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I had just turned 21 when 
I encountered a “Wild 
Turkey” for the first time. 
Friends had taken me 
to a strip club – my first 
and only visit to such an 
establishment – and at one 
point during the evening, I 
was served a glass of Wild 
Turkey, neat. Only years 

later did I learn that the Wild Turkey I consumed 
that night was a bourbon, and that “neat” meant it 
came with no ice, no water and no other mixers.

Truth be told, I didn’t particularly like the flavor 
of Wild Turkey. My 21-year-old palate was better 
suited for beer, and even more so for my favorite 
drink at the time: milk.

And that’s about all I remember about that night 
at the strip club – which probably is a blessing.

It had been decades since I’d thought about Wild 
Turkey, but one day after moving to the Inland 
Northwest, I saw a scrawny-looking bird loitering 
next to the road, seemingly looking for food.

“What is that?” I asked my wife.
“It’s a wild turkey,” the lovely Michelle replied.
“Seriously?” I asked.
“Seriously,” she said.
“Like a Thanksgiving turkey?”
“No. You wouldn’t want to eat that.”
We drove another half-a-mile, and about a dozen 

wild turkeys came into view. It was fascinating to 
watch them spread out across a narrow strip of the 
shoulder, then scurry to safer ground when a car 
traveling in the other direction drew close.

The journalist’s mind works in mysterious ways, 
and the encounter with Inland Northwest wild 
turkeys prompted me to want to learn more about 
Wild Turkey bourbon. It turns out that it’s a spirit 
first formulated by brothers John and James Ripy 
in 1869, and sold at their family distillery on Wild 
Turkey Hill in Lawrenceburg, Ky.

But it wasn’t labeled “Wild Turkey” at the time. 
That didn’t happen until 1940, when a succeeding 
distillery executive shared his bourbon with 

friends on a hunting trip — a hunting trip targeting 
wild turkeys.

Were they hunting for food or hunting for sport? 
The answer to that question could not be unearthed, 
but I know what my wife’s opinion would be.

I hadn’t given wild turkeys a second thought 
until a few weeks later when I was having some 
stitches removed following another Mohs surgery 
– the result of one unprotected summer of my 
misspent youth.

Not that wild turkeys have anything to do 
with skin cancer. It’s just that the nurse who 
was removing the stitches lives alongside a road 
that had just recently been paved, and she was 
lamenting the fact that the speed limit had been 
increased from 30-mph to 50-mph.

“There are a lot of wild turkeys who live 
alongside that road,” she said, “and they don’t 
move very fast. I’m afraid a lot of them are going 
to get hit, and that sucks because we’re invading 
their habitat.”

She told me about the history of that road. At 
first, about half-a-mile from the highway, two 
houses were built and an unpaved road was put 
in so the owners could access them. Over time, 
more houses were constructed, some closer to the 
highway and some deeper into the heavily wooded 
area. The unpaved road was extended as needed.

Today, she said, there are about 150 houses from 
the beginning of that road to its end. It’s about a 
two-mile stretch.

“I think they paved it mainly for the people who 
live the farthest from the highway,” she continued. 
“I would have been perfectly happy if they’d left 
it unpaved. But the worst part is the speed limit. 
There’s no reason for it to be 50.”

As a silent form of protest, she said she continues 
to drive at 30. Sometimes it’s not so silent when 
someone gets on her tail and starts honking. The 
honking does not compel her to drive faster, 
though. If anything, it prompts her to ease back on 
the gas pedal.

She admitted that’s probably not a great idea in 
a part of the country where so many people are 

armed, but said she’s banking on the fact that she’s 
a woman, and a man is less likely to go all nuts-o 
on a woman. 

“What about the nuts-o women?” I asked.
She paused, clipped another stitch, and replied, 

“Good point. I’m just worried I’m going to start 
seeing a lot of dead wild turkeys on the side of the 
road.”

I told her I understood how she felt and hoped 
her fears didn’t come true. With that, she placed 
a steri-strip on my mostly healed wound. I bade 
her farewell until the next Mohs adventure and 
immediately began seeking information on 
turkeys of the non-alcoholic kind because, after 
all, November is upon us and this is their month, 
although not necessarily in the most positive way.

The first thing I learned is that what I was taught 
in grade school about the first Thanksgiving dinner 
involving the Pilgrims and the Wampanoag people 
in 1621 most likely did not include turkey on the 
menu. This was disturbing because I had devoted 
countless hours to coloring pictures of Pilgrims 
with turkeys and cutting construction paper into 
turkey-like shapes. If there were no turkeys at the 
first Thanksgiving dinner, and I’d wasted all that 
time on coloring and cutting, what did that say 
about the rest of my education?

Further research revealed that around 30 states 
had formalized “a day of thanks” by the mid-
1800s, so by the time President Lincoln declared 
an annual national day of Thanksgiving in 1863, 
the country was ready. That included our farmers, 
who had already begun to domesticate wild 
turkeys.

Then in the 1900s, as agriculture became 
more industrialized, turkey farmers mirrored the 
preferences of Hollywood directors and sought 
larger and larger breast sizes. Today, there’s even 
a National Turkey Federation, which I presume is 
similar to the Screen Actors Guild, representing 
the 210 million turkeys raised on farms.

Wild turkeys, on the other hand, likely have no 
such representation, even though they’re the ones 
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By Zack & Brooklyn Bolin, Facebook: 
Taste Budz, Instagram: tastebudz_spokane

Taste Budz Review: El Ranchito

Zack and I were due for a lunch 
date, so we decided to stop in at 
El Ranchito in Chewelah.

What we enjoyed:
~Sopa De Tortilla
~Carne Burrito
Now that it is fall, all I ever want 

to eat is soup. I was so excited to 
try their Sopa De Tortilla and it 
did not disappoint. The base was 
a savory chicken stock loaded 
with petite diced onion, cilantro, 
and tomato. There were big juicy 
chunks of chicken breast and 
thick strips of corn tortillas. They 
topped it off with perfectly ripe 
avocado slices and a light sprinkle 
of queso fresco cheese. Each bite 
was an absolute flavor bomb 
without being too spicy. It is the 
perfect meal to order on a cold day. 
Zack kept it simple but delicious 
and ordered a carne burrito. They 
take a humongous flour tortilla 

and load it with generously 
seasoned ground beef. It’s served 
smothered in shredded cheese and 
burrito sauce. They also offer it 
with shredded beef or chicken.

Since this was a lunch date, we 
skipped the cocktails. However, 
the jumbo margarita was calling 
my name and is definitely on my 
list for next time. 

Their menu is extensive, with 
both an excellent vegetarian 
section and more diet-friendly 
meals like fish tacos. They even 
serve some classic American 
dishes in case you are with picky 
eaters. 

Luis and Maria are the new 
owners of this restaurant and 
have brought it back to life with 
authentic flavors and excellent 
customer service. The interior of 
the restaurant was spotless, and 
our waiter was so fast, we were 
munching on chips and salsa as 
soon as we were seated. 

Not only is the atmosphere 
excellent, but they are also 
open seven days a week, which 
is essentially non-existent 
in Chewelah. As for prices, 
everything is getting pretty 
expensive these days, but 
overall, they were fair, especially 
considering the portion sizes. 

If you haven’t been in since the 
change in ownership, stop back 
in and give them a try. From the 
attentive staff to the delicious 
dishes, I am sure you won’t be 
disappointed. 
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Learning to See What’s Right in Front of Our Eyes

by Kerry Schafer
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I’d forgotten about the stars.
Not “forgotten” forgotten. I knew they were 

still up there, but they’d fallen off my radar. All 
summer long, when the dogs dragged me out of 
bed at 4 a.m., the sky was already moving into 
dawn. And when I’d crawl into bed at the other 
end of the day, the sun was still shining. By the 
end of summer, there were a few pale stars in the 
morning and at night, but not enough to really 
register until, seemingly suddenly and all at once, 

the early morning sky was breathtakingly full of lights.
I remember first learning as a child that the stars don’t really 

magically appear at night, that they are always there in the sky. We 
just don’t see them. I was blown away by this. Maybe even a tiny 
bit disbelieving. If something is really right there – something as 
awe inspiring and full of wonder as a sky full of stars – how can 
you not see it?

