used for
sewing making it perfect for extended or growing family. New well
pump in 2018 with sand filter. All stainless appliances, newer floor
coverings, kitchen remodeled. Roof is only about 7years old. Electric
to barn is 220. Covered carport and storage area.

$499,900
MLS# 41443
All on 1.63 acres, a Marlette Doublewide Manufactured home, plus
studio apartment and space for your business, just 2 minutes to
Kettle Falls and minutes to Lake Roosevelt. Spacious 3-bed 2 bath
with walk in closets and plenty of storage. Freshly painted inside
and out, with some new trim and doors. Enjoy the wrap around deck
in the front and a new deck in the fenced backyard. Garden in the
fenced garden area while you enjoy the mountain views. Included in
the large shop is a separate studio apartment with a bathroom and
a large space for a Business Opportunity (which is currently a hair
salon). Shop has pellet furnace and a wood stove. Plenty of parking
with an additional carport.

$108,000
MLS# 41107
2.31 acres with easy access in a great community subdivision just
outside Kettle Falls. Close to all amenities and just minutes from the
Lake Roosevelt Marina. Possible river views depending on where you
build. Water hooks up has been acquired.

$330,000
MLS# 41392
Great 3-bed, 2.5-bath home located in the country with lots
of room. Step up living room ads lots of character. Huge
dining room with beautiful mural. Basement is finished with
family room and more! Older outbuildings, garden space and
close to Lake Roosevelt and Evans Campground. Completely
fenced yard with RV hook up and fruit trees.

MLS# 41479
$185,000
Top of the World 40 Acres. Lake Roosevelt and Huckleberry
Mountains expansive views. Secluded parcels - two 20-acre
parcels bordering State Land. Power on the property. Although the access road is steep in places, there are two
year-round residents that keep the road open. Private easement road that has a locked gate where it enters the County
Road. Hunting paradise. All this and just 1.70 miles from the
town of Hunters and another 2 miles to the boat launch on
Lake Roosevelt. Owner financing available.

$259,000
MLS# 41669
Good Mixture of meadows and trees on this 37+ acre rural
property. Beautiful views and LOTS of wildlife that include
a herd of elk and numerous whitetail deer. Good water potential...the meadow/pasture is sub-irrigated. Take your pick
from numerous building sites. Minutes from Lake Roosevelt,
parks and boat launches. Bring your home/farm plans and
come enjoy all that northeast Washington has to offer.

MLS# 41615
$178,000
Year-round creek runs thru this 20-acre parcel with power
to the travel trailer. There are 3 sheds, one for sleeping
quarters, one set up for kitchen, one set up for guests, and
a larger storage container for atv and tools. Park-like setting
around the buildings and a storage tank to hold water. On
demand hot water system for outdoor shower. All set up for
you to take your vacations or stay for awhile.

From the Publisher’s Desk

By Gabriel Cruden
Even though I was with my mom when she passed, being
handed the container of her ashes – the now insubstantial
weight of a lifetime – brought home a new degree of reality.
Something unequivocal. Something final.
After that I stopped having moments of forgetting that
I couldn’t just call her up to talk about this or that. It’s
been a hard adjustment. A difficult time.
A long-time family friend advised me to keep my heart
open to the gifts that might come. I could see no gifts.
But did so anyway, as best I could.
When in it, it can be hard to have perspective. To see
anything beyond the immediacy of all that surrounds.
The intensity of all that’s felt. Now, I understand that, for
me, the gifts are what I do with this time of grief and of
acute attention to how precious life is. And how I choose
to move forward into the remainder of my life.

I do not have many words right now. I am deeply grateful for the love, support, and understanding I have been
extended in this time. Thank you.

Look to the West

By Lynn Rigney Schott
– For Loren
Twenty-two silver bellies on the geese
overhead, catching buttery
slanted morning light…that goofy
horn section I love
By evening the world had changed
because of what I learned today:
the rose and golden sunset I stand in
radiant as your quiet smile

Office Spaces Available
• 1 Office with Kitchen

Personal & Business Photography
Original Photographic Art | Photo Services
Matting/Mounting/Framing Services
509-675-9375 | dkreft052@gmail.com

• 1 Office with Conference
Room & 1937 glass block

in the

Historic Collins Building
on Heritage Court in
Downtown Colville

Call 509-675-3791
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NORM’S AUTO REPAIR

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

Call “The Water Professionals!”

Hours: 8-5 Mon - Fri
• Water Well Drilling • Hydrofracturing
• Pump Systems
• Geothermal Heat
Loop Systems
• Water Treatment
Lic. #FOGLEPS095L4
• Full Service Store

We Service All Makes & Models

www.foglepump.com

Serving Northeast Washington Since 1981

Schedule Your Service Today!
295 W. 1st • Colville, WA
509-685-9653 • 855-877-9653
Mon-Thur: 7:30 am - 5:30 pm
norms-auto.com

COLVILLE

REPUBLIC

SPOKANE

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

Candy Cane Lane is Back!
$5 for 2 Gifts to Give,
Wrapped by Elf Helpers
FOR KIDS UNDER 18

NEW LOCATION!
Spokane Community College
Colville Campus - 985 S. Elm

Saturday, Dec 10
9 am - 2 pm

Call Linda for more information: 509-680-0325
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From the Publisher’s Desk, by Gabriel Cruden
Youth View, by River Lasol
Random Acts of Community, by Christine Wilson
Life Matters, by Dr. Barry Bacon
Home Ground, by Tina Wynecoop
This Great Big Life, by Tina Tolliver Matney
Being of Service (Paid ad)
Listen Up, by Michael Pickett
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A Note from the Publisher:
The North Columbia Monthly is a free monthly magazine distributed throughout northeastern Washington and is a vehicle for sharing stories that we can
relate to or imagine or feel. It is about where and how we live. In emphasizing
these kinds of stories, it is my hope that the idea of connection, common ground,
and community will be infused into our consciousness and becomes integral
to what we choose to strive for, and what is considered the norm.
I believe that we can all have different perspectives, different viewpoints,
different ways of being, and I believe that we can find connection and build
community around the things we share in common. Thank you for reading. I
hope you feel enriched for having done so.
						~ Gabriel
W
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Experience Many Of These In Our Natural State
- JOHN ODELL, WordsOfWords.com
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How Discovering My Neurodivergency
Saved My Career
By River Lasol

The night before I wrote this, but
a while before you are reading this, I
finished writing a novel. Yes, you read
that right. I wrote an entire novel. It’s
finished and it’s messy. It’s incomplete.
It needs editing. But it’s there.
One of the first things I learned when
I joined the online writing community
via Instagram a couple of years ago
was this: You cannot edit a blank page.
This is so, so true. But for these many
years of being in the writing community, this is the first time I’ve actually
written a novel.
As far back as I can remember, I have
been a writer. And as far back as I can
remember my dream job has been to
be a published author, specifically a
novelist. There have been a few detours
like in 5th grade when I wondered if I
wanted to be in a band or in 9th grade
when I decided I wanted to become an
actor. But they never stuck, and time
and time again, when I was struggling,
writing was there for me. I’ve always
loved it.
But, despite my great love for it,
and despite deciding (in 11th grade)
for the second time that I wanted to
be a novelist, it still wasn’t happening.

There are a lot of things I could tell you
about here. I could talk about the online
writing community (both the good and
bad). I could talk about the novel that I
wrote and the process of writing it. But
I think there’s something that needs to
be talked about first: my brain.
This may strike some readers as
strange and confusing and I wouldn’t
blame them. But the thing is, this year
I finally found out that I am neurodivergent. Now, this is so very personal
and there’s still so much I don’t fully
understand. But I do know this: If I
hadn’t found out I was neurodivergent,
I’m not sure that I ever would’ve been
able to actually pursue my dream of
becoming an author. Allow me to
explain.
First of all, the terminology. Neurodivergent basically means that someone’s brain works atypically from the
way scientists have decided “normal”
brains work. Many people automatically think of autism and ADHD, but that
just scratches the surface of the many
different ways a person’s brain can be
classified as neurodivergent. A few
other examples of neurodivergency are
Tourettes Syndrome, sensory process-
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ing disorder, dyspraxia, and dyslexia.
Some people might have overlap, some
might be neurodivergent in only one
category. Okay, great, so why does this
impact my writing?
Well, being neurodivergent is literally about the way that my brain works
so it actually impacts every single thing
in my life. But it specifically impacts
my writing because of one main factor:
a little thing called executive dysfunction, and specifically motivation and
task initiation.
Most neurotypical brains use chemicals to motivate themselves and these
chemicals can be spurred into action
whenever something needs to get
done – anything from homework
to reading for fun to laundry. But in
neurodivergent brains, motivation
generally comes when we are genuinely interested in a topic or if there’s
a certain urgency to complete a task.
That’s why I’ve often been a master
procrastinator. My brain literally
doesn’t allow me to get the motivational
chemicals unless I am super interested
in a task or if the task really has to get
done by a specific deadline. And there
are plenty of times when these things

Youth View
are not the case, so trudging through
my assigned reading or doing my
laundry without any motivation can
feel like actual torture. One time I
actually had three whole weeks’ worth
of laundry on my bed, because I hadn’t
had enough motivation to fold any of
it yet. Then late one night I suddenly
had a random burst of motivation and
I folded all of it in one go.
I don’t tell you all of this to say, “Hey
look at me, aren’t I dysfunctional?!” but
rather so you have a little more understanding of what my day-to-day life as
a neurodivergent person can look like.
So finally, we’re at the point I am
trying to make: Discovering I am
neurodivergent saved my career. For
years now I have struggled to write
a novel, because even though I was
excited about it, I didn’t feel any motivation. This may seem confusing
considering my explanation above
about how interest acts as fuel. But the
problem with writing is that it can feel
very daunting and I don’t actually find
myself enjoying it until I’m in the act
of writing. So, I don’t often have the
motivation to start writing, but once
I do, I’m having the time of my life.
Weird, right?
Understanding why I was always
struggling to sit down and start the
task of writing was a game-changer and
allowed me to problem-solve ways to
help myself start the task. One of them
is to have my entire novel fully plotted
beforehand, because if I already know
what scene I’m sitting down to write,
I’m more likely to feel excited to write
it. Another way is to plan writing into
my schedule instead of being vague. If
I have a certain routine, it’s a lot easier
to force myself to sit down even if I’m
unmotivated. And then once I start
writing I’m good to go.
I could go on and on about this

topic and the many different ways
that discovering my neurodivergency
changed my writing, let alone my entire
life, but for now I am just so ecstatic to
have finally been able to write a novel,
to be able to say that I did it, and to
know that I have the capability to do
it again. I am also so thrilled that my

journey of self-discovery has been
able to help me find tools to bring my
dreams closer to reality.
Lasol is a teen reader, writer, bookstagrammer, and all-around arts enthusiast who geeks out over books and
cats. She shares book reviews and poetry
on her Instagram account @riverlasol.
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Grateful for Worry
By Christine Wilson

“If you are in a crazy situation and you are not feeling crazy, you are not paying attention.”
		
