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Article & Photo by Gabriel Cruden

Recently, I've experienced a signifi-
cant spate of breakagesand equipment
failures. These include everything
from small things that are easily
remedied, such as a section of horse
fencing, to many much bigger and far
more expensive things, like the car.
Therearealways perennial repairsand
replacements that crop up and need
tending to, but this last month has
featured far more in quick succession
than I've ever experienced before.

Aside from the costs of time and
money - frustrating and hard on the
budget - I've noticed that the parade
of foundering equipment and failing
appliances hashad an emotional cost.
A feeling of struggling just to main-
tain, which has threatened to eclipse
any effort at moving forward. Like
swimming with rocks in my pockets.

And so I take a breath and remem-
ber that they are just things. Cest la
vie. And feel enormously grateful for
all that I do have. And refocus myself
on what is actually important — the
peopleIloveand careaboutin mylife,
and how I am choosing to show up
for them - and for myself - each day.

I was recalling a fellow I met when
I'was 15 years old, Greg Michael, who
worked an office job at a company
where my aunt was in a leadership
position. What stood out to me about
Greg was how completely and genu-
inely happy he was in that moment
to be talking to me. I was a budding
nature photographer then and he
was very kind in taking the time to
look at every single one of my size-
able stack of prints, asking questions
about my process in such a respectful
and generous manner that I felt like
a photography expert, even though I
was only a beginner.

Greg’s way of being with me during

that single visit made such an im-
pression on me and I have since
harkened back to that experience on
multiple occasions. Recently, my eye
was caught by a dandelion seedhead
glowing in the evening sunlight.
By getting all the way down on the

From the Publisher’s Desk

ground, I managed to position the
sun directly behind the seedhead.
Such a different perspective. And, by
intentionally seeking that perspective,
I found the unlooked-for gift of the
moment and saw, in the seedhead,
rainbows.

ManorStone®
Retaining Wall Blocks
6" x 16"

Designed for scaled wall projects.
Manorstone is available in several
shapes, including radius, flat face
and straight sided units that can
be mixed and matched. (45/pallet)
Manuf. By Mutual Materials

CornerStone

8” Retaining Wall Blocks

With 3 sizes, 2 face textures, cap
units & a 90° corner, these blocks
can create interesting and visually

appealing retaining walls.

is ideal for any size job.

Fork Lift Truck

Available
509-684-2150

Mutual Materials’ CornerStone Retaining Wall System
(4” & 8” caps available (40/pallet)

Visit Haney Lumber & Supply, Inc.

Your Local Block Dealer
1101 North Highway Colville, WA

Cottagestone 4”"x12"x7"
Advantage
These 7”deep blocks are
perfect for small retaining
walls up to 3 Ft.
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Don’t Trust Just Anyone For That

HUSKY CAR & TRUCK Once-In-A-Lifetime Investment
l ’SEl ’M Call “The Water Professionals!”
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Hours:4825/MonJFril

* Water Well Drilling * Hydrofracturing
* Pump Systems » Geothermal Heat
» Water Treatment Loop Systems

* Full Service Store Lic. #FOGLEPS095L4

www.foglepump:-com
Serving Northeast Washington Since 1981
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Tours by appointment « Donations accepted COLVILLE ooy REPUBLIC SPOKANE
509-775-3521 | 509-779-4648 509-684-2560 DEERPARK - 509.775.5878 5092440846

Get great service
T JWANTED

I1f you have any of the following skills
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Good Neighbor service. But I'm and are interested in work
also here with surprisingly great please call 589-675-3791 today!
rates for everyone. Call me for a . _
quote to see how much you can Barber or Hair Stghst
save. You might be surprised.
Like a good neighbor, Professional Locksmith
State Farm is there®
Ad Sales Representative

J Christiansen Ins Agency Inc P ro p e rt g M a I n t e n a n C e

Joe Christiansen, Agent

775 S Main Street Suite B

Colville,avl\?A 55324 e e O c e

Bus: 509-684-2661
State Farm
Bloomington, IL ®
o o@StateFarm
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Youth View

Joy, Peace, and Art

This month Id like to write about
something that I've been considering
forawhile:joyand peace. A fewmonths
ago my mother said something about
how she wants her life to be more
peaceful, rather than more joyful. It
wasn't that she never wanted to feel
joy, but that peace was more of her end
goal as far as an idealized way of living.

I'm not sure whether I agree with
this or not. The thing is, I've always
thought that instead of bad, people
want their life to be good. I mean,
that seems obvious, right? But what
does good really mean? Does it mean

NPOV Lions Glub
RAILRIDERS

like us on
facebook

NPOV Lions Club

Some Trips
Already
SOLD OUT!

Cowboy Breakfast Tickets at:
Downriver Days lionsrailriders.com
Tone Park 844-724-5743

July 30-31, 7-10 am | Mon-Fri 9am-5pm

$24./ ADULT - 12 YEARS AND OLDER
$12 / CHILD - 11 YEARS AND YOUNGER

See 2022 Schedule for Dates and Times
* INDIVIDUALS AND GROUPS WELCOME °

RAIN or SHINE! Bring Weather Appropriate Attire.
101 Railroad Ave., lone, WA

By Mayah LaSol

you’re happy and joyful instead of sad
or angry, or does it rather mean that
life is calm and peaceful?

As usual, there is no certain con-
clusion here because life is full of grey
areas and nothing is simple (as much
as you or I may wish it to be). But I do
think that having a mixture of peace
and joy in your life would never be a
bad thingtoaspireto.Joy, insome ways,
makes life worth living. If I knew that
I'd never be excited about something
again, then I'm not sure if that would
simply be “calm” or if that would turn
into depression.

ButIdo think there’s some credence
to the intent behind what my mother
was saying: that sometimes life is only
the highs and lows and that itd be nice
to have neither for a while.

And this truly gets me into a very
existential thought train: If humans
never experienced high emotions like
ecstasy ORlow emotionslike grief, how
different would life be on this planet?
There might be less crime, there might
be more cooperation. ButI don’t think
there would be much art - or at least
muchinterestingart—becauseIbelieve
art comes from feeling.

Take me for example: I write these
articles and find the writing cathartic,
a way to release my inner thoughts
and feelings. The same goes when I
write poetry. I can also find catharsis
in working on a novel, but this usually
brings more excitement than a reflec-
tive feeling. Without the excitement of
buildinganewworld and characters to
get to know, I wouldn’t bother trying
to write fantasy novels!
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But now that I've gone down this
rabbit hole of considering a different
world,JTam reminded of somethingelse
I heard recently: that artists shouldn’t
have to suffer to make art. There is
a romanticized vision of “the artist,
created partially by real artists and
partially by society. This romanticized
artist is tormented by something, or
multiple things, and it is because of
this inner turmoil that they are able
to create such beautiful art ... or so
the story goes.

On occasion, I have fallen into this
trap of romanticization, because when
I'm feeling down it's somewhat encour-
aging to say, “Hey, at least I got a good
poem out of it” But that’s not really
healthy, is it? So, I rather agree that
people shouldn’t have tobe unhappyin
order to create something beautiful ...
but then I'm not sure where that leaves
me with the idea of a world without
such a broad spectrum of feeling.

Unfortunately,lam not goingtosolve
this problem for us. This must be what
it feels like when professors leave you
with a ton of unanswerable questions
at the end of a class, knowing you're
going to have to write a paper later ...
such a power kick! But I will simply
leave anyone who has read through
my ramblings this far a question to
consider: If we lost the ability to feel
anything but calm and also lost the
abilityto createart, woulditbe worthit?

Mayah LaSol is a teen reader, writet,
bookstagrammer, and all-around arts
enthusiast who geeks out over books and
cats. She shares book reviews and poetry
on her instagram account @mayahlasol.




The Healthiest Wine
on the Planet

Visitors Welcome
Winery Tasting Room
Open Daily Noon - 5:00
Closed Sundays
Bed & Breakfast at the Winery

Like no other Winery you have ever visited!

Summer Party

Saturday July 2 ~ Noon to Dark

Live Music

~The Planetary Refugees
and
~ Fire Bottle Brothers

Celebrating Our 30th Anniversary!

3751 Vineyard Way - Kettle Falls, WA
On the Northport-Flat Creek Road Along Lake Roosevelt
(800)700-6123 ~ www.chinabend.com

Northeast Washington Farmers Market

Meet your neighbors!
Every Wed & Sat 9am ~ 1 pm
May 4" ~ October 29

See us at

Oak & Astor in Colville

Find us on Facebook for current info!

Fresh, local produce
Handcrafted gifts
Bakery goodies
Specialty foods

253-203-8920 ~ newfarmersmarket.org

When secking treasure:
Wed - Sat10-3
101 West Lincoin
Ghewelah, WA
(00929362870
hlackSheepvintagechewelantcon
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Choosing What to Practice

By Christine Wilson

“Welcome to the internet. Have a look around. Anything that brain of yours can
think of can be found. We’ve got mountains of content, some better, some worse. If
none of it’s of interest to you, youd be the first.”

~ Bo Burnham

“..attention comes to us pre-consciously, and bypasses any willed action.”

“Our brain has no pride. It will
think anything.” ~ Jack Kornfield

In 1995, Edward Hallowell pub-
lished a book called Driven to Distrac-
tion. It seemed at the time to be such
a precise little book, applicable to a
specific group of people with ADHD.
My, oh my, how naive we all were.
Here we are now, pulled in a million
different directions. It seems like most
ofusaredrivento distraction. We have
anonstop stream of facts, opinionsand
drama to pay attention to. Welcome to
the Information Age.

Fifteen years before that, a futur-
ist named Alvin Toffler published a
book called The Third Wave. He was
predicting a future in which we would
all be driven to distraction, although
he didn’t word it that way. Life would
be upside down. Democracy would
be in turmoil. Relationships would
be tumultuous. He was describing the

~ Iain McGilchrist

transition from the Industrial Age to
the Information Age. He predicted
that, assuming we survived the tran-
sition, it was going to be awesome.

Some of us are still waiting for the
awesome, but I believe it is coming.

Years before his predictions, I read
an article in my beloved Child Craft
books that asked the question “Can
our brains ever get filled up?” ITam not
surehowtheauthoranswered that, but
Tassume it wouldn’tapply now anyway,
because our knowledge of the brain is
light years ahead of that era. Basically,
from what I have read more recently,
it isn’t a matter of getting overly full
as it is what our brain will let us pay
attention to.

Accordingto Dr. Amesha Jha, a pro-
fessor of psychology at the University
of Miami, we can think about only

“Education for the Road Ahead”

¢ Driver Education Classes
+ State Department of Licensing

Knowledge and Drive Testing

¢ |ndividual Instruction

Colville’s locally owned driving school!

162 East 1%, Colville + (509) 684-3164 + www.roadscholardrivingschool.com
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“Attention is the beginning of
devotion.”

~ Mary Oliver

so much at a time. Her neuroscience
research finds that multi-tasking is
both kryptonite for our brain and not
actually realistic. When we think we
are multi-tasking, wearereally putting
one thing forward and the rest in the
background. Shedescribesattentionas
“the brain’s capacity to prioritize some
information over other information””
The background tasks distract us and,
for some of us, keep our brain rattled.
We become, you guessed it, driven to
distraction. The cereal box will end
up in the fridge and the milk in the
cupboard.

I think of our brains as being kind
of gossipy. We want to know what
is happening. We are prioritizing,
always. What we initially pay atten-
tion to, to quote Iain McGilchrist, is
pre-conscious. So when we say “the
devil made me do it,” we can blame
our wiring. Dr. McGilchrist says we
are not “active choosers”

The good news is that what happens
next is within our control. Think of
Mahatma Gandhichanting hismantra,
Rama, as he was being killed. It was
his mantra, repeated over and over as
part of his meditations. This spiritual
practice was so much a part of him
that it came easily to him. He did not
have to think about it. We get good at
what we practice.



Now for the cautious optimism
news. As Vince Lombardi said: “Prac-
tice doesn’t make perfect. Perfect prac-
tice makes perfect.” If we practice being
grumpy, we get good at being grumpy.
If we practice gratitude, we get good
at gratitude. If we practice being cou-
rageous in our communication when
something difficult comes up, we get
good at courageous communication.
Practice wisely as we pick what our
brain attends to and we will develop
what Abraham Lincoln called our
better angels.

Saint Thomas Aquinas said that it is
important for ahuman “to know what
he ought to believe; to know what he
ought to desire; and to know what he

While looking for him, I grabbed my
phonesoIcouldcall911.Iwentoutside
and found Gregalready there, holding
an older woman’s hand as she hung
precariously in her van. The teenage
boy who had knocked the vehicle on
its side was sobbing in horror.

The police arrived, extricated the
injured older couple, and whisked
them off to get medical attention. The
boy’s mom arrived. She sat next to
him at the curb, her arm around him
to comfort him. I sat next to her, my
arm on her shoulder as she said: “He’s
areally good boy.” The medical people
declared everyone uninjured.

Mary Oliver said that “attention
without feeling ... is only a report.

ought to do.” It seems An open-
to me that if what < gttention without feeling ness - an
we believe moves us . ] £ empathy -
toward more compas- .- 1S Only a report. wasneces-
sionand wisdom then sary if the

we are moving in the right direction.
Life-enhancing desires and behavior
follow with greater ease. That perfect
practice makes our life an infinitely
more positive experience.

A cardroveintoavanattheintersec-
tion by our house. The first thing I did
was find Greg, because he is stronger
thanTam and I knew Iwould need the
help if there were a person to be saved.

attention was to matter” When that
accident happened, we were acting on
what caught our attention combined
with empathy for the people involved.
That led us to the desire to help. That
led us to the behavior seen that day by
a host of community people.

