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Being a celeb-
rity isn’t all it’s 
cracked up to be. 
We hear lots of 
stories about ac-
tors and singers 
sacrificing and 
working tirelessly 
to become stars, 
only to lament 
their inability to 
go anywhere with-
out being recog-

nized and asked for an autograph or to pose 
for a selfie.

I grew up on the Balboa Peninsula in 
Newport Beach, Calif. Before you start 
making assumptions, we were part of the 
blue-collar Newport Beach crowd. My 
folks owned a bakery, and my brother and 
I would arise each morning at 3 o’clock to 
put in a couple hours rolling dough for pas-
tries, frying donuts, and baking bread be-
fore catching the bus for school.

While our family was far from rich, we 
lived amongst very well-off people, includ-
ing a handful of celebrities. Buddy Ebsen, a 
fine actor sadly best known for portraying 
Jed Clampett on “The Beverly Hillbillies,” 
lived across Balboa Bay from the bakery. So 
did John Wayne.

When he wasn’t off filming a movie, 
Wayne liked to spend time at his home on 
Balboa Island, where his 136-foot yacht, 
the Wild Goose, was docked. On week-
ends, when he’d navigate the yacht to Cata-
lina Island or up the coast toward Marina 
del Rey, he’d call the bakery and order sev-
eral dozen donut holes for the crew.

On sailing day, in the pre-dawn hours, 
he’d hop on the Balboa Island Ferry for the 
short ride across the bay to the peninsula, 
then stroll a block-and-a-half to the bak-
ery. He’d knock on the locked door, and 
my mom would greet him with four or five 
cardboard boxes filled with just-fried and 
glazed donut holes.

After paying for his order — our donut 
holes were priced at “two for a nickel” — 
Wayne would ask my mom if she had time 
to chat. She really didn’t, but she always 
said she did. Wayne asked her to call him 
“Duke,” as all his friends did, and they’d 
sit on the public bench right outside our 
bakery, light up cigarettes, and shoot the 
breeze for a half-hour or so. He would leave 

when the sun was starting to rise and al-
ways made a point of telling my mom how 
much he appreciated being able to chat 
with someone who “wasn’t all starry eyed.”

Wayne enjoyed the spoils of his success 
– the home on the bay, another in the San 
Fernando Valley that provided easy access 
to the Hollywood studios, a ranch in Arizo-
na, the yacht – but he lamented the loss of 
privacy that came with it.

I had close-up experiences of my own 
with the double-edged sword of celebrity-
hood during the 15 years I lived in Chica-
go as a magazine editor. One time, I had 
walked to the downtown ESPN Zone bar 
and restaurant to watch the Green Bay 
Packers game. I was “between wives” at the 
time, so I grabbed a seat at the bar and or-
dered a burger.

While waiting for the food to be deliv-
ered, a man sat down in the seat to my left. 
I immediately recognized him as one of the 
stars of a movie I’d seen just weeks earlier, 
“O Brother, Where Art Thou?” There was 
no entourage. There were no groupies. Just 
a guy who wanted to watch a football game.

The arrival of my burger coincided with 
a commercial break in the game. That’s 
when I broke my silence and said, “I really 
enjoyed the music in ‘O Brother.’”

He looked at my burger, looked at me 
and said, “T Bone knew what he was do-
ing.”

T Bone was T Bone Burnett, who select-
ed the music for the film and later oversaw 
the accompanying soundtrack.

When his salad arrived with a chicken 
breast on top of it, George Clooney added, 
“By the way, thanks for letting me enjoy the 
game.”

On another occasion, I was noshing on 
a hot dog at a little joint in the Streeterville 
neighborhood, just off Michigan Avenue. 
Seating was limited and it was common for 
strangers to share tables. As I took a sip of 
Diet Coke between bites, a man with long 
hair came up to me and asked, “Mind if I 
join you?”

I looked up and was face-to-face with the 
lead singer of a group whose songs I had 
butchered countless times singing in my 
shower and car over the years. Had I been 
on my toes, I would have said, “Walk this 
way.” Instead, all I could muster was, “Not 
at all.”

The seat at my table made it possible for 

the singer to have his back to the window 
and enjoy a modicum of privacy. We fin-
ished our “meals” at the same time, and as 
we got up to leave, he said to me, “That was 
the first peaceful meal I’ve had in a long 
time. Thanks.”

I again missed out on opportunities to 
demonstrate my fandom. I could have said, 
“That’s a sweet emotion,” or, “That’s what 
you get for livin’ on the edge.” Thinking 
about it, though, either one of those com-
ments probably would have ruined the ex-
perience for Steven Tyler.

Back then, I was simply being polite. 
Today, I fully understand the perils that ac-
company being a celebrity. Ever since the 
February 2026 issue of Huckleberry Press 
came out, I can’t go anywhere in the Inland 
Northwest without hearing the whispers...

“There’s the moose guy!”
“Oh, yeah! He doesn’t believe in them, 

right?”
“He didn’t even know that moose are 

part of the deer family.”
“The newspaper ran a picture of a moose 

with his column, but he still doesn’t believe 
in them!”

I could be mistaken, but I think I saw a 
TMZ truck camped out near our driveway 
the other day. The next day, when I attempt-
ed to trace the number of a dropped call on 
my mobile phone, the search rendered this 
message: “Might be ‘Entertainment To-
night.’”

I did pick up a call from a guy claim-
ing he was from People magazine. When I 
asked him why he was so interested in my 
doubts about the existence of moose, he 
said, “It’s because of your friendships with 
George Clooney and Steven Tyler.”

Friendships? I’d met each only once, and 
our “conversations” couldn’t have amount-
ed to more than a couple dozen words – to-
tal.

“Even so, you can’t deny the connection 
the three of you have,” the “reporter” coun-
tered.

“Connection? What connection?”
“Moose.”
“Moose?!?”
“Yes. Moose.”
I’m not sure why, but I bit.
“What possible connection could 

George Clooney, Steven Tyler, and I have 
with moose?”

Turns out these People people know a lot 

about a lot of things.
In a 1991 episode of “Roseanne,” long 

before George Clooney became the George 
Clooney, the character he played, Booker 
Brooks, attempted to flirt with Julie while 
wearing a moose costume.

Further, 18 years later, Clooney starred 
in a movie called “Up in the Air” in which 
characters would pose with a small, cut-out 
photo of a moose as they traveled around 
the country.

“A coincidence?” the People person asked 
me.

“I think so,” I replied.
“Well, then,” he countered. “What about 

you and Steven Tyler?”
“What about me and Steven Tyler?”
I was informed that the Aerosmith song, 

“Big Ten Inch Record,” which I’d admit-
tedly listened to many times on the radio, 
was a cover of a song originally recorded by 
blues singer Benjamin Clarence Jackson in 
1952.

“Okay,” I said. “But I’m not getting the 
connection.”

“Do you know what Jackson’s nickname 
was?” the People person asked me.

“No.”
“It was ‘Bull Moose.’”
Well, I guess that explains the obsession 

with my moose missive among Huckleber-
ry Press readers, and why I now must don 
sunglasses, a fedora, and a fake mustache 
whenever I go out in public anywhere in 
the Inland Northwest.

Still, the whispers seem so impolite and 
unnecessary. But this is the celebrity-ob-
sessed culture in which we live.