~ A friend of mine when I worked at Spokane Mental Health Center
“Worry is a way for your brain to handle problems in order to keep you safe. It’s
only when we get stuck thinking about a problem that worry stops being functional.”
				~ Dr. Luana Marques
“People would like to be able to take a pill that makes their fear and anxiety go
away and makes them immediately feel peaceful. This is impossible. One must develop the mind over time and cultivate mental immunity. Often people ask me for
the quickest and best solution to a problem. Again, this is impossible. You can have
quickest or you can have best solution, but not both. The best solution to our suffering
is mental immunity, but it takes time to develop.”
					~ The Dalai Lama
This is the month our culture encourages people to focus on what we
are thankful for. We would benefit
from gratitude all year long, of course,
but at least we have November. And
in this month of Thanksgiving, I’d like
to suggest what the research shows:
People who list out three gratitudes
every night feel better emotionally
and physically. Being grateful creates
calm thoughts and calm thoughts
generate serotonin, the hormone our
brain relies on to keep us feeling good.
Free and easy boost of goodness!
So now this might sound odd, but

I am working on feeling grateful for
worry. The term might be an understatement, but whatever we want to
call it, I might as well find a silver
lining. There’s so much of it of late.
Luana Marques is an associate
professor of psychiatry at Harvard
Medical School and the president of
the Anxiety and Depression Association of America. She’s a fan of worry
because it gets people to focus.
She says worry is “likely to cause
us to problem-solve or take action.”
That is, as noted above, if we use it
to that end, rather than just slip into

Arden
Secondhandit!
A Pl
•
•
•
•
•
•
•

ace W

TOOLS/POWER TOOLS
HOME FURNISHINGS
ARTWORK/PICTURES
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635 B Hwy. 395 South • 509-684-3967 • STOP BY FOR A VISIT!
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one of my favorite descriptions of a
way my brain can drive me crazy:
“agitated immobility.”
Our mind is so determined to be
chill that it can keep us from noticing
that which makes us anxious. The first
half of post traumatic stress disorder
(PTSD), for example, describes the
traumatized mind as doing everything it can to not feel the effects of
trauma. The second half of PTSD is
to get triggered into it anyway.
You don’t have to have PTSD to
have that dueling internal conflict.
Do we have enough money to cover
rent? Is our boss going to fire us for
taking too much time off work for
a family emergency? Is the chronic
negativity we face on a daily basis
taking our hope away? To take a
worry from Paul Simon: “Why am
I soft in the middle? The rest of my
life is so hard.” You can run but you
can’t hide.
The first step is to sort out what
we have control over and what we
don’t. I assume I am like most people,
in that I would love to have control

Random Acts of Community
over what I don’t have control over.
So, part of step one, for me anyway,
is a bit of tough love on myself.
There are differing camps about
whether we should pay attention to
the past. I am of the mindset that at
least some of our current worries are
being fueled by our history and ought
to be honored as a powerful source
of fuel. I think of them as logs on a
fire. We might want the fire to go out,
but if someone keeps throwing logs
on it, that’s not going to happen. The
past can be promoting a blaze and the
specific logs are teachers all, whether
good, bad, or ugly.
The future is also worthy of our
attention. I was a bit lost in my early
20s. I remember a friend asking me
what my goals were. I’m sure he
thought there was something wrong
with me, because I just stared at
him, mute. I was fumbling around
like the moths that flit around in
our dried fruit stashes. Oh, there’s
a slice of pear. Oh, there’s a slice of
apple. Wow, I want that plum slice.
I was a bit haphazard on the future
planning front.
Warrior poses in the yoga world
show that a certain amount of energy must go toward honoring the
way the past has shaped us. There is
also a certain amount of energy that
goes toward our aspirations about
the future. In the middle of those
warriorly outstretched arms is our
solid, strong core, as we breathe in
the present moment and use our
bones and our mind to face what we
find there. That feels like the perfect
balance to me – aware of the past,
moving with strength into the future,
and most solidly right here right now.
Back to what worries we have
control over: It usually boils down

to attitude. Sometimes I work with
children and teens who think counseling is a waste of time because it
isn’t changing the people who are
wreaking havoc in their lives. I share
their longing. However, the point of
counseling is to go inward, identify
what is stressing us out, and do what
we can to deal with it. That’s true
whether the stress source is the effects
of the past, issues in the present, or
thoughts about the future.
“Mental immunity,” as defined by
the Dalai Lama, is the strength our
hearts and minds have to withstand
the onslaught of the emotional
blasts. Basic reliables include good
sleep hygiene, healthy diet, and surrounding yourself with hopeful and
kind people. The message from Dr.

Marques is that the starting point
is paying attention to what we are
worrying about, and then use our
positive assets while sorting out what
we are going to do about whatever we
come up with.
So, yeah, celebrate your worries this
Thanksgiving. Maybe you’ll find, like
I do, that worry is an energizer. Because I am so focused on connection
and community, I am recommending that we take our individual and
collective energy boosts as a call to
action over what we can change, a call
to serenity over what we can’t, and the
patience to sort out the difference.
Christine Wilson is a psychotherapist in private practice in Colville and
can be reached at christineallenewilson@gmail.com or 509-690-0715.

Chewelah!

bringing creatives + community together

There's so much happening...

First Thursday Art Walk | Mural Tour
Performing Arts | Music
Art Galleries | Farmers Market
Historical Locations | and more!
Learn more about the Chewelah Creative District at
chewelahcreativedistrict.org or scan the QR Code
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The Boy and His Dog
By Dr. Barry Bacon, MD

My shift was nearly over in the
emergency department. I tidied
up my office and packed up my
computer, papers, food and other
items, preparing to hand off to the
mid-level provider coming on duty.

The phone rang, and a nurse came
down the hall to talk with me. “Doc,
could you stay to take care of a kid
with a dog bite?”
I set my things back down on the
desk. “Yes,” I replied. “I should be

Holiday Wine
Barrel Tasting Event

Saturday November 19 ~ Noon - 5:00 ~ Admission Free!

Sample & Compare
the 2022 “Nouveau” (New Wine)
with Older Vintages from the Oak Barrels.
Taste and see why we allow Nature to take her
sweet time to bring our wines to Perfection!

Special Event Discount Prices
Stock Up Now! Our Delicious Wines & Food Products
Are Perfect For Your Holiday Dining And Gifting!
November - March Off Season Hours

Tasting Room Open By Appointment (Or By Chance!)
Call Us (509)732-6123 To Arrange For
A Special Tasting Or Private Event

On the Northport-Flat Creek Road Along Lake Roosevelt
(509)732-6123 ~ chinabend.com

Organic Sulfite-Free Wines & Gourmet Foods
No Sulfites, No Headache, No Hangover, No Kidding!

The Healthiest Wines On The Planet
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able to do that.” I knew that this
would take a bit longer than the end
of my shift, but for the sake of a kid
and a scared parent, I would stay on.
A few minutes later, the family
arrived. The patient had his right
hand and forearm wrapped up in a
clean cloth, and his left hand hung
at his side while blood dripped from
his leg. He looked at me in pain and
with some degree of fear.
“How bad is it?” I asked. “Looks
like it hurts pretty badly.” He nodded, trying to be brave. I smiled. “I
don’t want you to worry,” I told him.
“We’re going to help you. My nurse
is going to check things out, ask
some questions, and then I’ll come
in and we’ll get you fixed up.” I gave
my nurse some instructions about
the materials we would need, and
then stepped out for a moment to let
the local anesthetic she applied take
its effect while we set up the other
instruments and supplies.
A few minutes later, I carefully
examined the wounds. At the same
time, I asked the boy and his mother a few questions about the dog.
“Was the dog known to you?” (An
unprovoked attack by a stray animal
is much more likely to be a rabid animal compared to an animal which
is known to the family and can be
watched for a few days to make sure
that it does not get sick.)
I peeled back another layer
of gauze and gently washed the
wounds. “Were there any special
circumstances the animal was experiencing? New litter of pups?
Scared? Hurting?” The boy nodded.
Turns out his grandpa had run over
the dog. In great pain and unable to
get up, the dog had defended itself,