Life has taught me that stars are not the only thing I can’t see that 
is right in front of my eyes. Sometimes it’s my car keys. The other 
day it was the letter “E.”

I was playing my daily Wordle when the “E” went AWOL. If 
you’re not a Wordler, the goal of this online game is to guess a five-
letter word. On this day, with this particular Wordle, I had become 
convinced that the creators of the game had lost their ever-loving 
minds. Given the particular constellation of vowels and consonants 
I’d already tried, and those still available to me, there was no pos-
sible way the word I was trying to guess existed in the English 
language. I was seriously annoyed with the obviously diabolical 
people responsible for this travesty.

And then I stepped away from the game to do something else. I 
shifted my focus, my attitude, and my mood. And when I looked at 
the puzzle again, I realized that I had not, in fact, ever tried an “E.” 
And that the “E” was sitting right there looking at me (smugly, I 
felt), available for deployment. The puzzle word was actually just 
an ordinary English word, not a particularly difficult Wordle puzzle 
at all. The only problem had been in my own mind, where I’d con-
vinced myself that the puzzle was impossible to solve.

This sort of thing happens a lot in our everyday lives. We talk 
ourselves into beliefs, mindsets, and expectations, and then we’re 
not able to see anything that doesn’t fit with what we’re thinking. 
Like the car keys that we’re certain we’ve lost, sitting right there 
on the counter where we left them.

Sometimes what we can’t see is the solution to a problem. Re-
cently I had myself convinced that I was never going to be able to 
leave the house for more than a few hours at a time for the rest of 
my life. Or at least, for the rest of the life of my adopted shelter 
dog, Fitz, who is afraid of everything and everybody. I left him in 

boarding for a few days last year and it didn’t go well. As a re-
sult, I’d begun to tell myself a whole woe-is-me story about how I 
would never be able to do anything or go anywhere.

And then, sort of like the stars becoming suddenly visible in the 
sky, it occurred to me to actually check around Colville and see if 
I could find a solution. And lo and behold, I discovered Colville 
Critter Camp, within a 15-minute drive of my house. This fabulous 
place offers doggy day care, which has turned into a weekly play-
date and socialization session for my anxious pup. He’s excited 
about visiting there now, and I feel 100% comfortable about leav-
ing him in full-time boarding when I venture off on an upcoming 
trip.

I’ve been mulling how to be more open to possibilities lately, 
making a point of letting go of (or at least becoming more aware 
of) the thoughts and beliefs that are keeping me from seeing what 
is right in front of my eyes. If you want to give it a try, I think the 
first and most important step is being willing to let go of current 
thoughts and beliefs and accepting the possibility that there are 
other options right there in front of you. It can be helpful to make a 
point of physically opening your hands as you consciously choose 
to let go and be open to possibility. Then, take a deep breath (or 
two or three) and ask variations of the following questions:

•	What might I be overlooking?
•	 I wonder if there’s a way this could be easier or go more 

smoothly?
•	What are all of the ways this project/situation could go right?
•	How else might I look at this situation?

What often works brilliantly is to ask the questions, or write them 
down, and then go away and do something else while your brain 
runs an autopilot program.

You might just be surprised by an unexpected answer or solution 
popping up seemingly out of nowhere.

Colville resident Kerry Schafer (who also writes as Kerry Anne 
King) is the bestselling author of 14 novels and the co-host of The 
One Happy Thing Podcast. Learn more at www.allthingskerry.com.
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Getting By – Making Do

Quit Smoking or 
Vaping One Small 
Goal at a Time.
1. Pick a quit date. 

2. Call the Quitline* 
800.784.8669 to 
make a plan. 

November 2025srhd.org

People of 
my generation 
were born in 
the Depression 
years, were 
school kids 
during World 
War II, and 
lived through 

post-war shortages. After the war, 
we still had shortages of building 
materials, appliances, new auto-
mobiles, etc. This was because we 
were helping much of the world re-
cover from the war, including Rus-
sia, Germany, and Japan. By that 
time, my generation was quite used 
to rationing and shortages: shortag-
es of money in the depression years, 
and a shortage of money and goods 
during the war.

 But here’s the thing, we didn’t 
think of ourselves as poor. We 
were just like everybody around 
us. We were getting by, making do 
by mending our clothing, wearing 
hand-me-downs (I remember grow-
ing out of a favorite coat that was 
carefully cleaned and set aside; it 
would do just fine for my brother 
Jim in a pair of years). 

We stretched our food budget 
by raising a victory garden, can-
ning, drying, and pickling when 
foods were plentiful against a time 
when they were not. We were get-
ting by, but no Caribbean cruises, 

no student loans for college, no fly-
ing home for Thanksgiving, and no 
mink coats.

I suppose we were fortunate in 
some ways; there were few snack 
foods, few prepared foods of any 
kind. We cooked with basic ingre-
dients. 

How did we manage? In 1942, 
when I was 10 years old, my father 
worked at the Mare Island Ship-
yard in Vallejo, Calif. He’d been 
in that job for two years and was 
foreman for several rigging crews 
that worked on damaged ships. My 
mother kept house, raised three 
boys (Father worked most days), 
and tried to turn out nutritious and 
tasty meals using our food rationing 
book, which had a set number of 
stamps for various classes of food. 
Even though we lived in California, 
it was sometimes hard to get veg-
etables; many families had a victory 
garden and that helped some. 

I was the oldest, so Mother told 
me what she needed, and I would 
take the list and some money, and 
walk a mile or so to a small country 
market. Due to shortages, I would 
often walk back with half the list 
filled. She might send me back with 
an alternate plan. Eggs were of-
ten in short supply, and butter was 
never available. You could only get 
a half dozen eggs at a time, but if 
you went back, as I did, you could 

get another half dozen. There were 
four of us to feed and meat was of-
ten scarce. “Butter” was actually 
margarine, and it came with a little 
packet of coloring so it would look 
like butter (my brothers liked the 
job of mixing the color into the sub-
stitute). Nobody was fooled by the 
coloring, but we made do.  

My father was an avid fisherman 
and on his rare days off, he would 
take me fishing. An old man owned 
a fishing pier that reached out 100 
feet into the Carquinez Straits. It 
was good fishing. He would charge 
us 25 cents to use his pier, but we 
took catfish, flounders, and striped-
bass home with us and usually 
shared with neighbors, though we 
rarely shared the flounders. Yumm. 

A word here on the use of private 
vehicles: gas was frozen at 17 cents 
a gallon, but we didn’t go far be-
cause our ration card only allowed 
us three gallons a month. Of course, 
doctors and people who produced 
food had a different ration card. It 
didn’t matter much, tires were not 
as tough as they are now, and you 
could not buy a new one. Used tires 
were expensive. If you had a trip 
planned, you might borrow a neigh-
bor’s spare tire (it helped if you 
gave him fish). One thing and an-
other, our ’36 Chevy stayed parked 
at 198 Sims Avenue most of the 
time.

These are different times, but the 
basic needs are still there: food, 
housing, clothing and transporta-
tion. I hope you can use some of 
our generation’s stories to help your 
budget. Use basic ingredients in 
your cooking, and cars are a huge 
expense (payments, fuel, mainte-
nance, and insurance). Can you cut 
a car out of your fleet? Carpool? 
Reduce shopping trips by better 
planning? Can you cut out snacks, 
power drinks, and cell phones? 
Maybe you can clean out the chick-
en house. Get that going or plan to 
enlarge the garden next year?

I didn’t say it would be easy, but 
I have faith in you. I’d wish you 
good luck, but good planning is 
better.