It’s too late to show some respect for and 
keep some distance from the Duke. But 
could you please do Gorgeous George, the 
Demon of Screamin’ and the Wordjohnson 
of the Moose Missive a favor? All we really 
want is to be able to watch a football game, 
eat a hot dog, or take a walk in the Inland 
Northwest without a bunch of groupies or 
celebrity-stalking media members hound-
ing us. Is that too much to ask?

And please keep that moose muttering 
out of earshot.

Award-winning journalist Bob Johnson 
and his award-winning photographer-wife, 
Michelle, enjoy exploring the Inland North-
west and sharing their adventures with Huck-
leberry Press readers – the ones who’d rather 
eat mousse than whisper about moose, that is.

The Hazards of Being a Celebrity



 Page 2                                                                                 Huckleberry Press                                                                  June 1, 2026

www.huckleberrypress.com

Huckleberry Press
The Huckleberry Press began in the Fruitland Valley, nestled in the shadow of northeastern 
Washington’s Huckleberry Mountains. Since 2003, “Huckleberry Country” has expanded 
throughout the Inland Northwest to the 12 counties of Adams, Benewah, Bonner, Douglas, 
Ferry, Kootenai, Lincoln, Okanogan, Pend Oreille, Spokane, Stevens, and Whitman. 
The Huckleberry Press is dedicated to celebrating and connecting people with their 
communities by featuring stories of people making major contributions as individuals, with 
new or expanding businesses, and through special, community events. Also included are 
small business advice, lifestyle, humor, and seasonal features. The Huckleberry Press is 
dated the 1st of each month. 

Articles and ad space reservation deadline: 20th of each month 

CONTACT INFORMATION: 
P.O. Box 983, Kettle Falls, WA 99141  •  844-344-8344  •  huckleberrypress.com

Subscriptions
The Huckleberry Press is available for free at over 500 locations in northeastern 
Washington and northern Idaho, and online at huckleberrypress.com. Subscriptions are 
$32/year to cover mailing costs.

The Huckleberry Press is published 12 times per year. 
Copyright 2001-2026 © by Huckleberry Press. All rights reserved. Reproduction of the contents, or use in whole or 
part without written permission from the publisher is strictly prohibited. Advertising, views and opinions expressed 
herein are not necessarily those of the publisher. Printed in the USA with recycled press plates and soy-
based ink on paper containing recycled content.

Publisher, Senior Editor 
Gabriel Cruden

Editor
Camille Krema 

Advertising Sales 
Shannon Chapman

509-690-6599
ads@inlandnwmediagroup.com

Advertising Sales 
Christa McDonald

509-570-8460 
christamc@aol.com 

Advertising Sales 
Gabriel Cruden
844-344-8344

ads@huckleberrypress.com 

What Not To Do on an Early May Hike in NE WA

By Leslie Limardo
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A friend and 
I – let’s call her 
B – decided to 
go on a hike 
last week. The 
weather over 
the winter was 
mild, meaning 
lack of snow 
and an earlier 

than usual arrival of warm temperatures, 
so time outside sounded inviting, ushering 
in visions of fresh, new green on plants and 
thoughts of smelling sun-warmed pine nee-
dles, all while walking under a bright blue 
sky, scattered with feathery white cirrus 
clouds and birds chirping merrily above our 
heads. Let’s do the 5.9 mile-Sherman Peak 
Loop, said B, to which I readily agree. We 
head out from Kettle Falls around noon on a 
Sunday, with a 30-minute drive to reach the 
start of what we know from experience is a 
roughly two-hour hike. I had been kayaking 
in weeks prior and thought nothing of cruis-
ing to the top of the pass for what I assumed 
would be a leisurely stroll with a dear friend. 

With the car parked on the side of the 
road, we set out, me with my iced coffee in 
hand and a bottle of water in my bag (no 
food) over the first steps of the trail. B had 
some water and, she said, some nuts and 
seeds to snack on. Within feet, we encoun-
ter a small patch of snow on the trail. “No 
big deal,” I said, it’s just a little snow, and we 
proceed, walking easily over the flattened 
crust of now dirty white, aged precipitation 
that once festooned every inch of trail at this 
higher-than-valley altitude. I wore my Cha-
cos and hiking socks, because I had realized 
too late that my boot inserts had been left 
at home and so made what was later con-
firmed to be a rash decision to hike in socks 
and sandals. We press on, having chosen to 
head west at the trail split, starting off in a 
new-to-us direction and seeing things from 
a different and, ultimately, more challenging 
perspective.

Talking and walking, the patches of snow 
increase in occurrence and density. “Do you 
want to turn around?” asked B. “No way,” I 
respond. It’s still just a little snow. 

A few miles in and we are walking over 
piles of snow 20 inches or more high, still 
terming conditions easy as we manage to 
stay on top of the long, icy, elevated lines, 
comforted by the signs we see of other hu-
man travelers recently passing this way, like 
shoe prints, sawn trees, and the resulting 

sawdust strewn over sections of the path. 
“It’s fine,” I tell myself. “Someone has been 
here, the way has been cleared (minus the 
snow, of course), and we are doing fabulous-
ly.” 

Hoping to reach a section of trail that has 
been sufficiently warmed and cleared by the 
sun, we press on, slightly surprised when we 
begin to fall through the top of the snow-
pack, our feet and legs sliding down, almost 
to the ground below, B getting small, but 
lasting scrapes from the jagged crusts of ice 
as they reach out and attack her bare legs. In 
one of my better decisions of the day, I had 
decided to wear pants and so was saved from 
direct skin contact with the snow, except 
when I lost my balance on falls through the 
softened top layers and had to put my hands 
out to keep my face from leaving a short-
lived, personal imprint. 

We hike on, balancing atop the rows of 
snow, stopping for small sips of water and 
admiring the view. At some point I look up 
and to see what should have been the high, 
light gray, cubed rock walls of Sherman 
Mountain, only to see almost black, rectan-
gular rocks reaching up to the sky instead. 
“Hey B,” I say, “this doesn’t look familiar to 
me,” thinking even though the trail is in the 
proper position, with the ground falling off 
to our right as we walk in a loop, something 
doesn’t feel right. “It’s fine,” says B, “there 
was probably snow covering the sides last 
time and so it just looks different right now.” 
My eyes scan off to the east and are stopped 
suddenly by the sight of the pointed roof of 
a. “I don’t remember there being a cabin off 
this trail,” I say, “but maybe we missed it last 
time because we were walking in the oppo-
site direction.” 

We walk up to explore more, me opening 
the creaky wooden door via the iron latch as 
B exclaimed, “What are you doing? There 
could be an axe murderer inside!” I laugh 
off her unfounded worries as I push the door 
in, only to be met by a steel blade crashing 
down on my neck as…oh wait, wrong story 
line, sorry. The cabin was empty, save cots 
topped with eggshell foam, a wood stove, 
and shelves filled with outdoor supplies, mi-
nus any sort of food or maps. That’s when I 
choose to relay to B the true story of a boy 
who was lost on a mountain in Maine for 
days, dropped forty pounds, and ended up 
with burlap on his feet in place of shoes, the 
only object of assist he found in a remote 
cabin before he himself was rescued and 
eventually recovered. “Don’t worry, though, 

that won’t happen to us,” I say. “We are on 
an actual trail and we will find our way back 
to the road. And no way am I taking off my 
Chacos.” 