Life Matters
lashing out at anyone, even the boy
whose compassion had compelled
him to try to help his dog.
But, I wondered, how is it that the
boy was bitten in so many places –
legs, hands and forearms? His mom
looked at her boy and smiled. “Well,
we told him not to go back, to leave
the dog alone, but he couldn’t help
himself. He felt so bad for his dog
that he went back three times.”
I paused for a moment and looked
at my patient. He still had the same
painful, frightened, hopeful look on
his face. “You loved your dog, didn’t
you?” He nodded. “You’re going to
miss him a lot.”
“He couldn’t live because he was
hurt too bad.”
“He wasn’t angry at you, though.
He was just hurting too badly.”
“No. He didn’t mean to hurt me.”
We continued our conversation as
I washed, examined, anesthetized,
sutured in some areas, left others
open, instructed, wrapped, encouraged and counseled. I told him how
sorry I was that he suffered the loss
of his animal and got hurt besides.
He said it was okay. I asked him if he
had any brothers or sisters. “I have a
younger brother. He’s five.”
“Does he ever annoy you?”
He shrugged. “Sometimes, I
guess.”
“Would it help if I wrote you a
note saying he should be nice to
you?”
He thought for a moment. “Maybe.”
“Okay, I’m going to write a prescription for him to be nice to you,
and you can read it to him.”
While my nurse was finishing up
with the final bandages and instructions, I went back to my office, wrote
a prescription for some antibiotics

and for his younger brother, found
a Snickers bar and brought these to
his mom. It was the best I could do
under the circumstances. The boy
smiled, and so did his mom. “Alright, I’m going to have my nurse
call you tomorrow and see how
things are going. Take care.” And
they were soon out the door.
It left me thinking about our animals, how they add beauty and joy
and other dimensions to our lives.
How we play with them and enjoy
them, how their lives, though so
different from our own, become entwined with ours so that they adopt
us as their pack and we treat them as
family. How we sorrow at their loss.
I was struck by this when I recently visited a town some distance from
my home. I noted a makeshift sign
with letters scrawled on cardboard,
“homeless camp.” Just next to it was
a professional sign with the letters
“animal shelter.” In the first spot, I
noted a graveled parking area with a
fence around it. In the second, there
was a well-manicured green lawn,
professional fencing, a building,
electricity, water, heat, plumbing,
none of which were present at the
human site. I couldn’t help thinking,
“If I was in need of shelter, I would
move in with the animals.”
On another day, early in the morning, I looked down into the field just
adjacent to my house and saw my
dog very curious about something.
Suddenly another creature stood up
on his front legs, struggling to maintain his balance. A buck, unable to
make his rear legs work, was trying
to defend himself against my curious dog, who had no intention of
attacking.
Somehow the deer had dragged
himself down from the road a quar-

ter of a mile away, the victim of a
collision with a motor vehicle. I
felt compassion for the animal, and
thinking that he might have a fractured femur, decided to bring the
suffering creature into the unfinished firewood area of my house and
see if I could rig up a hoist to allow
him to recover.
The buck was in great pain, and
after I was able to hoist him off the
ground I could see that his spine
was bent and that he had suffered a
spinal cord injury. There was no way
that he could recover. He did not
survive the day.
I think it is the compassion that
we feel for the suffering of other creatures and people that is the
mark of what makes us human. So, I
wanted all of you to know about the
compassionate boy who went back
three times to try to comfort his
dying pet, and suffered injuries and
pain, simply for the chance to help
his dog. It speaks to me of what it
means to be truly human.
Barry Bacon is a physician who
has lived and practiced family medicine in Colville for 28 years. He
now works in small rural hospitals
in Washington state, teaches family
medicine, and works on health disparities in the U.S. and Africa.
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You’ve Got a Friend
By Tina Wynecoop

The words “slug” and “friend” seldom appear together in a sentence,
paragraph or story. This may be a first.
It’s not easy being a slug. But you
know what, Mr./Mrs. Terrestrial Mollusk, you have a friend in me. Seeing

the adorable photo of you munching
on a leaf and featured in The Seattle
Times this summer, I declare you have
way more friends than you know!
(Just to clarify: Slugs are hermaphrodites, meaning each animal can be

both sexes, hence the address as Mr./
Mrs.)
My longtime friend Sandy (our 65year friendship began the first day
of 5th grade in Seattle) sends me the
weekly magazine section of The Seattle Times and that is where
I discovered you. Friend
banana slug, do you know
I had to slither on bended
knees – I have two of them
and you, I assume, have just
one knee since you have one
“foot,” but oh what a foot – to
receive permission to share
your photo with our North
Columbia Monthly readers?
I approached the newspaper asking, “May I use the
slug photograph from your
July 7, 2022, issue in my story?” “No,” the editor replied,
“You have to contact the
photographer and we don’t
give out that information.”
I sleuthed my way through
the Internet and located the
camera guy with the eye for
the wonders of the forest!
He answered the phone,
and I gained permission to
share your picture – and a
new friend.
“The way I learn about
something is to write about
it,” says author Annie Proulx. Same for me. So here I
write of encounters with
slugs and share some interesting facts.
Fact: If you lick a banana
slug, your tongue goes
numb.
This summer at first light
Image from “Hold the Salt”: Readers’ Lens by Travis Ness, Seattle Times, July 7,
I
saw
multiple shimmering
2022, photographer Adam Kastan.
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Home Ground
little pathways on our deck. Usually,
these trails are made at night when
slugs move about without the death
knell of being dried up in the hot sun.
I was in time to observe a slug move
about making a new trail. It was a
leopard slug, indigenous to eastern
Washington, and a cousin to the banana slug in the photograph.
Fact: A banana slug has been
timed as it covered six-and-a-half
inches in 120 minutes, at the speed of
0.000023m/s. At that rate taking 132
hours to travel a mile.
The now-famous banana slug was
caught munching a leaf in the Olympic
rainforest. Our slugs dine in the dog
food dish after we’ve all gone to bed.
“Slug” carries several meanings. It
is not a pretty word for a unique land
mollusk who leaves behind glistening
silvery trails from its nighttime travels.
No, “slug” is a harsh word meaning to
hit someone – hard. “Slug” is a type
of ammunition. A SLUGgard is a lazy
person. Our subject is a land mollusk
who lacks a shell and secretes a film of
mucus used for protection and travel.
When I was a teenager, I was invited to a slumber party. Typically, one
does not slumber at these sleepovers.
And, as for slugs, it is a good time to
be out and about in the dark. A group
of us giggly girls dared each other to
sneak out and run around the neighborhood at midnight. The night was
Seattle-moist, and we wore our bathrobes and slippers. Unbeknownst to us
there was danger underfoot. And we
were in trouble when we returned. The
hostess’s parents were sound asleep,
but we discovered our slippers’ soles
were caked in slug slime. Eeew!
Eastern Washington slugs aren’t
out in such numbers – unless it is
spring or fall, or a good summer rain
has quenched the dry earth. I have a

friend who said she went out to get the
morning newspaper. She sidestepped
the slug right there on her doorstep and
went in to get a saltshaker to sprinkle
on the slug – a dousing which is an
old and deadly method of eradication.
Later that morning she came back out
with her glasses on and noticed she

had salted a pile of dog poo.
We laughed at her story “until tears
ran down our legs.”
Years later I asked if I could mention
her saltshaker story. She seemed a little
reluctant but gave me permission and
then added an earlier event:
Continued on page 15...
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Addy
Grange

Continued from page 13...
“Oh, you remembered that? We
hadn’t been at Wellpinit too long
when that happened. When we lived
on the coast, we had an army of slugs
marching across the lawn and salt was
my defense. In the second experience I
was sleeping outdoors in the redwoods.
I thought the light spot on my pillow
was moonlight shining through the
trees, so I laid my face on a slug. Just
awful!”
Fact: A slug can be considered a
plant pest or nature’s helper.
The Spokesman Review’s garden
columnist, Pat Munts, writes:
“Slugs are related to snails but
without the shell. Slugs don’t carry
their home on their back like their
close cousins, the snails. With no
protection from the elements, their
moist bodies are very susceptible to
drying out and so they live in moist
environments close to the soil under
leaf litter, low-hanging leaves or other
debris. They generally feed at night
when the humidity is higher and the
temperatures cooler and are most
active in the spring and again in the
fall. In general, they are active between
38 and 88 degrees.
“Slugs feed on a wide range of plants
and don’t bite leaves. Rather they have
rasping mouth parts that scrape the
leaf surface, leaving behind random
ragged holes and thin places between
veins or along the edges. They eat holes
in living plants (therefore, gardeners
don’t like them!), but they can also
eat vegetable debris in compost piles.
“As you find these little animals
in your yard, please remember that
they are living creatures, and do not
hurt them. They play important roles
in recycling nutrients in our gardens.
Their predators are frogs, birds and
beetles. These animals like nothing

Home Ground
better than a tasty meal of slugs.”
Fact: According to The World of
Slugs: Nuisance or Delicacy? “Most slug
species can still contain the remnants
of a shell within their bodies, known
as a vestigial shell. All species have a
tail, tentacles (feelers), a mantle and
the ‘foot’ and fringing, which contracts like a muscle to help the slug
move. Slugs are vital members of the
ecosystem. They help break down dead
organic matter like decaying plants
and sometimes animals. They even
have a small role to play in spreading
seeds and spores, as fungi is often a
favorite food source.”
How closely the word for the terrestrial mollusk, gastropod, resembles the
word for fine dining, gastronomy! Do
humans really eat slugs?
Fact: Chickens and ducks eat slugs,
this I know. So do humans.
On a recent Milk Street Radio
program, interviewer Christopher
Kimball asked the author of a newly
published book about hamburgers to
name his top ten favorite burgers. The
Mississippi Slug Burger was on his list.
(Look it up.)
There is a pub in London, England,
called The Slug & Lettuce.
Directions for preparing slugs for
a gastronomical experience may be
found online. There are direful cautions, too, about consuming them.
Postscript: I was planning to title
my article “Slugs: From the Silly to
the Subslime.”
The silly is done – I close with the
sublime as I memorialize a friend
whose graceful prose and presence
in her NCM columns touched many
of us. In her “Monthly Muse” column
she wrote about a doe and fawn who
made frequent appearances in her yard
near Marcus. One day the doe came

alone. There was a deep-felt sadness.
Our friend could only think of comforting the mother deer, so she sang
the Swinomish Deer Song taught to
her by Johnny Moses, a Tulalip Native
American.
I asked the publisher of the NCM
to find out if I could ask her to sing
that song to me. Permission given. She
sang it over the phone! Listening to her
soft, clear voice and quiet drumming
was as close to heaven as I have ever
felt (heaven is here, not some far off
imagined place). I thought how wonderful it would be to be able to ask her
to sing the deer song in the future, for
comfort, and for its sheer beauty and
simplicity. I did not know it would be
the only time I would hear her sing.
Over the years she had shared her
world of nature, landscape and love of
literature in her columns – enriching
and informing us. I will miss her
writing so much.
My first thought: She is looking
at vistas which are filling her with
interesting discoveries and wonder. I
am sure she would find new ways to
share her discoveries with her readers,
family and friends if humanly possible.
She has left for places unknown to us.
She has left us so much!
Peace, pure peace, dear friend Loren
Cruden.
Fact: The marvelous word “friend”
is from the old English freond of Germanic origin; from an Indo-European
root meaning “to love.”
Tina says: Growing up in western
Washington, I thought it was the most
interesting place in the world until I
moved in 1970 to teach school on the
Spokane Indian Reservation. The culture, geography, history, and flora and
fauna of the eastern part of the state is
now my beloved “home ground.”
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Trustworthy, Polite, Secure
and Pan Fried
By Tina Tolliver Matney