Iknow that sometimes desires come
into conflict with beliefs, even with the
best of intentions. If we were starving,

Random Acts of Community

maybe wed see if there were any food
spilling out of the crashed vehicles. If
we were impoverished, maybe wed
focus on money. If we were zombies
... well, that’s a bridge too far.

A lot of this takes conscious effort.
Well, except for the zombies, I suppose.
Those ofusnot of the undead category
have to put energy into our choices.
From my observations as a therapist,
the more difficult the times, the more
empty our background of empathy,
the more conflict between our beliefs
and desires, and the harder we have
to work at making honorable choices.

Our belief system can be expanded
by what ethicists call “moral imagina-
tion.” Dream bigger than hard facts.
Imagine who you could be, how you
would like to act, living as the person
your dog sees you as being. Without
effort, we fall into older, possibly less
honorable choices. With effort, what
we do with what gets our attention
graduallyleads us toward behavior we
canfeel good about. Aswelive ourlife,
our practicesreflect our devotion. The
question is, then, what do we want to
be devoted to?

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

COLVILLE GLASS

colvilleglass @gmail.com
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- Rock Chip Repairs
- Commercial Glass
- Residential Glass

111 S. Oak - Colville, WA 99114
www.ColvilleGlass.com

PRINTING
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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
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A Different Kind of Courage —

By Dr. Barry Bacon, MD

I was caring for a young woman
who suffered from an embarrassing
predicament. She loves fishing, espe-
cially fishing for walleyes. She found
herself in the line of fire, you might
say. Her son was practicing his cast-
ing from the deck of their boat and
caught a treble hook in the lobe of
her left ear. As a result, she had come
to the clinic to have the fishing hook
removed.

Removing a fishing hook from the
skin is not as easy as it might seem.
The barb is difficult to remove be-
cause in pulling backward on the
hook, the barb digs in. Various meth-
ods for removal have been described.
Some physicians recommend cutting
the eyelet off on the shaft of the hook
and push the remaining lower por-
tion of the hook forward in a wide
sweeping arc through the skin.

I have never thought this was a
good idea, in part because it trau-
matizes additional tissue and is more
likely to introduce infection into
deeper structures. It seems to me that
the best option is to remove the hook
directly back the way it went in. This
takes good local anesthetic and a nick
in the skin with a sharp scalpel. The
hook is grasped with a surgical in-

strument and pulled backwards until
the barb tents the skin. Then a small
nick is made through the skin direct-
ly over the barb just large enough for
the hook to be removed. Usually, the
hook comes out easily after that.

As T prepared the patient for the
procedure, we talked casually about
her life, the fishing trip that had to
be cut short because of the fishing
hook, the virtues of using a fishing
hook as a substitute for an earring,
and the hazards of fishing with small
children. She mentioned the acute
need for a relaxing time with family.
“My father just died last weekend,”
she told me. Her voice was steady but
strained.

I told her how sorry I was to hear
this. Tears began to flow down her
cheeks. “At the end he was really
struggling” she continued. I asked
her to tell me about that. He suffered
from dementia, and as the disease
progressed, she explained, he lost
control not only of his strength, his
balance, his memory, and his body
functions, but also his emotions. He
became combative and volatile. “It
was so hard to watch,” she confided.
“I realized that I couldn’t take care of
him any longer. I needed to place him
in a facility. That was a hard decision
to come to.”

She paused to compose herself.
“But then we found that there was
nowhere to place him. There were no
beds due to staffing or covid or other
issues.” What did she do, I wondered.

“We cared for him as best we
could,” she seemed to choke on her
words. “My husband was so brave. He
left his job so that I could continue
to support the family while he stayed
home to be caregiver for my dad. I
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would come home, and he would
look like a whipped dog, he was
working so hard. But he never com-
plained. He told me it was his great
privilege to care for my dad, even
though he would take a swing at him
or cuss him out” I waited a moment
as her body stopped shaking before
continuing with the procedure.

“My husband served his country
in the Middle East. He lost his inner
peace, his faith, and almost lost his
life,” she whispered. “But he told me
last week that he regained something
by caring for my dad. He said he re-
alizes now it was never about honor,
fame, or ego. He left all of those on
the battlefield. He said he realized
while he was caring for my dad that it
was always about just humbly doing
your duty, the thing that is right in
front of you, and in doing that duty
from a heart of love, you gain all of
the honor, fame and pride you could
ever want.

“He told me that before my dad
died, he would have a moment where
he seemed lucid, where he seemed to
recognize him. He would smile, just
in the moment, and say ‘I know you,
don’t I? Youre my son. Thank you’
My dad would call him captain. My
husband said he must have gotten a
promotion,” she laughed.

“At the end, my husband, even with
all of his doubts, would pray for my
dad when he seemed to be strug-
gling, and that seemed to give him
peace. And then one day last week,
he just fell asleep and didn't wake
up. But my husband was there. Beat
up, tired, flogged, he said it was like
being in the battlefield. But to die
at peace next to someone who loves
you. I don’t know how it could have



Life Matters

been any better”

I sat quietly. The hook was out of
her ear. But I didn’t want to move just
yet. I told her the story of my sister
and her husband, who welcomed
my old crotchety grandfather into
their home when he was aged, sick
and alone, and gave him a home and
companionship in his last days.

The son of Danish immigrants
in the Dakotas, he had survived the
Spanish flu and had, with his father
Marten Thompson, harvested the
crops in 1918 when every other man
in their community was unable to get
out of bed. They had held starvation
at bay for the neighbors.

Then the economic inequities foist-
ed on the farmers during the 20s and
30s led to bankruptcies in the prairie
states for many. He had worked hard

all of his life, well into his 70s, as hard
as any man. In the end, his body was
failing, and he would drive to my sis-
ter’s place and stay for weeks, without
invitation or notice, but always wel-
come. Then, finally, he just stayed.

My sister’s husband was a hero. He
never wavered in caring for the older
man, despite him being ornery, opin-
ionated, uneducated and funny. He
treated my grandfather as a family
treasure. I had not realized until this
moment what that gift had meant,
nor what it had cost my brother-in-
law. Now I understood.

I gave my patient some instruc-
tions on caring for her wound and
on the dangers of fishing with small
children. I expressed to her how very
wonderful this gift was that she and
her husband had given to her father.

There is no way to measure its value.
She smiled through her tears. “Its
funny;” she said, “how you can grieve
and be relieved at the same time” I
nodded. When a loved one is suffer-
ing so much, death is not the worst
thing that can happen.

I opened the door. As she passed
by, I said one thing more. Tell your
husband I am so proud of his service.
Including for your dad. She couldn’t
speak. She could only smile through
her tears. And place her hand over
her heart.

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.

TR1I0 PERFORMANCE

Grover Parido (cello) & Kelly Taylor (drums)

NORTHERN

325 WesT 3RD AveNue * KeTTLe FALLS, WA
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www.northernales.com « www.billprice.info
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SPECIAL
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In summer, people often have gardening (or wildfires)
on their minds. But I keep thinking about ... turtles.

Maybe it’s because I encounter them so seldom these
days —miss spying batches of them sunning on riverbanks
or lakeside logs, tipping themselves into the water if [
venture too close. Like how those Star Wars-ish military
jets above the Columbia tilt to slide through the air above
the river’s curves. Only, turtles are moving a mite slower,
as is their way.

Turtles take everything slow: slow heart rate, slow
respiration; turtles that hibernate for months under mud
may not breathe at all for the entire duration. Some turtle
species’ normal pulse is just one heartbeat per minute: a
kind of reptilian Mindfulness practice. Turtles and tortoises
are long-lived — some take it slow for up to 150 years, a

Visit Republic’s Museums

Whittaker/Fletcher
House Museum
Across from the
City Park

Open Memorial Day
Weekend through Labor
Day Weekend

Fri- Mon, 10 am - 2 pm

Both are Free Admission (Donations Accepted)
and operated by the Ferry County Historical Society.

Slagle House Museum
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was in 1941 with
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furnishings.
912 S Keller
Street
Guided Tours:
July 23 & Aug 27
11am - 3 pm
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bit like certain trees with shell-like bark and tremendous
staying power. Turtles are slow to give up, slow to die
even when terribly injured or ill.

But, despite not being flash-in-the-pan quitters, turtles
and tortoises are seriously endangered worldwide: 61 of
the 250 species have lately become extinct.

A curator of herpetology at the American Museum of
Natural History told the New York Times that turtles don’t
really die of old age. The major organs of a century-old
turtle can’t be distinguished from those of a teenage turtle.
Infection, injury, habitat loss, pollution and illegal capture
by traders are what kill them. (A New Hampshire study
found that adult female turtles face an 80-100% chance
of being killed on the highway while crossing to or from
their nesting grounds.)

When I was a kid in Florida my mother rescued and
rehabilitated a snapping turtle that had been hit by a
car. She tenderly cared for this armored guest until the
primordial creature could be returned to its primordial
habitat. Watching the turtle’s pigeon-toed march down to
the lake shore and into the murky water was like seeing
a missing puzzle piece seamlessly fit itself back into the
scene’s jigsaw: wholeness restored.

Reptiles evolved an unimaginably long time ago, turtles
being one ofthe oldest of the reptile lineages, appearing ear-
ly inthe Mesozoic era (over 200 million years ago). Eastern
Washington is home to only one native species of turtle:
the painted turtle, whose olive-black shell is gorgeously
sided by scarlet and yellow designs. The plate underneath
isscarlet with alarge, evocatively Rorschach-like marking.
The legs and neck are flamboyantly yellow-striped; truly,
our local turtle is a work of art.

It prefers hanging out in slow (of course) rivers, bot-
tomlands, ponds, lakes, and marshes where tasty edibles
such as aquatic plants, tadpoles, insects, and crayfish are
found. Painted turtle females lay 1-20 eggs, away from
the water in sun-warmed soil. In keeping with not rushing
things, eggs incubate for 72-104 days, eggs and hatchlings
sometimes over-wintering in the nest — no hurry.

Reading about turtle species in general, I learned that
not all of them are as silent as I supposed. Some vocalize



with grunts, croaks, whines, squeaks, or whistles. Some
species climb — or glow in the dark! It was also of inter-
est to note that some turtles demonstrably enjoy human
attention and contact.

I’ve always wondered whether reptiles have a varied
emotional life (or sense of humor). But because they
don’t have mammal-like facial expressions and body
language — or zippily-communicated, bird-like behavior
— it is hard to tell.

As akid, like many others, I had a pet turtle for a while.
Palm-sized. Figuring it must get bored with its enclosed
indoor habitat (as did I) I took the turtle outside to explore
the yard. Promptly (for a turtle) it managed to disappear
from sight and no amount of frantic searching turned it
up again. A heartbreaking rather than heartwarming “Born
Free” experience: 1 cried and cried, imagining the wee
turtle coming to a bad end.

Wearing one’s house, as a turtle does, no doubt is a plus
interms of survival. I certainly came to feel fundamentally
attached to my house during pandemic quarantines. My
small, shell-like structure was a protection out of which I
gazed at the world or poked my head to assess the weather.
As months slowly rolled by, I too, slowed: fewer appoint-
ments and places to go, people to see, events to attend. |
wrote a novel — vanished inside my shell — and hung out
withmy cat. Sorted through what comprised my shell-life’s
interior. Bonded with it. Woke each morning grateful for
this luxury of sanctuary, something many folks lacked.

When it came time to emerge, the feeling of exposure
was acute. Being outdoors was fine — I’d taken a lot of
Marcus-Island walks during my shell-tering-in-place. But
being out and about in town, encountering others of my
species, the sheer contrast of it all was daunting. It still
feels that way sometimes —oftentimes. Too many heartbeats
per minute. Not enough time between thoughts, words,
responses. Busy traffic. All the vibes flying around.

In May I ventured with my son to Scotland to visit old
friends and relations, a major distancing from the home
shell—and, indeed, from “Turtle [sland” itself. But, though
Scotland is for me a very familiar place and people, ev-
erything, everywhere these days seems altered by what’s

Monthly Muse

gone on in recent years. As though we’ve crossed a river
into a strange land, experiencing profound changes and
losses during that crossing.

Or maybe I’ve just gotten old. The pace seems to have
picked up without due consideration of where this haste
will take us.

In the West Highlands and Islands of Scotland, there are
a number of single-track roads — six-foot-wide, winding,
blind-summit, shoulderless, paved tracks — where co-
operative driving is imperative. To allow oncoming (or
overtaking) vehicles to pass, drivers must smartly pull into
the occasional wee bulges of pavement provided for that
purpose. It is a race, not to make the other driver give way,
but to be the one who holds the door, so to speak, in this
intricate vehicular choreography. A competition of courtesy,
not advantage. A graceful willingness to take time, offer
acknowledgment. How one gets somewhere has a lot to
do with what constitutes that somewhere once one arrives.

On this wondrous planet, we’ve now gotten to where
humans plus livestock plus pets equal 96% of all mamma-
lian biomass, and 75% of the earth’s extant bird biomass
belongs to chickens and other domestic poultry. I don’t
know what the collective mass of turtles and other reptiles
amounts to these days —actually, it’s unnerving to picture
alumped together, theoretical mountain of snakes, lizards,
crocs, turtles, and alligators — but the rapid vanishing of
all manner of wildlife does feel unspeakably dismal to
me. Is it too late to pull over, make way?

One of the everyday human things that invariably lifts
my spirits when I run errands in town is how someone will
reach forward from behind me or slow down from in front
of me in order to hold open the door I'm headed toward.
It’s just, you know, so nice. Such a small gesture, yet it
embodies the choreography with which we keep simple
decency alive in a world of friction-prone coexistence.

I feel that same spirit-lift when I see someone slow down
or stop their car to help a turtle cross the road. To rescue
or be rescued by pausing for the other: the small moments
more precious than we may know.

