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From the Publisher’s Desk

In 7th grade I played basketball for 
the first time. I had gone through a 
massive growth spurt the summer 
before, putting on 30 pounds and 
shooting up five inches. It was an 
all-new, tall and gangly body to learn 
as well as a new sport. 

At the end of the season, when 
awards were given out, I got “Most Im-
proved.” Yes, I was still a benchwarm-
er at that time, but the considerable 
effort I had put in was recognized. 
And a glimpse of the person I would 
grow up to be surfaced in that ex-
perience. 

On defense, I would go for the ball 
even when it seemed out of reach. 
And it was. Every time. But I doggedly 
kept going for it. And then one day, to 
my great surprise, I got it. As I became 

more skilled at reading my opponent’s 
body language on the court, and as I 
learned how to turn awkward gangly 
into quick and far-reaching, I became 
an unexpected asset to the team. 

One of the ways this has translated 
into the me of today is how I believe 
in making space for possibility. 
Whether that’s intuitively gathering 
ingredients that are harmonious 
to my sense of what will support a 
desired outcome, or looking for the 
good in people and what they might 
accomplish, it’s as magic as growing 
a plant from a seed – seemingly so 
unlikely, yet so doable with the right 
nurturance. 

The vision behind the North Co-
lumbia Monthly is one example. By 
sharing our stories about where and 

By Gabriel Cruden
how we live, we nurture the oppor-
tunity to find common ground and 
connection, to build a sense of com-
munity where differences sometimes 
seem to insurmountably separate us.  

I do not know what each person 
is ultimately capable of or how they 
may grow or choose to be. But I can 
celebrate what I do see, and encourage 
what I hear in their stories of what 
they wish for themselves. 

I can plant those seeds of confi-
dence so that, even when it seems 
out of reach right now, by going for 
it anyway, something may come of 
that effort that otherwise would never 
have a chance. And, in the very act of 
carrying forward this attitude, with 
great patience and persistence, I too 
still go for the ball.

Kiddie and Pet Costume Parade

Moonlight Madness SALE

Starts at 4:30 sharp at the Colville 
fire Station. Plan to Stay in town 
afterwards for dinner & enjoy...

At PARTICIPATING DOWNTOWN BUSINESSES 
Spooky Savings from 6-9 pm 

October 28
Sponsored by the Colville 
Chamber of Commerce

Enter to win door prizes 
for Customer 

Appreciation Night!
(Drawing will be held on Oct 31st)
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By River Lasol
You may be confused. So, before I 

go any farther, allow me to confirm 
that this article is being written by 
the same person who usually writes 
here … it’s just different because I’ve 
changed my name. 

It’s a big deal for me, so naturally 
I’m writing about it. I’ve already writ-
ten poetry and worked on making a 
film project about renaming myself, 
which is on my YouTube channel, 
but now I want to write this article 
too. I’m not going to go through all 
of the different reasons I made this 
decision. It’s a very personal one, 
but I’ll tell all of you the seemingly 
pettiest reason first: People kept 
mispronouncing my old one. Silly, 
right? Or is it? 

Names are so ingrained in human 
societies. They are integral to how we 
function. They act as ways to remem-
ber each other, to identify one an-
other, and also to express ourselves. 
I know I’m not alone in being one of 
those kids with a hard-to-pronounce 
name. I mean honestly, my old 
name was quite easy to pronounce, 
but people so often said it wrong. I 
got used to responding to the most 
common mispronunciation and this 
past year I just finally realized that 
that was weighing on me. 

I didn’t want to have to constantly 
respond to multiple names, names 
that weren’t mine, that weren’t me. 
It started to make me feel alienated 
even from the correct pronunciation 
of my name, so I started to feel almost 
a little nameless. 

And of course, this was not the 
fault of people around me. I’m not 

always the best at speaking up for 
myself. Only about 10 percent of the 
time would I correct people when 
they pronounced my name wrong. A 
part of me wished that my name were 
easier to say correctly on the first try. 

And there may be a reader out there 
who wants to know: Isn’t it going to 
take a lot of work and corrections to 
get people to call you by your new 
name?  And of course, the answer is 
yes. But this time it won’t be about 
pronunciation and this time I will feel 
more confident because this name 
is one that I chose, that I feel best 
represents who I am to the world. 

Like I said earlier, the decision to 
change my name was much more 
than being annoyed at others’ mis-
pronunciations. I wanted a name 
that felt more like me, more like 
how I wanted to introduce myself 
to others. But no matter the reasons, 
what I really want people to get out of 
this article is the fact that, although 
it was scary to consider changing 
my name, it has also turned into 
such a wonderful experience full of 
unexpected rewards – the main one 
being that it was a way of bonding 
with family and friends. 

I didn’t pick my new name entirely 
on my own. I talked to my best friends 
and some of my family members. I 
asked them the following question: 
If you were to give me a new name, 
what would it be? And they would 
respond with a few options. 

This was such a cool experience 
because, through their name ideas, 
I came to better understand how 
those closest to me see me. I came 

Naming
to see myself a little through their 
perceptions of me. And honestly, 
what a gift. I learned that most people 
around me see me as someone who 
is very nature-oriented, since they 
mostly suggested names that were 
based on nature – things like Sage, 
Basil, and Forest. 

I also learned that those around 
me are profoundly supportive of me 
making my own decisions. They all 
wanted to make sure that they didn’t 
influence me, that the final decision 
was mine and mine alone. 

I also further connected to these 
friends and family because of the con-
versations my name change brought 
up. Explaining the experiences that 
had led me to want to change my 
name helped these people better 
understand me and their responses 
helped me to better understand them. 

All around, changing my name was 
a nerve-wracking but worthwhile 
decision and it surprisingly made 
me feel closer to many people in my 
immediate circle. I haven’t done the 
research to know if there are certain 
cultures that engage with self-nam-
ing practices, but I can’t help but 
wonder why it isn’t more common. 
It’s a profound act of self-love and 
self-seeing. It’s saying to yourself: I 
see who I am and I’m going to pick 
a name to help share that with the 
world. 

River 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.

Youth View
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By Christine Wilson
I am 82.353 percent of the way 

through a 17-day family odyssey. Well, 
that’s if you exclude the three days we 
spent in August meeting my not-es-
pecially-new half-brother and cousin. 
That would upgrade my progress to 
85%. I am sure I will learn more about 
the wild ride that is life these days, but 
my brain is full of current observations 
and I want to unburden myself to the 
good readers here. 

I’m partial to contemplation and this 
season of life has turned me into quite 
the contemplative. My new favorite 
definition comes from the late William 
McNamara who was a Carmelite priest. 
He described contemplation as “taking 
a long, loving look at the real.” I am 
tempted to quibble with him about the 

loving part, but as a Christian mystic 
who thought so much more than I ever 
could about such things, his wisdom 
seems worthy of deference. It’s just that 
some of the things we contemplate are 
easier to love. Others, not so much. Still, 
I like the aspiration of it.

I continue sorting out the information 
I described in my September column. I 
will not, for the sake of brevity, repeat the 
long look at that reality. However, as the 
dust continues to settle, I have decided 
not to call my dad “the man formerly 
known as my father.” He’s just staying 
dad to me, plain and simple. 

So, on to the next part of my family 
odyssey. I spent two weeks in Sweden. 
Once the Googles figured out where I 
was, I got a lot of drop-downs about 

Family Wisdom, There and Here
Scandinavia: clothes, food, and my 
personal favorite, life hacks. 

First of all, it is common, at least in my 
experience of Sweden, to create a sepa-
ration between wealth and well-being. 
Growing up, my dad (see, I told you I was 
going to do that) liked to say: “Money 
can’t buy you happiness, but it can buy 
you the things that make you happy.” He 
had a point. We went to a Stockholm 
amusement park called Gruna Lind, 
which is a little pricey. Their roller 
coaster, hands down the most terrifying 
ride I have ever been on, made me want 
to kiss the ground like a pilot who has 
just slid onto a tarmac with missing 
engines. Pure delight, which I couldn’t 
have done without money.

But the big takeaway from there was 
a sort of disinterest in other people’s 
wealth. As we were getting on rides, 
we just set our purses and packs along 
the side fences. I looked around to see 
worry on people’s faces, but it didn’t 
seem to occur to them. The Swedes in 
my family assured me no one would 
take my possessions. 

A few days later, I left my wallet on a 
bus as we were heading for a boat trip 
to Finland. My son predicted I would 
get it back with nothing missing. That 
is exactly what happened. Silver lining? 
I got to hang out for the weekend in 
Finland unable to buy anything and 
forced into the freedom of well-being 
disentangled from wealth. 

I found that many people take July 
off because the slow pace of their lives 
during that month is more important 
than the money they could make if they 
worked through July. They seem to find 
us perplexing, with our hurry and our 
long working hours. 

My favorite lesson, however, was not 
from an internet reference. It came from 

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

 

bringing creatives + community together

Chewelah!
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a 6-year-old. I have fancied myself to be 
an expert in the field of codependency. 
I have thought about it, read about it, 
shared handouts and links about it, and 
can pontificate about it with the best 
of them. However, my current favorite 
wisdom on the subject was delivered 
by my granddaughter the last night I 
was in Sweden. 

As her farmor (Swedish for father’s 
mother) I was trying to help her make 
her bed in preparation for English story 
night. She told me she wanted to make 
it by herself. 

I had to force myself to take my hands 
off the part of the bedspread she couldn’t 
reach, saying to her: “I don’t know how 
to not help people.” 

She said: “It’s easy, farmor. If you don’t 
know how to not help people, just don’t 
help them.” I wanted to ask her where she 
was when I was her age, at the beginning 
of that particular pattern of behavior. It 
would have been handy to know then. 

The realism with which many Swedes 
face life would suit William McNamara 
just fine. In preparation for the end 
of their life, they practice what they 
call döstädning, which means death 
cleaning. If I can pull that one off, it’ll 
be a miracle greatly appreciated by my 
descendants. 

I got home with enough time to get 
some laundry done and head back out 
on the next leg. We drove to Chicago to 
be with my 89-year-old mother-in-law. 
She’s been a widow for a year-and-a-half 
and hasn’t quite got her sea legs yet. But 
she welcomed us into her home with joy. 

She taught me to make one of her 
children’s favorite food memories. I got 
to take a picture of her making probably 
the billionth stack of crepes for manicot-
ti. I made a terrible faux pas, confusing 
the cheese filling with spanakopita and 
turning it into more of a Greek thing. She 

Random Acts of Community

handled the whole situation with grace 
and I am now prepared to duplicate her 
efforts in our kitchen. 

The main takeaway from that leg of 
the journey is how important family 
is. Much has been made of the flawed 
nature of the English royal family. I 
rather like the evidence of imperfection 
everywhere. We humans are all flawed 
and why would royalty create immunity? 
Still, they are family and, when push 
comes to shove, they figure out how 
to gather together. Such is the way of 
lucky families.

On the way home, taking a circuitous 
route, we stretched our legs by a trout 
stream and ended up on a two-track 
road between tall rows of corn. A man 
stopped to chat with us. He was a local, 
checking on his 150 head of cattle. The 

road we were on had been built not 
just for access but also so the local kids 
could experiment with driving without 
putting their lives at risk on the high-
way. He was open and curious and not 
at all suspicious of us as we walked on 
his family land. His authenticity and 
generosity of spirit gave me hope. 

The adventures continued and are too 
numerous to name. I will, however, give 
you one obscure but important bit of ad-
vice for a drive across the country. If you 
are driving behind a wind turbine blade 
being hauled by an 18-wheeler, you 
might want to consider getting ahead 
of it before coming to a roundabout. 

Christine Wilson is a psychotherapist 
in private practice in Colville and can be 
reached at christineallenewilson@gmail.
com or 509-690-0715.
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My sister sent me a bundle of pic-
tures from her trove of memorabilia. 
She was helping my mom and dad 
downsize for their move to Florida 
from Minnesota. There was one pic-
ture that captured me. I could not 
take my eyes off one of the children 
in this photograph. There on a sofa 
sat my oldest daughter and son along 
with a cousin between them. My son 
sat wearing a baseball cap, shorts and 
T-shirt with a wide smile and spar-
kling eyes. The radiance of his face 
drew me into the photograph, to 
a time when life for him was good, 
carefree, and lovely. I sat for some 
time, remembering those days and 
how lucky I was….

My wife and I have the quirky habit 
of taking turns planning anniversary 
trips to celebrate our relationship. 
Some years are modest and close to 
home. Other years are far away to 
exotic places we dream of. Each year, 
the one planning keeps the destina-
tion a secret from the other, which is 
no small feat when you are married 
to an inquisitive and watchful spouse 
like mine. Some years I don’t count 
the cost because I feel like celebrat-
ing each other is something worth 
splurging on. 

So: This year we were on our way 
to a far-off destination which she did 
not know about until she got on the 
plane. 

Sitting next to her on the long 
flight, I was sorting through my 
thoughts in my own world when she 
excitedly poked me in the ribs. “Bar-
ry, you need to go,” she whispered 
loudly. Go where? “They need you. 
They called for a medical person.” 

I hesitated for a moment, trying to 
orient myself since no one in our row 
seemed to be moving to allow me 
to exit. She became more insistent. 
Where was I to go? 

She pointed backward. I raised 
my hand and waved, indicating that 
I was coming, and carefully picked 
my way over items on the floor and 
around sleeping passengers. At the 
back of the plane in the opposite aisle 
a 70-year-old woman lay sprawled 
on the floor. She was hardly breath-
ing. I leaned, hovering over her in an 
awkward stance, and introduced my-
self and asked her name, which she 
was able to supply. Several folks were 
already there trying to assist her. I 
told her that I was a physician and 
that I would help her. 

I asked a few questions about her 

By Dr. Barry Bacon, MD
medical history as I instructed those 
present to get a blood pressure cuff 
and stethoscope, and an oximeter if 
available as well as some oxygen and 
medical supplies, items they might 
have on this international flight. 

Those present were trying to help. 
One lady shone a flashlight right 
in the patient’s eyes, which seemed 
more annoying than anything. An-
other young woman knelt at the pa-
tient’s head and thoughtfully moni-
tored her breathing and helped to 
secure equipment. You can imagine 
how difficult it would be to carry out 
a resuscitation under such circum-
stances.  

Fortunately, the woman had a reg-
ular pulse of 80 and a blood pres-
sure of 110/70. She had fainted and 
then began vomiting, likely from 
something she ate. I spoke with her 
husband and asked some additional 
questions. No medical problems, no 
medicines, no seizure disorder or 
cardiac history, but she had fainted 
like this before. He told me that he 
too was a physician, a dermatologist 
from Nebraska. I smiled. I secretly 
wondered how many times during 
travel he had been called from his 
seat for a dermatologic emergency. A 
diaper rash? Poison ivy on the plane? 
Not likely. For me, it’s happened at 
least a half dozen times. I’m always 
pleased that I have the chance to help 
someone under these circumstances 
and gladly do what I can.

Over the next hour, we monitored, 
gathered an emesis basin, covered 
our patient with blankets, provid-
ed oxygen and finally moved her to 
the back seat of the aircraft so that 
she could be more comfortable and 
so that the aisle could be cleared for 

Transcendent Recognition
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PAYROLL • STATE & FEDERAL AUDIT SERVICE

Ph# (509) 276-6888 • info@odynskisaccounting.com • Fax# (509) 276-6849
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Life Matters
other purposes. I pointed out to the 
husband where I was seated and of-
fered to help them should additional 
need arise, then went my way. 

A bit later, the stewardess present-
ed me with a bottle of wine to thank 
me for my help with the minor cri-
sis. I explained that we don’t drink 
alcohol, but she insisted, suggest-
ing that I give the wine to someone. 
Knowing that we still had consider-
able travel ahead, we gave the bot-
tle to the woman sitting next to us, 
who seemed delighted with the gift. 
I smiled at the absurdity of going 
on an anniversary trip where I save 
another doctor’s wife and give away 
wine to a stranger.

As I write this account, we are now 
several days into our travels. My wife 
loves classical music, and tonight 
I am treating her to a chamber or-
chestra concert in a far-off land. This 
will be the highlight of our trip. She 
sits in a well-established stately hall 
wearing a lovely black velvet dress 
with a black shawl, a strikingly beau-
tiful woman. The orchestra plays 
music of rock stars from another 
time with names like Mozart, Strauss 
and Vivaldi, their fingers sweeping 
over violins, cellos and flutes. 

As she listens to the glorious mel-
odies, I gaze over at her. Then I see 
it, the one thing I am looking for to-
night. The glorious look of rapturous 
joy. I see the eyes of that young child 
from the photograph. The broad, 
open face, the contented smile, the 
almond-shaped eyes. I see my son 
again in her face. I see the joy and 
contentment of his beautiful life in 
this moment.