Ray Bilderback, creator of the 
Reuben Braddock novels, was born 
and raised in the Sierra foothills of 
California. He served in the U.S. 
Navy Seabees during the Korean 
War and taught for many years in 
the west. He makes his home in 
the mountains of eastern Wash-
ington with his archeologist wife, 
Madilane Perry. “In the 1930s and 
1940s, where I lived, we still used 
horses and hand tools, canned and 
preserved what we grew or raised, 
lit our kerosene lanterns, stoked 
our woodstoves. In my writing, I 
draw from those times like water 
from a sweet well.”

by Ray Bilderback
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Smoke on the Water
If you stepped onto the Newport wharf on a warm July 

afternoon in 1908, the town would hum with expectation. 
Men in stiff jackets adjusted their hats, women smoothed 
their skirts against the midday heat, children ran between 
crates and bundles of mail, peering at the green river 
that moved like a living road beneath the rising sun. 
The steamer’s boiler hissed, a faint rhythm against the 
paddlewheel’s churn, sending plumes of white smoke 
into the sky. Wood groaned and creaked underfoot as 
deckhands pulled ropes and lifted crates. Somewhere in 

town, a band struck a lively march, the sounds floating faintly across the 
water. The captain’s voice rang out over the chaos: “Stand by… all aboard.” 
With a final tug, the boat slid from the dock, leaving Newport in a blur of heat, 
shadow, and motion, its familiar streets and wharves momentarily suspended. 

The scene was ordinary to townsfolk, but extraordinary to an observer from 
afar. For nearly two decades, the Pend Oreille River was the lifeblood of 
Newport, a moving stage where commerce, leisure, and daily life intertwined. 
Steamers carried mail, milk, miners’ tools, family luggage, and children bound 
for school. They ferried brides to weddings, families to Sunday picnics, and 
supplies to sawmills and mining camps. Each vessel threaded a complex web 
of communities, linking Newport, Sandpoint, Bayview, Hope, Lakeview, and 
a scattering of private landings tucked into the forested shoreline, many of 
which exist today only in memory or on old maps. The river, wide in places 
and narrow and treacherous in others, demanded skilled hands and careful 
navigation. 

The first steamboat to serve Newport was built in the East, transported 
to Sandpoint, Idaho for assembly, and launched on the Pend Oreille River 
in 1888. This vessel heralded a new era, proving that steam could tame the 
winding currents and shallow stretches. Soon, other vessels followed. By 
the late 1890s, Newport was home to two prominent operators: the Pend 
Oreille River Navigation Company and the Idaho & Washington Northern 
Railroad. They competed fiercely, offering passage and freight services along 
overlapping routes. Vessels such as the Red Cloud and the Volunteer vied for 
passengers and cargo, each with its loyal clientele and distinct reputation. 

One steamer that stood out in this lively river network was the Metaline, 
launched in 1907. Capable of making a Newport-to-Ione round trip in a 
single day, it was a marvel of local engineering and ambition. Captain 
Napoleon LeClerc, a French-Canadian immigrant celebrated for his skill 
and dedication, helmed the Metaline, guiding settlers, goods, and mining 
supplies through waters that could be unpredictable and swift. During the 
construction of the Idaho & Washington Northern Railroad, the Metaline was 
indispensable, ferrying workers and materials to sites where road travel was 
impractical and often impossible. Her decks saw cargo and passengers side-
by-side: barrels of flour, crates of butter, families setting out for errands or 
leisure, and travelers with news from the outside world. 

According to the Newport Miner (June 25, 1908), the steamer Lone entered 
regular passenger and freight service, departing every morning after the 
arrival of the early train. This scheduling illustrates how river and rail worked 
together to create a rhythm of movement for the valley and surrounding area. 
In July 1908, the Newport Miner noted that the steamer Ruth spent Sunday 
with a family at Metaline, making calls along the river, a vivid reminder 
that these boats served both practical and social functions. Landings that 
might seem remote today were carefully serviced, responding to the needs of 
farmers, storekeepers, miners, and their families. 

Stepping aboard an excursion boat on Lake Pend Oreille, one would find 
carpeted cabins, cushioned seats, and perhaps a small dining counter or 
saloon. On the river, where space was limited and freight plentiful, cabins 
were shared by passengers and cargo alike, decks cluttered with crates, 
barrels, and sometimes wagons or livestock. Yet the utility did not preclude 
conversation or connection. The Newport Miner frequently chronicled the 
arrivals and departures of neighbors and friends: “So-and-so returned last 
evening by steamer from Ione,” or “Visitors arrived via steamer Ruth.” A 
steamer arrival was news, a connection, a moving meeting place where 
communities intersected. 

Special excursions added a layer of leisure. The Newport Miner 
occasionally advertised Sunday outings: “Pleasure trip aboard the steamer 
to Bayview; music and light refreshments provided. Take in the shore view 
and join us.” On such trips, passengers dressed in their finest, promenaded on 

deck, chatted in shaded cabins, and watched the riverbanks roll past. While 
evidence of scheduled bands or dancing aboard inland steamers is scarce, 
the social energy was palpable, and special runs likely included music or 
informal entertainment. Large lake steamers were licensed to carry hundreds 
of passengers. River boats were limited by water levels and weather 
conditions, transporting dozens along with cargo. Photographs from the era 
capture decks crowded with people, freight, and a palpable sense of motion. 

Schedules were governed by the seasons. Spring’s high water expanded 
routes; summer and late-season low water restricted them. Winter sometimes 
curtailed service altogether, as ice or shallow channels made navigation 
dangerous. The Newport Miner showed daily runs on popular lake routes, 
multiple-week schedules for river links, and conditional landings for minor 
stops. Service was scheduled and regular but also responsive to the needs of 
the people, a blend of industrial rhythm and human improvisation. 

A day on the Newport-to-Ione run in 1908 may have looked like this: the 
Lone waits at the dock shortly after the morning train arrives. Mailbags, 
crates, families, and tools are loaded. The captain loads coal into the boiler 
and checks steam pressure while deckhands pull ropes until taut. The whistle 
blows. The Lone moves from the shore, paddlewheel churning, sending 
concentric ripples across the water. Stops at Bayview, Hope, and Lakeview 
are brief. Mail is dispatched, passengers disembark, and freight is unloaded. 
At Metaline, the steamer pauses longer. Families board or depart. Locals 
bring jars of preserves or baskets of fruit. Tea or light fare may be served in 
the cabin. Conversations drift across decks. Children lean on rails to watch the 
forested shoreline slip by. By dusk, the boat returns to Newport, greeted by 
passengers and dockside neighbors alike. Each trip blends labor, commerce, 
community, and small joys.  

The advent of the Idaho & Washington Northern Railroad in the first decade 
of the 1900s altered everything. Tracks offered a year-round, predictable 
connection that did not depend on river levels, ice, or currents. Freight shifted 
and passenger numbers declined. The Newport Miner’s steamer listings 
gradually thinned, replaced by notices of vessel sales and repurposing. Some 
boats, including those that had served faithfully for decades, were dismantled 
or sold. The river’s pulse slowed, though it remained a repository of stories, 
memories, and community rhythms. 

Even today, remnants of that era persist. The Pend Oreille County Historical 
Museum houses photographs, models, and artifacts from the steamboat 
years. They also have archives of periodicals that people can rifle through 
and read for themselves. Family scrapbooks contain handwritten ledgers 
of passengers, freight, and schedules. The hiss of boilers, the smell of coal, 
the laughter of children, the greeting of neighbors, and the fleeting sense 
of motion as Newport slid past the paddlewheel’s wake. These fragments 
preserve more than technical data; they preserve the story of the river and the 
role it played in making Newport the beautiful place it still is. 