Loren Cruden writes fiction, nonfiction, and poetry,
available at www.LorenBooks.com.
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Daily Dallying with Your Head in the Clouds

By Tina Wynecoop

“If you want to be joyful, you need to be surprised, often. And to do this
you really need to go outside. There’s only so much astonishment you can
manufacture for yourselfif you’re in your house — or worse, in your head — all
the time. If you’re outside, paying even a modicum of attention, something

is bound to slap you happy.”

Often, I'll look up and out from
whatever 'm doingand see spectacular
skieson display.I gaspinawe.I'vebeen
slapped happy.

Songwriter Joni Mitchell sang of
clouds, those “rows and flows of angel
hair and ice cream castles in the air.”
Shelooked “atcloudsthatway ... from
both sides now.” I have, too!

Truthfully, T haven’t always been
enamored with clouds. When I was
young, I lived on the “damp side”
where Seattle’s clouds usually left me
drenched and miserable. I remember
being immersed in rain clouds on my
long walks to and from school (only
uphill on the way home) and wearing
clothingthatabsorbed waterlike, well,
like a cloud. I wished for garments
that repelled the liquid elements, for
clothing fashionable enough to wear
placesotherthanacampground. Eddie
Bauer and REI stores carried what I
needed and were coming into their
own, but I didn’t know they existed.

Eventheubiquitous umbrella, worn
like an extra limb, had limits to its
protective powers. It often turned
irreversibly inside out with any gust
of wind. One had to haul around
an umbrella, and it wouldn’t fit in a
backpack - because backpacks were
notyetderiguerand umbrellas weren’t
compact like they are now.

These days even preschoolers tote
backpacks that appear to weigh
more than they do. The armload of
schoolbooks I carried strengthened
my biceps and got just as soaked as I

did. Now that I am thinking about it,
a plastic bag would have so helpful.
However, plastic bags hadn’t been
invented yet.

About the time I sought higher ed-
ucation a clothing revolution was on
the horizon: pants instead of dresses,
sturdy boots instead of pointy-toed
shoes that fell apart when wet, and a
wool jacket that resisted moisture like
the sheep coat worn by the original
owner. These changes eased my tran-
sition to comfortableness under the
cloudy skies of western Washington.

In that era, it took guts to wear
weather-appropriate attire to classes.
I recall being chastised for the way
I dressed by the Dean of Women at
my college in Bellingham where the
sky overhead was even more prone to
drownits pedestrianinhabitants than
Seattle’s. The dean told me I must “set
abetter example” - Ireplied dryly that
I felt like I was!

And yet, “still somehow” I love
clouds so much, and the love affair
began with a permanent relocation to
eastern Washingtonin 1970. Rain was
scant,and the gorgeous clouds usually
sailed by without depositing even a
scintilla of what they were made of.
Umbrellas? Stores didn’t stock them.
I dried out.

The varied cloud formations were
new and enchanting and above me
most of the time. The sky was my en-
tertainmentin the remotearealchose
to live. I “looked at clouds” from the
other side now.
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~ Murr Brewster, Portland, Oregon

For many years I drove to work
past the county jail near downtown
Spokane. That concrete monolith was
designed to keep its tenants inside.
The “windows” were just slits that
obscured the view of the wide expanse
of sky and its glorious, uplifting cloud
formations. I vowed to myselfI would
never commita crime - I would never
be found guilty and locked away in a
tiny windowless cellunable to view the
wondrous cloudsinmynewhomeland.

LastyearIattended a memorial ser-
vice held for a special member of my
community. Whenitwasover,Ididn’t
feel particularly uplifted untilIleft the
building and looked at the clouds. My
Lord! They were beautiful! They were
doing what clouds are designed to do,
and they washed away my sadness just
like that. The church wasinastrip mall.
My church was right there, too, filling
the sky. I was glad for the camera on
my cell phone. I wanted to record and
share the sky’s healing touch.

A few days later I showed my cloud
photos to Michael as he waited on our
table. (Hisfamily’s Thairestaurantsits
next to the church edifice in the mall.)
Ashe viewed the photos on my phone
his smile of appreciation filled his face
like an upside-down rainbow (to be
technical, it is called a circumzenithal
arc) and that’s when I learned he loves
clouds as much as I do.

He said his friends are not at all
impressed when he shows them his
cloud photos on his phone. At dinner
that evening he gained a friend who



admires intricate atmospheric beauty
as much as he does. We now text our
cloud photosbackand forth. Our pho-
tos are like Michael’s dad’s cooking,
which is out of this world.

I prefer to give books as presents.
Booksare easytowrap. For me Christ-
mas 2021 shopping was a piece of cake
(orporkfried rice with fresh basil, heat
level 1.5). Family and friends received
Gavin Pretor-Pinney’s glorious book,
A Cloud a Day: 365 Skies from the
Cloud Appreciation Society. 1 gifted
myself a copy and joined the society
(https://cloudappreciationsociety.
org). My member number is 59,014.
From now on I have over 59,000 “Mi-
chaels” to share my photos with.

Home Ground

As a member I receive, daily, an
emailed cloud photo which includes
a meteorological explanation of
what causes “such spectacular aerial
architecture.” And as a former grade
school teacher, I am convinced cloud
science shouldbe partofeveryschool’s
curriculum. Thereare so manylessons
to draw upon.

In case clouds get pufty with vain
thoughts of their exquisiteness —
puffed up by adoring thousands of
earthlings — I want to let clouds know
thatthe starrynight skyisalso worthy
of admiration. I am a member of the
International Dark-Sky Association
(www.darksky.org) as well.

As I write this month’s column I

remember, with greatlove, our golden
retriever rescue dog who joined our
family 25 years ago. He came already
named: Cloudy.

There is a ten-minute “Ted Talk”
on YouTube titled “Gavin Pretor-Pin-
ney: Cloudy with a chance of joy”
(https://youtu.be/lhP52caGWés). You
shouldn’t missit,joyful cloud watching
NCM readers.

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.”
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Choices

By Tina Tolliver Matney

“Loneliness is being alone —-and not
liking it. It’sa feeling. Solitude is being
alone - and content. It’s a choice.”

This little snippet of Googled wis-
dom has my mind whirling around a
bit these days. And I'm wondering if
maybe thislittle statementreallyis not
all that black and white. Or maybe it
is, I don’t know.

I feel like I'm just learning to lean
into this new way of thinking and
living. Some days I feel like I'm rock-
ing my new routine of taking care of
me and my furry companions and
baskingin the solitude. Yet other days
I wind up in a heap of messy feelings
over the frustrations of my own lim-
itations or moments of feeling lonely.
Furry companions do not make good
conversationalists. And it worries me

at times that I test that theory out on
a regular basis.

There are times I am truly focused
and feeling proud of my accomplish-
ments and then I'll see something,
remember something, or hear a song
that makes me stop whatever I am
doing and do my best to stave off the
waves of uncertainty or sadness that
threaten to creep in. Some days are
easy and some are not, and perhaps
I'm not the only person who feels that
the state of our world lately seems to
make our everyday routines a little
harder and our emotions a lot rawer.

I've found myself wondering lately
how people who live alone, either by
choice or by circumstance, deal with
their emotional needs, or if they feel
like they just need someone to talk

,t miss'°.
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to or if they just want a simple hug
... and there is no one around to talk
to or wrap their arms around. Or, if
there is no one to whisper in their ear
that everything is going to be okay,
then how do they navigate that sea
of emotions without getting dragged
down by sadness and sorrow?

Please know I'm not necessarily
feeling this way myself, at least not
on a regular basis. But recently I took
a tumble. I did a face plant right into
the sand by the river when my boot
caught on a tree root in mid-pivot.
Luckily it was sand and not concrete
where I fell and luckily my hand, in-
stead of my face, hit the rock to break
my fall. But I felt bruised, hurt, and a
little humiliated as I made my way to
the couch with ice for my hand and
my knee. All I could think about that
evening was that I wanted a hug. Just
a “Hey girl, be careful and take care of
yourself”kind ofhug. An “Everything
is going to be okay” kind of hug.

But I didn’t linger in my little pity
party. Because in reality I know I'm
never far from the ones who love me
the most. My kids, my best friends,
they are but a phone call or text mes-
sage away. Of course I can’t feel a hug
from a phone call or text. But often I
can hear it in a voice or I can read it
with the emotion that I know it was
meant to convey.

A couple of days ago, while driving
down a side street in town, I saw a
little girl on her bicycle hit the curb of
the sidewalk too hard and fall to the
ground. Shewasn’talonebuttheyoung
woman I assumed she was with was
bicycling so farahead of this child that
she didn’t turn around and obviously
couldn’t hear her cries.

So I pulled my car to the side of the
road, grabbed a pack of tissues and my



water bottle and walked over to her.
Shewassobbingandholdingherknee,
blood running through her fingers as
she cried out in pain.

I bent to her and said I was there to
help but that first I needed to holler
really loud for her mom. “Okay,” she
said between sobs, “but it’s my sister.”
So I yelled loud enough to get her
sister’s attention. She was nearly to
the end of the long street at this point,
nearly a quarter mile away.

I asked the childifI could please see
her knee so that I could try to clean it
up a little. She was very cooperative
and so I did my best to just dab away
enough blood and gravel to see how
bad her wound was. “It’s just a nasty
scrape,” I said. “They hurt worse than
acut.”

So I gently laid tissues over it and
wiped her hands off as her sister
pedaled towards us. And then I asked
her, “Would you like a hug?” Her tears
welled upall overagainasshenodded.
“Yes please,” she said.

So I hugged her little body to mine
and we just sat there while I felt her
sobs subside and her shaky hands go
still. “It’s going to be okay,” I said. “You
looklike a tough little cookie and I bet
you aren’t afraid to get back on that
bike. Just be careful of that curb, it’ll
get you every time.”

She smiled then as her sister finally
made it to us. We got the little girl and
her bike upright and I asked if they
would like for me to put their bikes
in my car and drive them home. “No
thank you,” the little one said. “I'm
okay, I'm a tough little cookie.”

I held my own tears in check until
I got back in my car, but as soon as
those girls were out of sight I let a
flood of emotions run right over me
and my heart. They hit me as hard as

that little bicycle hit that curb. Thank
goodness for the tough cookiesand the
fragile messes that we all sometimes
are. It’s what makes us who we are, in
my most humble opinion. I think it
builds the grace and the strength we
need when life knocks us down, no
matter whether we are five years old
or older than dirt.

That humbling little experience
reminded me that I should not even
try to figure it all out. What is there
to gain by trying to swim against the
currents of your feelings at any given
time?

Some days I will feel lonely or sad.
Some days I will feel like I'm rocking
the solitude and my joy will carry me
through. Some days I will accomplish
more than I intend to. Some days I

This Great Big Life

won’t, but that’s okay because those
tasks that don’t get done today will
still be there tomorrow. But most
importantly, in between all of those
messy days, I have my circle of friends
and family that I hope all know how
very grateful I am for each and every
one of them.

My wish for you as summer draws
us outdoors is that you can gather
among your friends and family often
and share the real hugs, the kinds that
bring those happy tears to your eyes.

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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Wildfire Detection

Article & Photo by J. Foster Fanning

With wildfire season looming in
the wake of a chill, damp Okanogon
Highlands spring, the focus of this
articleisonwildfire detection. AndT’ll
admit, right up front, an old-fashioned
bias in regard to this topic. That said,
my old ideas may have just come a full
technological circle.

When I started my fire career in
1971 on the Gifford Pinchot National
Forest, there were more than 8,000 fire
lookout towers in the United States,
most of them in the West. The first
was in New Hampshire in 1907 on
Croydon Mountain.

Hereinour Highlandsarea,accord-
ing to Ray Kresek’s book Fire Lookout
Towers of the Northwest, Stevens
Countyhad29lookouts, Ferry24,and
in Pend Oreille County a whopping
60 fire lookout towers. Depending
on their location, these towers were
staffed by folks from Washington
Department of Natural Resources or
the U.S. Forest Service.

In Washington State there are 507
former lookout sites registered. As a
fire manager I had the opportunity to
supervise staff at Franson Peak, along
with Aeneas and Tunk Mountain fire
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lookout towers, hence I spent a lot
of time in those towers watching for
smoke, trainingstaffand doing routine
maintenance.

During the 1990s a popular but, in
my opinion, misconceived notion that
aerial detection and observation was
a more effective way of spotting wild-
fires resulted in the demise of the fire
lookout tower systems. Also, technol-
ogy other than aerial detection came
with the expansion of more homes
and communities over what were
once sparsely-inhabited landscapes,
including emergency telephone num-




bers. The United States began use the
911 system in 1968, and since then
many wildland fire responses have
originated with private citizens calling
in smoke reports.

Now, once again, technological
advances in wildfire detection are on
the horizon - this time potentially
turning any truly interested citizen
with internet access, sharp focus,
and determination into partial fire
lookouts.

How, you might ask? Dial into
ALERTWildfire from the Oregon
Hazards Lab (OHAZ) where, ac-
cording to their introduction page,
“Science, technology and community
engagement [come together] to under-
stand, detect and mitigate multi-haz-
ards within the Pacific Northwest.”
ALERTWildfire provides access to a
network of cameras streamingimages
of mountain peaks, remote valleys,
communities, and dense forests to
scientists, fire managers, and the
general public.

Not only is there the potential to
spot and report wildfire smoke but
users may also get dramatic sunrises,
sunsets and the occasional wildlife
encounter. These feeds are 24/7, free
and accessible at www.alertwildfire.
org. This network system is provided
in hope the public will tune in and
be on the lookout for signs of smoke,
potentially alerting authorities about
wildfire ignitions before they pose a
threat to our forests or communities.

In other words, you, too, can be a
fire tower lookout staffer, if you can
imagine your screen as a tower.