I suppose one could argue that our 
trip was a lavish waste of finances, 
seen in a certain light. If one only 
considers the fossil fuel for no oth-

er purpose than entertainment, it 
might seem like a slap in the face 
of global warming. Considering the 
status of the poor, it might make 
sense to spend the same amount of 
funds on saving some children in Af-
rica or providing for the education of 
underserved people in America. But 
right now, I am celebrating us, and 
I make no apologies. Being in a lov-
ing relationship with a woman who 
lives her life full throttle, and revels 

in blessing others with her life, has a 
value far beyond financial account-
ing. I sit and stare at the wonder of 
her love, and the blessings of the gifts 
she has given me.  

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. 



12  |  North Columbia Monthly  |  October 2022  

Entering September, the air even smokier than in August 
this year – obscuring the hills across the river, fire-spotter 
planes swooping in and out of view like inter-dimensional 
dragonflies in the haze – it wasn’t surprising that Barry 
Lopez’s final collection of essays, Embrace Fearlessly the 
Burning World, caught my eye.

Lopez died of prostate cancer in late 2020, at age 70, with 
some of these essays still in draft form. Given the unflag-
gingly meticulous creation of his 17 books, it is no stretch 
to imagine Barry dying with pen still in hand: one last edit.

Many of those books won prestigious awards for their 
self-effacing author. Many are among the most insightfully 
moving books I’ve ever read. As fellow writer Elizabeth 
Colbert commented of him, “In his intensity, his clarity, 
and his capacity for wonder, Lopez is unmatched.”

Though termed a Nature writer, that niche less than 
adequately encompasses Lopez’s restless curiosity about 
the world – or the ways in which he communicated about 
it: an examination, almost ceremonial, of interconnection 
and diversity. “From the beginning, I wanted to understand 
how very different each stretch of landscape, each boulevard, 
each cultural aspiration was…. Each place is itself only, and 
nowhere repeated…. To eliminate diversity would be like 
eliminating carbon and expecting life to go on.” (From the 
essay “Six Thousand Lessons.”)

It is Lopez’s tremendous patience and attentiveness that 
opens – for him and for us – the far corners of the world. 
He addresses the specific, spotlights particularity in a way 
that honors both science and spirit, adventure and con-
templation, past and present. Lopez’s own presence in his 
nonfiction pieces is like a traditional hunter’s in the forest: 
quietly alert, part of what’s around him. But also feeling 
many of the things we’d feel. He does not lose sight of either 
his relative insignificance or his impact. “… I’m happy in 
this undemonstrative, rural place [in western Oregon]. In 
my conversations with it I know, once more, who I am. It 
inundates me continually with mystery, because its nature 
is too complex to be fully known.” 

Like the best marriages.
I’ve lived in 30 places in my lifetime. The two places 

immediately preceding our move to eastern Washington 
were Oregon’s high desert and Washington’s Olympic 
Peninsula, the former more arid and sharp-edged and the 
latter more maritime-weathered and densely vegetated 
than eastern Washington. Situating ourselves in a part of 

the habitat-spectrum between these felt felicitous. And the 
wildlife here! Its variety, and a sense – especially back in 
the 1990s – of intactness were uplifting. Lopez’s home place 
may have the whitewater McKenzie River, but ours has the 
Columbia, a vast and life-nourishing domain.

“This simple technique [of attention to tactile, olfactory, 
visual, and sonic details] had long been my way to open a 
conversation with any unfamiliar landscape. Who are you? I 
would ask. How do I say your name? May I sit down? Should 
I go now?” (From the essay “Love in a Time of Terror.”)

As smoke particulates infiltrate my lungs and a grey 
dinge masks the landscape out my window, I gaze at the 
near instead of the far: a sentry quail perched like an or-
nament on my wrought-iron arbor; the disheveled tangle 
of sun-bleached grasses, alyssum, vetch, and wild mustard 
the former hay field has become, flattened here and there 
by bedding deer; the march of turkeys at the forest verge, 
the blizzard of grasshoppers stirred by my steps through 
the garden. I gaze around and wonder: Where has my 
usual coyote gone? What are the geese by the river talking 
so loudly about? How on earth does that eagle manage to 
perch on the dainty tiptop branch of that fir? Daily, these 
interactions with the near, with wildlife, weather and hazed 
sun, occur. I even talk to roadkill – and the chipmunks who 
have been storing seeds in my car engine’s compartment. 
This is our home. We’re in this – whatever it is – together.

In his essay “Out West,” Lopez says, with his usual candor, 
“My personal misgivings about modernism’s evaluations and 
its influence count, certainly, for very little. I’ve no elaborate 
theory, no reevaluated social history with which to pose an 
argument with modernism. I have, for my purposes here, 
however, two relevant thoughts. What kind of governance 
is apt to arise among us as a people if specificity of place 
is unimportant, and if empirical witness is no more to be 
trusted than a flight of imagination?”

He then speaks of modernity’s trusting only the “tradi-
tion of self.”

These thoughts may sound abstract, cerebral, overly 
formal. But what I hear in them is his passionate vote for a 
very concrete allegiance to and expression of connection to 
where we stand and what is present there – at hand, actual. 
Which is about as down to earth as one can get.

When my son and I – he was 15 – moved to First Thought 
Mountain, up near the Canadian border, we lived in a tipi, 
only canvas between us and the great outdoors, a rather 

By Loren Cruden

The Burning World
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vulnerable way, perhaps, to get acquainted with our new 
habitat. But very instructive. Bit by bit, the strands of what 
was present on our 120 acres became a woven tapestry of 
familiar place, over the years concentrically expanding to 
include parts of the surrounding region.

“It is from observing the interplay of minute details … 
within the larger, overall picture, sensing the tension between 
the revelatory particular and 
the general condition, that the 
written stories we most trust 
about life begin to take shape.” 
(From the essay “An Intimate 
Geography.”)

Our own “revelatory partic-
ulars” included exciting ones, 
as when a young male black 
bear stared me down on my 
way out the door of my house 
(I bowed to his having staked 
temporary first claim to the 
patio); inexplicable ones, as 
when the gopher snake I’d 
rescued from our rain barrel 
followed me around like a pet; 
heartbreaking ones, such as 
the unforgettable bobcat who 
appeared at my window after 
escaping a hunter’s trap by 
chewing off large parts of her 
paws; and hilarious ones, like 
the time my teenaged son cut 
loose with an exuberant coyote 
howl, inciting instant cacoph-
ony from a cluster of coyote pups and Mom observing us 
from the edge of the forest.

By the time we finished building our straw-bale house 
and Gabriel went off to college, our relationship with the 
mountain was vivid and sustaining. Even alone there, I felt 
safe, as one does when loved and taken care of. Not that 
something injurious could never happen, and not that 
responsibilities of relationship could be ignored, but in the 
reality that mutual protectiveness was a durable quality of 
my experience with that mountain.

As a child, Lopez experienced prolonged sexual abuse; he, 
indelibly, knows what it is to be dispossessed of safety, and 
in later years found his way toward healing. “Significantly, 

since I had moved to this mountainous place [in Oregon] 
in 1970, the emotional attachment I felt to my home had 
become essential to any ongoing sense of well-being I had. 
My almost daily contact here with wild animals, the physical 
separation of the house from the homes of my neighbors, 
the flow of the large whitewater river past my property, 
the undomesticated land unfolding for miles around, the 

rawness of the weather at my 
back door – all of it fed a feel-
ing of security.” (From “Sliver 
of Sky.”)

First Thought Mountain is 
not a remote, deep forest; at 
various times in its history it 
has been mined and logged 
and grazed by cattle. Like other 
creatures there, I lived along-
side the reminders of this past 
– and was a present reminder, 
myself, for the nonhumans 
trying to succeed in a reduced 
habitat. Bears endeavored 
to access my metal compost 
barrels, rolling them around, 
and chewed holes in my water 
line; pack rats and snakes and 
mice tried to colonize my car 
and my house; wasps nested in 
the outhouse; turkeys scooped 
out dust baths amid my garden 
plants. 

I’ve had worse neighbors, 
in human places. As Lopez 

says, after a bear tore apart his shed, “The bear and I are 
not enemies.” (From “The Near Woods.”) It is up to me, the 
incomer to what is native, to conjure no cause for conflict. 
In that process there is room for compassionate under-
standing, as well as reciprocated intimacy, to grow. No wild 
creature on the mountain ever harmed me or Gabriel – or 
my grandkids, when they came along. As Lopez writes in 
his lovely essay “Residence,” “You are an aspect of a moment 
in time in a particular place and you need be no more than 
that.” In my life on the mountain, there was a tremendous 
strength and comfort in that sufficiency.

When my son left for college – and the (for him) novel ex-

Continued on page 14...
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periences intrinsic to a place of population density, modern 
conveniences, academic culture, and so on (including living 
with electricity, term papers, and people who had never lain 
in a mountain meadow watching nighthawks or backpacked 
up and down nearly two miles of mountain-driveway all 
winter with laundry, groceries, and supplies, sometimes in 
the dark, but with no need of a flashlight) – he interestedly 
and often appreciatively explored what city and college 
habitats offered. But while doing this he also drew upon 
the deeply influential and nourishing resource, both gifted 
and earned, of his life on the mountain. 

For me, during forays to teach workshops in this country 
and abroad, there was always a feeling that the mountain’s 
presence accompanied me. I could rely on the stamina of its 
gravitas and vitality within me, as unique as the particular 
taste of Pelky Creek’s water. This reliance felt similar to the 
steadying presence of my family lineage: what is carried; 
and what is done with that continuity.         

Lopez resists the “great temptation of our time: to put one’s 
faith in despair” – and is greatly heartened by the ordinary 
ways in which people still take pleasure in one another’s 

company. “You could build anything on the backs of such 
people,” he asserts. “They, more than any couture boy on a 
cell phone passing the park in a spotless, air-conditioned 
Hummer, were the ones to be reckoned with if you wanted 
a society capable of perpetuating itself.” (From “A Scary 
Abundance of Water.”)

For me, it is fatiguing to either align with or resist despair. 
It is fatiguing to rail against ugliness encountered in the 
world and also to consider countenancing or trying not to 
encounter it. So instead, I think of my mother, who told 
me it is not so important whether or not I like something, 
but whether or not I can love. As I sit writing this and, 
outside, hills continue to dematerialize in smoke, I feel my 
mother nodding her head in accord with the question that 
ends Lopez’s “Love in a Time of Terror,” which is: “… in 
this moment, is it still possible to face the gathering dark-
ness and say to the physical Earth, and to all its creatures, 
including ourselves, fiercely and without embarrassment, 
I love you, and to embrace fearlessly the burning world?”

Loren Cruden writes fiction, nonfiction, and poetry, 
available at www.LorenBooks.com.
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There are at least 395 wonders to 
note while traveling our regional 
highway of the same name. Travel 
guides don’t mention them. I carry 
them in my heart. They help me count 
more than miles as we make our way 
along what was once an ancient Indi-
an trail (it was common practice for 
explorers, miners, the military, and 
settlers to use existing Indian trails). 
U.S. Highway 395 became a military 
road. Now it is a highway named for 
the 49th speaker of the U.S. House 
of Representatives. 

Highway 395 has been given sev-
eral other names since it was built 
in 1885: the Fort Walla Walla/Fort 
Colville Military Road, The Three 
Flags Highway (connecting three 
countries, Mexico, USA, and Can-
ada); State Road No. 3; the Mother 
Road of the West, and, in 2018, the 
Thomas S. Foley Memorial Highway. 
It has become a major international 
freight corridor.   

Mostly, my husband and I travel it 
between Spokane and Colville/Kettle 
Falls. What prompts this month’s 
story is our delight, when passing 
through Chewelah, and noticing the 
forest fire lookout perched right next 
to Hwy. 395. We often wondered, 
“Now how did that lookout get there? 
And why? Shouldn’t its home be on 
a mountaintop somewhere?” 

The answers to our wonderings are 
found in local author Ray Kresek’s 
book  Fire Lookouts of the Pacific 
Northwest  (3rd edition). We learned 
the tower was built in 1938 atop 
Chewelah Peak but was removed in 
1985. It was sold to Frank Scranton, 

By Tina Wynecoop

who dismantled it and then recon-
structed it at his farm just north of 
Chewelah where it stands today.  

My growing list of random wonders 
isn’t geographically aligned on the 
map from north to south or vice versa. 

Hwy. 395 used to meander a lot 
more and was straightened several 
times over the decades. In the late 
1930s and early 1940s, my husband 
remembers riding in the car with 
his dad along the highway’s concrete 
roadbed, crossing the bridge over the 
Little Spokane River at Dartford. This 
was the old 395 route. The bumpety 
bump sounds the car’s tires made on 
the concrete roadbed bring back hap-
py associations for him. Remnants 
of the old concrete highway are still 
visible near Half Moon Prairie and 
Monroe Road. 

(To bring up old memories we find 
driving on old concrete Sunset High-
way 2 between the towns of Reardan 
and Davenport produces the same 
tire sounds. Like many old highways 
undulating with the terrain, rising 
and dipping among the fields, this 
road has been bypassed and recon-
figured. Hwy. 2 is straight and level 
– and not as much fun.) 

Dartford, north of the city of Spo-
kane, had a gas station, store, and 
Commellini’s Roadhouse. Connect-
ing towns that made their beginnings 
alongside major travel routes almost 
always disappear when the highway 
is rerouted and bypasses them.   

Following their capture and loss 
of homeland in Oregon’s Wallowas, 
Chief Joseph (Nez Perce) and his 
people would camp overnight at 

The Road to Many a Wonder
“Oh, you have your choice of 20 movies for the car? When I was a kid, I watched 

the same thing every trip. It was called the window.”
Dartford as they made their way to 
and from their new home at Nespelem 
on the Colville Reservation. A Nez 
Perce baby died and its baby-carrier, 
a cradleboard holding the infant, 
was tucked high in the branches of 
a pine tree alongside the Little Spo-
kane River in the traditional way of 
burial. It remained for many years – a 
sad reminder of tribe’s losses on its 
arduous pathway on an ancient trail 
through this region. 

North of Dartford, Half Moon 
Prairie and Wild Rose Prairie skirt 
the east side of the highway. Splendid 
Mt. Spokane graces the viewshed as 
the traveler leaves the river valley. 

Near 395/Skok Road an almost 
year-round pond of good size sits 
on the west side of the highway. The 
water level shrinks and expands de-
pending on the season. Cattle drink 
from it.  Migrating sandhill cranes 
stop to rest in it, and for a few years 
a “4-sale” sign was posted in its cen-
ter.  I wondered and worried about 
the pond – would it be drained if new 
owners didn’t respect its importance? 

North of the pond rest two glacial 
erratic rocks. They were most likely 
migrating like the cranes when the 
Ice Age flood deposits plopped them 
in place, or perhaps they were car-
ried to their new home by receding 
glaciers moving northward through 
the region thousands of years ago.  

Our neighbor, Debbie, travels 395 
frequently. I asked her if she enjoyed 
her trips. She replied, “I do! I enjoy 
looking at the trees, sky, and the 
clouds. In winter the trip is very 
beautiful. I often pull over to the side 
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and stop when the clouds are putting 
on such a display it is not wise to be 
driving and view simultaneously.” 
We understand. Heading south 
of Deer Park on 395 one February 
afternoon we saw storm clouds so 
magnificent we had to pull over, too. 
I photographed them (pictured). 

One year the Arden Road loop 
bypass hosted a northern hawk owl 
for a few weeks. The birding commu-
nity was abuzz with excitement. We 
located the loop road in our gazetteer 
and paid the bird a visit. As we pass 
that loop road now, we remember 
how wonderful it was to get to see 
this rare winter visitor. 

A birding trip, during a very cold 
evening drive, brought us to the 
Colville Valley to view another rare 
visitor from the boreal forests in Can-
ada: a great grey owl who was perched 
on a farmer’s fencepost watching 
for edibles to hunt. We hunted with 
our binoculars and then headed 60 
miles back home, grateful for the 
car’s heater, and grateful to see this 
largest of owls in our region. 

Passing Hafer Road and nearby 
Farm-To-Market Road brings to 
mind the 500-year-old bison skull 

plowed up by Mr. Hafer on his farm, 
which the Colville River streams 
through. Bison? Colville Valley? Ap-
parently so. Mr. Hafer bequeathed the 
skull and the rest of his collection to 
the Spokane Tribe. It was here in this 
valley that the Spokanes, the Kalsi-
pels, the Sinixt and the Colvilles all 
merged in their subsistence rounds, 
unencutmbered by settlers’ fences 
and land “ownership.” 