We decide to continue in the same direc-
tion to see if anything starts to look familiar. 
“I need to pee,” says B, followed by, “We’re 
good, I recognize this place, I’ve peed here 
before.” Almost fully trusting, but wanting 
just a tad more confirmation for my own 
mind (because everyone files away outdoor 
bathroom breaks in the save forever part of 
the brain, right?), I take out my phone again, 
put a pin on the finish spot, choose walking as 
my mode of transportation, and push “Start.” 
I then take a few steps and realize we are go-
ing the wrong way and must have missed our 
turnoff, our beloved Sherman Peak being 
one mountain over to our left. “We have to 
go back,” I tell B, “but hopefully there will be 
a lot less snow on this side of the mountain 
and it will be an easier traverse, thinking of 
my sodden feet and their alternating states of 
frozen and approaching a thaw as we go back 
and forth between deep, soft snow and bare 
trail. B texts her friend to say they may need 
to see the late show of “The Devil Wears Pra-
da 2” and I text my daughter and let her know 
we’ll be gone a little longer than planned. 
Backtracking through the snow, we try and 
step in our existing footprints, finally com-
ing upon the turnoff we had missed oh, five 
miles ago. Having consoled ourselves with 
thoughts of having been so focused on walk-
ing through the snow and insisting the turn 
had been concealed by mounds of said white 
stuff, thereby prompting us to walk right past 
in a nice day state of mind while pleasantly 
conversing, you may understand how as-
tounded we were when we reached the turn 
and realized we had, indeed, strolled right 
past the completely open, snow-free path, 
inanely failing to look one millimeter to our 
left and notice our loop trail breaking off to 
complete the eastern curve of the circle. 

Needing to pamper myself and shove 
down the guilty feelings I was having to 
swallow, I asked B if she had any food she 
could share. I needed some sustenance, es-
pecially once we realized there was, in fact, 
even more snow on this last section than 
any other part of the trails we had already 
walked. She pulled out a bag that contained, 
no joke, roughly 10 shelled pistachios and 15 
tiny, green pepitas (a kind of baby pumpkin 
seed). I thought she was kidding, surely her 
pack contained more food, but no, she had 
grabbed just a small handful and thrown it 
in a plastic baggie on her way out the door. I 
couldn’t criticize, though, considering I had 
brought along exactly nothing in terms of 
food. I downed the nuts and seeds, and after 
walking a decent patch of dry trail, decided 
to sit down and take off my socks. Ice balls 
fell down and out of the socks as I shook 
them and I hung them on a tree branch to 
collect next time we did the loop. A mere 

60 feet later, I turned around and went back 
for the socks as even more snow appeared, 
blocking our way. I managed to pull them 
gingerly back onto my frozen feet after 
wringing out the muddy water, grateful once 
again for a barrier between my piggies and 
the snow, even a cold and wet one, sort of like 
“two hearts living in just one mind, beating 
together til the end of time” (sing along if the 
music grabs you, Phil would be flattered).

Hiking on, sinking, rising, sliding, we 
finally begin to see portions of the road we 
know means we are almost to the car and 
assured safety, and no one had to call 911. I 
tell B we need to come up with one line to 
remember this hike, and we eventually settle 
on two: “No big deal, it’s just a little snow,” 
and, “It’s fine, I’ve peed here before” (my per-
sonal fave). Laughing most of the way home, 
we find lots of ways to use our newly minted 
sayings, realizing how fantastically reassur-
ing it can be when someone tells you they’ve 
peed there before. Not.

Arriving home I shower, failing to succeed 
in getting out all the dirt that’s been com-
pacted into my toenails. Enjoying a wash and 
a fresh appreciation for soap, I follow with a 
15-minute massage from our over-the-chair 
massager, borrow and use my dance daugh-
ter’s foot massage capsule, and think about 
all the bad choices I made on this day. Start-
ing a mountain hike with snow still on the 
ground, choosing a different way than I was 
used to, not paying attention, and spending 
too much time talking and not enough time 
tracking. There were a few really good choic-
es, though, like hiking with a great friend, 
having an iced coffee from Crandall Coffee 
Co., getting in almost double the miles and 
exercise than we had planned and, well, 
maybe the best choice of all, turning around 
when we did and making it out before dark. 

I feel like I used to be an experienced hik-
er. I hiked solo a ton with my dog. I didn’t 
get lost. I’m not sure what the difference is 
between now and then, and I’m staying away 
from the number of “life years” because I’m 
just not ready to go there yet, but maybe 
that’s my problem. Even sitting in my bed 
late at night I can still smell the delicious 
aroma of pine hit by the bright sun, and soft 
brown dirt heated by the warm air, with cold 
stone resting alongside both. And I already 
know I need more of all of the above. Except 
maybe not on top of a mountain in early May 
and maybe not wearing Chacos and socks 
while trekking through snow. Northeast 
Washington has so much to offer. Just don’t 
get yourself dead enjoying it. And maybe buy 
a satphone and download a trail app before 
your next outdoor adventure. I’m doing at 
least one of those. Probably.

Leslie Limardo lives in Arden with 
her family, loves to spend time outdoors, 
and tries really hard not to get herself 
into situations that require some sort of 
extrication.
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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
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Colville, WA
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53% OFF LIST PRICE

Additional Additional 
10-20% Off 10-20% Off 
5+ Cabinets 5+ Cabinets 
Till 4-27-20Till 4-27-20
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Free assessments, call today and 
schedule intake with a local manager!

24/7 care service available.

509-400-6656 • care@agapeihc.com
We are accepting Private Pay, V.A. (TriWest), P.A.C.E. 

Providence, and Nolia Health Insurance currently.
Currently Serving Spokane County and coming soon to N. Idaho.

Taste Budz Review: Baba Spokane

By Zack & Brooklyn Bolin, Facebook: 
Taste Budz, Instagram: tastebudz_spokane

I absolutely love Mediterranean and 
Middle Eastern cuisine but finding restau-
rants in this category where Zack will like 
the food was impossible until we discov-
ered Baba. 

What we enjoyed:
- Lamb Kofta 
- Potato Latkes 
- Turkish Mac & Cheese
If you try only one thing at Baba, make 

sure it’s the potato latkes. Crispy shredded 
potato cakes get fried till they are golden 
brown and are served with herbaceous, 
spicy tzatziki and a dollop of lemon purée. 
It comes with a little helping of perfectly 
pickled red onions, which I devoured and 
Zack didn’t touch.  

I am a big fan of lamb, but it has to be 
cooked just right. Their lamb kofta is ab-
solutely divine. Heavily seasoned ground 
lamb gets char-grilled with a pomegranate 

glaze, creating a smokey, sweet, and flavor-
ful skewer. It’s served on a bed of jewel rice 
that has little bits of fruit in it and pairs per-
fectly with the glaze. The plate is smeared 
with more of their freshly made tzatziki. 
Every flavor pairs together and makes the 
perfect plate. 

Zack, obviously, likes a different style 
of food, so he ordered the Turkish Mac & 
Cheese and added grilled chicken. Shell 
noodles get smothered in a creamy feta 
cheese sauce, baked and then topped with 
pistachio crumbs, creating a panko-style 
topping with so much flavor. They use 
something called “dukkah” to top it off 
as well, which is a combination of roast-
ed nuts, seeds and spices, giving the dish 
an elevated flavor. You can add a variety 
of proteins to this dish. Our server rec-
ommended an over-easy egg to make it 
creamier, but Zack decided to try it with 
chicken. Not only did Zack love it, but I 
think it was genuinely the best mac and 
cheese I have ever had. 