Graham Kent, founder ofthe ALER-
TWildfire system, states, “You can get
that situational awareness, you can
look at the wind patterns and see how
it’sgoinginmany places - youcanlook

atitfromthree, four, five, ten different
angles, so you kind of can see what’s
happening minute-by-minute.”

ALERTWildfire is a consortium of
the University of Oregon, the Univer-
sity of Nevada, and the University of
California, with cameras stationed in
each of their states, as well as Wash-
ington, Colorado, Utah, and Idaho.

Other scientists are focusing on the
technology of A.I (artificial intelli-
gence) in sync with “deep learning”
algorithms using computer neural
networks for the task of smoke de-
tection via satellites and watchtowers.
According to AccuWeather founder
and CEO Dr. Joel N. Myers, the U.S.
wildfire damage of 2021, including
actual damage and cumulative eco-
nomic loss, is estimated between $70
billion and $90 billion, with $45 bil-
lion to $55 billion of it in California.
No wonder there are such efforts to
detect and pinpoint wildfires during
initial ignition.

OK, so what should you look for to
reportsuspicious smoke to theauthor-
ities? Try to answer these questions:

* Is the smoke white, gray or dark?

e Is it wispy, puffing up and then
disappearing, or a well-defined
column?

* What is the location you are ob-
serving the smoke from?

e Can you remain at that location
and continue to observe and report
until the firefighters arrive?

* Do you know the approximate lo-
cation where the smoke is located?

* Do youknowhowto getto thearea
where the smoke is located?

Call 911 and give the answering
dispatcher the above information.
Also provide your phone number and
any other details you think will assist
the firefighters’ response. (Depending
on the time of year and the wildfire
danger rating, don’t be surprised if the
dispatcher thanks you for the call and
tellsyou theyalreadyhave information
onthatincident or thereisacontrolled
burn in that area.)

As our moist, damp La Nifia spring
turns tosummer and fire season ramps
up, stay on the alert for wildfire starts.
Being a bit old-fashioned I'll probably
stick to using my own eyes and a speed
dial for 911, but you never know.

J. Foster Fanning is a father, grand-
father, retired fire chief and wannabe
beach bum. He dabbles in photography
asanexcuse towander the hillsandvales
in search of the perfect image. Learn
more at fosterfanning.blogspot.com.
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The Colville Community Senior Center received a grant from the Empire Health Foundation to
collect and publish stories of seniors in our area. Here are excerpts from some of the interviews:

RITA CORDREY

Q: Tell us a little bit about
your earliest childhood mem-
ories.

Well, this is the earliest child-
hood memory I’ve got, and my
mother said I was three. | was
born in North Dakota and we
lived close to the Fort Berthold
Indian Reservation and my dad did a lot of trucking for the
Indians. He knew them quite well and they were dedicating
a bridge across the Missouri river. It’s called the Little
Mouse Bridge. We went to that celebration. I remember
some of the Indians coming to talk to my dad, in their
full regalia because it was a big deal, and I was scared to
death. I stayed real close to his leg, didn’t want anybody
to snatch me, you know. And I remember a wagon. It was
in the summertime, probably August. Anyway, there was a
wagonload of watermelon and that’s all [ remember about
the whole thing was how those Indians were dressed and
the watermelons

My dad had like a transfer service. They called it a dry
line although they weren’t using horses that much, but
he trucked the mail from the railroad depot to the post
office and he hauled and held cattle for people. They had
an icehouse and they cut ice in the winter on the Missouri
River and they stored it in that ice house. I can kind of
remember that.

And I remember ... I remember the trains. I loved the
trains and if I could get a ride with my dad to go to the
railroad, I’d go. I wanted to hear those trains and I miss
that sound. There’s one of the questions I was reading
that said, “What memories would you like your children
to remember?” That’s one of them, that haunting sound of
that railroad train at night.

I'started school in Missoula, Montana, a parochial school,
Saint Anthony, and then we moved from Missoula to Rid-
dle, Oregon. We moved on the train, that was fun. My dad
was drilling core holes on Nickel Mountain. Nickel was
real important to the war effort at that time, because World
War II was going on.

So we lived at Riddle for about a year and then he got a
better job for another company at Bandon, Oregon. And we
only lived in Bandon ... I’'m not even sure we lived there a
year. But to hear my siblings and me when we get together
it might as well have been 10 years because we have such
good memories of Bandon. We lived on the Bullard Ranch
and the Bullard Ranch ran clear to the ocean. The Coast
Guard had a big station at Bandon and we used to hear the
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young men come across the front of our house. Our house
faced the Coquille River right on the Coquille River and
we’d hear the boys talking at night going past our house.
We didn’t usually see them because they were patrolling
with their dogs and they’d go out to the Bandon Lighthouse.
I don’t know how long we stayed out there but it was just
exciting to us to live there in that place.

CINDY BOGGS

Q: What are some of your
earliest childhood memo-
ries?

My parents and two broth-
ers and I moved here in
December of 1959. My dad
was aveterinarian and he had
taken a position here with one
of the veterinarians. So, he packed up his family and we
headed here from Tacoma. It was about one-two o’clock
in the morning when we got close to Colville and I looked
out the front and the first thing I saw was the cross (on
the mountain) and I knew I was home. That was my very
first [memory of Colville] when I was 13 and it’s always
[been] where my heart is.

Q: What experiences did you have as a child that you
wish kids today could have?

Oh, my gosh, so many of them. You know the freedom
that you had? I could go to the show, walk home at nine
o’clock at night and not be afraid. You could go to the
park. You could do pretty much anything and feel safe. In
the schools you knew everybody. I mean you didn’t just
know a certain little group of kids. When I was in school
you knew everybody from the freshmen on up. You would
walk home but you always had to stop at Fuller Drug and
get a Cherry Coke — they were the best. Oh, and Tiny’s
burgers with root beer floats and climbing up Colville
Mountain with your lunch packed with your friends, and
just things like that. I would love to be back at that time.
It was a happy time.

SPENCE BATEMAN

I was born in southern Idaho,
a little town, Shoshone. I was
born on the snowiest month on
record down there and one of my
neighbors —who was my friend
later in high school — we were
bornaweek apart. When my dad
was going to the hospital to see




me after the birth, he got stuck in the same snowdrift as this
neighbor who was coming home. So, they shoveled each
other out and dad went to the hospital and, Ernie Bozinger
was his name, went home.

We had a lot of fun as kids building forts and playing
football, basketball, and baseball. We had a good neighbor
who was a couple years older that was a really good athlete
that kind of encouraged us in that. I grew up on a farm. We
had great big willow trees that we built forts in and had a
creek that we would walk about three quarters of a mile to
and play in and it was a great life growing up.

My mom was the best woman I’ve ever known. She was
patient and loving. My dad was the kind of guy that you
justrespected, and you didn’t cross him, but he was fairand
he gave us a really good work ethic. Mom gave us all the
love we could handle and he gave us the rest. They worked
as a team. I don’t think they ever said we’re a team let’s
get this done. It’s just that’s the way it was in those days.

I remember one time when we had sleds that needed
painted and we had blue paint and we had yellow paint
and we painted one slat every other one a different color
when we got through and worked out a brush we had green,
which was amazing to me, so we decided to paint part of
the house. We did get a little willow on the hinder for that.
That’s one thing I remember.

I'started irrigating a pretty good-sized farm by hand when
I was like 14 or so and had the responsibility of making it
green. When I was a kid, we did it all by gravity and each
field had what we called corrugates which were just small
ditches and you had to set just the right amount of water
in each one so they would all go to the end of the field at
the same time. It was usually a
24-hour set we’d call it so there
was alotofshoveling and really
a lot of finesse work to it.

MARYANN SCHRADER
Q: What was it like when you

were growing up in Colville?
Well, growing up my family

were farmers so money was quite scarce. We had to live
on selling eggs to the grocery store and cream to this dairy
creamer each week. Selling the grain in the fall to pay the
accumulated larger bills, so only the food necessary items
were purchased. You learned to take no for an answer. If
there was something you really, really wanted, we just
didn’t have the money for it.

Q: What are some of your earliest childhood memories?

Some of my memories, oh my gosh, there’s so many
of them. I had to learn to live with the slow pace of life
because we did not have any modern conveniences in our
house, just the bare bones. I was nine years old when the
REA electric company brought power to the farmers out
in that area and that was a very exciting day. Before that
we used kerosene lamps and we had to pack them from
one room to the other at night and we only had two, so we
had to share them. After we got [electricity] there was no
more packing the kerosene lamps from room to room and,
in my room, I had a string from a light bulb that you turned
the light off and on. There was no switch. Then somebody
came in and wired your house — yes [ remember distinctly
... it was Virgil Barton who wired our house, so that was
a big improvement. Then we got an electric toaster right
away, and oh my goodness!

Of course, all of our farm work was done with a team
of horses and for me it was fun to ride on the sled while
my brother was out feeding the cows, and the deer would
come in. It was just so, so neat. In winter you were able
to ride on that sled with the horses pulling us.

We had to go to a well to get water for the house on
what was called a stone boat sled. We had two barrels.
We’d have to go down there and my brothers would have
to drop the bucket down into the well, fill it up, and then
pour it into the barrels. And then the horses would pull the
barrels back up to the house. I remember one time them
getting up there with the water and something spooked the
team of horses and down the hill they ran. The barrels of
water spilled and, of course, that was the end of what was
in the well too so we had to wait for the well to refill for
them to go back and get more water.

The

B

Senior Center

* A Community Rental Resource

e Luncheons on Tues. & Thurs.at noon (By Reservation Please)
¢ Individual and Business Memberships « Varied Activities

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

Your Place To Come Together
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Primary Election Candidates Featured!

The North Columbia Monthly contacted all
Ferry, Stevens, and Pend Oreille County
Commissioner candidates, Legislative District 7
candidates, and Congressional District 5 candidates
and offered each an equal opportunity to be
included in this special primary election feature.

Washington State's Primary election is
Tuesday, August 2, 2022.

ACCORDING TO THE STATE ELECTION OFFICE:

July 15 ballots are mailed by county election

offices to all eligible registered voters, no later

than 18 days prior to election day. There is no

need to request a ballot if you are registered to

vote. Ballots for eligible military and overseas
voters are mailed 45 days prior.

July 25 is the deadline to register or change
your address online. You may also register and
vote in person through election day. Confirm
your voter registration now at VoteWA.gov.

Protecting Property Rights Through Fair Assessments

< VOTE FOR R.cK

JOHNSON

“] have spent
much of my
professional life
helping families
to protect what
they own and
now I want to
use that passion
and experience
for the people of
Stevens County.”

PO Box 117, Northport, WA 99157
509-995-1171
rojohnii@aol.com

Paid for by Rick Johnson for Stevens County Assessor

Dewey (R)

Stevens County ASSESSOR

v Experience

v Honesty

v Accountability v Dedication

Paid for by Dewey Simmons for Stevens County Assessor
2116 Kettle River Road, Kettle Falls, WA 99141

dudesimmonsscassessor22@gmail.com I'i

STEARNS FOR ASSESSOR (R)

I have lived in Stevens Coun-
ty for nearly twenty years,
this is my home and where
| am happy to be raising my
family. | worked at Vaagen
Lumber Mill for over a de-
cade and was cross trained
in many departments. | also
trained and supervised new
employees. | currently work
at the Assessor's Office as
a Washington State certified
Appraiser. | never dreamed of getting involved in politics but saw a need for
ambition and leadership. | will ensure the office accurately assess all real
and personal property efficiently, fairly and in accordance with State Laws
and the Constitution. | will compassionately work with tax payers to find
any tax reductions or exemptions they might qualify for but not make any
promises that | cannot deliver on. Whether | am elected or not | will continue
to work hard serving the people of Stevens County with integrity, innovation
and dedication. | ask for you vote this election and a chance to serve you.
Thank you, Bryce Stearns
BRYCESTEARNSFORASSESSOR@GMAIL.COM
Paid for by Stearns for Assessor.

22 | North Columbia Monthly | July 2022




Being of Service

A Meaningful and Positive Year

By Dr. Katie Schuerman

| love being a Rotarian. As a Rotarian, | belong to
a very large international club of 1.4 million people
whose focus is to make the world better for everyone.
We are People of Action and, as the old commercial
says, “We bring good things to life.”

Our goals are lofty: bring peace and end conflict in
the world; prevent and treat disease (we are so close
to ridding the world of polio because of Rotary and our
health allies); bring clean water and sanitation to all
who need it; improve the health and lives of women
and children; bring basic education and literacy, and
economic and community development to all areas
of need around the world; protect the environment
so that ALL of our children can thrive and prosper.

And we can make a difference because we all work
together.

As Rotarians we are successful at working together
during these trying times because we seek to make
decisions every dayinour club, and in our personal and
professional lives based upon the Rotary 4-Way Test:

e Is it the truth?

o Is it fair to all concerned?

o Will it build goodwill and better friendships?
« Will it be beneficial to all concerned?

We do not focus on differences, political or personal,
because we have loftier goals. Our core values provide
our direction. We focus on:

» Service (Service Above Self is our motto) - we
make a difference

« Fellowship - we have fun and support allinvolved

« Diversity - we include everyone

« Integrity - we follow through

 Leadership - we are responsible and professional
As the incoming president of the Rotary Club of

Colville, | feel so fortunate that Covid restrictions are
liftting. We have renewed opportunity to be people
of action - together! My goals in the next year are:

« Increase our club membership by 10 people. If
any of these areas of focus and values ring true for
you, come join us in a project and see what we do.
Be a part of the action! Check out our Facebook page.

» Create and maintain a public relations program
that allows the community to see what we are doing
and join us or give us feedback. We will be setting up
a new website that will be interactive in addition to
our current Facebook page.

» Bring more fun to projects. Celebrate while we
work. With the help of my community and club pro-
grams leaders, we will identify ways to bring back
the fellowship we have so sorely missed in the last
two years of the pandemic.