Indian Ridge and Flowery Trail 
roads are place names which send me 
back to “the way things were.” A tribal 
cemetery is tucked in the forest not 
far off the main highway. It is fenced, 
untended, and has simple wooden 
markers for each burial. The graves 
look out over the beautiful valley and 
mountains – their homeland. It is a 
sacred place that still speaks: “We 
were here for ten thousand years; we 
are still here.”  

We listen. 
Deer Park has one. Chewelah has 

one. Colville has one. One what? Why 
of course Zip’s Drive-Ins!  Nothing 
gets my driver ready for a trip on 
395 faster than when there are three 
Zip’s restaurants serving biscuits and 
gravy for breakfast that he might 

choose from. 
What about those steel silhouette 

artworks that hang from downtown 
Colville lampposts? Of course, I had 
to photograph every single one of 
them.  “Each of the silhouettes de-
picts a different aspect of the city’s 
regional heritage. The 24-by-36-inch 
masterpieces weigh 40-50 pounds 
each and line U.S. 395 from one end 
of town to the other. (Oak Street, a 
secondary arterial, is also getting 
silhouettes.) There will be 80 when 
artist Chris Anderson is finished,” 
according to a 1995 Spokesman Re-
view article. 

The Flowery Trail crosses 395 
in Chewelah.  It is another ancient 
passageway connecting the Spokane 
and the Kalispel tribes. It harbors 
huckleberries and ski runs and the 
Chewelah Peak Learning Center. 
This remains a well-traveled trail/
highway which winds over a pass that 
is lovely any time of the year, and in 
season tribal people travel by car to 
reach the berry fields in the Selkirk 
Mountains. A 98-year-old elder of the 
Spokane Tribe published her memoir 
in the August 2021 NCM. She tells of 

Home Ground

Continued on page 19...
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“OUR TEAM OF 
BEREAVEMENT 
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her five-year-old self traveling from 
Wellpinit to Usk, riding horseback 
behind her grandma.  

The highway bypasses of Dartford, 
Deer Park and Springdale, longtime 
communities, also included Walkers 
Prairie, where Mary and Elkanah 
Walker established the first Protes-
tant mission in the area. It was named 
Tshimakain Mission. Old 395 road 
maps show that travelers, missionar-
ies, and soldiers moved through what 
was then the region’s main arterial. 
Able One and her granddaughter 
Nancy lived at the mission after it 
had been abandoned during the 
Indian Wars and then turned into 
a roadhouse. My husband’s grand-
ma, Nancy, remembers traveling by 
horseback on Walkers Prairie to the 
salmon fisheries at Kettle Falls.  

And it is always a sentimental 
journey as we pass the highway sign 
pointing to Colville Community 
College, where a memorial service 
was held for Karla Rumsey, citizen, 
bookstore owner, and previous pub-
lisher and editor of North Columbia 
Monthly. Like the highway, she and 
her husband put this region on the 
map, stitched it together, mile by mile 
with stories of interest for the people 
who live here. 

We, who loved picking up NCMs 
at hundreds of places, worried what 
would happen to her magazine at her 
passing.  The transition to the new 
owner/publisher was seamless (and 
arduous, I’m certain) for Gabriel 
Cruden, who now wears their mantle. 
Steve and Karla Rumsey’s names are 
imprinted on the landscape.  

What about those vast fields of 
sunflowers decorating both sides of 
395 for miles? Dazzling, wondrous! 
And the lush potted flowers along 

395 as it passes through Chewelah 
“speak” kindly of the community. 
Chewelah teachers Frank and Do-
lores Lehrman, married for 72 years, 
lived one block east of the highway 
across the street from the first Indian 
Agency in the region. The Lehrmans 
touched many lives. They still do. 

My linguist friend has researched 
the Salish etymology of “Chewelah,” 
which has been translated as “water 
snake.” She has determined that the 
black lamprey eels that clung to river 
rocks were the “snakes.” Of course, 
there is a wonderful Spokan story 
about frog and water snake told by 
the elders who, it seems, had a story 
for everything wondrous. 

The submerged Kettle Falls speak 
their own amazing stories about In-
digenous peoples from many tribes 
who gathered at one of largest salmon 
fisheries in the world. 

I “have come to realize that count-
less potential masterpieces happen 
each moment the world over.” ~Dan 
Winters, Road to Seeing 

We’re at the end of the road, so to 
speak. It’s been wonderful. 

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 cul-
ture, geography, history, and flora and 
fauna of the eastern part of the state 
is now my beloved “home ground.”

Home Ground
Continued from page 17...

Portion of the Map of the Oregon 
and Washington Territory, compiled 
in the Bureau of Topogl. Engrs, chiefly 
for the military purposes by order of 
the Secretary of War 1859. Map RG77-
CWMF-W52. Courtesy Wikipedia. Matchbox car found near Hwy 395. 
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Paid for by Rick Johnson for Stevens County Assessor

“As your 
Stevens County 
Assessor, I will 

bring strong 
leadership, 
effective 

management 
skills, and a 
passion to 

protect your 
property rights.”

PO Box 117, Northport, WA 99157
509-995-1171

rojohnii@aol.com 

Protecting Property Rights Through Fair Assessments

RICK 
JOHNSON

VOTE FOR

ASSESSOR(R)

Dewey (R)

Simmons
“Dude”

Stevens County ASSESSOR
aHonesty
aAccountability

aExperience
aDedication

Paid for by Dewey Simmons for Stevens County Assessor

2116 Kettle River Road, Kettle Falls, WA 99141

   dudesimmonsscassessor22@gmail.com

The North Columbia Monthly does not endorse 
any candidates for office and provides equal 

opportunity to all individuals running for elected 
position to promote their campaign. 

Washington State's 2022 General Election is 

Tuesday, November 8, 2022. 

ACCORDING TO THE STATE ELECTION OFFICE: 

October 21 
Start of 18-day voting period (through Election 

Day). Ballots are mailed out and Accessible Voting 
Units (AVUs) are available at voting centers.

October 31 
Online and mail registrations must be 
received 8 days before Election Day.

November 8 
Deadline for Washington State voter 

registration or updates (in person only). 

Confirm your voter registration now at VoteWA.gov.

2022 GENERAL ELECTION2022 GENERAL ELECTION

Moderated by Mary Selecky
Attendees will have an opportunity to 

see, hear, and submit questions 
of the candidates of our region. 

Voters!
Mark your 

calendar for the...

Candidate’s Night
Monday, Oct. 24

6 PM
Ag Trade Center 

317 West Astor Ave. Colville

 Sponsored by The American Association 
of University Women-Colville Branch 

https://colville-wa.aauw.net  |  509-684-5378 for info
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BBeesstt  PPrriicceess  

 HHaanneeyy  LLuummbbeerr  &&  SSuuppppllyy 

Metalbestos All Fuel 
Chimney System 

This Chimney system may be 
used for gas, wood and liquid 
fuel-fired residential-type 
appliances.  As well as any 
masonry fireplace. 
 
A Metalbestos Chimney 
System can be easily installed 
by one person.  The 
lightweight pipe with 
threaded internal couplers and 
double wall construction 
locks together in seconds. 

 Large inventory in stock. 
 Let us help you design your chimney system. 

Conveniently located at: 
1101 N. Highway 

 in Colville 
(509) 684-2150 

Fax (509) 684-8089 

DESIGN FOR MARKETING
• Full Feature Websites/e-stores
• Website Updates/SEO
• Graphic Design
• Illustration
• Digital Art /Banners

www.lavignegroup.com
Flyers • Business Cards • Logos sherry@lavignegroup.com

FREE 
QUOTE!

Located downstairs in

the oLd appLe warehouse

130 e. 3rd ave., KettLe FaLLs, wa
teresa anderson • 509-680-5785

FacebooK/thehandmaidenbeadJeweLryshoppe.com

Beading & Crafting Supplies 
Gemstones & Handmade Jewelry 

Accessories & Gifts 
Magical New Age Products

Sweet Grass, Sages & Incense
Repairs & Custom Orders 

Come Explore A World Beyond Beads! 
Open Tuesday - Saturday, 10-5

PRINTING
AND GRAPHIC DESIGN

BUSINESS CARDS • ENVELOPES • BROCHURES 
LETTERHEAD • CARBONLESS FORMS • NOTE-
PADS • POSTCARDS • DECALS • RIGID SIGNS 
YARD SIGNS • POSTERS • BANNERS • BUMPER 
STICKERS • MAGNETS • FLAGS • CANVAS • WIN-
DOW GRAPHICS • VINYL LETTERING • BOOK-
LETS • CALENDARS • FLYERS • LABELS • MENUS 
BUTTONS • MUGS • T-SHIRTS • LOTS MORE

DIGITAL DOCUMENTS
(509) 775-2425

For features & showtimes: 
509-446-2449

facebook.com/NUVUfun
209 E 5th Ave., Metaline Falls, WA
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DAVE PEHL
I grew up on a farm, Mom was 

a housewife, Dad was a logger 
foreman, five siblings. I had a 
great, upbringing. Worked on the 
farm and had great parents.

Q: Do you have any Christmas 
memories as either child or adult 
that really stick out to you?

I do. As a young kid we moved 
into what was pretty much a 

chicken coop when we moved to the farm and were building 
a new home. We lived in the old, old farmhouse, all five kids, 
Mom and Dad, two bedrooms. So they turned the woodshed 
into a bedroom for me and my brother and I mean it was a little 
home. Anyway, my Christmas memory is, because it was so 
small, there was really no way for Santa Claus to really do his 
magic in the middle of night because we were packed into this 
little thing. So, when Mom and Dad went to bed, they hung a 
big blanket over the room that went into the living room where 
the tree was. It was not a very big room and mom tied spoons 
along the bottom so they would rattle if someone tried to sneak 
in. I remember I think all five of us kids were just dying to see if 
Santa had come yet so the two older ones slowly held the spoons 
up and my littlest sister stuck her head underneath it and gave 
us a report that Santa had already been there and there were lots 
of presents, and that’s probably my earliest Christmas memory. 

I had the greatest childhood probably as anybody could have. 
A very traditional Christian family and every meal together as 
a family, that’s just the way it was. Sundays we’d go to church 
and if there was somebody new at church, they got invited to 
come over to our house. We lived in the country where it was a 
good fishing area. A fisherman would come by, ask directions 
and mom would have them in for dinner. It seemed like there 
was always someone extra in our house. My mom was known 
for her cooking in the area and she entertained very well.

Q: Is there any experience you had as a child you wish chil-
dren could have now?

Yeah, learning the value to work. Not that kids don’t today 
but it’s a different world we grew up in. And not that I was over-

worked, but I milked a cow morning and night before school, 
rain or snow, and once in a while I went to school smelling 
like a cow because she pooped when I was milking her and got 
something on my clothes and then didn’t have time to change. 
But it was a great experience, never overworked. We wanted 
to work. It’s just how we were brought up.

I remember I was very athletic in school. I was a good football 
player and wrestler and at the Friday night football games, of 
course my dad would be there cheering me on. I could hear his 
voice no matter where he was. Saturday morning, he comes 
almost at day breaking, “Come on Dave, we gotta get up and 
work cattle this morning. “ and I’m like “Yeah, I played four 
quarters last night in the ball game,” “Come on, Dave.”

I look back and I probably learned as much from my coaches 
and life experiences as I did from schoolbooks. Just learning not 
to give up, you got to play as a team, you respect your elders, 
and stuff like that, so I had a great high school.

Q: Any experiences you have had that taught you an import-
ant lesson?

What a great community Colville is and the people here, 
how special they are. I moved here in 1989 and in 1993 I had 
an acute pancreatic attack. They got me to the hospital and flew 
me out on a helicopter. I died in the helicopter. I was revived and 
at Deaconess for 6 months, 7 operations. I had 4 small kids at 
the time. Several times they brought my kids in to say goodbye 
to me because they said I wouldn’t make it through the night. 

My employers, Rod and Sue Fogle, they brought me here for 
my job, and the whole time I was out of work – 6 months, and 
I’d only worked for him for 4 years, so it wasn’t like I’d been 
there forever – my paycheck never quit coming to my family. 
Sue Fogle spent as much time in the hospital with me as my 
wife did and brought things for my kids and coloring books, 
and the community rallied and they had money makers for 
me and things that I wasn’t even aware of because I was on a 
ventilator at the time. 

I set a record. I was 9 weeks on a ventilator, on life support, 
so I wasn’t really aware of all the things this community did for 
me, but my mom, who was by my side at the time too, kept a 
journal of everything that happened when I was sick. One thing 
I learned the most is how special this community is.

Publication of this interview excerpt made possibly by a grant from the Empire Health Foundation.

HUBHUB
The

Your Place To Come TogetherSenior Center
• A Community Rental Resource
• Individual and Business Memberships

231 W. Elep Ave., Colville WA • 509-675-1479 • ccscthehub@gmail.com • colvilleseniorhub.org

• Luncheons on Tues. & Thurs.at noon (By Reservation Please)

• Varied Activities

Colville Senior Center The Hub: 675-1479
Meals for the Community - $7 • RSVP By Noon on Monday For The Week

Tues., Apr. 5 Reuben Sandwiches, Potato Salad, Green 
Salad, Fruit, Dessert

Thurs., Apr. 7 BBQ Chicken Pizza, Garlic Bread, Green 
Salad, Fruit, Dessert

Happy Easter!
Tues., Apr. 12 Baked Ham, Scalloped Potatoes, Green 

Bean Almondine, Green Salad, Fruit, Dessert

Thurs., Apr. 14 Chicken Sliders (Sandwiches), Lettuce 
Wedge Potato Salad, Fruit, Dessert

Tues., Apr. 19 Stuffed Pepper w/Beef Casserole, Garlic 
Bread, Green Salad, Fruit, Dessert

Thurs., Apr. 21 Split Pea Soup & 1/2 Grilled Cheese 
Sandwich, Green Salad, Fruit, Dessert

COLVILLE SENIORS REMEMBER THEIR CHILDHOOD 
The Colville Community Senior Center received a grant from the Empire Health Foundation to collect and publish stories of seniors in our area. Interviews have been conducted and here are excerpts from some of their stories:

Tues., Apr. 26 Chicken Linguine, Garlic Bread, Green 
Salad, Fruit, Dessert 

Thurs., Apr. 28 Roast Pork Sandwiches, Potato Chips, 
Broccoli Pineapple Salad, Fruit, Dessert

Kris Bellini

• Is there anything 
that you 
were able to 
experience as 
a child that you 
wish kids could 
e x p e r i e n c e 
today?

 Getting out more I think. I don’t ever 
remember being tied to the house 
or playing video games. We didn’t 
have them then of course but it 
seemed like we were always outside. 
It seemed like we always kind of 
kept track of when dinner time was 
because you could miss it if you 
stayed out and played too long but 
then we’d go back outside and play 
till dark but it seemed like we were 
always outside so I guess if there’s 
anything that I wish the younger 
generation would do is get out more.

• Did you have any siblings?
 Yes, I had three other brothers so my 

poor mom had four sons.
• What did you get out of those 

relationships of having brothers?
 It was nice to have somebody you 

can count on to back you up and it 
was kind of good to have a younger 
brother too to so that I could play the 
old role of older brother but it was 
always nice to have a brother to be 
at your age when things start going 
south especially if somebody was 
a bully at school and you had your 
brother you could count on older 
bigger brother to help you out.

Ozzie Wilkinson

 I have lots of 
lots of early 
memories from 
my growing up 
in Pennsylvania. 
I did a lot of 
hunting and 
fishing at the 

time with who actually became my 
brother-in-law. We went hunting 
and fishing around the home with 
my brother. From my really early 
childhood, I don’t remember a 
lot except growing up my parents 
owned a hotel so we had a lot of 
people around all the time and we 
had a lot of people in and out. When 
I was probably nine or ten we had 
guys that had a pinochle game in 
the back of this hotel where they 
would go and if they were missing 
a fourth person I got volunteered or 
I got conscripted to play pinochle. 
So I played pinochle with these old 
guys which was a great experience 
you know. So it was fun and it was 
good that you got to know a lot of old 
people there that you still remember 
in your life.

 Living in the hotel where we lived we 
always had big dinners and then my 

Joy Brooks

• You mentioned 
how important 
your grandfather 
was to you. Can 
you tell us more?