If you are wanting to try Mediterranean 
fusion food or you already love it, then this 
is the place for you. They offer an amazing 
happy hour daily from 3-5 p.m., and they 
also have brunch and dinner. They are lo-
cated in Kendall Yards and also make for a 
great special occasion spot. 

1242 W. Summit Pkwy, Spokane
babaspokane.com
509-443-4410

TO PLACE AN AD CALL:  
844-344-8344
www.huckleberrypress.com 
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A Turn in the Journey

by Amy McGarry

The phone woke me up at 5:13 
a.m. My automatic response was 
dread. It’s never good news when 
the phone rings during sleeping 
hours. I was actually relieved when 
I saw that the call was coming 
from my brother’s assisted living 
facility. Due to a biological glitch, 
my brother’s blood pressure can 
escalate too high, or plummet too 
low. It always regulates itself after 

some time, but the facility is required to call us and ask 
if we want them to call the ambulance to take Denny to 
the hospital. Of course, if there are symptoms in addi-
tion to the blood pressure, such as dizziness or shortness 
of breath, the EMTs are called automatically. Thus, I am 
all too familiar with ER visits, as are my two sisters living 
in Spokane who also help with our brother.

Denny is 76 years old and, despite the blood pressure 
issues, has been quite healthy. He requires assisted liv-
ing due to dementia. His dementia has progressed so 
much, it’s hard to believe it’s only been a year. These 
days he can’t find his bedroom or work the elevator. He’s 
known to wander the facility with no direction in mind. 
He struggles to communicate. There are more disturb-
ing behaviors that I won’t share in respect of Denny’s 

dignity.
When I answered the 5:13 a.m. phone call, I expect-

ed to hear that Denny’s blood pressure was too high or 
too low. Instead, the med tech, who I know very well and 
am quite fond of, sounded distressed as she told me my 
brother had fallen, hit his head, and scraped a lot of skin 
off his arm. EMTs had already been called. She assured 
me he was conscious and alert, but he was bleeding from 
the head. 

Spoiler alert: In the end, there were no serious physi-
cal repercussions from the fall that we know of.

I live close enough to the facility that I was able to get 
dressed and be there within five minutes. My sisters and 
I are all gifted with the ability to stay calm in emergen-
cies. I save my overreacting, drama, and freaking out for 
life’s minor annoyances and petty grievances. So, when I 
arrived at my brother’s room and saw him leaning on his 
bedroom floor, bare chested, with blood dripping down 
his head, I jovially asked him, “How ya doin’, brother?”

He gave a half smile and said, “Uh, not so good at the 
moment.” It was a huge relief to hear such a coherent an-
swer considering he often can’t find the words he wants, 
or sometimes any words at all. 

Meanwhile the EMTs were asking their questions and 
taking his vitals and getting him onto the stretcher to 
get him to the emergency room at the Valley hospital. I 

promised my brother I’d meet him there.
I’ve learned a lot during my time with my brother’s ER 

visits. Some things you can always count on. First, ev-
erything takes longer than I expect it to, thus, there will 
be waiting. Second, my brother will sleep the majority of 
the time he is in the hospital bed. 

Being all too familiar with the ER of the Valley hospi-
tal, I make myself at home. I wander around. I joke with 
the nurses. “I’m disappointed. This place isn’t nearly as 
exciting as ‘The Pitt.’”

“You’re at the Valley hospital. You want real excite-
ment? Go to a downtown ER,” one nurse replied. 

One thing you can never predict is the level of friendli-
ness you will receive from nurses and doctors. From the 
wonderful, to the less than wonderful. They are human 
with flaws like us all. And they have a very stressful job.

One thing my sisters can count on is that I will fill my 
ER waiting time with countless texts updating them, 
even though I know they are sleeping and will not see the 
messages in real time. This rapid-fire texting is totally 
unnecessary; since it’s not life or death, all of this infor-
mation can wait. But by golly, I have to communicate the 
information in real time. I’m not sure why. It’s definitely 
a compulsion I can’t fight.

One more thing I can count on is both of my Spokane 
sisters will offer to come to the hospital to relieve me or 
keep me company once they wake up and see the hun-
dreds (okay, dozens) of texts I’ve sent them. 

What’s unpredictable during these visits is my broth-
er’s level of lucidity. I’m going to chalk it up to shock, but 
he was more lucid during this ER visit than I had seen in 
ages. My favorite example is when he asked me how old 
he is. I told him 76. He said, “No, I think I’m closer to 
90.” That might not sound lucid to you until you know 
that I had asked him, “Are you preparing for when the 
nurses ask you how old you are?”

“Yeah,” he smiled sheepishly.
He didn’t know how old he was, but he remembered 

he would be asked this question by hospital staff. And he 
wanted to be able to answer. Amazing. 

As mentioned in my spoiler alert, my brother was fine 
and was in fact cleared for release as soon as his arm was 
bandaged up. 

My sisters and I checked up on him frequently that 
day and the following few days. Then we got the news 
from the staff at his facility.

Denny had been found outside the building in the 
parking lot. This is behavior his facility calls “exit seek-
ing.” In reality, I do not believe my brother is “exit seek-
ing,” as that implies he is trying to leave the facility. 
I think he is just wandering. But the guidelines at this 
facility are clear: any attempts to leave the building with-
out permission are a no-no. Between the “exit seeking” 
and the fall, the facility staff, with tears in their eyes, let 
us know they were not equipped to keep him safe. He 
needed to move to a facility with a higher level of care. In 
elder care vernacular, it’s called memory care. 

For my sisters and I, who have shared this journey, this 
labor of love, much longer than the year Denny’s been in 
assisted living, this news was both relief and heartache. 
Relief, because with such a rapid decline in his dementia, 
we knew his safety was becoming an issue. Heartache for 
many reasons. 

Because the move will be devastating and scary for my 
brother who is comfortable with his caretakers. 

Because the caretakers at his facility truly love my 
brother. 

Because my sisters and I have developed real relation-
ships with not only Denny’s caretakers, but with many 
of the residents we interact with when we visit Denny.

Just last week I learned that Don will be celebrating 
his 95th birthday the same week Denny will be celebrat-
ing his 77th. 

“We can have a party celebrating you both!” I ex-
claimed. Don, who is still sharp as a tack but in a wheel-
chair, has become my favorite resident. 

Don looked at Denny and said, “And we can wear fun-
ny hats!” 

Denny smiled with chagrin. 
Only time will tell where this journey takes us.
Amy McGarry grew up in Spokane Valley, Washing-

ton. After a 20 year hiatus, she moved back to Spokane 
Valley where she lives with her husband, daughter and 
two cats. She is the author of I am Farang: Adventures 
of a Peace Corps Volunteer in Thailand, available on 
Amazon.com. 
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On a recent episode of the “One 
Happy Thing” podcast, my co-host 
and author-friend Jennifer Moor-
man confessed to having trouble 
letting go of a grudge. She’d held it 
for almost a week, she said, until she 
was able to let it go. And she felt gen-
uinely awful about it.