This whole dating thing … it’s not
for sissies. Especially if one has been
around the arena a time or two. I say
arena instead of “block” because I’d
rather relate myself to a horse than a
car. But maybe what I should say is,
“Especially if one has been up and
down the river a time or two.”
I love to fish. For fish. Specifically,
I love to fish for fresh trout. Or walleye maybe. But not men. I don’t like
fishing for men. And my dating experience so far feels more like a fishing
trip to the headwaters of a remote
river where the best fishing hole is
deep and wide and I have one worm
and a barbless hook and a very short
span of time to accomplish the task
at hand. Which is finding a partne …
I mean catching a fresh trout to gut,
clean and pan fry. With fresh lemons
and a sprinkle of slivered almonds.
This current “Wait! What just happened?!” phase of my life started about
six weeks ago when a friend talked
me into joining a dating site. “It’ll be
fun!” she said. “Let’s do it together!”
she said. She has been single now for
a long, long time and I was proud of
her for putting herself out there and
so I said, “Sure, why not? What have
I got to lose?”
From here on out I’m gonna need
someone to stand next to me and tell
me what I can indeed lose every time
I utter those words. You can send me
a résumé and a bottle of wine if you’re
interested in that position.
Just setting up my “profile” was an
agonizing process. I worked into it
slowly. I used a fake name at first. Fake
ZIP code. Everything about me was

fake. And I didn’t share any photos. I
have no idea why I chose to do it this
way. Maybe I was just embarrassed –
and I have such a huge family. I mean,
how weird would it be if you matched
up with one of your own cousins?! So, I
pushed “done” on my fake profile and
I waited. For days. My friend found a
date three days in and I think she is
now wintering in the Caribbean even
though it’s only October.
A couple of weeks came and went
and I got a few hits but everyone
wanted a darned photo. Sigh … so I
started over. I figured I better get real
if this was going to get me a trout for
supper. I mean a partner.
So, I edited. Real name. Still a fake
ZIP code … it’s a small town. And
some real photos. I scoured 18,000
photographs to come up with four that
were fairly not ugly. But the important
thing in my opinion is that at least
some photos should be current. And
they should not be taken in front of
a bathroom mirror or holding a wet
slimy fish, which seems to be the accepted norm for a whole lot of dating
prospects within a 200-mile radius of
my current location.
So I used the four photos chosen
from my archives and then went for a
walk on a lovely sunny day and posed
myself beside various trees, shrubs, a
quaint broken-down fence (whatever,
had to work with what I’ve got), a big
mushroom and my favorite old rusty
car in the woods.
I came home and pulled up my
new pics and even though I felt like
I looked like a troll trying to hide
from the goat in the woods I chose a
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few and added them to my profile. I
deleted one because the river looked
like it was running between my ears.
Deleted the mushroom one because
… well … I didn’t want to come
across as the old crone that wanted
to poison the princess. I left the one
with the sun shining in my eyes so
that my new love wouldn’t notice I
have a lazy eye.
This all took forever. Like nearly
two glasses of wine went by before
I finished.
Even though I promised myself
I would check this site only once a
day, I found myself peeking several
times while trying to get ready for
work. More than once I poked my
mascara wand in my eye trying to
see if “CapnCrunch” was cute or if
I might have at least one morning
message that said something besides,
“Let’s have coffee, you seem sweet.”
Seriously, is this all that’s left as a
mature dating adult? Coffee? How
about, “Let’s take my plane to Paris
and have lunch?” Is that not a thing
anymore?! And I think we all know
“sweet” is probably not the best adjective to describe me.
It wasn’t long before I started having
fun with this dating site. I started
taking screenshots and sending them
to my children, to which they would
reply, “Mom! Get a grip!” Or my favorite so far, “Gah!!! Is he wearing a
romper?!” That one gave us all a good
laugh. I was just messing with them.
But it turns out I was also messing
with the algorithm in my search.
For every photo of a guy in less than
flattering “lighting” that I clicked on,

This Great Big Life
several more would pop up. Oops. So,
I stopped that nonsense. And again
I waited.
And then it happened. I found the
man of my dreams. His profile was
hilarious. He took a photo in his
bathroom with his crayon drawing
of a fish reflected in the mirror and
a toy motorcycle leaning on a bar of
soap by the sink. He was the very first
“like” I gave on this site as I snortlaughed while I drank my coffee and
read his profile.
I immediately messaged him and
said, “You sir, you are my kind of
people!” And while we both knew we
were too far away from each other to
date we managed to strike up a lovely
friendship. He’ll be making a road
trip, he said, next spring to buy a plant
from my shop and meet his new friend
from eastern Washington. He was a
hoot and I wish him the best in his
search because this is hard.
I realized a few days ago that I’m trying too hard to force fate to fulfill my
own wishes. This style of dating might
be okay for some, but I don’t think it’s
really for me. So instead of trying so
hard to search for a relationship that
is right for me I plan to simply work
harder on my own relationship with
myself. Just let things unfold the way
they are meant to unfold in these later
years of this great big life.
So I’m going to hang up my fishing
pole for now. It’s time to settle in and
create an environment that is warm
and cozy and that nurtures my soul
through the coming winter. I’m really
not worried about feeling lonely. As
Thanksgiving draws near I am reminded of how truly grateful I am
for this circle of family and friends
that I have. So many are just a text
or a phone call or even a short drive

away. I love you all to pieces. Happy
Thanksgiving to you and yours. Oh,
and if you have a single dinner guest
(medium build, trustworthy, polite
and secure) coming for the holiday
and you’d like him to meet a fishing
buddy, let me know!

Tina is a mother, grandmother,
artist, rescuer of owls, eagles, hawks
and other wild creatures, children’s
book illustrator, gardener and hobby
farmer who makes her home on the
Kettle River. Check out the Kettle River
Raptor Center on Facebook.
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New Patients
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Being of Service
Fighting Back Against Polio
By Lynn O’Connor

As some of you may know, Rotary International’s
signature effort is the eradication of polio, which is
now making a re-emergence. We’ve been working
hard over the years, raising billions of dollars and
partnering like crazy through the Global Polio Eradication Initiative (GPEI) to create an infrastructure
that serves the world.
Well, Rotary got this far, and eradicating a viral disease is clearly not easy. Perhaps you’ve heard about
the unvaccinated man
in the United States
who was paralyzed. In
the UK, poliovirus was
detected in sewage.
In Malawi, a child contracted polio. And Mozambique announced
its first polio outbreak
in 30 years.
For the 37 years
we’ve been working
on this, Rotarians have
been aware that we are
fighting wild polio virus
(WPV), but lately we
have been detecting a
circulating vaccine-derived polio virus type 2 (cVDPV2). It’s from a modified “live” vaccine, a kind that
is cheaper to manufacture and far less problematic
to deliver. This is the first line of attack when facing
large populations in which polio is circulating. There is
a point, however, in a largely unvaccinated population
that the live vaccine may revert to a disease-causing
form, which we can see happening.
Several years ago India stopped their huge vaccination
programs that delivered the (live) oral polio vaccine
and switched to the inactive poliovirus vaccine (IPV
~ a “killed” virus), which a country can do when it
has successfully controlled polio. It is an injectable

vaccine, and must be delivered by more highly trained
professionals, and only to one person at a time.
The GPEI remains confident that they are making
progress, and there are several reasons for this optimism. A new oral vaccine that has a substantially
lower risk of causing vaccine-derived variant polio is
now available. This makes it less likely that the weakened strain of poliovirus that is used in the vaccine
will mutate and spur outbreaks in communities where

immunization levels are low.
Moreover, the number of cases of the disease caused
by the wild virus has been at historically low levels
in Pakistan and Afghanistan, the two countries where
poliovirus transmission has never been stopped. This
presents an opportunity to seize the moment and stop
the wild virus forever.
Rotarians celebrate World Polio Day every October
24th (https://www.rotary.org/en/watch-world-polio-day-2022-and-beyond), and local clubs (all over
the world!) usually plan fundraisers. Please help us
(colvillerotary.org ~ a work in progress). If you see a
Pints For Polio event near you, join the fun!

This page made possible by the Rotary Club of Colville. Learn more at www.colvillerotary.org
View where all the Clubs in the district meet at www.colvillerotary.org/?p=whereclubsmeet
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LISTEN UP
Reviews by Michael Pickett

Atli Örvarsson Comes Back Around
What do you do when you’re still
really busy composing music for Netflix’s No Limit or working with Hans
Zimmer (among other things)?
You record another album of original
music on the side, of course.
Having first heard Atli Örvarsson’s
viscerally thrilling soundtrack to The
Fourth Kind back in 2009, it was easy
to get excited with every new movie
release the Icelandic composer showed
up on. When albums like You Are
Here came out, it was equally fascinating to see where Örvarsson’s muse
would take him. And now with the
brand new 7 Cycles, we have a new
collection of compositions that show

his breadth as a recording artist.
Leading off with the gorgeous, understated “Shards,” Örvarsson wastes
no time bringing us
into his world. Tracks
like “A New Beginning” or the instantly
moving “Through
Time,” with its impossibly beautiful piano/
cello lines, lay out the
conceptual framework of this album
as it nods to the cyclical nature of life
and how we live it.
Without a doubt this work shows just
how adept Atli Örvarsson is at molding

simple sonic elements into absolutely
monumental works of audio art.
While 7 Cycles isn’t gripping and
unsettling like The
Fourth Kind or as
hard-hitting as the
very fun Hansel &
Gretel score, that’s actually the point. This
album is as beautiful
and introspective as
one would expect
from a composer of
Örvarsson’s caliber, musing on life
here on this blue orb. Grab some headphones, get comfortable, and check out
Atli Örvarsson’s 7 Cycles right away.

Celldweller High In Orbit
For something like 20 years now,
the artist known as Celldweller has
been growing in power. First inhabiting ballistic film-trailers and then releasing bone-crushing-but-melodic singles and albums, the
inventive hard rock
fusion artist has left
multiple masterpieces in his wake.
A s t h e br a n d
new Satellites album
drops – and drops
hard – Celldweller once again deftly
blends flying breakbeats, punishing
guitars, electronica and melodic
vocals that tie nearly everything
together.