 The main thing I 
remember about 
grandpa was his 

voice. If you heard him sing, and 
of course you probably don’t know 
Dennis Day, but you couldn’t tell if 
it was him or Dennis Day. He had 
what was an Irish tenor type voice. 
He was descended from Irish people 
and German people and that’s where 
the Pennsylvania Dutch came in. 
He always said it was Pennsylvania 
Dutch. But he would sing to us 
children all the time because we 
didn’t have radios and televisions. We 
had radios but it was saved strictly 
for “Jack Armstrong the All-American 
Boy” and the news and then we would 
save the battery because we had to 
buy batteries. We had no electricity 
on the farm until I was a senior in 
high school so it was a different life. 
But when the folks were at the barn 
milking or doing chores or whenever 
he was kind of in charge of us kids 
and we would try to get a claim on 
his lap and he’d sing “Old Dan Tucker” 
and all those things and he had a 
marvelous voice even at that age. 
He was really an outstanding person 
but he was so important to all of us. 
I think we all tried to instill in our 
children and grandchildren the values 
that we learned as children and that 
was a very strict but not in a bad strict 
way. I don’t ever remember getting 
a spanking but I remember being 
sat down and made to make peace 
with whoever I was fighting with and 
whatnot and getting angry but it was 
a different type of discipline I think.

 My dad worked for the school board 
in Summit valley for 20-some years 
all the time we were there so we had 
a good education in the fact that 
we had book learning and we had 
humanity type learning. We learned 
to care for animals, we learned to 
value things that we don’t do now 
that things are different but we tried 
to teach that to our kids.

Lynn O’Connor

 I grew up on 
the Westside of 
Chicago Illinois. 
Actually, one of 
the first memories 
I have is my mom 
teaching me how 
to ride a bike 
and the reason I 

remember it is because I remember 
when she let go and how freaked out 
I was that she let go.

• So you grew up in a suburb in a 
really nice suburb.

 Yes, it was called Riverside, actually 
the first planned town in the state of 
Illinois so it has a historic landmark 
designation. I grew up on Audubon 
road and so, yeah, just a real pretty, 
pretty neighborhood with lots of 
houses, sidewalks on both sides so 
of course I learned to ride my bike 
on the sidewalk. There were lots of 
kids around the neighborhood. I grew 
up with the Wilks and the Janskis so 
ethnic people too but not so much 
actually the Darius’s were probably 
the closest thing that we had. They 
were a Greek family that lived across 
the street and the Volks, probably of 
German ancestry the Janski’s sound 
Eastern European you know. I’d have 
to say the biggest influence was my 
mom. My mom was remarkable in 
a lot of ways. She raised five of us 
and like I said she had an absolutely 
incredible sense of humor and the 
other thing, my mom was very, very 
playful and she gave me that. I’m 
able to see humor in things. I’m 
playful too. Humor is a great way to 
deal with a lot of stress and that I 
think is a gift. The other thing about 
my mom was that she was gracious. 
She accepted everybody on their own 
terms and she was very very good at 
not judging them. So my friends, all 
of our friends, kind of congregated 
at our house because my mom was 
so welcoming and I think that was 
another gift that she gave me.

Kathy Ochs

 I had a very 
i n t e r e s t i n g 
childhood. We 
moved very 
frequently. I was 
born in a log 
cabin in Superior 
Montana right 
along the Clark 

Fork river. That’s where I started my 
career, in fact, Dr. Doyle, who used to 
practice here, well, his father was also 
a doctor and he was the doctor that 
helped my father deliver me in the 
cabin. That was in 1938 and I remember 
as a child climbing through the window 
of the log cabin and jumping onto an 
old ringer washer that my mother had 
to use outside of the cabin and then 
falling on the ground and I thought that 
was just hilarious. This was a long time 
ago. My father at that time was gold 
mining. He was going to make it rich 
but it never happened.

 Then we moved. I can recall we moved 
to the Spokane area. We were out in 
the Spokane Valley. It was sagebrush, 
just bare hills. That’s what it looked like 
then. We were there and I remember as 
a child coming home from kindergarten 
and my mother and some ladies were 
sitting in the living room and they were 
really crying and I thought what in the 
world was wrong and they were saying 
the president is dead and that was 
when President Rroosevelt died, FDR in 
1945.

 Right next to our house there were 
railroad tracks and there was a 
Centennial flour mill with big towers to 
maintain the grain or whatever it was. 
Anyway, we used to play games on the 
tracks when the train went by. We’d 
wait until the trains got real close and 
then we’d put a penny on the track and 
watch the pennies flatten out after the 
train went by. Today I would absolutely 
have a fit if my children would have 
done that but that was our fun thing 
and another fun thing was when the 
engineers would throw dirty greasy 
rags out for us. We thought that was a 
wonderful thing, you know how children 
will do. I do remember later on when 

OTHER THINGS TO INCLUDE
• INFORMATION ON BECOMING A MEMBER OF THE HUB
• SOME INFORMATION ABOUT ONE OF OUR CORPORATE SPONSORS AND WHY THEY 

SUPPORT US.
• UPCOMING MENU FOR MEALS.

parents later moved to other places 
but it was a regular occasion to have 
for almost every Sunday, but even 
more so on holidays, to have 20-
plus people for dinner on a Sunday 
evening. It would be relatives or 
friends or just whoever they could 
they could bring in off the street I 
guess. But I mean a lot of friends 
and a lot of happy times with them. 
We came from five siblings so that 
made for a big dinner.

the war was over and the jubilation of 
all the people at that time. I remember 
the blackout curtain. I remember the air 
raid warning sirens for drills for people. 
I do remember those.

• What experiences did you have as a 
child that you would wish for children 
today?

 I guess children wouldn’t like me to 
say this but a little deprivation. You 
know children nowadays have so 
much that there’s sometimes not very 

much appreciation. We appreciated 
it so much because we had so little 
but we didn’t know we were poor. 
Nobody told us that we were victims 
but we learned responsibility and that’s 
something you don’t you don’t forget. 
We had the opportunity to learn that 
there’s consequences to the choices 
you make. You can’t choose those 
consequences but you can choose to 
make the right choice.

Colville Animal Hospital
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Being of Service
Fostering Job Opportunities for Local Youth
By Alexis Larson

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

National inflation is a rising concern among Americans 
today, and in some other rural areas lower populations 
mean less tax revenue and services. However, it is 
comforting to know that in our peaceful corner of the 
world we continue to enjoy a stable economy. 

So, what exactly is the secret sauce to our economic 
vitality? Sure, the endless recreation, down-to-earth 
country folk, and wildlife are important factors. How-
ever, the crème de la crème is our unique agricultural 
and family-owned businesses, combined with larger, 
corporate-sized employers that have settled into the 
area. 

In order to understand who 
exactly these powerhouse 
employers are and the kind 
of employees they seek, we 
caught up with a Colville Rotar-
ian who has a passion for our 
community’s economic future.

Liselotte Butterfield orga-
nizes our annual Rotary Club 
of Colville Career Fair every 
October. This event invites 300-
400 of our region’s middle and 
high school students to engage 
with local employers.

Here is what Liselotte had to say in an interview.
Q: Why do you feel having an annual career fair is 

important? 
A: Showing students that there are careers out there 

in our small towns. There are so many opportunities 
in our tri-county area to have a fulfilling career doing 
something. This also showcases a lot of the vocational 
trade options in our area. Many businesses in this area 
will help train people in a skill set. 

Q: Who can attend the fair? 
A: High school and middle school students in the 

tri-county area. Their school would be the one to sched-
ule transportation and RSVP to the event.

Q: What kind of jobs are available in the Colville 
area and at the fair? 

A: We try to have a large variety of businesses show-
cased in the career fair, from nursing to logging to HVAC. 
Every industry in our area needs new employees. It’s 
all about trying to showcase those in the area and give 
resources to students on how to get into those careers.

Q: What’s your opinion of our local economy? 
A: I believe our local economy is booming. We have 

many people that are moving here. There are companies 
that have grown and expanded. Just look at Hewes Craft’s 

recent relocation of their building to accommodate 
their demand and Vaagen Timbers opening up. We have 
a great diversity of businesses in Colville.

Along with Liselotte, I have personally volunteered 
at the fair as a real estate agent. It was fulfilling to be 
a part of an event that encourages graduates to stay 
close to home and plugs them directly into good-paying 
entry-level jobs.

I hope we continue to invest in our local youth so these 
conditions can remain the same for generations to come. 

This year’s Career Fair is October 20 at the Ag-Trade 
Center. If you would like a booth, contact Liselotte 
Butterfield at ldoggen@yahoo.com.
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Over the course of 100 million al-
bums quietly sold (well, not-so-quietly 
in the ‘70s and ‘80s), Chicago has nav-
igated a number of music fads, lineup 
changes, and industry meltdowns, 
somehow coming out on top nearly 
every time.

In the eight years since the band 
released their last full album, they 
have lost and replaced two tenor vo-
calists in Jeff Coffey and the mighty 
Jason Scheff (who famously replaced 
the iconic Peter Cetera some 35 years 
earlier). Most bands would never have 
survived the exit of one lead vocalist.  

With Born for this Moment, Chicago 
finds a way to bring many of their pre-
vious sounds and influences together 

Chicago: 55 Years Young

LISTEN UP

in several satisfying ways. With the ex-
uberant, nutty funk of “Firecracker,” 
Chicago sounds 
as confident as 
ever, and new 
lead singer Neil 
Donnel brings 
a sol id ta ke 
on the group’s 
signature vo-
cal sound with 
soaring l ines 
on “Someone 
Needed Me the 
Most” and the 
clever single, “If This Is Goodbye.”

I personally mostly miss the vocal 
sound and writing of Jason Scheff, 

The Flatliners Building on Bedrock
To be sure, Canada has never let the 

planet down with its musical output, 
and the gritty, melodic punk of The 
Flatliners’  New 
Ruin  is no ex-
ception.

Bordering on 
vintage metal 
with the explo-
sive “Performa-
tive Hours,” the 
ba nd a l most 
sounds like a 
speed-punk ver-
sion of early AC/
DC, with seeth-
ing verses opening up into a savvy, 
memorably melodic chorus. They also 

yet this is absolutely a Chicago album 
to be reckoned with. While it leans 

more to the 
jazz-pop and 
balladry of Da-
vid Foster-era 
albums vs. the 
rock band with 
horns eras that 
came before, 
this isn’t a bad 
thing at all.  If 
there is one 
thing Chicago 
has never been 

short on, it’s melody and harmony, 
and Born for this Moment rides high 
on both.

know how to take a breath here and 
there, as with the sinewy opening of 
“Top Left Door,” which is as catchy 

as it is raw and 
bone-crushing 
at times.

While not as 
pu rely  hu m-
mable as The 
Ramones, The 
Flatliners really 
succeeds by not 
watering down 
their punk edge 
to just sew a 
bunch of hooks 

together. Amid crashing guitars and 
Chris Cresswell’s instantly classic 

Reviews by Michael Pickett

vocal roar on massive cuts like “Sou-
venir” and the hypersonic “Tunnel 
Vision,” this group maxes out ex-
cellent songwriting with punishing 
production; a balancing act that moves 
this album right along in a way that 
feels like a purest form of modern 
rock-and-roll.  

It’s honestly harder than ever to 
stand out in a super-saturated musical 
marketplace. The Flatliners accom-
plish this feat with excellent post-punk 
songwriting, and singing that feels 
fresh and angry while nodding to a 
vintage metal lineage that stand this 
band and New Ruin in good stead.

Check out Michael Pickett’s music, 
free at pickettmusic.com.



ncmonthly.com  |  October 2022  |  25

Poetry of Place
Baling Wire, for John Schultz (1895-1977)

By Lynn Rigney Schott

This morning I have trouble opening 
a new bottle of apple cider vinegar
so you say get the pliers and you
show me how it’s done, easily,
without strength, just leverage.
These are the pliers old John handed you
the first morning you worked for him
on the farm on Apricot Road, 1972, when
everything was mended – the termporary fix – 
with baling wire. Miraculous tools
pliers and wire, before baling twine
and duct tape shouldered in. You dropped
the pliers into your overalls pocket
made just for that, and you’ve had them
ever since, so this morning I can
remove the tight lid on the vinegar
with ease, the way one day sometimes
follows the next. 

Who art
By Raining Tree

cards and leaves
                 first
then fiber

and eventually
           branches

         time
           now

  counted
            in
          “k’s”
          and
          “p’s”

sometimes
       in horrifyingly
      crunchy
                 noises
of the
       paper
             cutter

           the paint and 
rocks also
                 speak near

but never
            painted
                      rocks

              just a few petals
        or onion skins to

The Fat of the Land
By Lynn Rigney Schott

I love your industry, how
you leave the shop with
a rake in one hand, a hoe
in hte other and walk right
into the garden, thoughts
somewhere I can’t see, 
definitely under ground
yet full of morning light. 

I hold the lucky ones
you give me, run them through
my fingers like spring soil
and compost landing softly 
on the silent seeds of time. 

Now you are humming “Blueberry Hill”
as you clear the space, remove
dead raspberry canes, add peat,
plant two small bushes under
a new blue sky. 

               dress
 the seeds and
                   seed
                shells

involving
        impressively clean
                            or
impressively messy
              tables

                bringing
              the
          outside
                           - in

who art this
            dear heart
        so bent
             on
           creating
                  art?

- fooling the machines
       whilst using
               them -

the best tediosity
             is the
      one-of-a-kind

                free
                  kind.
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By Brenda St. John
Shine Like a Star

Life’s Stretch

Yoga, as a part of the life I live, is not in its own separate 
box. Yoga integrates with all of my life. Therefore, in my 
last few Monthly columns, I have tied my yoga article in 
with something currently going on in my own life. And 
lately I have been looking at the stars a lot.

The reason for this is my new puppy. I give her the 
opportunity for a potty break every night before going to 
bed, and she won’t “go” unless I am walking and talking 
with her. Since it’s getting dark early, I can always see 
the stars. I love a clear night sky. It seems to put my life 
in perspective and it always calls up warm memories of 
summer nights with my brothers.

My two youngest brothers moved to Asia to teach En-
glish as a Second Language (ESL) over 30 years ago. In the 
beginning, they used to fly back to the U.S. once a year 
and they always spent a couple weeks at my house. They 
built a fire pit, bought some glow-in-the-dark constellation 
books, and every night rounded up my family to sit outside 
with them and study the stars. This was important to my 
brothers because they could never see the stars where they 
lived due to all the big-city lights. 

Eventually they both got married and had children, 
and their visits became less frequent. But whenever I gaze 
into a starry sky, I always think of the good times we had 
conversing around a fire with upturned faces.

Many things in nature have a yoga pose named after 
them. Flora and fauna are well covered, and surprisingly 
enough there is even a pose called Five-Pointed Star, or in 
Sanskrit Utthita Tadasana. Five-Pointed Star is classified 
as a beginner pose, and making the shape is quite easy. A 
person stands with their feet wider than hip-width apart 
and parallel to each other. Raise the arms to shoulder height 
with the palms facing down. Extend through the crown of 
the head, keeping the chin parallel to the floor. Shoulders 
are back and down. Reach through the fingertips. Knees 
are straight but soft. Drop the tailbone down in order 
to lengthen the low back and engage mula bandha and 
uddiyana bandha. Breathe! Hold the pose for 30 seconds 
or longer. Feel energy move throughout the body.

Energy from the earth moves up through the feet when 
the feet are grounded by pressing down through the base 
of the big toes, baby toes, and heels. Energy continues up 
the legs via the arches to muladhara chakra located at 

the perineum. 
With slow, steady breathing, this energy continues to 

radiate throughout the body all the way through the crown 
of the head. The arms are an extension of the heart chakra. 
Subtle changes in energy and breath can be noticed when 
the arms are rotated such that the palms face up or forward.

Five-Pointed Star opens and stretches the body’s joints, 
aligns the spine, and tones the muscles of the arms, legs, 
and core. It is a safe pose for everyone. 

Modifications are to stand with the feet closer together or 
to stand with back against a wall. If a person has a shoulder 
injury, hands can be placed on the hips. A variation of Star 
Pose is to raise the arms overhead at 45-degree angles with 
the palms facing forward.

Star Pose is a base pose for other movements. For exam-
ple, after holding the classic Star Pose for several breaths, 
it is easy to transition to Side Bends or 
Standing Twists. Another transition is to 
turn the toes out and bend the knees into a 
squat with the forearms vertical (Goddess 
Pose - pictured at right). Alternating be-
tween Five-Pointed Star and Goddess Pose 
several times will build strength in the legs.

One of my favorite yoga gurus, Donna Farhi, has out-
lined the Seven Moving Principles and they are all easily 
observable in the asana Five-Pointed Star:

•  Breathe. Let the breath move you.