Jennifer is a good person.
A four-day grudge, for me, is a 

cute little baby resentment. It doesn’t qualify as a grudge 
unless it’s lasted for at least a couple of weeks. I have a 
few that I’ve held since I was five. There was the time my 
mother promised me I could stay up late to watch a movie 
and then changed her mind and made me go to bed at the 
usual, ridiculously early hour. The time my parents left my 
brother and me with our grandmother for the weekend, 
and she made us eat cold, leftover oatmeal for breakfast. 

It’s not that I’m walking around seething about these 
horrible injustices more than 50 years after their commis-
sion, but they’re not buried all that deeply, either. When 
Jennifer got me thinking about grudges, those two exam-
ples popped right up and volunteered for service. And they 
are the small ones, the ones I can laugh about and share in 
public. There are others, deeper, darker, and uglier, lurk-
ing in the darkness.

The interesting part about all this grudge holding is that 
I don’t (or at least didn’t) think of myself as a grudge hold-
er. If you’d asked me a month ago, I would have said that 
I’m pretty good at letting stuff go. Also, that I rarely get 
mad. It turns out that none of this is true. I get mad pretty 
frequently. What I am good at is holding it in, stuffing it 
down, pretending not to feel it.

And this, my friends, is what leads to a grudge, which 
is basically a pocket of anger left to its own devices and 
allowed to fester.

When Jennifer found herself unable to let go of her 
grudge – which she did wisely recognize as anger – she got 
mad at herself for being mad at her friend...which didn’t 
resolve anything but just amplified the grudge and made 
her miserable.

If you’re human, I’m certain that you too have fallen 
into this endless spiral at least once. And you very likely 
noticed, as Jennifer did, that getting mad at yourself for 

being mad at someone else is a practice that does not carry 
a high success rate in the ending anger department. 

Have you ever wondered why we do this, since it obvi-
ously doesn’t work?

I’d like to blame my mother (oh, look, yet another 
grudge). Raise your hand if you also had a parent who sent 
you off to your room when you got mad about something 
and told you that you could come out when you were ready 
to be pleasant. Most of us weren’t taught how to effectively 
process or express anger. So, we’ve tried to ignore it, si-
lence it, and deny it. Which doesn’t work very well, in case 
you hadn’t noticed.

But here’s the thing. All feelings are valid. I’ve believed 
this, and taught it, for years. But I’ve always kind of had 
my fingers crossed behind my back when it came to anger.

When somebody else is mad, even if it’s not at me, it sets 
my teeth on edge, ties my stomach up in knots, and makes 
me want to run for the hills. And if I’m angry? I want to 
shut it down, throttle it back. I don’t like feeling out of con-
trol. I don’t want to hurt anybody. 

But anger ignored has a way of surfacing, willy-nilly, at 
unexpected places and times. If you’ve ever overreacted 
to a small thing, or unleashed anger on the wrong person, 
you know what I mean.

Anger suppressed can also turn into one of those pesky 
grudges.

Like every other emotion, anger occurs for a reason. It 
has something to tell us, if we’re willing to listen.

So, here’s the mission if you choose to accept it. Next 
time you feel anger rising, get yourself into a place where 
you can be alone with it. Instead of venting, eating ice 
cream, pouring yourself a drink, scrolling your phone, or 
whatever you usually do to feel better, give the anger your 
full attention and just let it be. 

Breathe. 
Breathe again. Try to take breaths deep in your bel-

ly. Breathe in through your nose, and out through your 
mouth. I think this is why the old counting to 10 trick sort 
of works – because we breathe while we’re counting.

Tell your anger that you’re listening. Approach it with 
any amount of kindness and curiosity you can summon 
up. Tell yourself, “Huh. That’s interesting. What is up with 
that?” Act as if it has an important message for you and do 
your best to listen. Last time I tried this, I discovered that 

I was actually annoyed with myself because I’d agreed to 
do something that I didn’t want to do and was taking it 
out on the person who asked me to do the thing in the first 
place. Which was great intel but still left me in my friend 
Jennifer’s predicament of wanting to be mad at myself for 
being mad at somebody else.

You know what actually works for me? Channeling a 
little love towards my anger, like it’s a much-loved toddler 
in need of a lap, or my best friend venting after a really bad 
day. You might give it a try.

Take a breath. Conjure up a little love. Take another 
breath. Feel a little more love. If it’s hard to find the love, 
bring up a memory of holding a newborn baby, a kitten, 
or a puppy. Think about your favorite sunset ever, or your 
favorite place. Thank the anger for delivering the message. 
Get out of your head for a bit and just feel as much love as 
you possibly can. 

I’m going to deliberately address a few grudges with this 
method and see how it goes. 

Hey, maybe the Beatles were right all along, and all we 
really need is love.

Colville resident Kerry Schafer (who also writes as Kerry 
Anne King) is the bestselling author of 15 novels, the co-host 
of The One Happy Thing Podcast, and a licensed mental 
health counselor. Find out more at www.allthingskerry.com

by Kerry Schafer



 Page 6                                                                                 Huckleberry Press                                                                  June 1, 2026

www.huckleberrypress.com

Next Auction:

July 3 - 8

3156 N. Beck Rd., Hauser, ID

MISC EQUIPMENT, 
VEHICLES & MORE!

Questions about what we will consign? 
Feel free to give us a call: 208-994-6003

In-Person Preview Days: July 2-4
auction-nw.com Int'l St. Ambulance

Year: 1995
Mileage: 126,040

Hours: 5,962 

Navi Fire Truck 
Year: 2001

Mileage: 17,641

2017 Seadoo Spark Jet Skies 

Misc. Vehicles 

New Flooring Business Opens in Stevens County
By Samantha Peone

A new flooring business recently opened up 
in Springdale. Established this March, Shay’s 
Flooring LLC offers a variety of floor-related 
services to the region, said Shay Palmer, owner, 
operator, and installer. 

Shay’s Flooring is a full-service flooring busi-
ness, meaning Palmer can both source and in-
stall materials for customers, he stated. Shay’s 
Flooring also offers installation and repairs for 
commercial and residential flooring, both “old 
and new flooring, old and new builds.” He said 
he works with “any floor” including: carpets and 
carpet-related jobs, hardwood, and a variety of 
vinyl flooring, such as commercial vinyl com-
position tile, luxury vinyl tile, and luxury vinyl 
planks, and residential luxury vinyl planks. 

The business covers roughly a 100-mile radius 
of Springdale, Palmer said, but that area is flexi-
ble.

Palmer, the sole employee of the business, has 
nearly 11 years of experience in the industry. He 
first got into flooring when he was 18 years old 
and lived in North Dakota, he said.

“My grandpa taught me,” said Palmer. “He got 
me started, and then I worked for a few other 
companies on and off.”

After he moved back to Washington with his 
daughter, Palmer worked for residents, picking 
up different handyman jobs, he said.

“From there, every time I made any money, I 
just spent it on tools, saved enough to get a van 
and do all my paperwork,” said Palmer.

When asked what the highs and lows of form-
ing Shay’s Flooring have been, Palmer talked 
about the excitement he felt when it became an official 
business.

“When I finally was getting my tools together, when 
all the money was coming together to get my van, and I 
found the perfect van, that was all so exciting,” he said. 

“When I did my paperwork, and that was done, and I 
was officially a legit business, I was like, ‘Okay I made 
it. I did it!’”

However, what happened after was a bit more frus-
trating.