« Establish an ongoing program to partner. We will
connect with churches, other service organizations and
businesses to work together on projects to increase
diversity and scope of service.

» We will identify one local and one international
project to support through Rotary grant funding.

In this next year we have wonderful new oppor-
tunities to work and play together. | am excited
to help bring these to fruition. We also face many
challenges as our economy continues to be affected
by the aftermath of the pandemic, and national and
international stresses. Rotary brings us hope as we,
people of action, work together to identify what needs
to be done, and do it.

Dr. Katie Schuerman is the incoming president for
the Rotary Club of Colville for the next Rotary year.
Each president brings a renewal of identified goals of
its commitment to the community, local and global,
and a new perspective to achieving those goals.

This page made possible by the Rotary Club of Colville. Learn more at www.colvillerotary.org

View where all the Clubs in the district meet at www.colvillerotary.org/?p=whereclubsmeet
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LISTEN UP

Reviews by Michael Pickett

Adam Huff Comes in from the Cold

Inspiration shows up in infinite
ways. Some artists create from places
ofpain. Othersfrom spirituality, travel
oralife-changingseries of events. The
well of ideas is as deep as it is wide,
and is what gives us myriad sounds
from countless works of art.

Localindieartist Adam Huft drops
the brand new Icebox album from his
own take on an age-old muse.

“Honestly, love was the main inspi-
ration,” Huff explains. With warm,
moving tracks like “Lullaby” and the
effusive “Unfall for You,” Huff injects
thealbum with guitar-driven cuts that
tell stories of various kinds oflove. We
find the love of a father to his sons,
thelove of brothers, and of course the
love rooted in romance and sharing

life with a significant other.
Huff’s instantly memorable, un-
affected tenor is the thread that ties

influenced my music here.”
While it’s never been easier for an
artist to create an album, it’s still not

the album together,
as he weaves his
various influenc-
es into cuts like
“Blame It On the
Moon” and “Sun-
set” (a great track
for headphones),
creating a sound
that’s all his own.
“Chris Trapper

an easy thing to do
well. Finding inspi-
ration big enough
to filla CD or vinyl
record takes time,
talent, and an abil-
ity to craft sounds
that actually con-
nect with listeners.
Huff’salbumisare-
cord that captures

and Pete Yorn are two of my top in-
fluences,” Huff continues. “The Eels
and their raw lyrics ... and, of course,
Aaron Gabriel (Huff’s twin brother
and fellow recording artist) really

the purity and innocence of love in
its various forms, and connects with
listeners in a universal way.

Youcan checkout Adam Huft’snew
music on Facebook and Instagram.

Sub Urban Strikes Back

Oneofthetoughestand oft-avoided
challenges for a recording artist is to
create an utterly unique signature

slinks back to the marketplace with a
clever, next-level set of cuts thatimme-
diately nods to his awesomely sinister

sound. Once you
actually have that,
it can be a real task
totakeitsomewhere
vs. just recycling
things over and
over.

Sub Urban ac-
complishes both
on Hive.

With the same

sound, but with a
few new twists.
When mykid first
made me aware of
his earlier work, it
justsounded creepy
as all hell, but was
also super-capti-
vating and insanely
well-crafted. With
this new album,

unsettling, airy vocals and oft-kil-

songs like “Virgil’s Mania” and “Rab-

ter production that colored all of bit Hole” are instantly recognizable

the Thrill Seeker EP, this eerie artist

as Sub Urban subversive gems, but
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the composing and combinations of
sounds - from nylon-string guitars to
theslammed percussionand reversed
samples — are a great next step for
an artist who has a cool and unique
take on atmospheric, cinematic (and
deranged) pop.

Matched with hilariously unset-
tling videos for many of the singles
here (“Uh Oh” is a fairly disturbing
standout), Sub Urban creates a com-
plete package of haunting, unbeatable
classic cuts that make Hive a must-
have for alt-music lovers. Check out
his work at thatsuburban.com.

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



A Good Read

Reviews by Loren Cruden

The A I‘Ioma/y, by Hervé Le Tellier

Thankfully,Iread The Anomaly, by French writer Hervé
Le Tellier, after and not before or (even worse) during my
recent transatlantic flight. Rated by the New York Times
as a “Best Thriller of the Year,” this clever novel could as
easilybetermed Science Fiction or Social Commentary - or
Quirky French Romance, for that matter. Simply put, it is
aboutwhathappens to passengers on a Paris-to-New York
flightwhen struck by an extraordinarybout of turbulence.

Le Tellier’s style, like certain frisky French wines, is
breezy but not unsympathetic, fun but not (too) glib - “...
freedom ofthought ontheinternetisall the more complete
now that’s it’s clear that people have stopped thinking”
- and intelligently entertaining. The reader is brought
on board through the viewpoints of a select assortment
of passengers, including a closeted gay Nigerian singer,
a pragmatic American hit man, an ethically-conflicted
young lawyer, a tormentedly ageing French architect, and
an all-too-precocious little girl, their inner disjunctions
laid bare through the anomaly’s reality split: the doubling

of each person aboard the
flight.

As events unfold, all the
initialized secret agencies
and military branches are
galvanized, scientists pro-
voked, talk-showhostsjump-
ing on the bandwagon, reli-
gious extremists inflamed.
Only the hit man seems to
ignore the ruckus and carry
on as usual: to thine own
self be true — despite there being two of you. Denial, after
all, may be the simplest way to reduce the pressures of
cognitive dissonance.

“We want answers for even our tiniest anxieties and
a way of conceiving the world without reexamining our
values, our emotions,and ouractions.” Tray tables upright
and locked? Buckle up for an unsettling ride.

Spokane and Coeur d’Alene Fresh-
Watel’ Shark A ttaCkS, by James P. Johnson

Surveyed readers agree: This is an awfully silly book.
(My favorite of Spokane author James P. Johnson’s made-
up cover blurbs is “Whatever.”) But a dose of silly may
be just the ticket these days.

Spokane and Coeur d Alene Freshwater Shark Attacks is
an alternative guide to familiar regional landmarks. Each
of Johnson’s imaginings of their origins is followed by a
synopsis ofthe landmark’s true history. The imaginings are
wildly creative tongue-in-cheek but, as someone unversed
in the background of these oft-seen landmarks, I found
the historical notes of interest, too. For both reasons, these
places will never look the same to me now.

On the silly side of it, I was beguiled by how Johnson
described Spokane House as the only fort with “a lounge,
mirrored walls and ceilings, a raised dance floor and a
rotating ball of glitzy mica and pyrite”; how the Dav-
enport Hotel enabled Spokane to leave its “hick town

phase behind and [become]
a genuine cow town”; and
how the Centennial Trail
supposedly commemorates
early pioneers flocking, notto
grabhomesteading lands, but
to scoop up the region’s “rich
huckleberry fields.”

Now go wash up, Jim.

Other recommendations:

Robin Black — Life Draw-
ing

James Carlos Blake — Country of the Bad Wolfes

David Carr — Final Draft

Loren Cruden writes fiction, nonfiction, and poetry,
available at www.LorenBooks.com.
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Puppy Pose

By Brenda St. John

Life’s Stretch s

“Petting, scratching, and cuddling a dog could be as soothing to the mind and heart
as deep meditation, and almost as good for the soul as prayer.”

Ijust got a new puppy, the first dog we have had in near-
ly 25 years. Her name is Cindy Mayfield, named after a
characterin an audiobook thatInarrated. Cindy hasbeen
living with us for two weeks, but we visited her weekly
since the day she was born. She is a 10-week-old Austra-
lian Shepherd. She really keeps us moving and, although
we have only had her a short time, we can’t imagine life
without her. I decided to dedicate this month’s article to
Cindy by choosing to focus on Puppy Pose, which is a
pose Cindy practices every day!

Puppy Pose, also known as Extended Puppy Pose, is a
cross between Child’s Pose and Downward Facing Dog.
The Sanskrit name for this asana is Uttana Shishosana.

Puppy is a very versatile yoga pose. It can be active or
passive. When it is done as a Yin pose, it goes by the name
“Melting Heart” because the heartarea
sinks towards the mat. It might seem
like an easier version of Downward
Facing Dog, butithas many differences
andisnotnecessarily easier, depending
upon a person’s body.

Puppy is wonderful for stretching the upper body, spe-
cifically the arms, shoulders, neck, chest, and back (both
upper and lower back).

To assume the Puppy Pose, start on hands and knees in
Table Top. Slowly walk both hands forward while keeping
hips aligned above knees. Allow the chest to drop down
to the mat. Rest forehead on the mat or on a prop such as
a folded blanket or a block. The part that can’t be seen but
only felt is to press hands into the mat and isometrically
draw the hipsup and back, which generatesanice stretch of
the spine and shoulders. Draw the shoulder blades toward
each other and the rib cage in, which creates a stretch of
the chest. Hold here and practice steady breathing for
several breath cycles.

This is a great asana for opening the Heart Chakra
because of the chest stretch, including the rib cage area.
Some of the variations include:
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~ Dean Koontz

* Resting the chin instead of the forehead on the mat

» Keeping the elbows lifted instead of resting them on
the mat

* Placing the elbows on blocks and then raising the hands
into prayer position behind the neck

 Tucking the toes under instead of resting the tops of
the feet on the mat

There is a variation that I often use in classes which does
not have a specific name that Tam aware of, but which I call
“Quarter Dog with Block.” Begin in Table Top. Place left
palm on a block oriented to the lowest level. Bend the right
elbow 90 degrees so the forearm is on the floor underneath
the chestwith the palm downand fingers pointing to the left.

Keep the hips aligned over the

knees while sliding the left arm

forward untilthe forehead comes

toreston theright forearm. Keep

theleftelbowlifted. Isometrically

draw the hips up and back and
the ribs in. Hold and breathe for several breath cycles, then
return to Table Top and repeat on the other side.

PuppyPose doeshavea few contraindications. Thebiggest
one is that it is not a safe pose for pregnant women due to
the direction of the blood flow. It can also be harmful to
folks with knee injuries.

The benefits of this pose are many. It is a great stretch of
the upper body, it releases tension from the upper arms,
shoulders, and neck, it expands the chest, and, as a slight
inversion (heartslightly higherthan head), it fostersasense
of calmness in the body.

I hope you give Puppy Pose a try and see how it works
for you. If you have a puppy, you may have a model to see
how it’s done!

Namaste.

Brenda St. John has taught yoga classes in Chewelah
since 2010.




LocATED DOWNSTAIRS IN
THE OLp AppLE WAREHOUSE
130 E. 3** AvE., KeTTLE FaLLs, WA
TERESA ANDERSON * 509-680-5785

NUVU

® SHOWHOUSE &

For features & showtimes:

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 Wednesday - Sunday, 10-5

FaceBOOK/ THEHANDMAIDENBEADJEWELRYSHOPPE.COM

509-446-2449
facebook.com/NUVUfun

209 E 5" Ave., Metaline Falls, WA

Stazga 'S
Vocal Studio

NOW ACCEPTING NEW STUDENTS

& STREET FAIRE!

FIND GREAT DEALS!

* Voice lessons for all ages

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

» Techniques for healthy singing
& microphone use

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

COLVILLE & CHEWELAH STUDIOS

Call for more information:

Friday, JulyI1S" S-7pm
OLVILLE
HAMBER
RUISE IN
AR SHoOw

LI B E_SNEVIAD 53 Kos
DU Y O i 25 JOTTT
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986 South Main, Suite B, Colville, WA « 509-684-5973
www.ColvilleChamberOfCommerce.com

Since 1984

Collision Repair

Specialists

Call Us Today to:

» Arrange for a tow truck

* Write your estimates for repairs
+ Get through the insurance process
» Schedule your repairs

- Set up a loaner or rental car

* Provide a written warranty

Axalta Lifetime Refinish Warranty
509-684-2587

1101 S. Main St.
Colville, WA

www.careysautobody.com
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The Yeodtand “Thealre

2022 Production of

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!

Music by Lyrics by Book by
Alan Menken Howard Ashman & Tim Rice Linda Woolverton

Originally directed by
Robert Jess Roth

Originally produced by
Disney Theatrical Productions

July 15, 21, 22 @ 6:00pm

July 16, 17, 23, 24 @ 4:00pm
Adults: $15/ Children & Seniors: $12

Purchase Tickets @ Colville Chamber of Commerce, online 3%
@ woodlandproductions.org, or scan the QR code

509-220-4367 * Serving Northport - Kettle Falls - Colville

Google Us For Pics & 5-Star Reviews © TURNMEC912DE

For your family LOCATIONS:
healthcare needs Chewelah

509-935-6004 Colville

lone
Most insurance plans accepted including

Loon Lake
Medicare, Apple Health and Tricare.

Nine Mile Falls

Northport

Springdale

Medical | Dental | Pharmacy | Behavioral Health New Patients
newhealth.org Welcome
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Sharing

By Michelle Lancaster

A few weeks ago, I posted online
about how I had not been feeling well
for along time, but that I had a really
good day that day. Our cowhad calved,
on her own with no assistance, on a
gorgeous sunny day. We woke up to
herlickingabeautiful healthy bull calf.
The joy was doubled in that we were
able to downsize in other areas on the
farm (by selling our sheep flock and
our second cow) in order to continue
having the energy to care for our milk
cow. Once a dairy farmer, always a
dairy farmer, it seems.

In response to what I wrote, there
was the usual feedback - many peo-
ple ooh-ing and aah-ing over the calf
photo - as baby animal pictures are
enjoyed by most. People wished me
well, offering up prayers. Medical
friends freely shared their time and
knowledge to provide me with advice
and action plans to heal my body. I
was awed by their generosity. I even
received a few lovely cards in the mail!

But what surprised me the most
were the numerous private messages
Ireceived from people. By opening up
about how I was feeling, I opened a
door for other people to open up to me.