•  Yield. Yield to the Earth.

•  Radiate. Move from the inside out.

•  Center. Maintain the integrity of the spine.

•  Support. Establish foundations of support.

•  Align. Create clear lines of force (push and pull).

•  Engage. Engage the whole body.

Five-Pointed Star is said to bring joy to the heart, and 
I know that it does for me, as I feel energy radiating 
throughout my body. May you observe the same sensations 
and feel the joy!

Namaste.
Brenda St. John has taught yoga classes in Chewelah 

since 2010.
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15 N Clark Ave 
Republic, Washington                  

509-775-2295 
 

Interpretive Center & Fossil Site 

 

 

The Center is open year round. 

The Fossil Site is open to the public
for digging May-October.

Come and see what you discover!
Teachers, book your field trip today!

For more information please visit us 
on the web at stonerosefossil.org
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By Karen Giebel
The Grandparenting Thing

We live as far away from the kids and grandkids as 
possible because in today’s mobile society they keep 
moving. Every time we discuss moving closer to one 
of them or the other, they pack up and head to another 
state. “Is it us,” we wonder? “Are they trying to tell us 
something? We may not be perfect parents or grandpar-
ents but geesh … we’re not that bad, are we?” 

Hmmm … In reality, it is not us at all. Jobs change, 
transfers occur, opportunities knock, and off they go 
pursuing their dreams. Even so, they keep telling Grandpa 
and me that the children are growing so fast and when 
are we coming to see them. So, this is how we spent our 
summer vacation, which turned out to be not much of 
a vacation but it sure was something!

Months ago, we booked a few weeks over in Westport, 
Washington, for our annual Dungeness crab, walk on 
the beach, collect sand dollars, stuff ourselves with fresh 
seafood and watch the fishing boats pilgrimage. It turned 
out that the Colorado kids with three-year-old Max and 
eight-month-old Micky had also scheduled a week in 

Westport, coinciding with the last week we were there, 
but they were staying at a different campground and 
meeting up with two sets of friends. Poor planning all 
around but that seems to be something we are experts 
at doing. 

But there was good news to come. The kids said they 
could come to Westport a week earlier, stay in the same 
campground, at a site right behind our camper. However, 
there was a catch (of course): They both have work-from-
home jobs, and they could work remotely that week if 
Grandpa and Grandma were willing to babysit all week. 

The two of us, being slightly crazy and impulsive, 
who regularly make snap decisions without thinking 
things through, said a resounding “Yes!” I mean, we 
had not even met baby Micky yet, but I was so eager for 
baby snuggles. Little Max at age three is just a bundle 
of curiosity and soaks up knowledge like a sponge. So 
yes, we could not wait to babysit these tiny humans. 
Then reality hit. Did we have the strength, endurance 
and patience required? How bad could it be? We were 
about to find out.

Arriving at the campground there was laughter and 
hugs all around. Oh my! It was so wonderful to see them. 
That little baby with the peach fuzz hair, big blue eyes 
and toothless grin had my heart from the second I saw 
him. Oh, those chubby arms and legs! Just like when my 
own babes were born, holding Micky brought out the 
Mama Bear instinct in me. The instinct that says I will 
keep you safe no matter what. Max, a bundle of energy 
after riding in his car seat for way too many hours, was 
beyond excited to see us or maybe just excited to be out 
of the truck.

Both wee ones had colds and at that age it meant noses 
were running nonstop down their faces. My pockets 
were stuffed with tissues and I think I said “Blow, Max, 
blow” more than I said anything else. Max never went 
through the “terrible twos.” Nope, he saved all that for 
when he turned three and he willingly shared it with us. 
Typical toddler behavior. When he was good, he was very 
good, but he let us know in no uncertain terms when 
he was not happy. Micky was such an easy baby. Bottle, 
burp, bounce on the bed, smiles, change the nappy, lay 
him on the bed, he played with his toes and fell asleep. 
Repeat two more times.

Our days went like this: 7 a.m., a knock on the door 
and the kids handed over the littles to me. Drew, their 

https://www.spokanepublicradio.org
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heading to their new camping place, Dan and I literally 
collapsed onto the sofa in our camper, exhausted. Dinner 
was pizza. We slept well.

We made memories. Memories to last a lifetime. 
Those tiny baby arms wrapped around my neck, patting 
me on the back as I patted his little back. That wide 
toothless grin with milk running down his little chin. 
Max standing in the doorway jumping up and down 
so excited yelling, “Hi Grandpa, Hi! Hi Grandma, Hi!” 
“Grandpa, Grandma, watch me,” as he figured out how 
to make the pedals on his bike go forward. We’d do it 
again in a heartbeat.

Last week in Massachusetts, our Lillie turned nine 
years old, and we FaceTimed with her to help celebrate. 
She said,” It has been so long since you have been here. 
When are you coming to see me?” Dan and I just looked 
at each other and smiled.

Karen Castleberry Giebel blogs about life and food at 
www.thejourneygirl.com up in the back of the beyond in 
Ferry County, Washington.

father, went with his dad down to the boat where they 
baited the crab pots and headed out into the bay to set 
them for the day. I was told they would only be gone for 
an hour but it was always two hours before they returned.

On to breakfast: Thankfully Max clearly told me what 
he liked to eat, but I had forgotten the awkward challenge 
of holding a baby in one arm while fixing a meal with the 
other. I also forgot how heavy a baby was when holding 
him for an hour. Oh, my aching shoulder. 

Next, baby went down for his nap and Max and I 
watched Finding Nemo on the DVD player. Twice a day, 
every day, we watched Finding Nemo, his favorite movie. 
I had forgotten how wonderful that film was, and I en-
joyed it! Besides, it gave me time to clean up, find snacks, 
fix lunch, and plan dinner while muttering, “Come on 
Grandma, keep on swimming, keep on swimming.”  

Nap time over, we’d head outdoors for a long walk. 
Sometimes we’d go to the playground, sometimes we’d 
look for treasures. Max and I sang silly songs and played 
little games until it was lunch time. Fruit and a bottle 
for the baby and whatever Max wanted for lunch. Then 
repeat the morning routine of burp, snuggles, change the 
nappy, and take a nap. At 1 p.m. daily, Max had a total 
meltdown. When asked if he needed to go to sleep, he 
said, “yes, I do” and down he went for his naps. Thank 
goodness for those naps! I wished I could take one, but 
I was just grateful to sit down for a bit. 

After naps, we just “kept on swimming” until their 
parents finished working, then Dan and Drew returned 
to the boat to pull the crab pots while Polly watched her 
children, and I made dinner. After dinner, we cooked 
and picked the crab, then packed and froze what we 
were not going to eat. If there was still time before bed, 
we went to the beach or into town for ice cream. This 
was our routine every day for five days. Saturday, we 
walked through town, visited stores, watched the fish-
ing boats coming and going, went to the beach and ate 
more ice cream. 

Sometime during the week, Max learned to ride his 
little mountain bike with training wheels. That was a 
highlight for us all, seeing how hard he tried and finally 
succeeded. His smile was priceless. “I did it!” They live 
on a dirt road high in the mountains, so a regular bike 
was not going to work.

Sunday, the kids packed up and I took care of the tiny 
humans while the adults worked. After they pulled out, 
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Sometimes my best intentions go 
south. And just like the geese that 
gather along the riverbanks each fall, 
not only do they go south but they get 
a little confused and messed up in the 
process. It’s not unusual to see the geese 
in a well-organized V formation. How-
ever, in this early part of fall I’ll often 
look up at these noisy practice runs and 
shout, “Hey! Gooses! You’re going the 
wrong way!” as they fly north, headed 
to the land from which they got their 
silly name. Perhaps they hear me shout 
or perhaps the lead goose was asleep 
at the wheel but it’s not long before I’ll 
hear the honk, honk as if to say, “We’re 
going the wrong way” as they scatter 
in the sky and then regroup to point 
their beaks in the right direction, and 
off they go. 

That chaos of it all, that is how I feel 
my best intentions often wind up in 
this great big life. 

There are times my intentions are 
simply an epic fail. Like the time I 
tried to eliminate coffee from my life. 
I lasted two days before I decided life 
is way too short for such nonsense. But 

For Every Warrior I Know
...And Don’t know

By Tina Tolliver Matney

then there are the times that my failed 
intentions create situations that are 
life-changing. They bring me moments 
of unexpected encounters or activities 
that I might not have experienced if 
I had not allowed myself to listen to 
my heart rather than simply staying 
hard-focused to the intention I had 
created. 

I had to go to the big city (Spokane) 
recently to buy plants for my shop. Buy-
ing inventory is generally something 
I enjoy. The whole process of poring 
over the availability, then putting in my 
order with the anticipation of taking 
a day to load up my car with all of 
that loveliness, and then maybe do a 
little shopping for myself, is generally 
something I look forward to. 

But this week was a little different. 
My intention was to pick up my or-
der, make one stop to pick up some 
supplies for the local coffee shop back 
home, and then head back and be in 
my shop by early afternoon. No other 
shopping, no frivolous purchases for 
myself. I needed to get business done 
and leave the city. 

I was on track as I pulled into the 
coffee shop on the north side of town 
to get an iced coffee for the road. As I 
was walking over to the coffee place I 
stepped up onto the sidewalk where I 
spied a little rack of clothing and found 
myself looking in the open doorway 
of a sweet new boutique. 

I love boutiques. But I was just 
looking and reminded myself of my 
intentions of not shopping for myself. 
But something in my heart just pulled 
me in. I was immediately drawn to a 
rack of jackets that reminded me I 
haven’t bought myself a jacket in many, 
many years. I was wearing my favorite 
one on this trip, bought in a thrift shop 
so long ago. It’s a green linen blazer, a 
little slouchy and relaxed. Just my style. 

“That would look really cute on you,” 
I heard a voice say behind me. I turned 
to see a pretty young woman who had 
slipped behind the counter while I was 
holding up this cute, light-salmon-col-
ored jacket. “I told myself I can’t buy 
anything today, but this is really calling 
my name,” I laughed. I tried it on and 
loved everything about it and so there 
it went, my intention flew right out the 
door of that little boutique before I even 
had a chance to rein it in. 

So, there I was, at the checkout 
counter and chatting with this woman 
but still feeling like I wasn’t ready to 
leave. And then she asked me about 
the cuff bracelet I was wearing. I told 
her the story about how my kids had 
bought me one that I had worn nearly 
every day for seven years and I had lost 
it last spring. But I had found someone 
on Etsy who made me this new one. 

Jenn, Jenny, Robin, Rose, Paula, Kim…so many…
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This Great Big Life

“It’s not the same, not as beautiful, 
but I wear it nearly every day just like 
I did the other one.” 

She looked and me and said, “I al-
ways believe that if we lose something 
that is so dear to us then it was meant 
to be found by someone who will love 
it as much as we did.” I told 
her that I had that same 
thought the day I drove 40 
miles to check the parking 
lot where I thought I might 
have lost it. I stood there 
in that big empty lot and 
told myself that someone 
found it and they love it so 
much. The inscription on it 
was, “Art washes from the 
soul the dust of everyday 
life,” the same as my new 
one. Someone else needed 
to feel those words. 

Then she asked me about 
my little elephant neck-
lace. I told her my daughter 
gave it to me for Christ-
mas, and my hand went up 
and I could feel the little 
shape of it. I told her that 
I have the mama elephant, 
and she has the baby and 
how I got all teary-eyed 
when I opened that gift. 

Before I knew it, I was 
showing her pictures of my 
girl (pictured) and sharing 
her cancer story. After I 
pulled my phone away and gathered 
up my sweetly wrapped purchase she 
looked at me and said, “Me too.” I put 
my jacket down on the counter and 
asked, “Breast cancer?” She nodded 
and told me her own story. 

Thankfully she had found it early. 
Stage 1B and triple positive. More 
surgeries than a 36-year-old woman 

should ever have to bear. Chemo. Ra-
diation. Immune therapy. Hormone 
therapy. We talked of the struggles and 
triumphs she and my daughter and so 
many other women have endured and 
accomplished. 

And we talked about the fear. One 

of the last things I told her was how 
hard it was to see my girl in pain, to 
see her struggle, especially those last 
weeks of treatments. And she teared 
up and said, “You are a good Mama, 
I feel that in you and she is so lucky to 
have you. I don’t have a Mama. I went 
through this without my mom to hold 
my hand and some days that was half 

the battle. You and your daughter are 
blessed to have each other.” 

Of course, by then this young 
woman and I were both in tears. I was 
about an hour behind and I didn’t care 
one bit. We said our goodbyes and I 
went and ordered my coffee and was 

still wiping away the 
tears on my way out 
the door. I popped 
back into the bou-
tique and asked her 
what her name was. 
“Jenny,” she said, and 
she held out her hand 
for me to squeeze 
and I told her that 
my daughter’s name 
is Jennifer, many 
call her Jenn. Still 
holding her hand, I 
told her that every-
thing is going to be 
alright. And that no 
matter what, there 
are Mamas enough 
to go around if she 
ever needs a shoulder 
or a hug. 

I walked to my car, 
coffee in one hand 
and my cute little 
jacket in the other, 
and I felt nothing but 
gratitude for allow-
ing myself to listen 
to my heart instead 

of trying to hang on to an intention 
that obviously was not meant to be.

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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I had come to the rim of the Grand Canyon of the 
Yellowstone with our two oldest grandchildren. Now in 
their mid-teens, they will soon be harder to pin down as 
they explore life and pursue their own destinies. They live 
1,400 miles from us, in Minnesota. We had flown them 
out to Spokane and planned to drive them home via the 
sights of the mountain west. Yellowstone National Park 
was the first major stop. We saw the geysers. We saw bison, 
elk and deer. But this is my favorite stop in the park. It is 
less crowded, more expansive in view. 

At the end of the last ice age massive releases of water 
from Yellowstone Lake cut through the degraded rhyo-
lite rocks of the Yellowstone caldera, creating the Upper, 
Middle, and Lower Falls and carving the thousand-foot 
depth of the Grand Canyon of the Yellowstone. 

For millennia, the area remained unchanged, explored 

and venerated by various Native American tribes. After 
the Civil War, white settlers and the U.S. government 
took an increased interest in the Yellowstone region. A 
private exploration group known as the Washburn par-
ty, escorted by a small detachment of U.S. Army troops, 
entered the upper Yellowstone in 1870. Written reports 
of what they saw soon reached the rest of the country. 
Some of the descriptions give us a sense for the wonder 
and astonishment of the party. 

Nathaniel P. Langford, a member of the Washburn party 
(and a U.S. Internal Revenue collector), stated, “A grander 
scene than the lower cataract of the Yellowstone was never 
witnessed by mortal eyes.” He went on, “As I took in the 
scene, I realized my own littleness, my helplessness, my 
dread exposure to destruction, my inability to cope with 
or even comprehend the mighty architecture of nature…”

Hawks and Rocks
Article & Photo by D.L. Kreft
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Lieut. G.C. Doane, military escort with the Washburn 
party, wrote a government report published in March of 
1871. His impression of the immense canyon: “Standing on 
the brink of the chasm the heavy roaring of the imprisoned 
river comes to the ear only in a sort of hollow, hungry 
growl, scarcely audible from the depths, and strongly 
suggestive of demons in torment below.”

It had already been a long day of travel and sights and 
the canyon was our last planned stop. We walked the path 
from the parking lot down to various observation points. 
My teenage companions were impressed by the sight before 
them. I wondered, could they sense the torment of demons 
that Doane had heard? 

I scanned the length and breadth of the canyon and 
clicked off photos of the Lower Falls and the bright, pale 
yellow and rust reds of the canyon walls. The river below 
tumbled in azure and green, broken by the white foam 
of cataracts among the boulders. There was also motion 
against the far canyon wall. A Swainson’s hawk made its way 
through the canyon, about halfway up from the bottom. 
The late afternoon sun cast shadows against the far wall 
of the canyon and the hawk appeared and disappeared in 
the alternating shadow and light. 

Perhaps a full half-mile away, this moving speck created a 
challenge, but I tried to photograph it, nonetheless. Not my 
best photo, but the memory of the moment is top five. We 
humans were confined to the bleacher seats of observation 
decks. But the avian traveler cruised right up the heart of 
this wondrous rift in the earth’s surface, unimpeded by 
railings and warning signs to stay on the path. The rocks 
of the canyon walls provided a truly rugged backdrop to 
the smooth flight of the hawk. What a view it must have 
had. I was supremely jealous.