The whispering vocals and stuttering metal rhythms of “A Matter
of Time” are about as epic as it gets,
as Celldweller – a.k.a. LA musician/
production mastermind Klayton Albert – once again
uses his studio like
a weaponized audio assault factory
(in the best possible
way). As the track
fades out with Ozzyish guitar rhythms,
“My Disintegration” screams into
being, with relentless guitar/drum
riffing that is as dizzyingly masterful
as it is overwhelming.
While previous albums found their
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way into occasional quasi-ballad
territory, Satellites is devoid of any
slow songs, and while “The End of the
World” opens with slightly off-kilter
piano lines, the album’s final track
blossoms into mildly restrained but
still rocking observation of sobering
events, tempered by hope and belief
in a new day.
It’s fast, it’s ferocious and it’s an
album that almost feels like a piece
of heavy metal cinema. If you’re a fan
of clever, incredibly well-produced
modern rock, Celldweller is a musthear, and Satellites is an incredible
addition to an already legendary
catalog.
Check out Michael Pickett’s music,
free at pickettmusic.com.
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Front Porch Seasons
By Karen Giebel

Most mornings, no matter the season
or the weather, will find me standing on
our front porch well before the break of
day. Standing there in contemplative
quietude, silently counting my blessings
whose numbers are enormous. The
darkness provides a peacefulness that
calms my heart and soul before the start
of yet another busy day.
I have always been a morning person, up long before anyone else in the
household starts to stir, and I have always
taken some minutes to stand outdoors to
welcome the dawn, whether it is at 4:30
a.m. in the summer or 7:30 a.m. during
the winter. I watch as the earth returns
to life after its nightly slumber. Our front
porch faces east looking toward the
Kettle Range and I am privileged and
awe-struck to see magnificent sunrises.

In the midst of winter, snuggled into
a parka, hat and gloves, I stand on that
front porch. Snowflakes sparkle in the
soft yellow light from the kitchen window as they fall softly, landing on the
fence surrounding the flower garden
sleeping under a blanket of snow until
spring. In winter it seems the darkness
will never turn to dawn, but of course
it slowly does, and the sky lightens to a
dull gray before finally giving way to a
short-lived round of daylight.
In winter the snow muffles other
sounds and all I hear is the wind rustling through the Douglas fir and the
creaking of the ice-coated limbs of the
bare aspen. Even before the first snow,
people, including myself, will say the
air “smells like snow,” and we all know
what we mean even though we can’t

OUR COMMUNITY’S ONLY NONPROFIT HOSPICE,
SERVING PATIENTS AND THEIR FAMILIES SINCE 1977.

“AS MEDICAL
DIRECTOR, I am honored
to work with an amazing team of
professionals, all focused on the
same goal of helping each patient
have the best life they can for as
long as they have.”
– Dr. Brian Seppi
MeDical Director

DIGNITY. RESPECT.
COMPASSION.
509.456.0438
888-459-0438

hospiceofspokane.org
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explain it further.
Springtime finds me slowly becoming
aware of dawn breaking just a wee bit
earlier every day. There is a change in the
air, too. A crisp clean scent. A scent I call
“green,” as those first shoots of grass poke
their heads out of the melting snow. Still
wearing that parka, sans hat and gloves,
I smile hearing the honking of Canada
geese overhead as they head north to
their nesting grounds. It’s glorious to
also hear the happy twittering of tiny
migrating songbirds as they search out
the perfect spot in the bushes to build
their nests to raise their families.
I shed the parka for a lighter jacket
as the days lengthen. There is no smell
more enticing than that of a drenching
spring rain. It is both refreshing and
clean. There is a hint of warmth from the
rising sun as it crests the Kettle Range
illuminating the sky with shades of pink,
yellow and orange. I welcome the light,
the longer hours of sun and especially
the warmth.
Barefoot at 4:30 a.m., I step out onto
the porch in the summer, watching
as night turns into day and I see the
shimmering waters of Curlew Lake
below me. The loons are calling their
plaintive song that echoes from the
water and across the hills behind me.
Grey owls stir me with those last “hoo

ADDY INN
Steaks-Burgers-Fish-Desserts
Old West Bar

Addy, WA
1 blk off Hwy 395
509-935-6137

Reflections on Life’s Journey
hoos” before returning to their nests for
the day. I wish to share these moments
with someone, but at the same time I
wish to keep these special moments all
to myself and so I do. Selfishly, I do not
want my quiet time disturbed.
The heat of summer starts early in the
morning, and my day begins even earlier
so I can get my gardening done before
the temperature soars. Sometimes, just
before dawn, summer lightning will split
the sky in two, a sight both scary and
awesome, which nature often is. During
summer I linger on my porch inhaling
the conflicting but not objectionable aromas of those glorious summer flowers
in full bloom, as well as the aromas of
drying weeds in the fields and the dusty
dirt of our road. Only when the sun has
fully risen, do I turn and head indoors.
Autumn brings a welcome chill to
the air. No more bare feet on the porch.
Socks, slippers, a long robe and a quilted
flannel shirt keep me cozy and comfortable if not stunningly beautiful. At 5:30
a.m. the constellations overhead show
me Orion’s belt and the Big Dipper.
The moon is slowly sinking over the
hills behind the house. Looking east
over Curlew Lake, the sun rises over a
different part of the Kettle Range as the
earth rotates. Sunrise is slower, softer
with hints of purple mountain majesty.

Colder weather means a heavy mist
rises above the lake, at times totally
obscuring the mountains for hours until
it burns off. Many mornings, if I look
north to Mount Elizabeth, the sun will
illuminate her with a golden glow seen
only in autumn.
The coyotes are quite active this time
of the year, teaching their kits how to
hunt, and their yipping is incredibly loud
in the early morning. As the dark turns
to dawn, I watch to the left as the deer
leave the safety of the hawthorn thicket
where they bed down for the night. They
slowly head uphill, pausing for a nibble
now and then before meandering on.
Their color, no longer the golden tan of
summer, is a dark grey brown that blends
them into the fall landscape. Starting at
daybreak, flocks of wild turkey, not seen

since spring, once again make their circuit uphill, across the ridgetop, downhill
across the bottom land, only to repeat
this process several times each day.
The air is filled with the luscious aroma
of ripe pears, apples and plums in the
orchard, reminding me that I have work
to do during this busy harvest season.
I take a deep breath, exhale with a sigh,
and turn to go inside. We’ve come full
circle, the seasons and me. During this
month of giving thanks, I am so thankful for all the gifts my front porch has
provided me.
Wishing you all the blessings of each
season and a very happy Thanksgiving!
Karen Castleberry Giebel blogs about
life and food at www.thejourneygirl.com
up in the back of the beyond in Ferry
County, Washington.
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Life’s Stretch

Yoga for Relieving Stress & Anxiety
By Brenda St. John

At a recent parish event, our priest mentioned that some
version of the phrase “fear not” appears 365 times in the Bible.
That’s one affirmation for each day of the year! It was uplifting news, but I wished I’d heard that reminder about a week
earlier when I was getting ready to fly to Las Vegas. I hadn’t
flown anywhere in two years and hadn’t been to Vegas in about
40, and I admit my stress level was a bit high. However, as a
mother, I felt compelled to go in order to attend my daughter’s
destination wedding at Red Rocks State Park.
Anxiety and stress were both subsets of my fear. Was I afraid
to fly? Was I afraid of the craziness of Vegas? Who knows?
But I was definitely edgy in the days leading up to my trip. For
me, anxiety is often related to some need for internal growth.
It was a big step to return to Las Vegas, a place I had visited
many times when I lived in Nevada in 1980-1981. Back then
I was young and always looking for adventure. Now I am
semi-retired and I prefer my adventures to be considerably
calmer, quieter, and low key.
One of the best things I’ve learned since I began practicing
yoga in 2008 is that I can quickly recognize when something is
amiss with my body and I know the steps to take to re-center
myself. Watching my breath like a hawk, forcing myself to
smile, and working any tight areas keeps my stress level down
and prevents anxiety from getting the best of me.
There are many places in the human body which tend to
store stress. Hips, shoulders and necks are all common, as well
as the low back.
For relieving tension in the low back, there is the yoga pose
called Pavanamuktasana, otherwise known as One-Legged
Knee-to-Chest pose. I will add on to it to link three stress-relieving poses.
Begin in Constructive Rest Position, which is knees bent,
feet on the floor, and hands on the mat. Lift the left knee and
hug it into the chest by wrapping both hands around the knee
or shin. Extend the right leg out along the floor. Hold here and
breathe for about 30 seconds.
For the next step, lift head, neck and shoulders off the mat.
Try to touch nose to knee. Adding on, lift the right heel off the
floor about 10-12 inches. While holding the upper body up, lower
the right heel to about one inch above the mat and continue
to slowly lift and lower the right leg several times. This works
the psoas muscle on the right side, which is one of the deepest

muscles of the body and a good culprit for holding stress.
After at least eight repetitions, lower the head, neck and
shoulders to the mat but continue holding on to the left shin
with the right hand. Stretch the left arm out to the side, preparing for a reclining twist.
On an exhalation, draw the left knee across the body, approaching the floor on the right side of the body. Both shoulders
should remain grounded, but the left hip lifts up such that the
hips become oriented about 90 degrees in relation to the shoulders. This should relieve more tension in the lower back and
feel pretty good in general. Reclining Spinal Twist is a big pose
and I recommend the spine be warmed up with smaller twists
and some side bends before attempting this particular pose.
Hold the twist about 30 seconds, then unwind and return to
Constructive Rest Position. Pause briefly and repeat the three
positions on the other side.
I find anxiety relief by control of the breath. However, this
applies not just to me, but to people in general because deep
breathing affects the parasympathetic nervous system.
Begin by “watching” the breath. Sit up straight and tall, either
on the floor in any comfortable position or in a firm chair, such
as a kitchen chair. Shoulders are back and down and chin is
lowered slightly toward the chest. Simply notice the breath. Is
it deep or shallow, rapid or slow, choppy or even?
Then start to count it out. An example would be “Inhale-2-3-4-5. Exhale 2-3-4-5.”
It’s possible the inhales are longer than the exhales. It’s possible
the count is only to two or three. In that scenario, it means the
breaths are shallow. The desired technique is to draw the breath
in deeper to achieve a count of four, five, or maybe even six.
Control the exhalations rather than allow the breath to
escape in one big swoosh. Balance the breath by making the
inhalations and the exhalations equal in length. Another choice
would be to lengthen the exhalations so they are longer than
the inhalations. I mentally declare success when I find a pattern
that declutters and thus calms my mind.
As I continue to try new things, my goal is to remember to
“fear not” as I move into unknown territories. Overcoming a
little fear, a little stress and a little anxiety all lead to internal
growth.
Namaste!
Brenda St. John has taught yoga classes in Chewelah since 2010.
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Deck The Falls
DEC 2: FRIDAY, 5 PM