Reading the Newport Miner allows us to reconstruct the everyday texture 
of a time when the valley was alive with smoke, steam, and water. The 
newspaper reveals a delicate balance between utility and leisure, commerce 
and connection. Steamboats carried settlers to their work, children to school, 
miners to their claims, and communities to social gatherings. They were 
stages for both mundane and extraordinary acts where the ordinary lives of 
the Inland Northwest became entwined with the motion of the river itself. 

The first steamer, The Bertha, opened the era. Rival vessels like the Red 
Cloud and Volunteer raced for passengers and freight, while the Metaline, 
under Captain LeClerc, became a dependable workhorse for settlement and 
industry. The rhythm of departures and arrivals, the pause at Metaline, the 
casual stop at private landings, all paint a picture of a valley in motion. Alive, 
interdependent, and tied together by the steam of these remarkable vessels. 

Though railroads eventually claimed the valley’s arteries, the legacy of the 
steamboats endures. It is found in the Newport Miner’s clipped notices, in 
family recollections, and in the slow living memory of the Pend Oreille River 
itself. The smoke over water, the hiss of boilers, the creak of decks, and the 
laughter of passengers are all echoes of a vanished era, reminding us that, 
for a time, Newport and its surrounding settlements lived, moved, and were 
connected by steam, water, and human perseverance.  

Robin Milligan is an artist and entrepreneur living in Spokane. She curates 
art shows, runs an IT company, and teaches ceramics and painting from 
her home studio. When not working, Robin spends her time with her three 
children exploring nature, rockhounding, making art, and swimming.

The Steamboats of the Pend Oreille

by Robin Milligan

Ice, Dvd’s, ATM, Beer, Wine, Spirits  
& Groceries, Hunting & Fishing  
Supplies. Hunters Market: the  

friendliest store with the biggest 
smiles in Eastern Washington!

  TITLE and ESCROW Services
            Serving Lincoln County Since 1890

Davenport, WA •  (509) 725-3161
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A Better Way to Retire!
Local representative, free information

REVERSE MORTGAGE

Mutual of Omaha Mortgage, Inc., NMLS ID 1025894. ID Mortgage Broker/Lender License MBL-2081025894. 
WA Consumer Loan Company License CL-1025894. These materials are not from, or approved by HUD
or FHA. nmlsconsumeraccess.org #1567393496 Expires 01/2028

Larry Waters NMLS #400451
p 208.762.6887
lwaters@mutualmortgage.com
Serving Idaho and Washington

They Paved Paradise and Put up a Dentist’s Office

by Amy McGarry

There’s a meme going around 
Facebook that says: “You know 
you’re old when you drive 
around and say, ‘I remember 
when all this was forest.’” As if 
I needed yet another reminder 
that I’m old. Yes, this meme 
hit home especially hard. Even 

if it’s actually fields in Spokane Valley that I 
remember, not forests. 

Coincidentally, my sister Mary and I recently 
drove to Ridgeline High School in Liberty Lake 
for a softball game. Poor Mary, who is even older 
than me and doesn’t live in the Valley, was shocked 
during the drive. “I used to ride my 10-speed on 
this road to Liberty Lake and there was nothing 
here!” She was astounded by all the new industry. 
“This used to be just a country road. Look! There’s 
even a Starbucks!” We’re not in the ’70s anymore, 
Toto. 

From the time I was born until 1975, when I was 
seven years old, I lived in a house on the corner of 
Evergreen Rd. and Valleyway Ave. with Mary and 
a bunch of other sisters. Before 2003, when it was 
incorporated into Spokane Valley, this area was 
called Veradale. The name “Veradale” comes from 
Vera McDonald, the daughter of D.K. McDonald, 
who founded the community in 1911. 

Vera also lent her name to her dad’s electric 
water company, established in 1908, along with 
A.C. Jamison and Andrew Good, all local real 
estate entrepreneurs. According to the current Vera 
and Water Power website, “From 1907 to 1908, 
Vera’s Number 1 Well was dug by hand providing 
irrigation and domestic water to small farms and 
mini orchards in Spokane Valley. The Number 
1 Well still provides 3,000 gallons of water per 
minute to Vera’s system when required.” 

More fascinating to me for as long as I can 
remember, is the Vera Pump House, or more 
commonly known to all the children in our 
1970s neighborhood, the Witch’s Tower. During 
the early ’70s, us feral Gen X kids were free to 
roam the neighborhood by foot or by bicycle, 
with no supervision. But when we were between 
Valleyway and Broadway on Evergreen, we 
always stayed on the east side of the street until 
well past the Witch’s Tower on the west side. Just 
in case. In those days, Evergreen was a mere two-
lane, quiet, country road. Even across the street we 
were too close to the Witch’s Tower for comfort. 

I vaguely remember walking with younger kids 
and terrifying them with tales of how I’d seen the 
witch and how she ate children. I don’t remember 
the details, but I must have been creative in my 
storytelling to elicit the fear in them – that I do 
remember. One thing that never changes, kids love 
to scare other kids. 

While nothing else is the same on the west side 
of Evergreen these days, the Witch’s Tower, or 

“pump house” as they’d like us to believe, still 
operates to this day. It’s comforting that some 
things do stay the same.

In the early ’70s, that whole neighborhood, 
the blocks surrounding the two Evergreen and 
Valleyway intersections, was my personal little 
paradise. At the time I didn’t know it was anything 
special – it was simply my home, my community, 
my neighborhood. We knew all the neighbors to 
the east of us who lived both on Valleyway and 
on Nixon. We knew them by name and I was free 
to visit all the houses on my own. The children in 
those houses were all my friends. My mom even 
babysat some of those neighborhood kids in the 
summer. They had working moms and needed 
at least some supervision when they weren’t in 
school. 

One of the kids my mom babysat was a few years 
older than me and she became my best friend. We 
hung out and had sleepovers even when Mom 
wasn’t being paid to watch her. With her wisdom 
as a nine-year-old, she taught me things, like how 
to make prank phone calls. She also showed me 
her brother’s “dirty” magazines. Doesn’t every 
child need an older friend to be properly educated 
and socialized?

In those days, the closest store was a Circle K on 
the corner of Evergreen and Broadway, where the 
Exxon gas station and convenience store is now. 
My friend’s mom sometimes sent us to Circle K 
with some money and a handwritten note telling 
the clerk to sell us a pack of her brand of cigarettes. 
I was six years old at the time. 

If we were lucky, we were given a little extra 
money to buy candy cigarettes, or another treat. 

My absolute favorite, especially on a hot day, was 
a grape Slush Puppie. Sorry, 7-11, but a carbonated 
fluffy Slurpee in any flavor will never compare to 
a grape Slush Puppie with its crunchy little ice 
pellets. I still crave one occasionally. You could 
also get one at K-Mart back in the day, but K-Mart 
has gone down in the annals of history along with 
candy cigarettes and Renfros store on Sprague and 
Evergreen. 

Other than Vera Water and Power and its 
Witch’s Tower, very little construction lined the 
quiet, two-laned Evergreen Road in the mid-’70s. 
A few houses and lots of empty fields. There was a 
church just south of Vera and just up the hill from 
our house. 

Adjacent to and south of the church was a 
huge, empty field. This field was directly across 
Evergreen from my family’s house. We rode our 
bikes down the hill in that field so often we created 
dirt trails. That field also served as a makeshift 
softball field for the older kids when they had 
enough people to make teams. 

To the north of our house, across Valleyway and 
a field, was the large house of the elderly Frieda. 
My mom and I paid her visits sometimes because 
she was elderly and lived alone. One of my very 
favorite spots was the short wall of big rocks, or 
small boulders, that separated Valleyway from 
Frieda’s field. Anyone from Spokane Valley knows 
exactly what I’m talking about when I mention a 
wall of rocks separating a field from a road. Due to 
the glaciers that swept through the area, dropping 
rocks of all sizes in its wake, Spokane Valley 
has more than its fair share of rocks. (For all you 
Spokane Valley gardeners, yes, I know, that is an 
understatement.)