“I immediately went around to all the flooring 
department stores in Spokane and around Ste-
vens County, showing them my documents and 
insurance and my bond and stuff, letting them 
know I was available to work. Pretty much every-
one told me, ‘We can’t hire you. We don’t have 
anything for you,’” Palmer recalled with a laugh.

Palmer didn’t let that keep him down for long.
“I’m pretty resilient, and I’m pretty good at not 

letting things get to me,” he said. 
Palmer said his business is now at the stage 

where he’s getting some smaller jobs, where he 
can prove himself. He highlighted some instanc-
es in which customers that he had worked with 
previously reached out to hire him for official 
jobs.

“That was definitely very motivating, knowing 
that I’ve developed a reputation in this town as a 
good worker, and that I show up on time and do 
what I’m going to say I do,” he said.

One of Palmer’s favorite flooring materials to 
work with is hardwood. 

“I like working with wood, and combining that 
with my enjoyment of floors (is) the best of both 
worlds,” he stated.

When asked what he would recommend to 
someone who is considering a flooring remodel, 
Palmer said, “I would recommend picking what 
material and color would contrast best with ex-
isting walls and whatnot.” The individual should 
also take their life stage into account, he said, as 
that can help determine the best type of material 
based on the type of use. 

Looking forward, Palmer wants to build his 
business reputation and then expand.

“I would like to get established this year and 
next year and then scale, and scale to the point where 
I feel like I actually have a business and not a job,” he 
stated. 

For more information, find Shay’s Flooring LLC on 
Facebook.

Shay Palmer has embarked on a new business venture: 
Shay’s Flooring, offering a variety of floor-related services to 
the region. Occasionally his daughter joins him on the job. 
Photo courtesy Shay Palmer. 
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Quit Wishin’ and Go Fishin’

by Ray Bilderback

Izaak Walton 
in the Compleat 
Angler insisted 
that “the trout 
is the tastiest of 
the fresh water 
fish…a fish that 
feeds clean and 
purely, in the 
swiftest streams, 
and on the hard-

est gravel.” That goes a long way to explain 
why a fisherman would fish the small 
brushy streams of eastern Washington.

Let’s enumerate the good points of 
such streams: 

1. The fish are tasty.
2. The streams are usually crowded 

with hungry fish (lots of action) and un-
crowded with people.

3. There are probably one or two small 
streams near you and, as Walton noted, 
the water is cold and pure. Some small 
streams have sections that are not brushy. 
Lucky you! 

There are also disadvantages when fish-
ing more popular streams: mosquitoes, 
“no-see-ums,” slippery rocks, and so on. 
Additionally, the brushy stream demands 
more patience: tangled lines happen more 
often, the fish tend to be spooky, and you 
have to catch so many small fish to satisfy 
the size limit of 8 inches. And in the 2025-
26 regulations, you may keep only two 
trout in streams and beaver ponds.    

On your way to keeping two legal trout, 
you must turn back many small fish. To 
release them safely, wet your hand when 
handling them. Also, and this is crucial, 
use a barbless hook about size 12 or small-
er. It upsets me to see fish torn up and 

discarded because they were not legal 
size and because barbless hooks were not 
used. 

On small, brushy streams, I use a short 
rod, a short leader with no sinker, and 
small fly. To protect myself from brush 
and buzzing insects, I wear long pants and 
long-sleeved shirts. A dull, colorless outfit 
is best, not white. I have tested the matter. 
Wearing a white shirt, I’d fish two holes 
and count the strikes, then take off my 
shirt and count the strikes in the next two 
holes. The white shirt was a clear loser.     

Sometimes I use grasshoppers on a 
bare, barbless hook and a method called 
“dapping” which is described in Walton’s 
17th century book on the subject of an-
gling. The fish can be spooked so you have 
to approach the hole very carefully. I pre-
fer to fish upstream because, if I muddy 
the water, I muddy the hole I have already 
fished. 

Don’t trust rocks. A couple of bad falls 
have taught me to secure good footing. 
Stay still and observe the fish. You may 
have to wait 15 minutes or more, but the 
fish are hungry and will soon be back in 
a feeding mood. With your fly or grass-
hopper a foot or so above the water, ma-
neuver it a bit upstream of a likely fish and 
dip it into the stream. Lightly now. No 
response? Raise your fly, or hopper, wait 
a bit, then “dap” it again. You will get ac-
tion. 

I prefer dry flies because it takes so 
many grasshoppers and you spend so 
much time re-baiting your hook. When I 
was a kid, we didn’t know about fly fishing, 
so grasshoppers it was. We stored them in 
a Prince Albert tobacco can that was easy 
to carry. Come to think of it, a big part of 

grasshopper fishing fun is gathering the 
bait. We would go to a field of dry grass 
and, armed with worn out brooms, whack 
grasshoppers until the can was full.

One more note on fishing gear: use a 
small net. This allows you to keep the fish 
in the water while measuring it and (usu-
ally) releasing it. If you are using barbless 
hooks, once netted, the fish is usually free 
of the hook in the bottom of the net and 
doesn’t need to be handled. 

Most hooks come with a barb. To cre-
ate a barbless hook, use a pair of nee-
dle-nosed pliers and squeeze the barb 
until it is just a bump.  

Once upon a time, when I was a kid, 
three families of neighbors camped to-
gether on a mountain meadow with a lake 
nearby. Fishing was good, but catching 
was poor in the lake and there were sev-
en or eight kids to feed and a half dozen 
adults. So, on the third day, four of us 
drove to a mountain stream that was full 
of eager fish. I was the oldest boy and got 
invited with the men. The stretch of the 
creek they gave me was crowded with al-
der and willow brush. At that elevation, 
the heavy snowfall bent the brush out 
over the stream, creating a tunnel. I had 
to fish bent over and dapping was the only 
possible choice. I got a strike every time 
my fly hit the water, but I had to bring the 
rod back hand-over-hand until the fish 
was in my grasp. I lost far more fish than I 
caught. Oh, what I’d have given for a net.

A couple of hours of frustration later, 
I heard my father talking to someone, so 
I crawled out of the tunnel. I had eight 
fish and the three adults had their creels 
full of 8-10-inch trout (there was a 15 fish 
limit in those days). I felt skunked. But we 

had a great fish feed that night and stories 
to tell. 

Back to the present: if you are bent 
on filling your creel with small, tasty 
trout, consult the fishing regulations for 
streams. You will note that some streams 
allow an unlimited number of eastern 
brook trout with no size limit. Be sure you 
can easily identify a brook trout because 
bull trout, which sort of look like brook-
ies, are protected.  

I line my creel with dry grass and green 
leaves. This method keeps the trout fresh 
while on the stream. When I get home, I 
clean the fish and get them into cold wa-
ter. A basin or bowl with ice cubes and 
water will do nicely. Prepare a clean paper 
bag with seasoned flour (salt, pepper, and 
flour). Put a fish in the bag and shake until 
it is lightly floured. Repeat for each fish. 
I like to use a cast iron frying pan with 
a small amount of olive oil. Think a bit 
less than medium heat for a few minutes 
on each side. They are nice paired with a 
crisp salad or on a bed of rice. Bon appe-
tit!   

Ray Bilderback, creator of the Reu-
ben Braddock novels, was born and 
raised in the Sierra foothills of Califor-
nia. He served in the U.S. Navy Sea-
bees during the Korean War and taught 
for many years in the west. He makes 
his home in the mountains of east-
ern Washington with his archeologist 
wife, Madilane Perry. “In the 1930s 
and 1940s, where I lived, we still used 
horses and hand tools, canned and pre-
served what we grew or raised, lit our 
kerosene lanterns, stoked our wood-
stoves. In my writing, I draw from those 
times like water from a sweet well.”