A friend became the guardian of
her one-year-old grandson. Anoth-
er friend is having difficulty with a
roommate. A family member just got
diagnosed with a disease. Many are
struggling with difficulties in their
livesand, especially, struggling to make
sense of the world we are living in.

A dear friend in Illinois is dealing
with a health scare - made worrisome
bynumerous doctors not understand-
ing how or why the problem started.

/A Yeer On the Farm

She called me and we visited for along
time, cryingandlaughing and sharing
alistof movies we both enjoy. She even
sent me the Lord of the Rings trilogy in
the mail, as she was aghast that I had
notever seen the movies! Weagreed to
keep in closer contact - to make sure
each ofusareboth stillup and fighting.

Finding out that I was unwell has
added to other people’s stress, and if
there is one reason why I try to keep
quiet about myself, it’s that I do not
want to be a burden to others. Yet, I
believe we gain more by sharing our
troubles than we do by locking them
away. By sharing, we can talk through
our strategies for healing and be a
helping hand back and forth for each
other. Neither is a burden; we are
caring for each other.

Sickness creates both physical and
mental anguish. I do not know about
others, but I find myself questioning
my purpose in life more so when I
am unwell. If I do not feel well, how
can I be of service to others? There’s
a verse in Second Corinthians (1:3-
5) that helped answer my questions.
Paraphrased: God comforts us so that
we might be able to comfort others in
trouble.

If T never had pain, I could not
understand what others in pain are
going through. If I had never expe-
rienced the hospital system, going
through appointments and tests and
procedures for both myself and my
husband, I could not understand
how to reach out to others as they go
through similar trials.

Coming out of the past two years of
lockdowns and isolation, never more

inrecent history have Thad alesson in
how important community is — espe-
cially when, in almost an instant, we
all lost our communities.

“Insickness and in health” isa motto
thatapplies not only to marriage but to
friends, neighbors, family and some-
times even strangersas well. AsIreflect
onmy recent conversations, lam hum-
bled and continuallyreminded that my
purpose in life is to care for others by
listening and supporting them.

Lancaster homesteads with her
family on Old Dominion Mountain
in Colville. She writes at Spiritedrose.
wordpress.com.
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A Special Kind of Quiet

I live in a quiet neighborhood on
the back side of a small town in rural
northeastern Washington, named af-
teranow-submerged setof fallson the
Columbia River.I can usually take my
morningwalkswithoutseeinganother
person. The steady hum of the nearby
sawmill, or the deep-throated roar of
dieselenginesfromtherailroadsiding,
don’t seem to reach this far. I usually
have no problem birding by ear as I
walk along, binoculars and camera
at the ready. After years of practice
and study I can identify pretty much
every regular bird species here by its
song or call alone. Normally, thisis a
peaceful and refreshing experience.

Ah, but today was different.

The accustomed silence was over-
run with heavy machinery, grinding,
howling, and banging (they’re replac-
ing the natural gas lines in this part
of town).

Someone was working outdoors,
and they must’ve needed loud music
to distract them from the mundane
tasks at hand.

School is out and teenagers seem-

Article & Photo by D.L. Kreft

ingly quadrupled the normal flow of
vehicles through the winding streets.
And, of course, they must test the gas
pedal every so often to see if it works.

Apparently, today was also a des-
ignated lawn care day. Lawn mowers
and gas-powered weed trimmers were
prevalent. (Fulldisclosure: Thave these
noise makers myself. But I usually
wait until after 8 a.m. before firing
them up.)

Still, compared to morning rush
hour in Spokane or Seattle, this was
a quiet morning. Whenever I am
outdoors, walking, fishing or eating
my lunch, I often muse to myself, “I
wonder what they’re doing in down-
town L.A. today?” I smile, and think,
“They’re wishing they could be right
here, where I am.” But today, with its
unexpected noise intrusions, I was
recalling a differentkind of quiet. The
kind that gives a definition to the very
word itself.

One of my favorite places to go
birdingand photographingistheLittle
Pend Oreille National Wildlife Refuge.
The LPO has four characteristics I
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esteem very highly. It’s free. It’s close.
It has scenic beauty. It is uncrowded.

And it is quiet. This is the quiet of
creation going about its business. A
real kind of quiet. Not the disturbing
quiet ofabsoluteabsence of sound, the
kind where you can hear the blood
rushing in your head.

This is the quiet whisper of a breeze
movingthroughamillion pineneedles
inthetreesaboveyou. Thisis the quiet
murmurs and trickles from a nearby
stream hidden in willows and alders,
talking quietlyasitspills overabeaver
dam. I am constantly amazed at how
a half dozen elk can move through a
tangle of forest undetected, except for
the occasional snap of a dead branch.
Itrytobe quietin the woods, butIam
an amateur.

AsabirderIvalue quiet. Ineeditfirst
in order to pick out and identify bird
songs and calls. Secondly, the quiet
helps me gauge how far and in which
direction thebird(s) mightbe. The goal
is to view and possibly photograph
the bird. But without sufficient quiet,
I will miss most of them. The forest,



yousee, isdense withleaves, branches,
needles and trunks. The quiet lets me
find these birds in their serious game
ofhideand stayhidden from humans.

Not all birds are quiet. T am certain
you canname several thatareraucous
and easily noticed. But there are a
host of birds that make very little
sound. Their calls and songs consist
of flute-like notes, soft rapid warbles,
or high-pitched “seep, seep, seeps”that
are almost beyond the range of older
ears (like mine). I need real quiet to
find these.

A good example are the three
common species of chickadee we find
here, the black-capped, mountain,
and chestnut-backed chickadees (I
am excluding the fourth, the boreal
chickadee, whichisfound onlyathigh
elevations in the tallest peaks of our
Selkirk Mountains). The black-capped
chickadee is friendly around humans
and has a happy “chick-a dee, dee,
deee” song most of us recognize right
off. The mountain chickadee is a little
less common and its song is similar
but with a husky, wheezy, tone, like a
black-capped with a sore throat. The
chestnut-backed is quieter still and
you must know what to listen for. This
one needs quiet.

One of my favorite places to stop
and listen for chestnut-backeds is
on the self-guided Autolour on the
LPO refuge. On the far end of the
tour loop, the farthest point from the
refuge headquarters, the single-lane
gravel road winds through tall groves
of western larch, cedar, Engelmann
spruce, and grand and Douglas fir. It
is a little higher in elevation here and
the rainfall and temperature keep it
cooler than other parts of the refuge.
This is where you might find chest-
nut-backed chickadees.

You will likely hear them before

you see them. Their songs and calls
are described as, “A squeaky chick-a-
dee, somewhat shrillerand faster than
the other chickadees. Often simply a
thin tsee-deee and thin lisping notes.”
(Fromthe Audubon field guide). Once
you do locate these little birds, be
sure to observe what they are doing,
constantlyinspecting every crevice of
every branch, every cluster of freshly
budded fir needles, every dangling
cone.

Thavealwayshadhorribleluck pho-
tographing chestnut-backeds. They
are always moving about and flying
rapidly in every direction. Recently,
my luck was better, and just where
I have described here, I managed to
find a few cooperative fellows that
allowed me to capture them at work.
Fresh grubs were on the menu, and it

A Fresh Air Perspective

almost seemed like they paused after
each find to show me what they had
in their beaks before they darted off.
Undoubtedly, they had nests nearby
and hungry mouths awaited the next
serving of insect delicacies.

Maybe you will find some real quiet
the next time you travel in the forest.
Be sure to pause, wait, and listen for
the quiet sounds. And when you find
the quieter ones, wait a little longer
and listen for the quietest of sounds.
They will tell you about the depth of
the forest and the unseen layers of
creatures and happenings only our
ears can know.

Now that heisretired, Dave is enjoy-
inglifeas anature photographer, writer,
and administrator of the Northeast
Washington Birders Group, @NEW-
Abirders, on Facebook.

ncmonthly.com | July 2022 | 31



gBarnikun

NortheastiWashington Fair
Colville
August 25-28

Kettle Falls
Historical Center
... join us for a journey into the past

Now Open

Wednesday - Sunday

1lam to 4pm

Follow the Signs on N. Hwy 395, just before the
bridge turn right onto St. Paul Mission Rd.
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30+ different shops and arntists!
Support Your Local
Businesses and Artists
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The Way It Was, According to Chick

Growing Up On The Spokane Indian Reservation

By Robert Wynecoop

Excerpt from Robert “Chick” Wyne-
coop’s book, printed in 2003 by Torna-
do Creek Publications, reprinted here,
with permission.

Chapter 49: The Electric
Club and the B-29 Crash

We kids belonged to the 4-H Gar-
den Club and to the Electric Club. The
Garden Club required you to do a lot
of record keeping, like describing how
you prepared your garden plot, what
seeds and fertilizer you used, etc. We
also recorded our hoeing and weeding
efforts. I hated the record keeping part
of gardening.

Growing a garden was easy where
we lived - except for the dreaded
weeding. We helped Mom a little with
her garden of potatoes, carrots, onions,
radishes, and flowers. But we probably
didn’t do a very good job as gardeners,
since we always grew more weeds than
edible produce.

The county fair was in Colville, 80
miles away, so we didn’t prepare an
exhibit to enter there right away. First,
I had to win at the local fair before I
could enter the county fair. We did put
on an exhibit of fresh vegetables and a
board with an electrical wiring display
at the local fair and Powwow. The local
fair paid more prize money than the
county fair did, and we were satisfied
with that challenge.

We always won a couple of dollars.
Once, I did get to the county fair, not as
an exhibitor, and I had a lot more fun
there enjoying the carnival rides and
side show than looking at the exhibits.

The Electric Club always met at Mr.
Tandys. He was our fearless leader.

Once we had finished the project for
the day and the meeting was over, we
all went outside and played Kick-The-
Can well into the evening. We had so
much fun kicking that old can.

Once caught, you were it. That
meant you had to cover your eyes
while standing by the can and count-
ing to twenty while the others hid. If
the hiding kids could sneak back and
touch the can or kick it, they were in
free, but if you saw someone, or you
out-ran them and touched the can
first, they were caught and became it.
However, if someone not caught beat
you to the can and kicked it, everyone
went free, and the game started over.
At this point, they only had the time
it took to recover the can to hide. This
was a fast, wild, high-energy game.

One hot August afternoon, as we
were working on our Electric Club
project, we could hear an airplane

overhead. Since the war was over, air-
planes were a fairly common sight.
There were two military air bases near-
by. Spokane Air Depot or Air Force
Base, now Fairchild Air Force Base,
was a B-29 base. Geiger Field was a
joint fighter and civilian airport.

But this particular plane we heard
that day seemed to be making more
than the usual amount of noise. We
often used any old excuse to get out of
finishing our assigned electric project,
so we asked to go out to look at the
loud airplane. Mr. Tandy eventually
gave in, and we all went outside to have
alook.

It was a lazy, summer day with cot-
ton-ball clouds in the blue sky. That
plane was crossing high and a little to
the east of us, but we could tell that
something was wrong. It was trailing
white smoke! That B-29 was on fire!

Continued next month...

Washington State 4-H meeting. First row from left, Chick Wynecoop, Squeak
Tandy, Philip Wynecoop, Marlene Wynne, Janet Wynecoop, Esther Lowley. Second
row: Sara Wynecoop, and other delegates from Stevens County. Wynecoop photo.
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Learning from Wildlife

Article & Photos by Joanie Christian

I've been thinking a lot about per-
spective lately. In May, the hubs and
I had one of our most memorable
wildlife encounters while on a trip to
Yellowstone National Park. We came
upon a crowd and rangers watching
a sow grizzly and her two brand new
cubsastheyforaged for grubs, gophers
and vegetation on the other side of the
river. The cubs had the whole crowd

laughing, particularly at the antics of
one really rambunctious cub who was
very BUSY, mischievous and playful.
The cubs were sometimes attentive
to the task at hand of finding food,
but were easily distracted ... rough-
housing with each other, climbing on
things, lying on their backs with paws
upintheair,androlling down the hill.

It was a very sweet, innocent scene
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... arare and privileged glimpse into
theintimate day-to-daylife ofa grizzly
sowand her young cubs. How magical
it was to temporarily drop the cares of
our modern life and watch these little
cubsplayingandinnocently exploring
their new world.

Afterarrivinghome, I enjoyedimag-
es posted by other photographers who
saw the trio regularly. We all looked
forward to following the journey of
these cubs as they grew up. As fate
would have it, this was not to be. A
week after our trip, both cubs were
killed by an adult male grizzly. Shock,
sorrow,and areminder ofhow fleeting
life can be settled in.

A photographer captured an image
of the mother grizzly standing on a
rock afterward, looking down on the
scene, her head bowed as a heavy rain
pelted down on her. Though scientists
discourageascribinghumanemotions
to animals, the photographer’s image
spoke volumes, and the despair was
palpable.

One of the biggest threats to grizzly
cubsare theadult males, whokill cubs
of a nursing female to put the female
backinto estrus (heat), so the male can
mate with her. In an ironic and cruel
twist, the instinct to mate or defend
territory causes male grizzlies to kill
what may be their own offspring.

To protect cubs, some grizzly moth-
ers raise them in areas with more
human activity, which the males tend
to shy away from. Although mother
bears are known for their ferocity in
protecting their cubs, male grizzlies
are formidable.

Things like this cause me to pause
and reflect on my experiences in na-
ture. I usually post or write about the
good stuff, the experiences and scenes
that leave us in awe and wonder. But



over the years, I've had my fair share
of unpleasantimages and experiences
I've chosen not to share that make me
sad, angry, disheartened, etc.

Some like this particular incident
are just part of nature. The animal
kingdom has rules of its own that I
sometimes have to work at making
my peace with. Other incidents are
human-caused, either purposefully or
through inadvertent but still harmful
behaviors or practices. I learn much
about the subjects I photograph,
through research and just simply ob-
serving their behavior,and have come
away with different perspectives than
I had before.