I could lose myself and all sense of time in those 
rocks – crawling, leaping, or just digging around. 
In the summer, purple and blue bachelor buttons 
grew prolifically among the rocks. They are still 
one of my favorite flowers. As a child, just as our 
small yard felt enormous, that rock wall felt distant 
from the rest of the world. 

My father’s job got transferred to Marengo 
Railroad Junction outside of Ritzville the summer 
of 1975, so my parents, Mary, and I moved out 
of the house on Evergreen. My parents rented that 
house in case we wanted to move back, and we did 
just that. In 1982, when I was 14, my parents and I 
moved back into that same house. 

What a difference six years make! The yard 
seemed much smaller. The whole house seemed 
smaller. Many of our neighbors had moved out 
of the neighborhood. We had a whole new set of 
neighbors across the street living in duplexes built 
over our old softball/biking field. Sadly, Frieda 
had passed away. Her home and field were razed 
for new development. They paved paradise and 
put up a dentist’s office.

...continued on page 7

My paradise, at the corner of Evergreen and 
Valleyway, January 1971. You can see the church 
on the left with Vera Water and Power just farther 
back. Frieda’s house is to the right. This front yard 
felt huge to me. The wall of rocks is hidden by tall 
dead grass.
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 We can help with:
Cold & Flu Symptoms
Headache/Ear Aches
Sore Throat
Sinus Symptoms
And More! 

WALK-IN CLINIC!
FEEL BETTER TODAY

Colville Medical 358 N. Main St. Colville, WA 99114

BEST CARE WHEREVER YOU ARE!

I moved out when I went away to college, 
but my parents lived on the corner of Evergreen 
and Valleyway until the year 2000, when they 
were given a choice. They could stay in their 
beloved house on Evergreen with all its treasured 
memories but lose their front yard and driveway 
to an expanded Evergreen Road, or they could sell 
the house and move, breaking my mother’s heart. 
They chose to move because they paved paradise 
and put in three extra lanes. 

It seems I was destined to be a Valley Girl, 
because when it came time for my husband and I 
to buy a home, we just happened to find our dream 
house just about a mile or so away from my old 
family home on Evergreen. It even has a rock wall 
separating our plot from the next-door neighbor’s. 
How’s that for kismet? But I’ve never seen any 
bachelor buttons growing there. 

At about the same time I started seeing the, 
“You know you’re old” meme, I took up a 

morning walking routine in my neighborhood. 
One morning walk, just after dawn, on a whim 
I turned north down Progress from 8th Avenue. 
I have driven on that road a thousand times, but 
walking on the road was different. I came upon a 
wide-open field and a rock wall, just like the one 
that used to be on Valleyway. The dirt surrounding 
the rocks was full of wildflowers, including my 
ever-favorite purple and blue bachelor’s buttons. 
I looked up, and a young deer was staring at me. 

The rest of my walk home felt bittersweet. I 
was acutely aware of any new development, but 
more importantly, I paid attention to any pieces of 
land still unpaved. Because as the song goes, “You 
don’t know what you got ’til it’s gone. They paved 
paradise and put up a parking lot.”

Amy McGarry grew up in Spokane Valley, 
Washington. After a 20 year hiatus, she moved 
back to Spokane Valley where she lives with her 
husband, daughter and two cats. She is the au-
thor of I am Farang: Adventures of a Peace Corps 
Volunteer in Thailand, available on Amazon.com, 
Auntie’s Bookstore, and Barnes and Noble. 

Paved Paradise
...continued from page 6

That’s Evergreen Road and the field across 
from our house behind me. The intersections with 
Valleyway are just out of view to the left and right 
of this photo.

Lumber & Supply Inc.
HANEY

1101 N. Hwy 395, Colville

M - F: 7 - 5:30  •  Sat: 8 - 2

Last stoplight north of town

Tools
Materials

Expert Advice

509-684-2150

Thanksgiving 
...continued from page 1

who could use it. This is especially 
true of the female wild turkeys who, 
without exception, have a dead-
beat dad with whom to contend. In 
the wild turkey world, the fathers 
provide absolutely no parental care. 
Zero. Zilch. Nada. All gobble and no 
guidance.

Not that the mothers are much 
better. True, they allow their newly 
hatched chicks to follow them 
around for a few days, but that’s just 
so they can learn to find food on their 

own. Wild turkeys are foragers, and 
as the chicks grow, several hens get 
together with their broods and form 
gobble groups, similar to human 
coffee klatches. These groups can 
sometimes reach 200 turkeys, the 
size of a wall-to-wall league in a 40-
lane bowling center – something that 
does not exist in the Inland Northwest 
where the centers typically range in 
size from 16 to 32 lanes.

As any experienced bowler could 
tell you, a “turkey” is a good thing in 
bowling. It’s the term used to describe 
having rolled three consecutive 
strikes. In days of yore, in the weeks 

leading up to Thanksgiving, some 
bowling centers would present a 
frozen turkey to any league member 
who paid a fee (typically in the $2-
$5 range) and rolled strikes in the 
third, sixth and ninth frames of a 
given game. It wasn’t a turkey for a 
turkey, but it was a cool thing – or, to 
be precise, a frozen thing.

As a side note, while you’re not 
likely to encounter a wild turkey at 
your neighborhood bowling center, 
it’s a pretty good bet the center’s bar 
has a bottle or two of Wild Turkey 
on hand. 

Which brings us full circle in this 

feathered friend featurette. Except 
for the strip club part, which, since 
I am a happily married man, is best 
left in the haze of one overserved 
evening long, long ago.

A curious nature and willingness 
to ask hard-hitting questions has 
resulted in Bob Johnson receiving 
99 national writing awards over the 
course of his career in journalism. 
Now a resident of North Idaho, he 
and his family enjoy exploring the 
Inland Northwest, and Johnson is 
asking lots of questions and sharing 
his observations with Huckleberry 
Press readers.
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Sudoku 
Puzzle 

Instructions:

Each Sudoku has 
a unique solu-

tion that can be 
reached logically 
without guessing.

 
Enter digits from 

1 to 9 into the 
blank spaces. 

Every row must 
contain one of 
each digit – so 

must every 
column, as must 

every 3x3 square. 

Puzzle difficulty 
level is “Medium.” 

See answer key 
on page 10.

Good luck!

What are you bringing to Thanksgiving? What are you bringing to Thanksgiving? 

Acorns
ApplePie
Asparagus
Baguette
BakedPotatoes
BerryCobbler
Biscuits
Broccoli
BrusselSprouts
CandiedYams

Carrots
Casserole
Cauliflower
Charcuterie
CherryPie
Chestnuts
ChexMix
Chicken
Cornbread
CornishHen 

CranberrySauce
CreamedCorn
DeviledEggs
GlazedHam
Gravy
GreenBeans
HotChocolate
Juice
MacaroniAndCheese
MashedPotatoes

Olives
Parsnips
Pasta
PecanPie
Pickles
PumpkinPie
Ribs
RoastBeef
Rolls
Salad

Salmon
Soup
SparklingCider
SpinachGratin
Squash
SteamedPeas
StuffedMushrooms
Stuffing
Tofurkey
Turkey

ADDY GRANGE #603
1376 Main St., Addy

1st Saturday of Each Month
$10/10 Games, 50/50, & Door Prizes

CONCESSIONS AVAILABLE
Doors Open at 5 pm ~ BINGO at 6 pm Sharp!

What are you bringing to Thanksgiving?