The Redneck Christmas
Light Parade will bring Santa
downtown. There will be
a Tree Lighting, free food,
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with the Bonfire!
DEC 3: SATURDAY, 10 - 3

Arts & Crafts Faire at the
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Santa from 10-1. Christmas
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DEC 4: SUNDAY, 2 PM
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at this holiday event!
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quality care
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www.cuttertheatre.com | 509-446-4108
Office Hours: Mon, Wed, Fri, 9 am - 4 pm

For more than 100 years, Providence has provided
award-winning health care in Stevens County.
From annual health screenings, 24/7 emergency
care, surgery services, maternity care and more,
the care you need is right here in Stevens County.
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509-446-2449
facebook.com/NUVUfun
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Harvest Time
Article & Photo by D.L. Kreft

As a young boy I lived the simple and uncluttered life
of an Iowa farm boy in the 1950s. Ours was like one you
might see in a Norman Rockwell painting, with cattle and
corn, hogs and soybeans, chickens and oats.
At that time, the corn crop was harvested as whole ears
and piled into round corn cribs to dry. At some point, a day
was chosen to have a husking party. A call went out and
family and neighbors gathered at our farm to separate the
yellow kernels from their rough cobs and papery husks.
Men and machines labored for hours at the piles of corn.
The women set out long tables and piled them with fried
chicken (harvested from our farm flock the day before)
and freshly baked pies. Me, I just had to stay out of the
way and watch. Fast-moving machinery and men didn’t
need me participating.
In 1962 dad took the family on a trip to Seattle and we
visited the World’s Fair. The Space Needle was brand new
then – 60 years old now. The salt water of Puget Sound
was unlike anything I had seen or tasted. Later that year
my father sold the farm and moved us out west where

brighter opportunity resided in that city on the Sound.
My world was forever changed, but human history
remains the history of harvest. Generations upon generations have harvested what they’ve needed to survive
from what has grown around them. People of all cultures
learned the best times to gather in various crops, wild
foods, and fibers. Roots, berries, grains, cotton, wool, all
were, and are, harvested at particular times. Throughout
the world families, communities, even nations, pause
from other activities and focus on this endeavor to ensure
their survival. Anticipated, celebrated, steeped in ritual,
it is harvest time.
I thought about this common thread of human history
as I clipped a cluster of amber-green grapes from their
woody vine. These were orange muscat grapes. I was
walking the rows and hand-clipping ripe clusters at the
Fruitland Valley Vineyard. The vineyard sits on a fertile
bench above Lake Roosevelt, but I may as well have been
on a terraced slope in France or Italy, or anywhere in the
Northern Hemisphere, for that matter. Here in October,
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A Fresh Air Perspective
innumerable hands of various ages, color and religion are
carefully teasing plump, sweet clusters from vines and
leaves. It’s harvest time.
I had come to photograph the wine grape harvest,
hoping to build my portfolio of rural life images. I had
met Leah Shuldheisz during several tourism workshops
in the spring. Leah and her husband, John, are owners of
the vineyard and the associated Fruitland Valley Winery
(in Fruitland, of course!). In conjunction with Leah’s
mother, Kathy Benson, they are building on a dream that
started with Leah’s father, Brian Benson. Brian passed
away in June after a battle with cancer. This was the first
harvest the family was conducting without him. And it
was family, neighbors and friends who were there to bring
in the harvest.
Leah said the season had dragged on for longer than
normal and there was worry that the harvest wouldn’t be
done before the weather turned foul. Wine grapes need
to be picked at just the right stage of ripeness that yields
the proper sugar content and acidity. On this day about
twenty willing bodies had gathered to hand-clip ripe
clusters, dropping them into buckets to be gathered into
bins and taken to the press, carrying on Brian’s dream and
preserving a family legacy for another season.
Before long I was gathering grapes as much as I was
clicking the camera’s shutter. I think this was what Leah
had in mind when she happily invited me. Each row of
vines was numbered, and a yellow tag bore the name of the
variety: Pinot Grigio, Orange Muscat, Riesling, Malbec,
Merlot, Cabernet Franc. In Iowa the corn varieties didn’t
come with European pedigree names. It was usually just
the seed company name, DeKalb or Pioneer, followed by a
number. But the common thread was that each vine cutting,
or seed corn breeding, was selected for the particular soil

texture and chemistry, climate and elevation, of the place
where they were to bear their yield. And just as the farmer
cultivates the corn field, controls the weeds, and fertilizes
the crop, so the vineyard master prunes and inspects for
pests and maintains the trellises. Planning, attention to
detail, long hours, hoping for a good harvest.
Friendly conversation and laughter were the order of the
day. Busy hands parted leaves, untangled clusters from
vines. Careful eyes and hands made sure leaves were not
placed into the buckets. Clusters with heavy damage from
hail, birds or insects were likewise separated from the
quality fruit. Groups of four or five walked on opposite
sides of each vine row, clipping, moving buckets along,
until the row was finished. A mid-morning break and
then lunch provided refreshment.
Fellowship, and a sense of common purpose, created a
bond that only those people will know. My mind drifted to
Iowa and the husking crews. I thought of the same scene
being carried out around the globe, whatever the crop or
language; you would still have the same feeling.
I’ve had the experience of gathering cattle from forested
mountains and desert ranges. I’ve driven wheat trucks on
10,000-acre ranches. Now I’ve harvested grapes and made
new friends. I think I would drop whatever I was doing to
do those things again. I’m thinking the world would be
better off if the leaders of nations were required to drop
what they were doing and join a harvest crew somewhere.
Maybe even have a foreign exchange program where they
were required to go to another country and help with their
harvest. Sharing labor and food and helping another person
survive would have a calming effect, I think.
Now that he is retired, Dave is enjoying life as a nature
photographer, writer, and administrator of the Northeast
Washington Birders Group, @NEWAbirders, on Facebook.
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The Way It Was, According to Chick

Growing Up On The Spokane Indian Reservation
By Robert Wynecoop
Excerpt from Robert “Chick” Wynecoop’s book, printed in
2003 by Tornado Creek Publications, reprinted here, with
permission.

Chapter 52: Slingshots

As I previously mentioned, we played with just about everything we could find around the place. Our “toys” were
usually things we had made ourselves. At church, we had
heard the story about how David had used a rock in a sling
to kill Goliath. Naturally, that gave us ideas. We talked to
Dad and found out how easy that type of sling was to make.
Here’s how: First, you take two shoelaces and the leather tongue out of an old shoe, cut a hole in each end of the
tongue, then tie the laces to the tongue. Turn the tongue so
it forms a cup. Next, you put a loop in the free end of one of
the shoelaces and put your first finger through the loop. The
other shoelace you hold in the same hand.
By holding the laces up high, you put a rock on the tongue
or now-pocket. As long as the pocket is soft enough to hold
the rock, you can hold the strings and spin the rock around
in the air. When you reach the desirable speed, you let go
of the loose end of the string, and the rock now becomes a
projectile. With practice, you can really whip a rock around
and throw it at a good speed a long way. Of course, that happens only if you let it go just right and have some specific
idea about where you want to go.
One evening, we were all down batting rocks from the
gravel pile that had been dumped below the house to be
used as a leveling course under the yet-to-be-poured concrete slab in the basement. Somehow, that gravel pile got
smaller every night. We were using the smaller rocks as
ammunition for our slingshot practice. Aiming for a tree
or rock, we were trying to improve our accuracy for grouse
hunting. We were all in sync, except for Judge. He was
whipping rocks around with his sling, just hoping to hit
anything, anywhere.
I do not know how David ever managed to hit Goliath,
even though he was a good-sized target, being a giant. It
must have taken a lot of practice. Judge was practicing a lot
that night, but as I said, his rocks were landing wild.
Well, Judge let another one go, but his rock didn’t go very
high, and it hit the bed of the old Reo truck. In one bounce,

it crashed right through the truck’s back window. All activity stopped. Everyone held their breath, wondering what
would happen next.
Judge turned around and looked at Dad with that “I-really-did-it-this-time” look on his face. Everyone waited to see
what Dad’s reaction would be.
Dad said, “Damn it, Judge! If you can’t do any better than
that, throw that thing away. Here, let me show you how.”
Judge handed him the sling, and Dad put the string around
his finger and a rock in the pocket and started to swing the
sling around his head. Once it was swinging fast enough, he
let it go. Bang it went, off the truck bed, thunk, right through
the same now-broken window. Just like Judge! We all almost died laughing! Dad could have never done it again if
he tried, but he sure did it that night!
Dad handed the sling to Judge and walked up to the house
in silence. Years later, when we finally retired the old Reo
truck, it still had those two rock holes in its back window.
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Shop Colville
for the

Holidays!
For just a $1 you could...

Win a Christmas
Tree & Gifts
at the

Christmas Tree
Extravaganza!