The following day took us over the Bighorn Mountains 
of Wyoming and on to the Black Hills. Along the way we 
detoured to visit Devil’s Tower National Monument. This 
tower of columnar basalt has been a gathering place for 
people for centuries. Venerated by many Native American 
peoples, it is prominent in the oral histories that have been 
passed down to each succeeding generation. The Lakota 
people call it Mato Tipila, the “Bear Lodge.” The Crow, 
Cheyenne, Arapaho and Kiowa have similar names and 
stories about the Bear Lodge.

In general, the stories begin with a group of people, 
often described as young girls, who are threatened by one 
or more large bears. The Great Spirit hears their distress 
and causes the ground beneath them to rise high into the 

air. The bears try to climb their way to the top, but the 
ascending column of rock is too steep and only their claw 
marks remain as a sign of their defeat. The Kiowa legend 
goes on to say that seven young girls were then taken up 
from the top of the tower into the heavens and became 
the constellation we know as the Pleiades. 

The road to Devil’s Tower is winding and scenic. The 
tower comes into view briefly, only to disappear with the 
next dip in the road and curve in the canyon it follows. 
The size and mass of the rock formation becomes increas-
ingly more real the closer you get. From the visitor center 
parking lot you do a lot of looking up. The columns of 
basalt look like fine ribs, starting from a sweeping base 
into vertical rows of rock that are 10 feet wide and extend 
1,200 feet into the air. 

We scanned with binoculars, hoping to see rock climbers 
attempting to scale the face of the tower. We did not see 
any climbers, but we did watch a video of a climb inside 
the visitor center. Back outside we took one last look at 
the Bear Lodge. My eye caught a glimpse of movement 
across the face of the tower. Could it be? Yes, another hawk 
against the rocks! 

Soaring in slow circles, it was climbing higher on the 
afternoon thermals. I ran to the truck and retrieved my 
camera. Quickly bringing the lens up, I tried to relocate 
the dark speck against the grey-brown of the basalt wall. 
I zoomed out to take in more of the tower, hoping to cap-
ture the hawk in a broad net of digital pixels that I could 
examine more closely on my computer screen. 

Several days later I was poring over the many shots I 
took, searching for the black speck. It didn’t take long. I 
zoomed in for a closer look. Too far away, and with difficult 
lighting, I could not make out the species of the hawk. I 
did note how its wingspan could be estimated by looking 
at the basalt columns behind it. The columns are around 
ten feet wide. This bird’s wingspan could easily be six to 
seven feet. Possibly a dark morph Swainson’s hawk?

Even when the main scene before me is composed of 
spectacular chasms and towering rock monoliths, my eye 
is drawn to the flight of birds. The rocks and the hawks 
combine to form an image, a moment in time, a memory 
shared with my grandchildren. I hope they remember 
the Bear Lodge and the hungry, hollow, growl of a river 
imprisoned within the canyon it created.

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.  

A Fresh Air Perspective



34  |  North Columbia Monthly  |  October 2022  

Excerpt from Robert “Chick” Wyne-
coop’s book, printed in 2003 by Torna-
do Creek Publications, reprinted here, 
with permission.
Chapter 51: Eating Meals, 
“Wild” Snacks, and P.J.

Our evening meal, which we called 
dinner, was usually eaten at the dining 
room table. You were expected to be 
there on time when the meal was put 
on the table. Other meals, breakfast 
and lunch, were taken at the kitchen 
table, since we were all coming and 
going on different schedules, except 
during the summer haying season, 
when the hay crew sat at the table.

There was always time to get your 
chores done before it was time to eat 
breakfast because it was spread out 
over a 30-minute period to allow for 
the amount of chores and other work 
each of us had to do before school. 
But, if you didn’t finish your work 
and you were close to the house, you 
could eat when the food was ready. 
School started at 8:45 A.M., so we 
were up and at our chores by 7-7:30 
A.M. We usually left for school by 
8:15, after breakfast.

Let me tell you, there is nothing 
like crawling out of bed on a cold 
morning, going downstairs, sitting 

at the table, and eating a bowl of hot 
oatmeal with whole cream and toast-
ed homemade bread covered with 
wild strawberry jam. We often had 
pancakes, bacon, or ham, and occa-
sionally, we ate French toast or cold 
cereal.

By this time, we no longer had a 
dairy, so the old separator had dis-
appeared. Our old cow was milked 
twice a day, so we had more than 
enough fresh milk to make our own 
butter, which we did by either shak-
ing a jar full of cream or by using a 
butter churn. Making butter was hard 
work – it took a lot of shaking or 
churning. Mom drank the pale, glop-
py buttermilk, but I could never bring 
myself to try it, no matter how much 
she encouraged me. We used the rest 
of the cream on other kinds of foods 
like hot and cold cereals and desserts.

To get cream, we just put each day’s 
fresh milk inside the refrigerator, and 
by morning, the cream rose to the 
top of the container. Once the cream 
had risen, it was ready for cereal. My 
favorite combination was Wheaties 
and cream so thick it could hardly 
be stirred. Man was that good! Corn 
flakes were a distant second favorite, 
but not nearly as tasty as “The Break-
fast of Champions.” I still think about 
those delicious breakfasts, but don’t 
eat that way anymore – too much fat 
and cholesterol.

One weekend morning we were 
all eating a big breakfast of hotcakes, 
eggs, and bacon. Mom raised pigs, 
chickens, and fed us from her garden. 
I was sitting next to Dad. We all had 
a place at the table, and you usually 
sat there. I sat on Mom’s left, but this 
time I was on Dad’s left. He reached 
over and took a piece of bacon off 
my plate. I didn’t say anything, and 

By Robert Wynecoop
Growing Up On The Spokane Indian Reservation

everyone started to give me a hard 
time. Then I said that it was okay for 
Dad to take that meat because I had 
just choked on it myself. The moans 
and groans were pretty loud from all 
sides of the table. Dad gave me a fun-
ny look. By then, he had already swal-
lowed my chewed-on bacon.

We also ate a lot of toast. Mom’s 
toast was really special. She heated 
up the sliced, buttered bread in the 
oven, then we added homemade jam 
or jelly on top. That was so delicious. 
During the war, when supplies were 
limited, we spread lard on bread then 
sprinkled sugar on top. That sounds 
pretty gross today, but really, it was 
very tasty. Try it.

We were expected to act like gen-
tlemen at the table and we had one 
rule that could not be ignored. At all 
times you must have one foot on the 
floor.

Our favorite evening snack was 
a bowl of oatmeal. We did our own 
snack cooking, so there was always 
a lot of cream added to whatever we 
made. Another one of our favorite 
original treats was bread-in-milk. 
This was not hard to make at all. We 
simply tore up a slice of bread and 
put it into a glass of milk. Since Mom 
baked all of our bread, our bread-in-
milk was especially tasty and filling.

We also ate a lot of wild meats. We 
were one of those meat-and-potato 
families, so we ate some kind of meat 
at most dinner meals, often for lunch, 
and occasionally for breakfast.

Dad sold all the beef we raised be-
cause it was a money crop, so we lived 
on venison and grouse. Venison steak 
rolled in flour, and fried, mashed 
potatoes and gravy, and some oth-
er vegetable, corn, or peas, was our 
standard dinner fare. To top it off, 
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The Way It Was, According to Chick
we often had cake, pie, or some oth-
er homemade dessert. Ice cream was 
hard to keep at home since we didn’t 
always have a freezer.

Right after the war, 
a new boxed product 
came out called mar-
garine. Inside of the 
box was a bag filled 
with a real sick looking 
white-colored substance 
that looked like lard. 
Also in the box was a 
tablet that you mixed 
into the white stuff, and 
the tablet eventually 
turned the margarine a 
weird yellow.

In a year or so, the 
coloring was enclosed 
in the margarine bag. 
You had to rupture the 
coloring button, then 
knead the bag until the 
coloring was evenly 
mixed into the marga-
rine. It took a lot of work 
to blend it all together. 
At first, everyone wanted to be the 
one to mix the color, but after a while 
it became just another chore. Squeez-
ing that bag for 20 or 30 minutes was 
hard work, about as hard as making 
butter. All of the effort produced a 
bag of yellowish-orange pasty marga-
rine that tasted okay, but nothing like 
real butter.

About this time, we stopped milk-
ing the cow, so we had to buy and use 
the new margarine. We also had no 
more fresh cream. That was quite an 
adjustment for us to make. We had 
been spoiled all our lives by eating 
fresh butter and cream.

One of our strange food habits was 
that we kids liked to snack on raw 
potatoes. They were really crunch-

ier and tastier than cooked spuds. 
Across the creek, along the old trail 
to school, was a patch of potatoes that 
someone had planted for several sea-

sons. If we were hungry on the way 
to or from school or to the store, we’d 
stop and dig up a fresh potato, wipe 
it off in the grass, and eat it raw. We 
were careful to dig our snacks from 
different mounds, so the owner didn’t 
know we were enjoying his spuds. 
Since our trail went right through the 
middle of the potato patch, we had a 
lot of spots to choose from. Our trail 
pre-dated the potato patch, so we felt 
we had squatter’s rights.

Just past the potato patch, sever-
al apple trees grew that belonged to 
the government employees who lived 
at the BIA Agency. Since those folks 
never bothered to pick the apples, 
and no one else did either, we also 
occasionally snacked on a few juicy 

apples as we were going and coming 
along the trail. The apples were so 
hard they were difficult to eat.

Sometimes our friends would stay 
for dinner. One kid we 
all called “P.J.” essential-
ly moved in with us for 
a while. P.J. lived with 
his grandparents and 
had no one his age to 
play with, so he spent all 
his time at our house. 
He had little to noth-
ing of his own except 
for his little dog named 
Smarty. Our folks 
helped him a lot. They 
bought him clothes 
to wear to school, but 
someone took his new 
clothes.

P.J. and Smarty spent 
many days at our house 
just doing whatever we 
were doing. P.J. was not 
a bit bashful about be-
ing “adopted” by our 
family. He even joined 

in and helped us with our chores. It 
was too bad he moved away when he 
was eight to ten years old. We found 
out later that he was killed in an acci-
dent. He was like several other kids, 
bounced from one family to another.

Lorena Knoll and Wig sampling peas from Grandad’s garden. 
Photo courtesy Phoebe Wynecoop.

FM 94.1/AM 1240
KCVL

Live, local news weekdays 
at 7 am,  8 am,  Noon & 5 pm  

Saturdays at 7 am & 8 am

FM 92.1
KCRK 

Daily News 
You Can Use!



36  |  North Columbia Monthly  |  October 2022  

Article & Photo by Jim Groth

Seemingly Fickle Mushrooms
DISCLAIMER: When picking any mushroom, be sure of 

identification and that it is verified by someone with experience. 

Mushroom mycelia that reside in 
the soil and on plant roots make their 
presence known only when they pro-
duce mushrooms. Most soil fungi do 
not connect with plants above, don’t 
produce mushrooms, and are difficult 
to observe and hence are even more 
poorly understood than mushrooms. 

In an earlier article I developed the 
idea that fungi will not produce mush-
rooms during seasons or years that are 
unfavorable, nearly always because of 
a lack of moisture. It is a lot like desert 
flowers that may bloom only in years 
when there is adequate rainfall. In 
both cases the fungi or plants are well 
adapted to the climatic conditions. 
Most fungi do continue to survive as 
mycelia, the root-like structure, even 
in the driest of conditions.  

My observation of mushrooms 
through the years and diverse loca-
tions is that during favorable years 
the mix of late summer and fall 
species is mostly composed of “old 
friends.” I like to welcome them back 
if I can remember their names or at 
least what they looked like the last 
time I encountered them. A bit of 
embarrassing re-education is often in 
order, especially at my age. These are 
mushrooms that will always appear 

in spring, summer or fall if there is 
occasional rain. Many might not last 
long when it gets hot and dry.  

I have always accepted the “feast 
or famine” property of mushrooms. 
But I cannot admit that I like it. Oth-
er interesting groups, like birds and 
plants, do not usually exhibit such 
extreme swings from either nothing 
to too many to deal with.   

It’s noteworthy how an area will 
suddenly have a couple of mushroom 
varieties never seen there for many 
years, even during the wet eras. Any 
serious mushroom observer can relate 
to what I have seen both in Minnesota 
and here. 

My best example, locally, of unusual 
or unexpected appearance is an area 
of state land in the basins southwest of 
Colville that I have often gone to for a 
hike – a rather unremarkable forest of 
mature and thinned Douglas fir. One 
late October years ago, I discovered 
that the area was lousy with big orange 
chanterelles (Cantharellus formosus). 
What a find! Chanterelles are almost 
nonexistent in our area, sadly. I had 
about given up on finding them in 
Stevens County.  They rival morels as 
our favorite “eatin’ ‘shroom.” If you 
ever have the opportunity to dine on 

chanterelles, you are in for a treat. 
Naturally, I am not about to give you 
specific directions to this area.  

Of course, being members of the 
(now defunct) Spokane Mushroom 
Club, my wife Jo Ann and I soon 
learned that chanterelles can be found 
in the nearby Priest Lake area in the 
fall. The only variable is that in some 
years, think rainfall, they are absent 
or less common than in other years. 

In Minnesota, chanterelles were 
nearly always dependable and rela-
tively easy to find.  In fact there, along 
with the common eastern chanterelle 
(similar to formosus but now called by 
the old name of C. cibarius), there were 
a couple of other chanterelles and a 
black relative in the genus Craterellus, 
commonly called horn of plenty for 
its funnel-like shape. All are delicious 
summer-to-fall mushrooms.   

So, finding chanterelles within 
about five miles of our home in the 
North Basin was a dream come true. 
We gathered all we could eat and freeze 
after blanching. We did not try to take 
them all – doing that is not good form.  

Since then, I visit this place every 
fall and mostly find nothing. Some 
years were quite dry, so I was not 
surprised. Two years ago we had a 
wet fall and there were many. The 
chanterelles there are peculiar. They 
mature quite late, most are large and 
of complex form, and they are covered 
with soil, so cleaning them is a chore. 
But they are indeed chanterelles. How 
do I know? Because, besides their 
distinctive look, they give off the faint 
odor of apricots. This is the trademark 
of orange chanterelles. (The picture 
shows a small chanterelle from an 
area near Vancouver, B.C., where I 
collected them during the time that 
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I lived there). 
Another experience of mushroom 

mystery occurred when I was at the 
Wisconsin cabin of a friend in late 
summer many years ago. My friend 
was an avid professional 
mycologist and had collected 
mushrooms there for years. 
We found two mushrooms 
that summer that he had never 
seen there before. One was a 
lactarius with blue milk, called 
L. indigo, and the other was 
Amanita rubescens, an edible 
amanita (for the gamblers).  

Others among the few people 
willing and able to survey and 
identify the mushroom fauna 
of a place year after year likely 
have similar stories of unusual 
finds.  

My accounts above concern 
large mushrooms that are all 
mycorrhizal. I believe that the 
mycorrhizal mycelium is long-
lived, unless all the trees they depend 
on are removed. Our forest practices 
here require leaving at least some of 
the trees. Hot fires that remove all the 
trees can eliminate mycorrhizal fungi.  

Saprophytic fungi that produce 
mushrooms can be more ephemeral, 
and will appear for a time after dis-
turbances result in unusual amounts 
of their substrate, like ashes, saw-
dust, slash, garden waste including 
compost bins, etc. These fungi and 
their underground mycelium come 
and go. Disturbance may encourage 
them, at least for a while. They produce 
and disseminate their spores, which 
might encounter another disturbed 
substrate. 

Every mushroom comes from myce-
lia and each has distinct temperature, 
host plant, and moisture needs. The 

fact that many different mushrooms 
respond in a similar way to a moist 
and warm spring or fall might obscure 
this fact. Differences can sometimes be 
observed. There are some boletes that 

produce large early spring mushrooms 
when nobody else can. And there are 
some spring mushrooms that are re-
ferred to as snowbank fungi because 
their mushrooms occur only when 
snow is still on the ground. 

This autumn I found five large 
lobsters in the wooded area near my 

home in the North Basin where I had 
inoculated the Big White Russulas 
(BWR) with the lobster fungus (as 
described in an earlier article). It has 
been dry, with only small amounts of 

rain. There are no mushrooms, 
large or small, anywhere on my 
wooded property or on trails I 
often walk nearby. Everything 
is bone dry, and some herba-
ceous plants are wilting. But 
here were these big, perfectly 
healthy lobsters poking up 
through the duff. And in three 
nearby places other smaller 
lobsters were emerging. I left 
these for posterity because I 
had enough. 

The uninfected BWR host 
is nowhere to be seen. This is 
such a mystery – how can a 
parasitic Ascomycete induce 
a large mushroom host to 
emerge in such dry conditions? 
This happened last year as well, 

but a few of the uninfected BWRs 
and other small mushrooms were 
starting to appear when the lobsters 
were appearing.  