S T E A M E D P E A S N E H H S I N R O C S L X I
S S C S T U F F E D M U S H R O O M S H E M A V O
E B O V J M U Q D O R J B Z R F O V Q J S D L Q E
O T R Z S E O T A T O P D E K A B C N G E T E S C
T S Q U A S H K T S T U N T S E H C H F E Q L N U
A P U R O A S T B E E F S J H M P K F I H W X R A
T B M K X I M X E H C T A T F A O J P F C T U O S
O A S P A R A G U S I E L U K H X B E Q D K S C Y
P G S E V I L O E U C L M K N D K E C Z N E E A R
D U P J D B X Y C A A O O A R E Y R A G A E L N R
E E A C C S G S K B U R N P O Z I R N C I I K S E
H T Q A A M I F U L L E C P C A Q Y P H N P C T B
S T P R N B C S V D I S H L D L S C I E O N I U N
A E A R D Y O L R R F S A E E G P O E R R I P F A
M J S O I E R L P P L A R P M R I B T R A K F F R
T U T T E C N O O U O C C I A E N B O Y C P C I C
U I A S D Y B R Y D W O U E E E S L F P A M I N J
R C Z S Y J R Q A K E M T S R N R E U I M U J G B
K E Q T A Z E L O U R J E E C B A R R E Y P J V L
E O O A M V A Y M E S I R H R E P E K B G R A V Y
Y Z G M S S D B A S J M I Q S A M W E Z V R R T P
S P A R K L I N G C I D E R W N I W Y F H O O H T
H O T C H O C O L A T E E K N S W Y N V R V S Y G
A B B R U S S E L S P R O U T S B R O C C O L I F
Y A B S O U P W H T T B S P I N A C H G R A T I N
Q Q A L N T H S G G E D E L I V E D J A F V A C S

1. Acorns 2. ApplePie 3. Asparagus 4. Baguette 5. BakedPotatoes

6. BerryCobbler 7. Biscuits 8. Broccoli 9. BrusselSprouts 10. CandiedYams

11. Carrots 12. Casserole 13. Cauliflower 14. Charcuterie 15. CherryPie

16. Chestnuts 17. ChexMix 18. Chicken 19. Cornbread 20. CornishHen

10/28/25, 8:30 AM What are you bringing to Thanksgiving? - Word Search Labs

https://wordsearchlabs.com/view/1195340 1/2

http://www.dailysudoku.com/

Daily Sudoku: Mon 27-Oct-2025

(c
) D

ai
ly

 S
ud

ok
u 

Lt
d 

20
25

.  
Al

l r
ig

ht
s 

re
se

rv
ed

.

1 7 4 3
3 2 4

3 5
9 4 2

6 1
5 7 2

7 8
9 6 3

8 1 2 4

http://www.dailysudoku.com/

mediumDaily Sudoku: Mon 27-Oct-2025

(c
) D

ai
ly

 S
ud

ok
u 

Lt
d 

20
25

.  
Al

l r
ig

ht
s 

re
se

rv
ed

.

2 1 9 5 7 4 6 3 8
6 5 7 3 1 8 2 9 4
4 3 8 9 6 2 1 7 5
5 9 4 2 3 7 8 6 1
8 7 2 6 9 1 4 5 3
1 6 3 8 4 5 7 2 9
7 2 1 4 5 9 3 8 6
9 4 6 7 8 3 5 1 2
3 8 5 1 2 6 9 4 7

http://www.dailysudoku.com/

I Huckleberry
country!
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Berry FunniesBerry Funnies
Jokes curated from the Internet and books, and created by Thea Cruden

Machines, Fabric, Classes & Inspiration

16002 E Broadway Ave Spokane Valley, WA 99037

quiltingbeespokane.com
(509) 928-6037

Monday & Friday: 10am-8pm
Tuesday-�ursday: 10am-6pm

Saturday: 10am-5pm

 

 

Proudly Selling Rodda Paints 

Haney Lumber & Supply Inc 
1101 North Highway, 
Colville, WA 99114 
(509) 684-2150 
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How many bakers does it take to make a 
pie? 3.14. 

What did the mashed potatoes say to 
the sweet potatoes? I yam what I yam.

What do you call a baker who only 
makes pies? The Pie-oneer Woman.

What did one pumpkin pie say to the 
other? “You wanna piece of me?” 

What did Dad say when he was asked to 
say grace? “Grace.” 

What do sweet potatoes wear to bed? 
Yammies.

What did the Thanksgiving turkey say to 
the Christmas ham? It’s nice to meat 
you.

Why don’t side dishes tell jokes? They’re 
too corny.

What is a turkey’s favorite dessert? 
Peach gobbler.

What role do green beans play in 
Thanksgiving dinner? The casse-role.

How did the salt and pepper welcome 
all the guests? By saying, “Seasoning’s 
greetings!” 

Why did the police officer stop Mom 
on the way home from Thanksgiving? 
Because she far exceeded the feed 
limit.

When is turkey soup bad for 
your health? When you’re 
the turkey.

Which side of the turkey has 
the most feathers? The 
outside.

What key won’t open a door? 
A turkey.

Why didn’t the turkey want 
dessert? He was stuffed.

What do you call a turkey 
the day after Thanksgiving? 
Lucky!

What do you call a running 
turkey? Fast food.

What was the turkey thankful 
for on Thanksgiving? 
Vegetarians.

Can a turkey jump higher 
than a house? Yes, because 

houses can’t jump.

What’s a popular Thanksgiving dance? 
The turkey trot. 

Why did the turkey play the drums in 
his band? Because he already had 
drumsticks.

What did the Pilgrim wear to dinner? A 
har-vest.

What kind of music did the Pilgrims like? 
Plymouth Rock.

If April showers bring May flowers, what 
do May flowers bring? Pilgrims.

Why did the turkey cross the road? To 
prove he wasn’t chicken.

What do you call unhappy cranberries? 
Blueberries.

Why did all the pecans go to space? 
They were Astro-nuts!

Where do you find a turkey with no 
legs? Right where you left it.

What smells the best at Thanksgiving 
dinner? Your nose.

What do people love to put in their pie? 
Their teeth.

Why do pilgrims occasionally eat 
candles? Sometimes, all they need is a 
light snack.

Why do Pilgrims’ pants never seem to 

stay on? Because their belt buckle is on 
their hat.

At what point does Christmas come 
before Thanksgiving? In the dictionary.

The hiccups. A man walks into a 
pharmacy and asks the assistant for 
something for his hiccups. The assistant 
immediately slaps him across the 
face. “Why did you do that?” the man 
asks angrily. “Well, you don’t have 
the hiccups anymore, do you?” the 
assistant says. “No,” the man replies, 
“but my wife does, and she’s outside in 
the car.”
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LOG CABINS REPAIRED & REFINISHED 
Cob blasting, pressure wash, chinking, 

stains, sealers, interior & exterior. Soda blast, 
sand blast, all coatings removal. Complete 
drywall & painting. Remote site specialty. 

Family run since 1975. Brad & Nancy Fires-
tone. 509-684-8764 or 509-680-1188. Contr. 
Lic. FIRESD210C1. Find us on FACEBOOK 

at: 
Lone Pine Log Home Restoration

ALWAYS CHOW CHOWS. Usually suitable 
for office, home, travel, and some wooly 
yarns. Call 509-936-2500 text 509-723-7199.

THE VEGAN LIBERTARIAN BENEVOLENT 
SOCIETY: Helping People and Animals With-
out Government Force. Info: www.theveganlib-
ertarianbenevolentsociety.com or VLBS, P.O. 
Box 950, Spokane, WA  99210

Barber or
Hair Stylist
in Colville
509-675-3791 

for details

Below is the solution to this month’s Sudoku puzzle. 

http://www.dailysudoku.com/

Daily Sudoku: Mon 27-Oct-2025
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1 7 4 3
3 2 4

3 5
9 4 2

6 1
5 7 2

7 8
9 6 3

8 1 2 4
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mediumDaily Sudoku: Mon 27-Oct-2025
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2 1 9 5 7 4 6 3 8
6 5 7 3 1 8 2 9 4
4 3 8 9 6 2 1 7 5
5 9 4 2 3 7 8 6 1
8 7 2 6 9 1 4 5 3
1 6 3 8 4 5 7 2 9
7 2 1 4 5 9 3 8 6
9 4 6 7 8 3 5 1 2
3 8 5 1 2 6 9 4 7

http://www.dailysudoku.com/

www.katzrealtyinc.com 
Whether you’re buying or selling, 

we’re here for you! 