The Electric Hotel • Odessa Trading Co./Ritzville Warehouse • Wende's Artisan Sourdough



 Page 8                                                                                 Huckleberry Press                                                                  June 1, 2026

www.huckleberrypress.com

HUCKLEBERRY COUNTRY SUDOKU!
Sudoku Puzzle 
Instructions:

Each Sudoku has a 
unique solution 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.” 

Good luck!

Celebrating Famous FathersCelebrating Famous Fathers
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Addams
Ali
Bach
Bailey
Banks
Beckham
Belcher
Bluth
Brady
Bundy
Campbell
Costanza
Cousteau
Darwin
Drummond
Dunphy
Finch
Flanders
Freud
Galileo
Gandhi
Gepetto
Griffin
Grimes
Griswold

Hill
Hopper
Ingalls
Levy
Lopez
Mandela
Marlin
Matthews
Maurice
Mufasa
Osbourne
Pearson
Pongo
Ricardo
Seaver
Simpson
Soprano
Stark
Swanson
Tanner
Triton
Vader
Washington
White
Winslow

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

friendliest store with the biggest 
smiles in Eastern Washington!

Serving Eastern WA & North ID
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9 5 1 3 8 7
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2 5 8 3 1 6 7 9 4
6 1 4 5 7 9 3 8 2
3 9 7 4 2 8 6 5 1
1 7 2 8 9 5 4 3 6
9 6 5 1 4 3 8 2 7
4 8 3 7 6 2 9 1 5
8 4 9 2 5 7 1 6 3
5 3 1 6 8 4 2 7 9
7 2 6 9 3 1 5 4 8
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258316794
614579382
397428651
172895436
965143827
483762915
849257163
531684279
726931548
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Celebrating Famous Fathers for Father's Day

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

5/24/26, 11:41 AM Celebrating Famous Fathers for Father's Day - Word Search Labs

https://wordsearchlabs.com/view/1666370 1/2
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What do you call a snowman in June? A puddle.

If April showers bring May flowers, what do May 
flowers bring? June bugs.

What do you call a striker playing a June match? A 
spring forward.

What do you call someone who doesn’t believe it is 
June yet? A May-Sayer.

What did May tell June when they were fighting? 
Don’t July to me!

Which tree can fit in your hand? A palm tree.

What is baby corn’s father’s name? Popcorn.

Which animal likes to play baseball? A bat.

At the Drive-Thru
An 83-year-old was driving through a McDonald’s 
drive-thru, and the impatient young woman in the 
car behind him started leaning on her horn, mut-
tering ugly words because the senior was taking 
too long. At the first window, the older driver qui-
etly paid for both his own food and the woman’s 
order. The cashier relayed this to the woman, who 
was deeply embarrassed and mouthed, “Thank 
you” when she drove up. However, at the next 
window, the senior asked for both receipts AND 
took the young woman’s food bag! The impatient 
woman had to go all the way back to the end of 
the queue.

How do you know that the ocean is friendly? Be-
cause it waves.

What is the favorite summer food for ghosts? I 
scream.

What’s bigger when it’s upside down? A 6.

What did the calculator say to the other calculator? 
“You can count on me.”

What did the student say to the math worksheet? 
I’m not a therapist, solve your own problems.

What do you need to go to high school? A ladder.

Why is arithmetic hard work? All those numerals 
you have to carry.

Why did the square and triangle go to the gym? To 
stay in shape.

How many letters are in the alphabet? 11, T-H-E A-L-
P-H-A-B-E-T.

What flies around the kindergarten room at night? 
The alpha-BAT.

Why did the snake get a detention? Because he was 
HISSpering!

The Violin Dilemma
A little boy is trying to learn the violin and asks his 
older brother if he is getting any better. “Oh, you 
should definitely be on the radio,” the brother re-
plies. “Wow, do you really think I’m that good?!” 
the boy asks. “No, but at least if you were on the 
radio, I could switch you off,” the brother says.

Where can you finish a book without finishing a 
sentence? Prison.

What flowers are kissable? Tulips.

What’s lighter than a feather but impossible to hold 
for much more than a minute? Your breath.

What has many keys but cannot open a single lock? 
A piano.

What flies forever, rests never? The wind.

What three-word question can you never answer 
“yes” to? “Are you dead?”

What can go up the chimney down, but can’t go 
down the chimney up? An umbrella.

Bear Advice
In light of the rising frequency of human/grizzly 
bear conflicts, the Montana Department of Fish 
and Game is advising anyone out hiking, hunting, 
and fishing to take extra precautions and keep alert 
for bears while in the field. “We advise that when 
outdoors wear noisy little bells on your clothing so 
as not to startle bears that aren’t expecting to see 
a human. We also advise that pepper spray be car-
ried in case of an encounter with a bear. It is also 
a good idea to watch out for fresh signs of bear 
activity and to be able to recognize the difference 
between black bear and grizzly bear poop. Black 
bear poop is smaller and contains lots of berries 
and sometimes squirrel fur. Grizzly bear poop has 
little bells in it and smells like pepper.”

What is always coming but never arrives? Tomor-
row. 

What’s always found on the ground but never gets 
dirty? A shadow.

What goes up and down but doesn’t move? Stair-
case.

What has a head, a tail, is brown, and has no legs? A 
penny.

What is always in front of you but can’t be seen? 
The future.

RIDDLES

1. Until I am measured, I am not known. Yet how you 
miss me, when I have flown. What am I?

2. I speak without a mouth and listen without ears. 
I have no body, but I come alive with wind. What 
am I?

3. With pointed fangs I sit and wait; with piercing 
force I crunch out fate; grabbing victims, proclaim-
ing might; physically joining with a single bite. 
What am I?

4. People make me, save me, change me, raise me. 
What am I?

5. A man looks at a painting in a museum and says, 
“Brothers and sisters I have none, but that man’s 
father is my father’s son.” Who is in the painting?

6. I have keys but no locks. I have space but no room. 
You can enter, but you can’t go inside. What am I?

7. The 22nd and 24th presidents of the United States of 
America had the same parents but were not broth-
ers. How is this possible?

8. You see a boat filled with people. It has not sunk, 
but when you look again you don’t see a single per-
son on the boat. Why? 

Berry FunniesBerry Funnies
Jokes curated from the Internet and books, and created by Thea Cruden

RIDDLE ANSWERS
1. Time.
2. An echo.
3. A stapler.
4. Money.
5. The man’s son.
6. Keyboard.
7. They’re the same man. Grover Cleveland.
8. All the people were married.
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LOG CABINS REPAIRED & REFIN-
ISHED 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 
Firestone. 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 BENEV-
OLENT SOCIETY: Helping People and 
Animals Without Government Force. 
Info: www.theveganlibertarianbenevo-
lentsociety.com or VLBS, P.O. Box 950, 
Spokane, WA  99210

OWNER FINANCING, 45 ACRES 
- WELL & POWER Peaceful Priva-
cy, 3 lakes within 5 miles. Pasture & 
Spectacular views, yet only 40 min. 
from the N. Costco. 2 parcels, Drilled 
Well. Power on the property. 3 Miles 
West of Loon Lake. Call Today for fi-
nancing details- Jerry 509-890-8278. 
$390,000

Looking for flatbed for ‘99 F-250 4x4 
short box. I can be reached at 509-978-
8082. If not available, leave message.