Drawing is LIVE on
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November 19th – December 16th
at Saundra’s Furniture
986 South Main Street Suite B, Colville, WA
509-684-5973 • colvillechamberofcommerce.com

Woodland Productions Presents

Friday, November 18, 2022
Doors open 6PM * Stories from 6:30-8:15 PM

Join us for a night of true, personal stories
recounted live by members of our community. Our
theme is “Gratitude: Stories of thanksgiving,
appreciation, and relief”

This is a Fundraising Event for Woodland Theatre
Suggested donation is $5
Wine and beer offered at $5 per serving
More information at: woodlandproductions.org
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It’s About Time
By Joe Barreca

It’s too dark in the mornings and evenings to do much work outside. Long
needles on the pine trees have turned
brown and rain down with every gust
of wind. Yellow leaves are joining
them. The very long “Indian Summer”
has turned cold and wet. It makes me
wonder where the time went during
some quiet moments – mostly in the
middle of the night – when I actually
have time to wonder about time.
I’m going to miss daylight saving
time a little bit, since waking up hours
before breakfast and working outside
when no one was likely to call meant
getting a lot done.
But the time shift also reminds me of
how arbitrary our normal concept of
time is. Historians trace the sundial to
Egyptians at least as far back as 3,500
years ago. Their sundials had 10 daylight hours and another couple hours
on each side for sunrise and sunset
(www.historyofwatch.com). Of course
this would have been useless in, say
Alaska. Just sayin’ – “Time is arbitrary.”
Maybe it would be more accurate
to say that there are a lot of ways to
think of time besides the kind we track
with clocks (chronological time). The
Farmer’s Almanac can tell you what to
expect on a particular day of the year,
but, like this year, the year doesn’t always cooperate, at least around here.
The length of the day’s daylight triggers trees to start reserving the nutrients in the leaves. They cut off sap flow
and seal themselves for winter (www.
si.edu). Temperature and moisture
have a lot to do with the colors.
That is one of the many changing
signs of seasonal time. Another that
is still a mystery to me happened on
New Year’s Day, 2019. The snow was

Down to Earth

frozen solid and the leaves had fallen
long ago. But the samaras on the maple
trees (a.k.a. “helicopters,” “whirlers,”
“twisters” or “whirligigs”) suddenly let
loose on a very windy, cold day. They
spread far and wide. With plenty of
moisture to work with from the snow,
many sprouted that spring. Usually if
I try to figure out natural events, the
why will make sense even if the how is
not apparent.
You can readily see that the leaves
change color near the tops of the
mountains before they do in the valleys. Colder temperatures seem to
explain that, but you can also say that
time goes faster at higher altitudes.
According to the theory of relativity, the stronger the gravity, the more
space-time curves, and the slower time
itself proceeds (www.wtamu.edu).
So the farther away from the center
of the earth you are, the faster time
goes. There are even arguments about
whether time exists at all if there is no
gravity. I will spare you (and myself)
those. But as I said, time is arbitrary.
Getting into the physics of time
leads you to the standard light year. If
you are going to measure stellar time,
that is the standard. For those who
took physics, we learned that nothing
goes faster than the speed of light. Except that is not true either. Once in a
while we hear about progress in developing quantum computing, which is
based on quantum entanglement. This
is a topic so complex, many state that
if you think you understand it, you
don’t. It works because once particles
are entangled a change in one will immediately be reflected in a change in
the other, no matter how far they are
separated. “Tests have been performed

where the locations were sufficiently
separated that communications at the
speed of light would have taken longer—in one case, 10,000 times longer
– than the interval between the measurements” (wikipedia.org). So much
for the speed of light being the fastest
phenomena in the universe.
Meanwhile, back to everyday calendars, with solar equinox and both
a winter and a summer solstice. If you
shine a light on a world globe, there is
always a dark side and a light side. If
you tilt the globe a lot and let it spin,
the top of the globe is always in the
light and the south pole is always in the
dark. The solstice positions seem to be
stuck there in the middle of summer
or winter. And actually they are. The
length of daylight time changes more
quickly at the equinox and the farther
you are from the equator. So here near
49° north, the length of day changes a
lot faster around the equinox. This part
of time is not arbitrary.
But clocks are arbitrary. People invented the 24-hour clock, time zones,
the 12-hour face of the clock, etc. I
think it was just really easy to divide
the circle face of a clock into 12 equal
parts. But we agreed to it and live by it
down to seconds measured by atomic
clocks. Truthfully, it works well to be
able to make appointments and count
on ball games starting at a certain time.
Farmers need to keep track of all
these kinds of time. We depend on
crops, markets and phases of the
moon. I should get some sleep and
stop thinking about arbitrary things.
Joe Barreca makes maps, grows
grapes, makes wine and posts blogs on
BarrecaVineyards.com. Vineyard apprentices are welcome!
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Superfood Satisfaction
Article & Photo by Aja Bridge

Our growing season, though quite extended this year,
has come to an end, and I’ve turned from the garden to the
pantry to find nutritious foods to prepare. I’m using a good
deal of legumes, such as dried beans, split peas and lentils.
Fortunately, there seem to be countless delicious dishes that
can be made with them.
To get technical, legumes are flowering plants in the Fabaceae family, which includes green beans and sweet peas, as
well as peanuts, clover, alfalfa and other plants that grow
pods. When legumes are harvested for the edible seeds, as
with black beans, kidney beans, chickpeas and lentils, to
name just a few, the resulting product is called a pulse. So,
it’s actually pulses that are filling my crockpot, enhancing
my chili dinners, and bringing a wide selection of flavors
to soup season.
Soup season, by the way, is surely a real thing, recognized
or not by official calendars and almanacs. It’s the season
when a warm cup of soup can lessen the effects brought on
by the chilling outdoor temperatures. The myriad of pulses
available, whether canned or dried, add variety throughout

this long season. I often use canned beans interchangeably
and don’t feel compelled to follow a recipe exactly but will use
what I have on hand for a pleasing pot of homemade soup.
I would be remiss if I made it sound like pulses are meant
only for the soup pot. I add them to salads, casseroles, stir-fry
and tacos. I use garbanzo beans (also known as chickpeas) in
hummus, my all-time favorite dip. The high-protein content
of lentils makes them popular in vegetarian dishes and as
a meat substitute. I’ve seen recipes for black bean brownies
and energy bars, though I have not yet taken the opportunity
to try pulses in baked goods.
Pulses provide many nutritional benefits. They are high
in protein and fiber, low in fat, and packed with vitamins
and minerals. They are also a filling food, the complex
carbohydrates delivering lasting satiation. As I was reading
about the health-promoting properties of pulses, I noted that
several sources referred to them as “superfoods.” Pulses are
praised for aiding heart health, digestion, diabetes control,
weight management and more.
For a superfood, they are an affordable one! Dried beans

Turnmire Eco Construction
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are the cheapest of the bunch, but they do take some preparation as they need to be soaked for hours (or overnight)
before cooking. Dried lentils and split peas, however, do not
need to be pre-soaked. Canned beans come already cooked,
so after draining and rinsing they are ready to eat or add to
a dish. As it seems that the price of almost everything has
gone up lately, I can appreciate a nutrient-dense food that
is both readily available and inexpensive.
From a farming or gardening aspect, legumes are beneficial to the soil and can be used as cover crops or rotational
crops to improve soil health. They are nitrogen-fixing plants,
meaning they can utilize nitrogen from the air, thus reducing
the need for chemical fertilizer. The wisdom of growing
legumes is not new, as the crops have been used around the
world for thousands of years. The first farmers in the Fertile
Cresent region of the Middle East grew legumes. These foods
have been an important part of Mediterranean and Indian
cuisine for centuries.
At one of the last farmers markets of the season, I handed
out $2 produce vouchers and a lentil chili recipe to kids
and their families. Several farmers markets in our area
provide similar programs to encourage healthy eating and
foster interaction with local farmers. Hopefully the recipe
inspired others to go home and try out lentil chili, which is
exactly what I did. My family gobbled it up and went back
for seconds. Pulses have a naturally mild flavor, absorbing

spices and seasonings well, and the resulting chili dish was
savory and satisfying.
Lentil Chili Recipe
2 tbs olive oil
2 cloves garlic, chopped
1 medium onion, chopped
1 green pepper, chopped
4 cups vegetable or chicken stock/broth
2 cups chopped fresh tomatoes (or a 14.5 oz can diced
tomatoes)
1 cup dried lentils
1 tsp sea salt
2 tsp cumin
2 tsp paprika
¼ tsp cayenne powder
¼ tsp ground black pepper
1 cup corn (frozen or fresh from the cob)
5 oz kale (or spinach or Swiss chard)
In a large pot, sauté garlic, onion and green pepper in olive
oil, until vegetables are just tender. Add broth, tomatoes and
lentils, and bring to a boil. Add seasonings. Stir and cook
over medium heat for 35 minutes. Stir in corn and cook for
another 10 minutes. Add kale, stir, and cook for a few more
minutes. Remove from heat and enjoy.
Aja lives in Colville, where she enjoys working with food
education programs, senior nutrition, and farmer’s markets.
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The Folding of the Flag

Family Ties

By Becky Dubell

Now that I am back to the pre-pandemic suggestions
about personal contact, I am able to thank our military
veterans with a handshake or a simple touch. The contact
with the men and women who served our country gives
me the feeling of a total heartfelt thanks. Personal note: I
do get hugs (which are the best touch ever) from my dad,
a 92-year-old Korean veteran who just finished putting up
a 100-foot, 500-plus brick (weighing in at 54 pounds each)
retaining wall, on his own, as his summer project. Go Daddy go!
The following was something new to me, which was performed at my father-in-law’s funeral service some years ago:
the meaning of the 12 folds of the flag. The final gesture gets
me every time no matter where I hear it. I want to thank
Candy and Kelly O’Keefe, Veterans of Foreign Wars Post
#6963, for letting me share this with you.
The First Fold of the Flag is a symbol of Life. We fold it to
the right in the shape of a Triangle.
The Second Fold represents our belief in the Eternal Life.
This fold we make in honor and remembrance of the Veteran
whom we are commemorating today, for he (she) too, gave a
portion of his life for the defense of our country and our flag.
We are here today to perform this Flag Folding Ceremony in
order to show the family and friends that his efforts to protect
our country shall never be forgotten.
The Third Fold is folded to the left where our hearts lie. It
is with our heart that we pledge allegiance to the flag of the
United States of America, and to the Republic, for which it
stands.
The Fourth Fold represents our weaker nature; for we, as
American citizens, trust in GOD, and it is to HIM we turn
in times of peace, as well as in times of war, for His Divine
Guidance.
The Fifth Fold we fold to the right, to symbolize the righteousness of the fight for the defense of our country.
The Sixth Fold is a tribute to our Armed Forces, for it is
through the Armed Forces that we protect our country and
our flag against all her enemies, whether they be found within
or without the boundaries of our republic.