Members of the Northwest MLS, the Spokane MLS and the Commercial Brokers Association 

 

All units rented month to month! 11 
units all together plus manager 
apartment & separate office. 2 large 
storage units & potential for RV 
hookups. New roof & other updates.  
Asking Price: $549,000 
Rick Sawyer 509-660-0610 

REDUCED! Harrington Auto Re-
pair/Parts Store and Hardware Store. 
Long standing business with strong 
customer base. Almost everything 
goes with this turn-key investment! 
Asking Price: $549,900 
Cassandra Becker 509-768-0482 

Wonderful Home on 5.2 park like acres! Located just 15 min. 
north of Davenport & a few miles from Lake Roosevelt boat 
launch & beach sits this 3 bed, 1 bath home! Easy access off 
paved road, large 30X40 shop, fenced garden area, multiple stor-
age sheds, RV parking & hookups & plenty of room to play! 
Asking Price: $365,000 
Patrick Katz 509-721-0626 

Multiple 20 acre parcels available with good access and just 1.5 
hours from Spokane & 10 minutes from Lake Roosevelt! These 
lightly timbered lots offer a perfect setting for your dream home. 
Power is easily accessible. A wonderful place to camp or live! 
Asking Price: $135,900 
Hunter Sanderlin 509-977-1305 

   Proud member of the Commercial Brokers Association! 

New 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!

For inspirational ideas visit kraftmaid.com

HANEY
Lumber & Supply Inc.

509-684-2150
1101 N. Highway

Colville, WA
haneylumberandsupply.com

53% OFF LIST PRICE

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

42

GIVE AWAY: Two Siberian husky pups, good 
with kids, m/chip, vacc, v’cked. If wish to be 
considered, email to jennifer.alynettepeter-
son@yahoo.com.au. Genuine Loving people 
only. 541-655-9477.

Join your local 
Chamber of Commerce, 

or renew your 
membership, and get 

20% OFF20% OFF 
any size ad 

for one edition of the 

Huckleberry Press! 
The Huckleberry Press is a 
free regional newspaper 
dedicated to celebrating 
and connecting people 
in community through 
stories on community 
contributors, new and 
expanding businesses, 

health & fitness, restaurant 
reviews, humor, small 

business advice, and more. 

Ad space reservation 
deadline is the 

Thursday before 
the week of publication. 

18,500 copies are 
distributed twice a month 
to 12 counties in northeast 

Washington and north 
Idaho, and online at 

huckleberrypress.com. 

ads@huckleberrypress.com 
844-344-8344

P.O. Box 983, Kettle Falls, WA 99141

20,000 copies are 
distributed once a month 

to 12 counties in 
northeast Washington and 
north Idaho, and online at 

huckleberrypress.com.

20th of each month.
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Taxidermists and Wildlife Artists
“Bringing your trophies to life...”

509-721-0383 509-641-0662

New Partner: Lanica Hodge  ~  509-339-3225
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Enjoying the 
Outdoors

If you’ve spent time in this area for any amount 
of time, you may know fall and winter is a 
popular time for the hunters to emerge. Maybe 
you’ve been gunning to get those deer or turkey 
tags (bad pun usually intended) so you can get 
out in the forest and fill said tags. 

Whether you’re an outdoor newbie or a 
seasoned veteran, practicing safety whilst 
traversing through our bountiful public lands is 
always a good idea. I’ve heard some people say 
that they will never go hiking during hunting 
season which perplexes me because, if that’s a 

credence you stick to, your window to get outside and go is a very small one. 
Hunting season in Washington typically runs August through March. 

Growing up, my dad went hunting every year and my brother joined him 
as soon as he was old enough to do so. I went hunting a couple of times but 
proved too fidgety and restless to be any good at it. 

All of that to say that guns don’t scare me, but I definitely pay attention and 
practice caution when I’m around a person who is carrying one. If hunting is 
not for you, there’s nothing to say you can’t continue enjoying hiking amongst 
our camouflaged compatriots. If you’re like me and have the technological 
know-how of an ape trying to solve a Rubik’s Cube, check out wdfw.wa.gov/
hunting/regulations for dates, locations and what kind of hunting is happening 
during that period. Your local sporting goods store most likely has hunter’s 
pamphlets you can get your hands on if you prefer something more tangible. 

Hunting season is also the perfect time to look fabulous, i.e. indulge any 
desire you might have to wear bright pink, orange, yellow and/or neon. Make 
yourself a walking beacon of noticeability, so even the birds say, “Crap, is it 
mating season already?” Now is not the time for dark, moody recreational 
wear in the forest. No beige, which should be applied sparingly any time of 
the year anyway, but avoided during hunting season.

Since hunting is not my forte, but making noise is, walking the forest is the 
perfect time to do so. Sing Whitney Houston songs badly (unless, you know, 
you can actually sing), whistle, recite dirty limericks; whatever lets hunters 
know that you’re in the area. If you’re hiking with a dog, make sure you keep 
them on a leash and adorn them with their own eye-catching colors. A dog can 
look like a coyote or the backside of a deer to a hunter from a distance.

It’s a pleasure to be in the woods during autumn. Just have a little forethought 
before you do and enjoy. 

Sophia Mattice-Aldous is not a doctor, personal trainer or dietician, so if 
you’re looking for that kind of exercise and health column, it’s not this one. 
However, she is a lifelong Washington resident and reporter with an affinity 
for The Great Outdoors who thinks fitness should be fun, and that looks 
different for everyone. For her, it’s going outside. If you have questions and/or 
comments, including hiking suggestions, email sophiamatticealdous@gmail.
com.

By Sophia Mattice-Aldous

509-738-2985

GET MORE  
DO MORE!

Your Local Dealer

JJRiggsEquipment.com • 685 Elm Tree Dr. Colville

OUR CUSTOMERS 
GIVE US 5 STARS

Next Auction:

October 3 - 8

3156 N. Beck Rd., Hauser, ID
208-994-6003  |  auction-nw.com

MISC EQUIPMENT, 
VEHICLES & MORE!

Questions about what we will consign? 
Feel free to give us a call.

In-Person Preview 
Days: Oct. 2 - 4

’Tis The’Tis The
Pumpkin SeasonPumpkin Season

Many may enjoy a good slice of pumpkin pie on Thanksgiving. 
Especially as the aroma of pumpkin, cinnamon, ginger, and nutmeg 
fills the house with these earthy spices. However, some may be 
surprised to know that these popular spices did not begin with 
pumpkins. 

Long before pumpkin spice became an American phenomenon, 
individual spices such as clove, cinnamon, ginger, and nutmeg shaped 
the history of trade routes. Spice routes were established around 3000 
BCE and spices were traded at a high price with western products 
such as silver and gold. 

The remote islands of Indonesia, where nutmeg was grown, became 
the main location of what is still considered the major supplier of this 
spice today. Ancient Egyptians would use cinnamon in embalming 
rituals and some medieval Europeans strongly believed this highly 
valuable spice could cure the plague. Thousands of years before 
ginger would become a staple in traditional pumpkin pie, it would 
be used, and is still used, in Chinese medicine for digestive purposes. 
Clove was used by ancient Romans to help freshen breath and to 
tame digestive issues as well. 

It wasn’t until the European settlers had begun to put down roots in 
America that the spice blend began to slowly emerge. The merging 
of “Old World Spices” with “New World” ingredients created a new 
industry in culinary history. One significant event that contributed to 
the pumpkin spice craze occurred in 1796, when Amelia Simmons 
published American Cookery. This cookbook combined imported 
spices with Native Americans’ pumpkins and marked the growing 
independence from the cooking styles of European countries. 