Praying for rain.
Jim Groth and his wife, Jo Ann, have 

been observing the fungi in our area 
for 18 years. 
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By Joe Barreca
What’s Bugging Me

Most of us have been bitten, or worse, 
by a variety of insects, bees, ants, ticks, 
spiders…. They are the essence of “be-
ing bugged.” The usual response is fight 
or flight (see Tina Tolliver Matney’s 
article on yellow jackets in the August 
edition of the North Columbia Month-
ly). As a farmer, I know insects can be 
much worse than annoying. They can 
be devastating. The knee-jerk reaction 
is to kill them all. A lot of people think 
that the only good bug is a dead bug. 

However, that is not true. In a cou-
ple articles that I have read lately, the 
authors point out that, for example, 
wasps and bees feed on destructive 
insects. An article in the British peri-
odical The Guardian showed posters 
put up by a regenerative farmer in En-
gland. One poster showed beneficial 

insects and the other harmful ones. 
There were a lot more beneficial in-
sects. Praying mantises, ladybugs and 
most spiders (arachnids, but still bugs) 
come to mind. So, knowing your bugs 
is important.

That is not always easy. Case in 
point: Leaves were disappearing from 
my apple tree and cherry tree. There 
was no tell-tale tent that indicated an 
infestation of tent caterpillars, though 
those do show up regularly. The leaves 
looked like they had been cut off at the 
stem and there were branches at the 
top of each tree where every leaf had 
been removed. On closer inspection, I 
found the culprits – fuzzy caterpillars 
that I didn’t recognize. I captured a 
couple and took a picture (above).

That didn’t tell me much. I looked 

online for “defoliating caterpillars.” 
There are plenty but none looked ex-
actly like these. Therein lies a big prob-
lem. There are lots of insects, an esti-
mated 5.5 million kinds, of which only 
1 million have been identified. Maybe 
“bugs” is a better term because there 
millions more of what we think of as 
insects even though technically they 
aren’t, such as millipedes, spiders and 
ticks. There is actually a classification 
of insects called “true bugs,” Hemiptera.  

As if that weren’t bad enough, a lot of 
them, very much including caterpillars, 
go through four life stages: egg, flying 
moth or butterfly, caterpillar, and pupa. 
So, there are four different-looking ver-
sions of each of these critters to identi-
fy depending on the stage they are in.  

I was talking to my neighbor and 
fellow viticulturalist Don Worley about 
the caterpillar mystery when his wife, 
Alice, showed up with a container of 
defoliating moths, which were differ-
ent than those I had, and were taking 
the leaves off their apple trees. The plot 
thickened.

Now I was looking for some serious 
help figuring out what these things 
were. Enter Picture Insect, an app that 
lets you snap pictures of bugs and uses 
artificial intelligence to identify them. I 
was eager after installing it to see a bug, 
any bug, and try it out. The first was a 
spider. A few seconds after taking the 
picture, the ID appeared: hobo spider. 
I added it to my new digital bug collec-
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Down to Earth

tion. The hunt was on. But it was not 
always right on. My mystery caterpil-
lar was not a tent caterpillar as the app 
suggested. Realizing that I could enter 
other people’s pictures into the app, I 
tried Alice’s caterpillar (above). Bingo! 
It is a red-humped caterpillar.  

There is some information in the app 
about the lifecycle and food source for 
each bug. Apple leaves were definitely 
on the menu for the red-humped cater-
pillar, which, like tent caterpillars, goes 
by the name of the caterpillar, not its 
moth form. I found it on a WSU web-
site for orchard pests. Fortunately, they 
also included a picture of the moth. 

Have you noticed a lot more moths 
than usual this year? I’m not sure what 
caused it, but flies and mosquitos were 
nothing compared to all the moths 
around here. It may not be obvious 
when you see them that they will soon 
lay eggs which will turn into caterpillars 
that will start eating their favorite food. 
Timing is everything. And the food is 
important too. Insects are very specific 
about what they eat. If you can iden-
tify the moth, you will know whether 
you need to worry about the fruit. The 
bad news is that some of these insects 
can go through two or more whole life-
cycles in a single year. My caterpillars 
have already turned into pupae. They 
might stay that way all winter. At least 
they will be available as caterpillars to 
birds and other predators that live on 
them when they emerge.

To my mind, this is what makes the 
whole good bug = dead bug approach 
unsustainable. The Washington Post 
reports that studies by entomologists 
show that “Habitat destruction, pesti-
cides and climate change contribute to 
this potential-but-still-debated ‘bug-
pocalypse.’ Over 40 percent of insect 
species may go extinct, according to a 
2019 study, with butterflies and beetles 
facing the greatest threat.” 

Healthy plants and plentiful pred-
ators discourage insect pests. There 
are biological controls for most of the 
damaging bugs. The first thing to think 
about when you find them is how to 
encourage these natural controls. I’m 
worried now because the paper wasps 
that usually attack a particular grape 
variety that is not great for wine but is 

first on the wasp snack list as soon as it 
ripens are absent, and now bald-faced 
wasps are taking up the slack. 

I’m getting an annual subscription 
to the Picture Insect app. I want to be 
locked and loaded for next year. Arti-
ficial intelligence builds its accuracy 
by repetition. The more people who 
contribute pictures and clarify identi-
fication to the app, the more accurate 
it will become over time. This is real 
citizen science. So, instead of fearing 
bugs, I’m setting out to learn what they 
are and how they live and die. Find-
ing them is an opportunity to live and 
learn.

Joe Barreca makes maps, grows 
grapes, makes wine and posts blogs on 
BarrecaVineyards.com. Vineyard ap-
prentices are welcome!
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the question into the computer, I found 
the answer is no, not at 60 pounds … 
either five pounds or 10% below max 
pressure. OK.

Next, bait. Check the refrigerated 
worms – all dead! I guess that’s what 
happens when worms are left in the 
frig for two months. Off to buy more 
worms, with just a little time to spare. 

The only reason all this information 
is relevant is that I need an excuse for 
what happened later. Either that or 
admit I’m getting old. 

So, finally, off to the lake with my bag 
of Doritos, fishing poles, worms, tube, 
boat, and wife. Our timing for arrival 
at the lake was perfect – just minutes 
before our daughter, son-in-law and 
grandkids arrived. 

While preparing the boat for launch, 
I discovered one small missing detail. 
I hadn’t put the plug in the boat! In the 
last 30 years of owning this boat, I had 
never forgotten to put the plug in. For 
the next 20 minutes, I had to listen to my 
wife tell me repeatedly where I should 
have put that plug. 

Making the 1.5-hour round trip to 
town was clearly out of the question. 
School was to begin the next day and 
at least one grandchild needed to get 

On Labor Day we decided to take the 
grandchildren (ages 7 and 3) to the lake 
for a boat ride, some tubing, and fishing. 
It’s my job to get the boat ready, and after 
breakfast with some friends I hurried 
home to begin my task for the outing. 

First, bring the boat up from the boat 
house, charge the battery, bring the tube 
up from the basement and fill it with air. 
This is where I made my first mistake – I 
read the directions. 

The directions said fill the tube to 
85%. But 85% of what? Three readings 
of the instructions with the same result 
– I hadn’t missed a thing. Back to the 
basement to find the original box. On 
the box it showed how to attach the rope, 
where the hidden handles were located, 
how to find the easy-fill nozzle, and to 
fill it to 85%...? Being a retired math 
teacher, I needed to know 85% of what 
– five pounds? Eight pounds? What? 

I finally had to settle for “not com-
pletely full,” and remember to bring 
along an air pump. I checked the tire 
pressure on the boat trailer where the 
tires say the max capacity is X-number 
of pounds at 60 pounds of pressure. So, 
should the tire pressure be 60 pounds? 
I had always run the tires at 55. But I 
thought I would check. After feeding 

By Bob McGregor

A Saga of Aging and the 
Evolution of a Fisher Person

to bed at a decent time. My daughter 
suggested we just make do – let the 
kids fish from the dock and swim in 
the designated swimming area.   

Much to my relief, the fishing from 
the dock was great! Bluegills, perch and 
trout were eager to pop out of the water. 
I let my three-year-old granddaughter 
reel in her first two fish. The grandson 
caught several on his own and was 
eventually ready to go swimming. 

After they had finished swimming 
and I was walking my granddaughter 
back to the car, she said, with satisfac-
tion, “I caught my first fish today.” Then I 
asked her how many fish she had caught. 
She turned around and looked me in 
the eye and said “five.” When asked a 
few days later about the number of fish 
she’d caught, the number was now 15. I 
thought, “She has the making of a true 
fisher person!”  

Oh, and where did my wife say I 
should put the plug? On the boat, of 
course. What a foolish woman. I’d never 
look for the plug on the boat!

Bob McGregor, originally from  North 
Dakota, taught science and math in 
North Dakota, Alaska, and for the Com-
munity Colleges of Spokane in Colville. 
He is happily retired.
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Working in the kitchen doesn’t feel like work, when the tasks 
are shared and the company is good.  

Meals are a natural way for us to share a bit more of our 
lives, like the flavorful dessert my stepdaughter made with 
blackberries she picked from her yard. Or watching the oldest 
of my husband’s kids crank out a small mountain of delicious 
French toast. He explained his proficiency at making brunch 
was perfected during numerous “guy retreats,” which sounded 
like a euphemism for weekend poker parties. 

When my mom and stepdad joined us, I attempted to 
replicate my grandmother’s much-loved Hawaiian macaroni 
salad. This was a staple dish at every family event growing 
up. My grandma doesn’t use written recipes for any of her 
family-favorite dishes, but over time she has shared some of 
her cooking secrets. My mom confirmed that the mac salad 
was pretty close to grandma’s, which was good enough for 
me. I will attempt to write out and share the recipe.  

It’s hard not to notice the increase in food costs, and I feel 
it’s a blessing to put anything on the table these days. As we 
get ready to leave the beach, nothing in the fridge is wasted. 
Leftovers get split up, or they get munched on as we pack up 
to head home. I know that we are doubly blessed in that we 
have both food to eat and family to share it with. 

Hawaiian Macaroni Salad
1 lb. macaroni
2 Tbsp. Italian salad dressing
1 rib celery, diced
1 carrot, shredded
2 Tbsp. minced onion
6 hard-boiled eggs, peeled and chopped
1½ - 2 cups mayonnaise (or Vegenaise)
2 Tbsp. sweet relish
Salt and pepper to taste
Cook macaroni according to package directions; drain. 

Add salad dressing and vegetables to warm macaroni. Mix 
well and refrigerate to marinate for about an hour. Once 
macaroni is chilled, add remaining ingredients. Mix well, 
adjusting amount of mayo to preference and return to the 
fridge to chill for at least a few hours or overnight. 

Aja lives in Colville, where she enjoys working with food 
education programs, senior nutrition, and farmer’s markets.

I recently enjoyed a vacation and annual get-together, 
reconnecting with family members who are spread out on 
the west side of Washington and Oregon. It was such a treat 
to leave behind the busyness of schedules and work for a few 
days. We took in the scenic views of the Oregon coast and 
played on the beach in mild, pleasant weather. There were 
lawn games, card games, and ping pong, accompanied by 
plenty of joking and good conversations. And it would be 
hard to overlook the fact that we all did a lot of eating.

Our family gatherings don’t intentionally center around 
food, but shared cooking and meals are an integral part of 
every visit. 

In addition to our two teenagers, my husband’s three adult 
children, accompanied by their respective families, join us 
in a rented beach cabin. There are usually about a dozen of 
us who spend a few days, and several meals, together. It’s 
special to be with people we love deeply and don’t see nearly 
enough. We catch up, share stories or memories, and just 
spend time together. Of course, we need to fill our bellies, and 
cooking for each other provides an additional opportunity 
to demonstrate affection.

We’re an organized group when it comes to meals. Fam-
ilies may arrive or depart at different times, depending on 
their schedules, but each shows up with a game plan and 
the necessary ingredients for the meal that they chose to be 
in charge of. 

As my youngest son pointed out, we don’t really need to 
have a Zoom meeting to discuss who will cook which meals; 
it’s divided up the same pretty much every time. But this 
planning is part of what we do, part of how we anticipate 
our time together. Plus, we must have some way of knowing 
who will bring the skillet or seasonings, or any other crucial 
kitchen accompaniments.

Everyone takes turns in the kitchen, making large quan-
tities of food and helping to clean up. The meals are simple 
but nourishing. Pastas, stir-fry, or tacos, for example, are an 
economical way to feed a crowd. As I have a personal interest 
in most things food-related, I find myself hanging around 
the kitchen quite a bit. I try to make myself useful, but I also 
like to see how someone else chooses to chop, peel or prepare 
different foods, and I often come away with a few new tricks. 

Article & Photo by Aja Bridge
The Blessings of Family and Food
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By Becky Dubell

Change of Season, Change of Plans
Just barely starting the cool-

er weather – at least at night it’s a 
bunch cooler – with more to come, 
along with my favorite four letter 
word – s*** (the pretty white stuff). 
Cools off quickly after the sun goes 
down with those gorgeous sunsets. 
There have been mornings that the 
heater in the bathroom has to be on 
for the morning shower.

Are you ready yet? Or are you like 
me and waiting for even cooler tem-
peratures? Well … it certainly got 
cooler. On September 2nd it was 95 
degrees at the Kettle Falls swimming 
hole where we held the Friday night 
line dancing session. 

On September 18th the high was 
73 degrees. Went driving yesterday 

and there are quite a bit of those 
fall colors showing. I’m personally 
waiting for the tamarack to show 
their colors among the many differ-
ent colors of green trees out there. I 
think that is my favorite fall color in 
this area. They may not be too pretty 
when the needles fall off, but up to 
that point – oh my!

Getting ready to winterize your 
place? New outside faucet covers. 
Taking down the fan in the window 
that pulls the air through the house 
at night and remember to close the 
window. Getting BB’s (CanAm) lo-
cation in the shop set up for her to 
live in for the winter. Stapling up 
more empty chicken feed bags on 
the walls of the coop – cheap dec-

oration and insulation. Mow the 
grass under the walnut tree so that 
the nuts are much easier to see for 
picking up. 

And I’m trying really hard not 
to be the one that causes the s*** 
to show up by digging out the s*** 
shovel for the season! I’m not a gar-
dener by any definition of that word 
but I imagine those of you that are 
gardeners are getting really busy 
about this time of the season. Judg-
ing by the amount of jars and lids 
that have gone through the Do-it 
Center lately? Oh yeah, you guys are 
busy!

BB and I went on the 9/11 Ride. 
There were a bunch of riders. It 
would have been a really cool ride: 

DDanekas Funeral Chapel
& Crematory

Family Owned & Operated

We are here for you, 
every step, in every way

Complete Care
No Hidden Fees • No Surprises

Respectful, Caring, Honest

509-684-6271  |  danekasfuneralchapel.com
Serving all of Northeast Washington

Locations in Colville & Chewelah

Turnmire Eco Construction

General contractor specializing 
in tile, complete bathrooms, 

kitchens, and other interior work.

Skilled, courteous, non-smoking 
crew that completes jobs quickly, 

with top quality and a smile!

509-220-4367  •  Serving Northport - Kettle Falls - Colville
Google Us For Pics & 5-Star Reviews  •  TURNMEC912DE
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Family Ties

180 miles over Tiger to Beaver Lodge 
for a ceremony and on to Ione, down 
the east side of the river to Newport 
to meet up with more riders from 
the south, take off over the Flowery 
Trail to the Chewelah Legion Hall 
for lunch and then home to Colville. 
I say it “would have been” because I 
only got 18 miles into it, up to Beaver 
Lodge, and BB decided that she was 
not going any further. She pulled the 
same thing as last year when I went 
for a ride – stuck in 5th gear. 

Thank you to the pick-up vehi-
cle that was following to help with 
broken bikes. Good planning! Me 
breaking down brought a new solu-
tion for the trailer that will be cart-
ing the broken bike. My bike is five 
feet wide and the small trailer (that 
they decided to use) is five feet wide. 
Next year it will be the big trailer 
that gets to go for the trip. I have 
fewer than 300 miles on BB since the 
last repair. I’m thinking of riding it 
to Alaska for my 50th class reunion 
and don’t want that to happen in the 
middle of Canada, so it will not be 
just repaired – it will be fixed (I’m 
hoping).