The Seventh Fold is a tribute to our country; for in the
words of Stephen Decatur, “Our Country! In intercourse with
other nations, may she always be in the right; but Our Country, right or wrong.”
The Eighth Fold we fold as a tribute to the ONE who entered into the valley of the shadow of death that we might see
the light of day.
The Ninth Fold we fold as a tribute to womanhood; for it
has been through their faith, love, loyalty and devotion that
the character of the men and women, who have made this
country great, has been molded.
The Tenth Fold we fold from the stripes toward the stars
as a tribute to the father, for he, too, has given his sons and
daughters for the defense of our country.
The Eleventh Fold, in the eyes of the Hebrew citizen, represents the lower portion of the seal of King David and King
Solomon, and glorifies, in their eyes, the God of Abraham,
Isaac and Jacob.
The Twelfth Fold we fold again in the shape of a triangle;
for in the eyes of the Christian Citizen, this represents an emblem of Eternity and Glorifies, in their eyes, GOD the Father,
GOD the Son and GOD the Holy Spirit.
After the flag is completely folded and tucked in, it takes
on the appearance of a cocked hat, ever reminding us of the
soldiers who served under General George Washington and
the sailors and marines who served under Captain John Paul
Jones, who were followed by their comrades and shipmates in
the Armed Forces of the United States, preserving for us the
rights, privileges, and freedoms we enjoy today.
The final gesture of respect to our Fallen Comrade is the
playing of “Taps” as a final tribute to Our Comrade in Arms.
To all the veterans of the United States of America: You
are so very much respected and appreciated by this humble
lady who definitely enjoys the rights, privileges and freedoms you so valiantly gave so much to protect.
Becky is a mother, gramma, and great-gramma who is all
about family and friends, loves northeast Washington, and
follows the mantra: “It is what it is and it will become what I
make it.”

ncmonthly.com | November 2022 | 35

Animal Encounters
By Rich Leon

It was a warm evening in August
as I set up to do a presentation about
eastern Washington wildflowers for
campers at Riverside State Park. Many
of the campers were from the Spokane
area, but there were also ones from as
far away as New York.
My program was outdoors at the
campground next to the Spokane River. The park ranger introduced me and
I was about to say something when I
heard a sound coming from behind
me. I turned around to see a giant bird
fly over the river and come to land in
one of the trees about 50 yards away.
“Wow! That, ladies and gentlemen,
was a great blue heron. They stand up
to about four feet tall and can have a
wingspan of up to six feet, but weigh
only about five to six pounds, thanks
in part to their hollow bones (a feature almost all birds share). Their diet
is fish and frogs mainly, but also crayfish and small birds.”
With that introduction, I went
on to do my wildflower presentation
without any other interruptions, but
I heard people say that seeing a great
blue heron in flight was the highlight
of the evening.
Animal encounters can come in all
sizes, and some can be very good and
others very scary.
A few years ago I took a group of
people on a nature hike to Mt. Spokane State Park. After a couple of
hours of hiking, we decided to stop at
one of the picnic tables near the trail.
We laid our food on the table and
got ready to eat when an adventurous chipmunk came up on our table,

looked around a bit, took some food
and took off.
A couple of weeks after our encounter with that hungry chipmunk,
we were in that same area doing some
huckleberry picking. I had picked
quite a few when I went to step over
a fallen tree and knocked over a wasp
nest. They were none too happy. It was
like World War III had broken out. If
anyone saw us they probably thought
we were either crazy or having some
type of seizure.
In our haste to get away from the
little monsters, I got stung on my left
hand and in minutes it swelled up and
looked like I had gone 10 rounds with
a punching bag. On the way back to
the car, I was able to stop at a small
creek and stick my hand in the cold
water coming down the mountain.
That was a big help, but it still took
a couple of days until my hand was
back to normal. Also, in my get-away
I lost most of my huckleberries. Oh
well, that’s life.
I’ve had a couple of other encounters around Mt. Spokane, and
these two were with slightly larger
creatures. Early one morning, on the
curvy road going up to Mt. Spokane
State Park, I drove around a bend
and there was a female moose in the
middle of the road. That is one solid
animal you do not want to hit, even at
a very slow speed. Just thinking about
it gave me a flashback to when I hit a
cow on the road many years ago (but
that’s another story).
The moose ran away down the
road in front of me for about 20
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yards and then took a sharp left turn
and ran up the hillside and into the
woods. It’s amazing how fast they can
move for such a big animal. We were
all very lucky there weren’t any other
cars around at the time the moose was
on the road.
My second moose encounter was
much scarier. It was fall and I was up
on the cross-country ski area looking
for mushrooms. It was foggy when I
started my hike, but I figured the sun
would soon turn it into a nice day. Little did I know.
Looking along the edge of the
trail, I wasn’t paying much attention
to much else. I heard a strange sound
and looked up to see the biggest bull
moose I have ever seen in my life
blocking the trail a short distance
away. OH CRAP! I could see my life
flashing before my eyes.
To this day I am thankful he decided to run away. After I knew he
was long gone, I took a deep breath
to calm my shattered nerves and decided that was enough excitement for
one day, and I headed back down the
mountain.
That experience made me more
aware of my surroundings from that
day on. I have seen a lot of wild animals over the years while roaming the
woods, but never again have I come
that close to potential disaster.
Rich Leon is a nature photographer, co-author of three hiking guides,
avid hiker for the past 40 years and a
maker of nature calendars, especially
mushrooms, and can be contacted at
richleonphotos@aol.com.
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Critters Mark The Calendar
Article & Photos by Joanie Christian

After an odd and unseasonably warm
October, fall finally and abruptly arrived
with a full day of much needed rain
(hallelujah!), a drop in temperature
of 20-30 degrees, and snow on top of
Old Dominion. I came across a saying
from an unknown author that gave me
a chuckle: “Fall … the beautiful time
between heat stroke and frostbite.”
It seems that we swing from one
extreme to the other, often without
much warning. However, after a long
summer season that extended all the
way into late October, a short fall seems
destined. Winter is but a whisper away.
The older I get, the more unpredictable the seasons seem to be. As of this
writing, it’s almost November and I
still have tomatoes and other plants
producing in the garden, untouched

by frost. Huckleberry season was off
by as much as a month, and people
were picking huckleberries well past
Labor Day this year. The deciduous
trees remained stubbornly green until
the abrupt weather change, when they
suddenly got the memo to start turning
color. In contrast, the last couple years
we had winter weather much earlier
than usual. Our weather patterns have
been more than just a bit cattywampus.
I’ve seen some very clever and funny
descriptions of eastern Washington
seasons over the last few years. Here is
a progression of some of my favorites: 1)
Winter; 2) Fool’s spring; 3) Antarctica
called and wants their weather back; 4)
Spring of deception; 5) Third winter; 6)
Mud season; 7) Actual spring; 8) Hello
pollen my old friend; 9) Summer; 10)
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Attack of the mosquitoes; 11) The devil’s
front porch; 12) Smoke season; 13) False
fall; 14) Summer again; 15) Actual fall;
16) Bugs have finally returned to hell
where they belong; and then finally 17)
Stay home until everyone relearns how
to drive in snow. Not as cut and dried
as our customary spring, summer, fall
and winter labels, but perhaps a more
realistic depiction these days.
It’s probably wise to prepare myself
for the likelihood that the wildly varying and unpredictable seasons and
weather are the new norm. One thing
I’ve learned about myself is that when
it comes to making a mental shift to the
next season, I am very driven by external cues rather than by an actual date
that humans use to define a season. My
mind is firmly stuck in summer mode
when it is still hot enough to have the
AC on, and we’re still getting stung by
yellow jackets. But crisp fall mornings,
autumn color and rainy days are my
cues to start thinking about pumpkin
lattes and flannel shirts.
In the midst of the atypical weather,
we had some bugs and critters that decided to move in. In August, we began
smelling a skunk every night, and then
one night both dogs got sprayed right
at bedtime. They came flying back into
the house trailing a foul cloud of skunk
spray, frantically rubbing themselves on
every surface possible in an attempt to
get rid of the eye-watering stink. Floors,
furniture, carpets, kitchen cabinets …
anything they could rub against now
also reeked of skunk. Sigh.
After the initial cleanup, the focus was
on figuring out where the skunk was or
how it was getting into the fenced back
yard. A webcam showed a very large
nursing female peeking under our shed.
Not a good sign. Then webcam footage
over several days showed mama skunk

didn’t go under the shed, but rather
came to check on a juvenile skunk
there. Evidently, our shed had become
the juvenile’s first apartment.
Though we generally try to let wildlife
do their own thing and not interfere, the
little guy presented a dilemma, given the
likelihood of frequent encounters with
our dogs. We blocked that section of the
yard, using chairs and bird netting, but
that night the little skunk got temporarily wrapped up in the netting and raised
quite a ruckus that made our dogs go
absolutely ballistic at 3 a.m. when the
entanglement occurred.
We thanked our lucky stars that we
didn’t have to untangle a skunk from
the netting the next day. The netting
came down, but we left the chairs, so at
least the dogs couldn’t get to the shed.
The skunk could still enter the yard,
though, and every night the little guy
would come out at dusk to dig for seed
and grubs under the bird feeder. In the
middle of the night webcams showed
him prancing around, scratching,
grooming, splaying out and resting on
the patio pavers. He was actually quite
cute, and it was interesting seeing what
skunks do besides spray.
It was getting dark earlier and not
letting dogs out after dark was no longer
feasible. Our dog with eye cancer getting
sprayed in the face and furiously rubbing her eye would be very bad news.
We had given the little guy a safe place

while he was learning the ropes, but he
needed to go. One day when he was out
and about, we blocked all entrances, and
he was forced to find new digs. I wish
the little guy well.
Meanwhile, an invasion of stinkbugs are taking over our house. We’re
vacuuming them out of blinds and
from behind pictures on the wall, and
sometimes I wake up to one crawling
across me in bed. Eeew. They have been
a lot harder to get rid of than the skunk.
Ladybugs have been moving in as
well, migrating across our living room
ceiling to a spot in the corner where
they’ve decided to spend the winter.
Bypassing the typical tree trunk they
overwinter in, these guys have opted
for more luxe accommodations. We
decided to leave them be … no harm,
no foul. And ladybugs are rumored to
be good luck … we could always use
some of that.
An exciting and very welcome late
September arrival was Pippin, the
Anna’s hummingbird that stayed part
of the winter in our greenhouse last
year. She disappeared in mid-February
and I thought something had probably
happened to her. A hummingbird
researcher has compared images from
last winter to the hummer this year,
and feels it is highly likely to be Pippin.
Hummingbirds remember all flowers
and feeders, and tend to return to them
and warm shelter. Since Anna’s don’t
migrate, she may be with us for much of
the winter again. Welcome back Pippin,
we’ve missed you.
While I may be confused about the
seasons, the critters know what they are
doing. Perhaps I should follow their lead.
Joanie Christian, a freelance nature
photographer, has lived in NE WA for
40+ years. View her work at joaniechristianphotography.com.