The chances of wildlife reaching
maturity are low. In the case of bear
cubs, for example, the mortality rate
is at least 45% in the first year. Very
few live to a ripe old age, with human
causes being the most common cause
of mortality when theyare older. There
are many obstacles in the wild ...
weather, predators, human impacts,
pathogens, physical hazards, finding
enough food. Last year alone we lost
a great deal of wildlife due to the heat
and drought - from birds in nests to
several hundred eastern Washington
deer succumbing to bluetongue dis-
ease thatis more prevalent in drought
years. Life isn’t easy for them.

Some wildlife, particularly mam-
mals, display behavior that is re-
markably like our own. The ancient
Pythagoreans (Greek philosophers

like Plato and Aristotle) believed that
animals experience the same range
of emotions as humans. I think back
on scenes I have personally witnessed
or seen footage of: The grizzly sow
with her head bowed, mourning the
loss of her cubs. Two newborn fawns
playing together in the early morning
hoursbeforethe humansare up. Bison
circling around a dead member of the
herd in a funeral of sorts. A female
mallard duck quackingurgentlyat one
of her ducklings that had gone astray
from the group. An orca whale carry-
ingherdead calffor 17 days. The shame
of awolfbeing rejected by the pack. A
female turkey on a tree branch in the
pouring rain, spreading her wings as
an umbrella to cover her poults lined
uponeither side ofher. A domestic dog
barking at a wolf along the shoreline
of the river, but then, realizing it was
mortallywounded, calmlylying down
beside it, not leaving its side until fish
and wildlife came and euthanized the
wolf. A loon hatchling tucked under
the wing of its parent, blissfully safe
and warm. The comical antics of var-
ious male species to get the attention
of the ladies.

While some of this behavior may be
explained by other motives, current
evidence supports that at least some
animals feel emotions like fear, joy,
shame, affection, grief, jealousy, love
and anger.

Every animal species has both pos-
itive and negative behaviors, patterns

of survival, and impacts to our world.
Apex predator speciesare often seenas
dangerousanimalsthatcause property
loss, but statistically, the reality is less
black and white than that. Some “doc-
ile” or “harmless” species surprisingly
cause much higher losses in terms of
property and human fatalities.

By a longshot, deer cause more hu-
man deaths and property loss in the
United States than any other animal
species. Mostare due to autoaccidents,
buttherearealsofataldeerattackseach
year. Deer, dogs, cows, spiders, snakes
and bees cause astronomically more
human fatalities than predator species
do. After hearing about a predator
attacking a human, it’s natural to be
fearful, but statistically a person is
much morelikely to die from adeerin
their yard or a dog attack. I certainly
won’t ignore the potential threat that
predators pose, but will balance that
with a healthy caution toward all
animals.

The natural world has taught meles-
sons that have caused me to shift from
my previous understanding toward
new perspectives and choices. Those
new perspectives have naturallyled to
afocusoneducationandbringing that
experience to others through my lens
and writing. I’'m just a student trying
to pay attention to the lessons.

Joanie Christian, a freelance nature
photographer, has lived in NE WA for
40+ years. View her work at joaniech-
ristianphotography.com.
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The Grass Is Greener

By Joe Barreca

After this very wet spring everything looks especially
green. The color is from chlorophyll, the molecule critical
to photosynthesis, which turns sunlight into plant energy,
specifically sugars. Looking at the chest-high grass and
the purple vetch that has taken over the aisles between
my rows of grape vines, I had to envy those farmers who
could make great use of this abundance by running cattle
or sheep on it. I needed to cut it before it completely took
over the vineyard so I could get in to do thinning and
other operations on the grape plants.

That chlorophyll is rich in nitrogen, the fertilizer most
often added to commercial fields. Nitrogen turns a field’s
color to a darker green. It does not necessarily mean that
the crop is more nutritious. But to me this naturally rich
green indicates high food value.

Not one to let that much nutrition go unused, I began
thinking about its potential. I remembered a neighbor we
had when I was young. He threw grass clippings over the
bank behind his house and added a lot of coffee grounds
to them. That seemed strange to me at the time and I

asked his kids about it. They told me that their dad was
an avid fisherman and that the grass clippings and coffee
propagated earthworms, probably night crawlers that he
used as bait.

I have been building compost piles in old apple bins
with the bottoms removed. Before I started using the
bins, wild turkeys would tear apart my compost piles
looking for worms, seeds or whatever bugs they could
eat. This was a big mess that I tried to prevent by cover-
ing the pile with wire mesh fencing. Having the big com-
post pile served two purposes. I wanted the compost and
I wanted to have a place that worms could live during the
winter without freezing.

It worked. Now that there is plenty of warmth and wa-
ter, the compost bins have taken on new life. Mushrooms
sprout from the top. Worms show up underneath. Deer
browse on squash growing over the sides. Deep inside the
temperature is 120° F. That is too hot for worms. But they
move to the sides and around the hot spots. A worm’s
digestive track is like a chicken’s gizzard. Both need grit

459% OFF LIST PRICE

Stop by our KraftMaid Cabinetry showroom at Haney
Lumber & Supply to experience all we have to offer.
- Free design service and quotes
- Delivery available. Appointments Welcome!

Additional
10-20% Off
5+ Cahinets

Till 3-27-20

HANEY 509-684-2150

1101 N. High
Lumber & Supply Inc. (():olville Ig\]/w‘glEly

haneylumberandsupply.com

KrafeMoaid

KITCHENS FOR THE REAL LIVING ROOM
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to grind up food. Worms also really like mushy food. So
a combination of food that will rot, dirt that has grit, and
sawdust or straw that has cellulose which is easy to crawl

Down to Earth

One viticulturist, Kelly Mulville, found that by raising
his trellis out of the reach of sheep and running them
through the vineyard when the grass was up, he could

through works well for
them.

Looking at the green
grass and thinking about
how it can enrich the soil,
I face a number of trade-
offs. Contrary to intuition,
grass really gets healthier if
it is eaten or cut. Grass has
a huge root system com-
pared to most plants. In the

eliminate the tractor labor mowing grass and
the hand labor of removing suckers from the
vines. At the same time the biodiversity in
his vineyard multiplied manifold and pro-
duction was as good as or better than ever.
The same is no doubt true in orchards.
Short of reworking my vineyard for sheep,
falling back on doing my own testing and
experimentation seems like the best practice
moving forward. Sap testing shows that the
grass is fairly sweet right now and the vetch

wild it gets eaten, digested
and turned into manure and urine, essential fertilizers.
Animals trample it, working those fertilizers into the
soil and providing bare ground for new seeds. That way
clover and other forbs can grow, providing food for bees
above ground and nitrogen fixation underground. The
grass springs back from its huge root system. The prairie
lives on and the grass really is greener.

But that system depends on animals rotating in briefly
to make it all work. IfI cut the grass, I need to take it away
or leave it in place. If I take it to a compost pile, it can rot
and feed the worms. But then I need to move the compost
plus worms back to the vineyard, which is a lot of work.
Left on the ground, the nutrients could leach out, dry out
or just degrade in the sunlight. I needed some advice.

Since these were questions that people who make hay
face all the time, I talked to friends with livestock about
the nutrition in hay.

You would think that the nutrition in hay is just “cut
and dried,” so to speak. It’s not. There are early grasses
and late ones. Alfalfa can be good for cows and bad for
horses. You might prefer the seed heads almost formed
for more protein or green leaves and flowers, dry and still
green. Even just looking at hay doesn’t tell you every-
thing. The same crop cut late in the day will have more
carbohydrates than when cut in the morning. But with a
short window to get it dried in the field, you might want
to cut early. Then there is silage, which adds nutrition
during fermentation but needs expensive equipment. So
much for “cut and dried”

There is a history of using animals in vineyards. Sheep,
goats, geese and cows have all worked to some extent.

is nearly as sweet though definitely juicier. I
will compost some of both and leave the mulch in some
rows. Time will tell which works out the best and where
the grass really is greener.

Joe Barreca makes maps, grows grapes, makes wine and
posts blogs on BarrecaVineyards.com.

THE CUTTER THEATRE
July 16

Elvis
Blue Hawaii

Dinner 5pm ~ $15
Show 6pm ~ $15
Ben Klein is coming back with another Elvis tribute, this one from warm

Hawaii! This was a hit show and the Cutter is excited to have “Elvis” hack
in the building! Get your reservations for hoth the show and dinner!

July 17* Ice Cream Social
& Elevator Fundraiser

Stop by for ice cream and enjoy piano
music on a Sunday afternoon for FREE!
“THE SUMMER ICE CREAM RUSH”
sponsored by Artscape with FREE
games, food and fun!

Enter to win in the special raffle for
our much-needed elevator update.

The Cutter Theatre | 302 Park Street, Metaline Falls, WA
CutterTheatre.com | 509-446-4108 | Hours: Mon, Wed, Fri, 9 am - 4 pm
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Ride Over And Drive Somewhere

Making the world better,
a word at a time.

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

from shirts to mugs and more.
Give ldeas For Thought Sharing

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

“OUR TEAM OF
BEREAVEMENT
COUNSELORS

are here for patients’ families
to instill hope, reassurance
and validation throughout
the grief process.

— Patricia Varpbes, MSW, PHD
BEREAVEMENT SUPERVISOR
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~
HOSPICE

OF SPOKANE

DIGNITY, RESPECT.
COMPASSION.

509.456.0438
888-459-0438

hospiceofspokane.org
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Reflections on Life’s Journey

Just Keep On Keeping On

By Karen Giebel

Weallhad high hopes for the month
of June, didn’t we? Let’s just say, June
did not quitelive up to myexpectations.
Actually, it did not even come close to
meeting my expectations! Wemuddled
(no punintended) on through the rain
and the mud and did as much as we
could all the while keeping one eye on
the sky trying to gauge when the next
deluge was heading our way.

This year my husband decided to
make full use of his greenhouse and
start as many vegetables as he could
with the idea of selling the plants. He
spent untold hours researching differ-
entseedsthat wouldbe good producers
in our climate. He looked at soil types,
planting methods and fertilizers. Dan
developed a plan to maintain a steady
humidity using a rain barrel and an
aquarium bubbler. It worked quite well.

I did all the paperwork to operate a
licensed nursery here in Washington
and was tickled when that license
showed up atthe house. We purchased
a cash box and sales receipts, made
plans to order signs and more, but
then the rains came down and the
floods came up. The vegetable plants
thrived but, due to the cold and rain,
not many folks were interested in
planting their gardens. That included
us! Every time we opened for selling,
the deluge started again. Oh well ... we
did better than we thought considering
the weather, but not nearly as well as
we hoped.

Onabrighter note, welearned agreat
deal this spring so next year our learn-
ing curve will be much flatter. We will
be better organized and efficient and
have a greater understanding of what

our customers want. Forinstance, there
wasnotalotofinterestin dwarftomato
plants. Most folks wanted traditional
tomatoes. Other items our customers
werelooking for were cherry tomatoes,
broccoli and cauliflower. Didn’t find
those at our place. But the people!
We met the nicest folks and enjoyed
wonderful conversations and laughs.
That made all our efforts worthwhile.

Our garden is planted now. Finally.
At last. Yes, we have planted all those
dwarf tomato plants that no one else
wanted and we are kind of excited
to see how they produce. They grow
full-sized fruits on half-sized plants.
Should be interesting.

As 1 stated last month, due to the
astronomical costs of food this year, we
will be donating a portion of our crops
to area residents who are truly feeling
the pinch. Thereisasenior couple who
will receive a food donation from us
each month. As a daughter of parents
who grew up in the great Depression,
I understand and appreciate what it
takes to keep food on the table.

So, how’s that lawn mowing going
for you? The rain has made the grass
grow incredibly fast. For most of our
yard the walk-behind mower is the
right tool for the job, but not this year!
We've had to take down the fence to
the dog yard so Dan can get in there
with the riding mower as the grass is
so tall, wet, and thick. I go in with the
smaller mowerandtryto clean up what
the rider can’t reach. We purchased a
battery-operated weed trimmer that
I can handle. There is plenty for both
of us to do. Like everyone else, we're
doingthebest we can,onedayatatime.

It seems like it was just a short time
ago that I put my canning supplies
away, but once again the dining room
table is covered with canners, jars and
lids. The rhubarb is thriving, and I
made a batch of my favorite strawber-
ry-rhubarb jam. It will be a welcome
taste of summer in the middle of winter.
Our asparagus patch has produced an
incredible amount this year. So far, I
have made pickled asparagusand have
frozen multiple bags.

By the end of the harvest season, I
willbevery tired ofall the canning and
preserving, so much so that I'll vow to
never can again. Oddly enough, how-
ever, each spring, I find myselfrooting
through all my supplies, taking note
of canning salt, pectin, vinegar, jars
and what more I need to purchase.
Stirring that strawberry-rhubarb jam
and smelling that wonderful aroma,
then ladling it hot, into hot jars, just
makes me smile. Huckleberry jam
will be next and thats a whole story
of its own

It’s hard to believe that LuLu, our
Labrador retriever shelter dog, turned
twoyearsold onJune2,and Aug. 1 will
mark the one-year anniversary of her
coming to live with us. We continue to
be amazed and blessed by this crazy,
fun-loving, smartbundle of ball-chas-
ing energy. She has made our lives so
much richer.

So, we just keep on keeping on up
here in the back of the beyond in Ferry
County, Washington.

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

Article & Photo by Jim Groth

Hereisagood edible mushroom that
you might run across in late summer
or fall. It is unmistakable. We have
collected it and eaten it for years. The
story of this mushroom is dramatic in
that it is not what it seems.