UURRCCHH!!
You know those plans for the 

next month or two? Well … they be 
a-changin’ and I am now heading 
in a different direction. Like how 
about somewhere around 1,500 
miles north. Traveling by car to 
Spokane, small plane to Seattle, jet 
to Juneau and either a nine-passen-
ger puddle jumper plane or Alaska 
Marine Highway Ferry to Skagway 
to be with Mom. I am going to find 
out how to live in Skagway, Alaska, 
during the winter. 

I’ve lived in Sitka – mostly wet 
sloppy s*** as far as my childhood 

memory can recall. Anchorage – 
which can get down to -30 degrees 
with break-up afterwards. Delta 
Junction – where it was -50 degrees 
when our youngest was born in Jan-
uary. Mom tells me Skagway winter 
is kinda like Colville winter, so may-
be I can still get out and have the 
pleasure of shoveling the s*** which 
I really like doing.  Really truly, I do! 
Best exercise ever and so fulfilling to 
see the gravel, or porch deck, at the 
end of the exercise session.

I’ve told the Do-it Center that I 
am going up to be with Mom. Aar-
on tells me that they will schedule 
around me till I get back – even 
when I told him it may be the end 
of May. WOW! I know I like work-
ing there but … really? WAY COOL! 

Hope to see a lot of faces through the 
month of October. Now I need to 
call Gabriel before I send this off to 
him. Told him the article would be 
coming but had to be reworked first. 
So. Here’s the reworked version. 

Get out and enjoy the fall weather 
and colors!

Personal note – PSA blood test 
found an elevated level and under 
further tests the prostate is now 
“corrected.” Thank you for taking 
my advice given seven years ago. 
(The wife thanked me profusely.)

Becky is a mother, gramma, and 
great-gramma who is all about fami-
ly and friends, loves northeast Wash-
ington, and follows the mantra: “It is 
what it is and it will become what I 
make it.”

    October Events    October Events
Oct 6Oct 6th th Dave and Rey, 6 pmDave and Rey, 6 pm
Oct 13Oct 13thth Borderland Blues Band, 6 pm  Borderland Blues Band, 6 pm 
Oct 15Oct 15thth   Natasha’s Force of Nature, 7 pm   Natasha’s Force of Nature, 7 pm
Oct 20Oct 20thth   Lydia and Brian Tost, 6 pm   Lydia and Brian Tost, 6 pm
Oct 21Oct 21stst    Open Mic, 6 pm    Open Mic, 6 pm
Oct 27Oct 27thth Trivia w/ Quiz-Mistress Patricia, 6 pm Trivia w/ Quiz-Mistress Patricia, 6 pm
Oct 29Oct 29thth   Chipped and Broken, 7 pm    Chipped and Broken, 7 pm 

Online Ordering: northernales-online.square.siteOnline Ordering: northernales-online.square.site

325 W 3rd, Kettle Falls, WA | 509-738-7382
northernales-online.square.site

Wed - Sat    3 - 8 pm
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It was a late summer day. Our heat 
wave had finally broken. Our smoky 
skies had blown away, probably into 
Canada or north Idaho. Time to head 
into the mountains for a hike and 
maybe look for some mushrooms. I 
made sure my backpack had every-
thing I needed for a day in the woods. 
Rain gear, a whistle and first aid kit, a 
couple of mushroom books and two 
mesh bags for anything I might find, 
and of course bear spray. I added wa-
ter and some snack items. My walking 
stick was already in my Jeep.

Before I left town I stopped for gas. 
I thought I had taken care of every-
thing when I made it to the trailhead. 
No cars. I had the trail all to myself. 
Just the way I like it. As it turned out 
there was one thing I had forgotten 
to do. That was to check the weather 
report for the day. That would almost 
turn out to be a fatal mistake on my 
part.

I started on the trail and, after wan-
dering around for a couple of hours 
and finding a few mushrooms along 
the way, I decided to stop for a snack. 
I had just finished when off in the dis-
tance I heard what sounded like thun-

der. I said to myself that it couldn’t be 
thunder because when I started hiking 
there was hardly a cloud in the sky. 

Little had I realized that a storm 
was headed my way. I couldn’t see the 
sky due to the thick tree cover.

However, I reasoned that if there 
was thunder I had better play it safe 
and head back to the trailhead ASAP. 
As I started back – KABOOM! More 
thunder and it sounded a lot closer. 
What I could see of the sky was now 
starting to get darker by the minute. 
I was still about half a mile from the 
trailhead and moving as fast as I could 
when I hit the brakes. Crossing the 
trail about 50 yards in front of me was 
a black bear. Oh s&#%! 

I don’t think the bear noticed me 
as it was moving quickly, I surmised, 
trying to find a place to get out of the 
storm that was coming. I waited a cou-
ple of tense minutes until I thought 
the bear was well away from the trail. 
I took a deep breath and took off cau-
tiously, keeping an eye on the way the 
bear went. 

KABOOM! More thunder and 
this one sounded like it was right over 
head. Then there was a flash of light-

By Rich Leon
Summer Storm

ning followed almost immediately by 
more thunder. I just about jumped out 
of my skin. I had to get out of there 
and soon. 

In about 10 minutes I was finally 
back to the trailhead restroom, which 
was going to be my shelter until the 
storm was over. By then my nerves 
were totally shot.

The rain started to fall just as I 
made it to the restroom, and a few 
minutes later the heavens let loose 
with a downpour and some of the 
loudest thunder I have ever heard. The 
wind picked up and the rain was com-
ing sideways against the restroom and 
water was flowing down the road like 
a river. 

KABOOM! KABOOM! It sound-
ed like bombs were being dropped 
right next to me. Then another flash of 
lightning hit one of the tall pine trees 
not far from where I was hunkered 
down. HOLY COW that was too close 
for comfort. It took the top of the tree 
completely off. I don’t think I have 
ever been that afraid of a storm, and 
I have seen more than my fair share 
over my lifetime. 

It turned out the storm didn’t last 
long but its intensity had made an im-
pression. I was sure glad when it was 
over, and I really enjoyed my drive 
home in the sunshine. You can bet the 
next time I plan to head up into the 
mountains, the first thing I am going 
to do is check the weather report. 

Rich Leon is a nature photogra-
pher, 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. 

Arden SecondhandArden Secondhand

635 B Hwy. 395 South  •  509-684-3967  •   STOP BY FOR A VISIT!STOP BY FOR A VISIT!

A Place Where Treasures Await!A Place Where Treasures Await!

• TOOLS/POWER TOOLS
• HOME FURNISHINGS
• ARTWORK/PICTURES
• CHRISTMAS DECOR
• KITCHENWARE
• BOOKS/GIFTS
• CLOTHING
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State Farm
Bloomington, IL

2001875

Get great service 
& great rates.

You know I’m always here with 
Good Neighbor service. But I’m 
also here with surprisingly great 
rates for everyone. Call me for a 
quote to see how much you can 
save. You might be surprised.

Like a good neighbor,  
State Farm is there.®
Individual premiums will vary by customer. 
All applicants subject to State Farm® underwriting requirements. 

J Christiansen Ins Agency Inc
Joe Christiansen, Agent
775 S Main Street Suite B
Colville, WA  99114
Bus: 509-684-2661

Barber or
Hair Stylist
509-675-3791 

for details

AT THE

ARDEN HALL
• 636 Hall Road • Arden, WA •

Saturday, November 5th
1:00 to 4:00 p.m.

LOTS OF GREAT PRIZES

  FREE SNACKS

   50¢ per card

ARDEN
BINGO

Let’s do it again



46  |  North Columbia Monthly  |  October 2022  

Addy
ADDY INN: A full 
menu, family-style 
restaurant just a block 
off Hwy 395. A local 
favorite, Addy Inn 
boasts an Addy Burger 
that is a challenge to the 
largest appetites. Steaks, 
fish, burgers, specials 

and desserts. Enjoy the old west atmosphere or slide up 
to the unique bar. A creek and shady deck completes this 
adventure. Join us for your next outing. 509-935-6137.

Chewelah
CHEWELAH MOTEL & 

RV PARK: Chewelah 
Motel & RV Park: Play 
and stay at the edge of 
a vast wilderness with 
the conveniences of 
home. 311 S. Park St. 
chewelahmotelandrvpark.
com. 509-935-4763.

Colville
ACORN SALOON & 
FEEDING STATION: 
Breakfast, lunch & dinner 
5 days a week with daily 
specials. Cold beer and 
cocktails, pool tables and pull 
tabs. Hours: Tue-Thur: 7am-
8pm, Fri-Sat: 7am-9pm. 262 S 
Main., 509-684-3337, find us 
on Facebook!

CAFE ITALIANO: 
Authentic Mediterranean 
cuisine featuring local, 
organic veggies and fresh 
seafood. Ask about our 
specials. 151 W. 1st. Call 
for hours open: 509-684-
5268.

Featured Dining 
COLVILLE EAGLE’S 2797: Open to the public for lunch 

Tue-Fri Noon-5pm with salad bar 
& a great menu. Wed & Sun Bingo 
5:30, Fri dinner & salad bar 5-7pm 
with line dancing & karaoke, Sun 
breakfast 9am-Noon. Pool-Darts-
Poker. Check us out on FaceBook. 
New members welcome. 608 N 
Wynne. 509-684-4534. 

DRAGON VILLAGE: Authentic Cantonese, Hunan & 
Szechwan Cuisine. Dine 
it, take out, catering, 
beer, wine, cocktails. 
155 S. Main. Tue-Sun 
11am-9pm. 509-684-
8989. View our menu 
at dragonvillagecolville.
com. 

MAVERICK’S: Where breakfast, lunch and dinner are served 
all day on the gorgeous patio or indoors. Friday is Prime Rib 

Night. Burgers, steak, 
chili, salads, beer and 
wine. Open 7am-8pm 
Mon, Thurs, Fri, Sat, 
and 7am-2pm Sun. 153 
W 2nd Ave. 509-684-
2494.  

MR. SUB: Fresh baked bread daily. Hot and cold subs, wraps, 
salads, fresh baked cookies, U-bake pizza, party Subs, daily 
specials. Gluten free 
is available. Event 
catering and phone 
orders welcome. M-F 
9am-7pm. Sat 10am-
6pm. 825 S. Main. 
509-684-5887.

POUR HOUSE: A fun, family-oriented craft beer tap house 
and restaurant with the best burgers, paninis, salads and 

wraps, 20+ rotating taps, wine, 
good food, and classy, fun 
atmosphere. Banquet/party/
event center/conference room 
available for private parties 
and meetings. 202 S. Main. 
509-685-7325. facebook.com/
ColvillePourHouse.

& Lodging 2022
ADDY INN: A full menu, fam-

ily-style restaurant just a block 
off Hwy 395 in Addy, WA. A 
local favorite, Addy Inn boasts 
an Addy Burger that is a chal-
lenge to the largest appetites. 
Steaks, fish, burgers, specials 
and desserts. Enjoy the old west 
atmosphere or slide up to the 
unique bar.  A creek and shady 
deck completes this adventure.  
Join us for your next outing.  
509-935-6137.
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Featured Dining & Lodging 2022

BENNY’S COLVILLE INN: With 106 guest rooms, suites, 
spa and largest 
local indoor pool, 
Benny’s has big city 
accommodations with 
that small town charm 
and friendliness. 
Simple breakfast 
5-10am. Check out 
our fish museum 
lobby. 915 S Main. 800-680-2517 or 509-684-2517.

SELKIRK MOTEL: Here you will find comfort and quietness 
in one of our 19 
rooms. We have 
rooms ranging from 
budget friendly, to 
rooms with stove 
tops and full size 
refrigerators. Check 
out our updates on 

Facebook & Instagram. 369 S Main St, 509-684-2565.

Kettle Falls
BACKYARD BBQ: Slow smoked 

BBQ that offers family friendly 
dining, cold beer and cocktails, 
event spaces and catering! “It’s 
worth the drive on 395!” Call 
509-738-9191 for more details. 
Tue-Sat, Noon- till it’s gone.

NORTHERN ALES BREWERY: 
Friends, family, beer and food 
crafted from scratch. Pizza, 
burgers, salads, specials, 10 taps, 
wine, cider and seltzer.  Wed-Sat 
3-8pm at 325 W. 3rd Ave., Hwy 
395, Kettle Falls. 509-738-7382. 
northernales-online.square.site.

CHINA BEND B&B:  Luxurious lodging at the China Bend Winery 
Estate. Enjoy a gourmet breakfast and complimentary wine 
tasting. Custom menu dinner available by reservation. Tasting 
Room open Mon-
Sat. Call to Reserve a 
Private Tasting with 
the Wine Maker or to 
arrange for a special 
occasion. Northport-
Flat Creek Road along 
the Columbia River at 
3751 Vineyard Way. 509-732-6123, www.chinabend.com.

HANSEN WOODLAND FARM: Perfect accommodation for 
out-of-town friends/family 
or staycation for you. 40 
acres of trails, quiet, private, 
loaded with amenities, 
natural paradise, pet-friendly. 
D D _ k at hy @ t m d 9 . c l u b, 
hansenwoodlandfarm.com.

RIVERWOOD B&B: Need a weekend getaway? Extra visitors 
and no place to put them? Rent the whole Riverwood House, 
or just separate rooms for 
a comfortable and quiet, 
relaxing stay. Single room 
rentals can ask for full sit-
down breakfast. 509-850-
0873. riverwoodbnb.com.

Loon Lake
LOON LAKE MOTEL: Comfortable and super clean rooms 
with all the amenities at affordable prices, featuring themed 

and thoughtfully-select-
ed decor. Pet friendly 
and close to picturesque 
Loon Lake and acres of 
wilderness. 3945 Hwy 
292, 509-233-2916, www.
loonlakeinn.com. 
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Orient      BEARDSLEE FAMILY RESTAURANT: 
Where everyone is family. 
Home cooking and specials 
every day. Also serving 
spirits, beer, wine and hard 
ice cream. Karaoke every Sat. 
Open Wed-Sat, 7am-8pm, 
Sun, 8am-7pm. Hwy. 395 in 
Orient. 509-684-2564. 

THE HUB: Open to everyone from 6 to 106 years old, serving lunch 
Tues and Thur 11:30-1. Main dish, salad, fruit, bread, dessert and 
beverage: $7. Diners’ Choice coupons accepted. Call 509-675-1479 

before Noon on 
Monday for menu 
and reservations. 
Bingo at 1 pm each 
lunch day. 231 W 
Elep Ave, Colville

http://hansenwoodlandfarm.com
https://www.riverwoodbnb.com
https://northern-ales-inc.business.site
http://colvilleseniorhub.org


WESTERGARDWESTERGARD
REAL ESTATE   ALL INTO THESE PROPERTIES

Buyers are standing by waiting for your perfect home to come on the market.
For a “Free Market Analysis” call us today! 

150 W. 3rd • Kettle Falls, WA 99141 150 W. 3rd • Kettle Falls, WA 99141 
509-738-WEST (9378)509-738-WEST (9378)
www.WestergardRealEstate.comwww.WestergardRealEstate.com

MLS# 41409           $165,000
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 cur-
rently does not have any windows that could be made into 
another bedroom or would be great storage. Lots of poten-
tial here for a hobby farm or just comfortable living. Potential 
owner contract with good credit and $120,000 down.

MLS# 41679                        $245,000
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.

MLS# 41560           $125,000
Very peaceful & private setting with lots of open area & 
some trees. There is a large bench overlooking the creek 
with amazing views plus a couple acres right down by the 
creek with nice frontage. Current access is OK - but could 
be very good with a little bit of road work. Possible owner 
contract with large down.

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. Al-
though the access road is steep in places, there are two 
year-round residents that keep the road open. Private ease-
ment 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.

MLS# 41243                       $250,000
Outstanding views, 20 acres with septic and well are in and ready 
for your dream Home. Easy access off maintained road. Additional 
acreage with home available: MLS# 41140.

MLS# 41669                        $277,500
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 po-
tential...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# 41443                       $499,900
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.

MLS# 41312                     $488,850
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 sun-
room 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.

MLS# 41606           $199,950
Great 2-bedroom, 1-bath home in Addy with Starlink inter-
net. Situated on 3 lots with large area to garden. Totally 
landscaped and a chain link fence around the home for se-
curity. Heat pump provides AC and efficient heat. Roof is 
double insulated, plumbing is triple insulated. Carport to keep 
your car out of the weather and a shop area.

MLS# 41392           $339,000
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# 41659                     $369,000
Beautiful 3-bedroom 2-bath manufactured home ready for 
you to come & enjoy. Plenty of indoor & outdoor living 
spaces, covered concrete patios all along the front & north 
end of the home, landscaping in place with above ground 
watering system, large shed provides workspace & storage, 
lots of parking, RV hookup, plus room to roam or put a 
shop out back.

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.