Fast forward to 1934, when McCormick and Company would 
come out with the famous, and still widely used, pre-made pumpkin 
pie spice blend. The spice blend contains cinnamon, ginger, nutmeg, 
and allspice. This began the rise of convenience foods and redefined 
accessible flavors to the middle class. 

Which now leads me to the pumpkin spice latte (PSL). While 
many may know that Starbucks is one of the most famous coffee 
chains for their PSL, which was launched in 2003, they were not 
the first corporation to invent it. In the mid-1990s, some coffee 
roasters, including one in Tampa Bay, Fla., began experimenting with 
pumpkin spice flavorings for coffee, to massive success, which led to 
the widespread trend of pumpkin spice-flavored products today. 

Cassie Patton, born and raised in Washington state, says she has 
always enjoyed writing about any topic possible. When not actively 
writing, she can be found baking up a sweet treat or watching football.

By Cassie Patton



 Page 12                                                                                 Huckleberry Press                                                                   November 1, 2025

www.huckleberrypress.com

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

509•738•WEST (9378)
150 W. 3rd, Hwy. 395 • Kettle Falls, WA 99141
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You can View all of the MLS Listings in the Tri-County area 

- Just click on Local MLS Search and have Fun!

* * * * * * * Unlimited Services  * * * * * * * Proven Results! * * * * * * *
LET OUR TEAM  HELP YOU WITH ALL OF YOUR REAL ESTATE NEEDS!

Robyn Westergard
Owner/Managing Broker

Realtor of the Year
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Robyn Westergard

A beautiful setting with room 
to garden, just off the Colum-
bia with water views and close 
to town. Some established 
grapes and raspberries to get 
you started. Features 2 bed-
room, with a 3rd extra room for 
games or additional sleep space. 
Attached 1 car garage. Starter 
home or bring your tool belt and 
bring up to date with your own 
personal touches.MLS# 45002                          $230,000

Waterfront Oasis: Listen to the sounds of the Kettle River from this stunning, custom built home 
situated on 6.52 acres bordering the Kettle 
River. Large open floor plan with views from 
the kitchen, dining and living room. Plenty 
of windows to bring the beauty of outside 
inside. Main floor living with radiant heat, 
laundry and primary bed and bath. A beau-
tifully finished basement includes wet bar, 
stone floors, a wood stove, bed and bath, 
lots of windows and an outside entrance. 
Two decks for your entertaining enjoyment 

& oversized 2 car garage. Secondary house for family and friends, that includes a kitchen, 
bath and huge bonus room with pool 
table and room for several sleeping 
areas and includes 2 car garage. In-
ground sprinkler, huge woodshed with 
storage, Screened gazebo and shed. 
Custom wood working throughout this 
home, radiant heat, wood stove and a 
mini split is included and the pad is in 
it just needs to be installed. Genera-
tor stays, 220 on the outside of the 
garage and STAR Link service stays 
- you just have to sign up.

PRICED TO SELL - SMALL TOWN LIVING. 
Very well maintained home. This home is 
ready for you to make it your own. A large 
kitchen, 3 large bedrooms, 2 bath and one 
has a walk in bathtub. Pellet stove, heat 
pump, ceiling fan, wheel chair ramp, laundry 
room is off the kitchen in its own room, 
with exit/entry from the attached carport. 
Enjoy peace and quiet while sitting on your 
covered, screened in front porch or on the 
newly redone porch in the back. Partially fenced, large yard with established landscape and room 
for a garden. Large shed and/or workshop, existing slab and electrical are ready for your garage 
to be built, car shelter can stay. So much potential at a great price and READY TO MOVE IN!

Peaceful setting in a very private location. Crafted log sided home with covered deck, large carport, 
workshop with loft, separate dry cabin, garden shed and a 14 ft door RV shop. Beautiful double 

fenced garden with 2 sets of grape vines. 
Local rock landscaping around the house. 
Open kitchen, dining, and living area on 
the main floor with easy access to the 
deck. Wood cabinets and built in pan-
try. The woodstove will keep you warm 
all winter. Upper-level hosts a very spa-
cious bedroom with full bath, easy access 
closet with built in amenities, there is a 
total of 3 bedrooms 2.5 baths. Daylight 
basement with patio and a propane stove 
to heat the home if you have to leave. 
There is even 220 amp in the carport for 
an electric car hook up. You have to see 
this home to appreciate the beauty!

2 HOMES: Fantastic opportunity to live 
in one home and have a rental or guest 
home too. Beautifully updated 1930s 
home with stunning hardwood floors, pri-
mary bedroom & walk-in closet, updated 
bathroom with claw foot tub and show-
er. Door out to your own private deck 
to enjoy the peaceful setting. New appli-
ances in the updated kitchen with pass 
through opening to the living room, gas 
log stove and French doors out to the 
pergola covered deck. Fenced garden 
area with shed and a separate green-
house style shed. Year around pond with 
pump for watering and a creek that is 
spring fed. There is a French drain in-
stalled around the main house and an 
outside entry to the basement where 
the laundry is located and 2 cool storage rooms, Updated 1940 2-bedroom 1 bath ADU with its 
own fenced side yard. There is so much to this property you just have to see it to appreciate the 
beauty. The soil is incredible and the creek runs all year. The property is fenced with a few access 
options for easy entry to both yards. Plus a 2 car garage that has been freshly painted.

HOME FEELS LIKE A BRAND NEW HOME, Complete remodel & ready to move into. Beautiful remodel 
with new windows, flooring, 
walls, doors, new efficient 
kitchen w/ big closet pan-
try, large dining area, laun-
dry room & updated bath-
room, large corner lot with 
2 off street parking areas, 
room to garden, deck, and 
a 10 x 16 storage shed, 
located minutes from Lake 
Roosevelt and boat launch. 
Home okay for FHA, VA 
Financing. THIS IS ONE 
LEVEL LIVING AT ITS BEST!

MLS# 44881                        $599,000

MLS# 44404                              $244,999

MLS# 44583             $879,000

MLS# 44937                                 $269,000

MLS# 44446                     $449,000

This lot is ready for your 
new home! Power, water and 
septic and concrete pad are 
installed (the old home was 
recently removed). The 2 car 
garage is on this property 
and the cars are in the pro-
cess of being removed. Last 
home was 23’X 44’.MLS# 44032                                  $149,000

Kettle River Waterfront 
Paradise: it’s like buying 
your own park! Elegantly 
built home with an open 
floor plan, vaulted ceilings 
with lots of windows to 
let the sunlight and views 
inside. Floor to ceiling tiled 
wood stove in the living 
room with a spacious red-
wood deck to watch the 
river flow. Special crafted 
kitchen with Acacia wood 
counter tops from Africa, hickory cabinets with an abundance of counter space and storage, large din-
ing room with a private viewing deck. Primary bedroom with jacuzzi tub, walk in shower and closet plus 
electric fireplace. Plenty of bathrooms for entertaining and sleep overs. Separate cabin with running 
water, electricity and private outhouse in a serene setting with large deck, trees and expansive yard. 
Plenty of water with a private well and 2 car Carport with storage, RV Carport & shed. 6.57 acres. 

Over 3,000 sq. ft. in this 4 
bed/3.5bath home on a large 
corner lot within an hour of 
Spokane, with golf course and 
ski hill as a part of your new 
community. This home high-
lights custom craftsman build 
including a theater stage and 
full screen wired for sound/
lights and projector for all 
your family and or entertain-
ing possibilities. Chewelah’s 
Peye Creek babbling through 
the front yard, under your 
very own bridge, lighted path-
way and established native 

and elaborate landscaped yard. Fully fenced back and side yard in addition to a 2 car 
attached garage with workshop. This home has it all and the room and design to accom-
modate a multitude of living enjoyment and options! Come see it today.

MLS# 44403                                  $565,000

 $869,000MLS# 44847

Let Us Help You Find Your New Home!
Call or Text  Us Today for your FREE Market Analysis!