I have always been fascinated by
symbiosis — the idea that organisms
have evolved to live intimately with
their neighbors as mutualists, sharing
available nutrients - and by cases of
parasites or pathogens robbing nutri-
ents from unfortunate hosts.

But, like everything else in biology,
it is never so simple. This story can be
told involving virtually every kind of
higher organism on earth. Iviewlife as
much more complex than we can ever
fully understand or appreciate.

Since my time as a forestry major
at the University of Minnesota, I was
taken by the idea that the big trees have
many plants, fungi, bacteria, viruses
and insects (and who knows what else)
that not only derive their livelihood
from the trees, but often could not
survive without them. And vice-versa
—thetrees could not survive without at
least some of their cohort organisms. It
is,in every sense, a complex ecosystem
worthy of much study.

Here in our area, as well as else-

where, some people like to find safely
edible mushrooms. There are many
candidates that I like to find. I am no
gourmet, but I know what I like and
what is safe to eat.

One of our favorites, both back in
Minnesota and here, is called lobster.
It does not taste like real lobster, nor
would it cost as much in restaurants
were it even on the menu. The name
derives from its bright orange surface,
kind oflike the color ofa cooked lobster.
The orange layer has a rough texture
- it is composed of tiny hard round
structures called perithecia.

The mushroom is really a combi-
nation of a normal gilled mushroom
that has been parasitized by another
fungus - an Ascomycete (most mush-
roomsare Basidiomycetes) in the genus
Hypomyces. There are many other
Hypomyces species, all of whom are
parasites of various mushrooms here
andintheold world. Thelobster fungus
is, apparently, only in the new world,
and is the only one that is edible and
delicious. Lucky us.

The host is a big white mushroom
called Russula brevipes. It is called the
short-stemmed Russula (hence the
specific name), but I will call it the Big
White Russula or BWR for short. It is

DISCLAIMER: When picking any mushroom, be sure of
identification and that it is verified by someone with experience.

edible but boring. David Arora in his
massive book called Mushrooms De-
mystified calls it insipid and granular,
and “better kicked than picked.” I per-
sonally don’t condone destroying any
mushroom, and I suspect that Arora
was just using a clever phrase.

The picture shows an uninfected
host mushroom and an infected lob-
ster version, both growing near one
another. This is a transitional stage
where I introduced Hypomyces on my
property (described below). Soon the
uninfected mushroom will probably
not exist there. The lobster parasite
completely covers the BWR, often
leaving the overall shape and somehint
of the gills beneath.

The uninfected host mushroom
is very common in the late summer
and fall. It often arises under the
duff that it pushes up, often without
becoming visible. We refer to these as
“mushumps,” and always investigate
them with a few digs. Much of the time
they turn out to be BWRs. Last year in
August we camped at Meadow Lake
Campground, near Idaho. One of our
favorite places,and notjustbecauseitis
free (ourthankstolocalbusinessesand
groups). It has loons! Because of good
late summer rains, there were large

Red Barn

Secondhand Furniture
Antiques
Mon - Sat *9 to 5:30

490 West 2nd Ave

2nd & Railroad on truck route

509-684-8995

Creston & Luan Clowser

ODYNSKI’S ACCOUNTING & TAX SERVICE

Serving the commuity for over 50 years!

John S. Odynski, e4, a1

Vern W. Rozelle, 4, arp

ACCOUNTING * INCOME TAX - BOOKKEEPING 2P
PAYROLL - STATE & FEDERAL AUDIT SERVICE v

“Enrolled to practice before the Internal Revenue Service”

Ph# (509) 276-6888 * info@odynskisaccounting.com ¢ Fax# (509) 276-6849

17 S. Main Street ¢ Deer Park, WA
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and small mushrooms everywhere.
This is my version of a good camping
trip. All along the many trails there
could be seen hundreds of BWRs. But
no lobsters.

The distribution of the parasitic
fungus that results in lobster is spotty

like this if they are nonnative. This
Hypomyces is a native parasite found
at least occasionally all across North
America. My take on this is that, while
the host mushroom has colonized all
of the northern forested areas of the
United States and in Canada, the par-

Mycological View

of lobsters is large.

Thereare often cautionsabout eating
lobster because the host mushroom
might be something other than BWR.
Other possiblehosts, in the genera Rus-
sulaor Lactarius, whilenotlethal, could
be spicy hot or otherwise undesirable.

in our area. I have found no
lobsters around Colville - let
meknowatlarchsavage@yahoo.
com if you have seen them. The
closest place I know that they
occur is the Priest River area
in Idaho where we have found
them in good numbers at two
places we frequent. We collected
many - and made only a dent
in the population where we did
our collecting. At one location
there were many lobsters but no
uninfected BWRs.

At our home as well as at
our cabin near Lake Leo I had

Of course, thelobster version
might not share these tastes.

In my experience in Min-
nesota and here, I have never
found a lobster that I did not
like. Aswith any mushroom,
pickingold and decayinglob-
stersisalwaysbad form. Lob-
sters are sturdy mushrooms
but they can suffer from
bacterial infection or fungus
fly maggot infestations, both
easily recognized. Do not
peel lobsters — all parts are
edible, especially the orange

noticed good numbers of BWRs over
many years. Wishing to have some
lobsters, Iinoculated a couple of BWRs
with bits oflobster mushroom left from
cleaningthose collected at Priest River;
this was done both at home and at the
cabin. It worked! We had our firstlocal
lobstersathomeinthe 18 years we have
lived here, and also at the cabin.
Idon’tcondone spreading organisms

asitic fungus is still working on this,
being that 10,000 years or so is not a
lot of time for this parasite to spread
widely. Our ecosystems are still in a
transitional phase from the time of
the glaciers. I was reading an account
ofthe use of edible wild mushrooms in
Mexico and the author mentioned that
they have lobsters there. The location
was east of Mexico City. So the range

layer on the surface.

Jim hopes that every person who
wants to eat wild mushrooms possesses
and learns to use a mushroom guide.
Facebook, etc., advice is usually wrong
- amusing but dangerous. Jim Groth
taught mycology for 21 years at the
University of Minnesota. His love of the
West and of quiet rural living prompted
his wife Jo Ann and him to move here
in 2004.

423 W. 1st, Colville
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www.floener.com
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e Lighting
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e Poles & Overhead Wiring
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(509) 684-8353

Ansorge Hotel Museum
Downtown Curlew, WA
Private tours offered by
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509 779 4742 or 509 779 4823.
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SHOPPING SPREE WINNERS!

Conpraiikitns o Jane Comm/ CongratulationsytoDorilCalnane’}

We have given away over $32 000 of
FREE MERCHANDISE to local winners

since 2002 during our twice a year drawings!

A LOCAL BUSINESS GIVING BACK TO OUR LOCAL COMMUNITY!

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

Happy Birthday Americal

By Becky Dubell

It has been a while since we have had this kind of sog-
gy ground to celebrate the birthday of our nation. Don’t
know about everyone else out there but I discovered,
while digging a hole, that the dirt is still wet when that
hole is two feet deep!

When I was able to return to work at the Do-it Center,
after six weeks in my little “nest” in the basement, I was
very thankful for the view. I was looking out onto my little
corner of the Colville world up toward Colville Mountain
with the C and the cross. Wow! So what if it was raining
most of the time - it is a gorgeous view!

We have had quite a few people come into the store to
buy replacement seeds. I'm thinking the rain kinda sorta
washed the original ones away or just flat out drowned
them. Whatchya think? In my two planter boxes I can’t
tell if the growth is weeds or the plants coming up. I guess
I'll see in a few weeks. I do know that the weeds/grasses
outside of the boxes are really growing — up to my waist
already. Have not had enough dry time to get out there
and mow or weed whack.

But ... guess what? I'm loving being outside. Trying
to look through the plastic-covered windows in my base-
ment was not the highlight of my day. Are you thinking
that I am done with basement life? Think I'll drop some
more seeds in my planter boxes.

Our little neck of the woods changed quite a bit again
on me. The creeks got to running a little fuller. The fields
have a lot of growth. The baby cows and their mamas got
moved somewhere else. The burros/donkeys need to get
to trimming the ditches on Hotchkiss Road. Hatch Lake
has a lot more water now than the last trip to town. The
new driveways on my road look to have become pretty
muddy.

The ladies (JJ’s chickens) have got their feathers back
and are making eggs. Ground squirrels have decided to
move “back home” after being gone for two years. Lilac
bushes at my place have lots of growth but where in the

world are the lilacs - planted about five years ago, so what
is the story!? Snowbirds are returning - thanks for com-
ing in, Phil and Lois.

Paved driveway at a new house. Many Realtor signs
have been removed and work has been started.

You most likely get tired of me saying it but ... I love
my hometown! On a recent Monday morning there were
school buses on the road when I knew there was no school
- oh - a make-up snow day. Heading west on Hawthorne,
at the flashing light for turning at the Jr. High, no flashing
light but every car was driving as if the light was flashing.
I thought that was sooooo stinkin' cool! Do you know of
any other town where that would be happening?

I'love my customers (and the people I work with) at the
Do-it Center. With a walking boot (peg leg) on the right
foot and a patch covering the left eye I got to play the pi-
rate. Thank you for putting up with me — makes the recov-
ery so much better and maybe the messed-up plumbing
that needs to be fixed a little lighter to deal with.

On Senior Awards Night, it was my pleasure to present
Tanner Goff a James (Jim) R. Dubell Memorial Scholar-
ship for the trade school he will be attending

I was helping a customer, Janice, and she looks at my
name tag and says, “Oh, you are the one that works at the
hardware store and you write for the Monthly! I love that
magazine! I have learned so much about this area. I love
all the articles!” So ... good job Gabriel!

Whatever you have planned for the Fourth of July -
travel to family, picnic on that soggy lawn, boating, fish-
ing, fireworks (if allowed), camping, kicking back for the
three-day weekend - please be smart and safe and have an
absolute ball!

Happy Fourth of July 2022!

Becky is a mother, gramma, and great-gramma who is
all about family and friends, loves northeast Washington,
and follows the mantra: “It is what it is and it will become
what I make it”
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Dandellon: The Super Weed

To many people the dandelion is
a noxious weed. A constant battle is
waged against them and every meth-
od possible is used to eradicate them
from the face of the Earth.

Instead of trying to get rid of
this so-called weed, I encourage its
growth. You probably think I have
been out in the sun too long with-
out my hat on. No, I am not a cra-
zy environmentalist. Well, maybe
just a little bit. I think many of my
fellow humans have a tendency to
use harmful chemicals to solve a lot
of their yard and garden problems.
It may be the easy way but I question
whether it is the best way or right
way.

Back to the dandelion. It is na-
tive to Europe and can be found

ByiRichilFeon

throughout mild climates of the
northern hemisphere. The dande-
lion name comes from the French
words dent de lion which means li-
on’s tooth. This common weed has
a long history in traditional medi-
cines across the globe dating back
to Arabian physicians of the 10th
century using the plant to cure liver
and spleen ailments. Dandelions are
ancient plants said to have first ap-
peared some 30 million years ago in
Eurasia. As with sunflowers, dande-
lions track the sun, opening an hour
after sunrise and closing at dusk.
The young dandelion leaves make
a wonderful addition to a wild edible
salad. Be sure to pick when they are
young because, as the plant ages, the
leaves become bitter and displeasing
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to many people. The flowers can be
used to make dandelion wine and
the whole plant can be used to make
beer. As for the roots, they can be
roasted, ground, and made into a
coffee beverage. It has a distinctive
taste that might take a bit of getting
used to before becoming pleasur-
able.

A one-cup serving of dandelion
greens contains ten percent of your
daily recommended dose of calci-
um. The dandelion is also an excel-
lent source of vitamins A and C.

An interesting way to try the flow-
er heads is to coat them in flour and
then fry them in butter. They taste
like amorel and are alot cheaper. An-
other fun way to use the blossoms is
with pancakes. Put the young heads
on the top of the pancake batter on
your frying pan. When the pancake
is turned, the heads are cooked, giv-
ing you a unique breakfast.

Now, I hope you never look at a
dandelion the same way again. I am
going to go out and find me some
salad fixins.

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.
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NORM’S AUTO REPAIR

ScheduleYourService,Today'y

Now offering expanded diesel service!

We;Service Al Makes;a.Models,|

295 W. 1%t « Colville, WA * 509-685-9653 « 855-877-9653
1 norms-auto.com « Mon-Thur: 7:30 am - 5:30 pm

Hit The'Gym!

FREE Classes for Members
e Aerobics ¢ Zumba
e HIIT * Yoga

509-684-4307 * 101S. Oak St. ¢ Colville

ncmonthly.com | July 2022 | 45


https://norms-auto.com

/

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. 1¢. Call
for hours open: 509-684-
5268.

Fealred DW & ZOW 2027

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

DRAGON VILLAGE:
Szechwan Cuisine. Dine
it, take out, catering,
beer, wine, cocktails.
155 S. Main. Tue-Sun
1lam-9pm.  509-684-
8989. View our menu
at dragonvillagecolville.
com.

Authentic Cantonese,

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.

Hunan &

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 2" 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.
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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.

' Featuned Dining & Lodging 2022

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. DD_kathy@tmd9.
club, 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.

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. 3" Ave., Hwy
395, Kettle Falls. 509-738-7382.
northernales-online.square.site.

To have your business listed, Orient

call 509-675-3791 or email

ncmonthly@gmail.com

Loon Lake

LOON LAKE MOTEL:
Comfortable and super
clean rooms with all the
amenities at affordable
prices, featuring themed
and thoughtfully-selected
decor. Pet friendly and

close to picturesque Loon Lake and acres of wilderness. 3945
Hwy 292, 509-233-2916, www.loonlakeinn.com.

BEARDSLEE FAMILY RESTAURANT: Where
everyoneisfamily. Home cookingand 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.

A} / ’
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