Cabin in the woods in Fruitland! 
Sitting on 25 acres with potential 
to be demised into 5 acre parcels. 
3Bed, 2bath cabin, 30X40 shop 
& some solar!  

www.katzrealtyinc.com 
Members of the Northwest MLS, the Spokane MLS 

and the Commercial Brokers Association 

Commercial Lot in Wilbur! 
 
Water installed on the property. 
Come take a look and see what 
you can do with it! 

3 bed, 1 bath home on 2 acres 
super close to Lake Roosevelt! 
30X34 Shop, 24X35 Quanset 
Hut, great shared well and more! 

5acres near Lake Roosvelt! 
Beautiful views, privacy and 
adjacent to State Land! Come 
camp or build your dream 
home! 

Whether you’re buying or selling, 
we’re here for you! 

Asking $249,900 / Patrick Katz (509) 721-0626 

Asking $33,000 / Hunter Sanderlin (509) 977-1305 

Asking $595,000 / Cassandra Becker (509) 768-0482 

Asking $60,000 / Amber Zagelow 509-499-4942 

Check the Air 
Quality Index at 
spokanecleanair.org 
even if wildfire  
smoke is not 
visible. 

GOOD

0 - 50

MODERATE

51 - 100

UNHEATHY FOR SENSETIVE GROUPS

101 - 150

UNHEATHY

151 - 200

VERY UNHEATHY

201 - 300

HAZARDOUS

301 - 500

30

If you are 
pregnant, over 
65, or have an 
ongoing health 
issue, ask your 
doctor what to do if 
the Air Quality Index 
is over 100.

Learn more: 
spokanecleanair.org 

June 2026
srhd.org

We wanted a place in the woods to 
camp in our RV, ALONE. A quiet, pri-
vate place with all the hook-ups but 
without all the other RVers, where 
we could relax, enjoy the wildlife, 
hear the birds, see the stars, and 
really camp. We never found one. 
SO WE BUILT IT. The Wilds RV 
Camping. Only 1 ½ hours north of 
Spokane. One party of up to 2 RVs 
at a time only. Easy access. Water/
sewer/power. Sit on the patio by the 
fire and star gaze. Chill in the moun-
tains. Families, hermits, hunters, 
hikers, bikers, and urban refugees 
welcome. From $45/night. www.
thewilds.camp. 509-640-4220.

Year-round full hookup RV sites available 
in a quiet & wooded area 2 miles from 
Lake Spokane Campground. Please call 
509-230-2087 or 509-919-7858 for info/
booking.

Public Hearing Notice
 
Aging & Long Term Care of Eastern 
Washington (ALTCEW) is holding 
a Public Hearing to receive com-
ments on the proposed 2027-2030 
Area Plan for providing services for 
older adults and individuals need-
ing long term care in Ferry, Ste-
vens, Pend Oreille, Spokane and 
Whitman counties.
 
The hearing will be held on 
June 16, 2026, at our office 
located at 1313 N Atlantic 
St, Suite 3000, Spokane, 
WA 99201 from 10am – 
11:30am. This will be a hy-
brid meeting with in-per-
son and virtual access. 
 
To attend the hearing virtually, dial 
301-715-8592 and enter Meeting 
ID 857 0674 6212 and password 
290349 when prompted.
 
Community input is important, join 
us to share your feedback or by vis-
iting  https://www.altcew.org/about-
who-we-are/area-plan/.
 
This meeting is open to the public to 
attend as described above. AMER-
ICANS WITH DISABILITIES ACT 
(ADA) INFORMATION:   ALTCEW 
is committed to providing equal 
access to its facilities, programs 
and services for persons with dis-
abilities.   Individuals requesting 
reasonable accommodations or 
further information may contact 
Khristina Scheideler, ADA Coor-
dinator, at least 5 days before the 
meeting date, at (509) 458-2509 
or at  action@altcew.org.  Persons 
who are deaf or hard of hearing 
may contact the Washington Relay 
Service at 7-1-1. 

$500 REWARD!
 For a place to dig for antique 

bottles and buy. Western whiskey 
jugs, Pacific NW bottles, colored 

insulators... Call or text: 
208-437-0275

For all your classified needs, call 844-
344-8344, or huckleberrypress.com

Mental Health and Substance Use Disorder Treatment

Substance 
Use Disorder

(SUD)

Mental
Health
(MH)

Colville  (SUD/MH)  509-684-4597 or 866-708-4597
Chewelah  (SUD/MH)  509-935-4808

Davenport  (SUD/MH)  509-725-3001 or 888-725-3001
Nine Mile Falls  (MH by appt only)  509-262-0396

Republic  (SUD/MH)  509-775-3341 or 866-807-7131

Mental Health After Hours Emergencies: 877-266-1818

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

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
      
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
       LICENSED  l BONDED l  INSURED l (#CHEWEP*779P6)    
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

NNooww  sscchheedduulliinngg  ffoorr  22002244!!  
 
 
 

 

üInterior & exterior painting 
üDeck sanding & staining 

üLog home staining & chinking 
üBarn staining & restoration 

üMedia blasting 
üMetal building & metal roof painting 
üResidential l  Commercial l Industrial 

 
 
 
 

 
(509) 290-2665 

Pay Depending on Experience
401K w/ Company Match, Health Benefit

Company Vehicle for Lead Positions

Serving Ferry, Stevens, Pend Oreille, 
Spokane, Lincoln & Whitman Counties
office@chewelahpainting.com

509-290-2665 (o)  509-936-0126 (c)

NOW 
HIRING

Experienced Painters & Log Home Refinishers
Also Apprentices & Trainees
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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

 Hit the Trail with Soph:
Take Mom Outside

By Sophia Mattice-Aldous

If you’re like me and pre-
fer to put off more pressing 
matters and procrastinate by 
doing menial side quests like 
reading this column, you 
may recall when my brother, 
mother, and I went hiking on 
Willapa National Wildlife 
Refuge on the Long Beach 
Peninsula on Thanksgiving 
Day last year. You might also 
remember how, in a moment 
of zesty pride, I spurred us 

all on to a longer trail, as opposed to the shorter option 
that would’ve led us back to the parking lot and a quicker 
rendezvous with the pecan pie that awaited us back at the 
cabin.  

It sounds inconsequential enough, except, at that time 
of year, the trail we took was flooded and we ended up 
wading through several puddles that were deep enough 
at certain points to come over our knees. The wind and 
rain kicked up, and we went from a low-key holiday stroll 
to a wet, cold trek back to the car that we just barely ar-
rived at before it got dark. All three of us look back on 
that day and laugh fondly now, but at the time, I could 
tell my older sibling was politely refraining from making 
himself an only child for the sake of our mother (for once, 
I didn’t blame him). I’d be lying if I said I didn’t feel a 
heavy pang of guilt that my insistence we venture further 
had resulted in our 70-year-old mother traversing flood-
ed trails and being somewhat battered by the elements. 

We have always known she has a good sense of humor, 
but perhaps her children have accidentally inflicted a 
touch of Stockholm syndrome upon her because we got 
her to go hiking with us again for Mother’s Day. That’s 
right, my loving, trusting matriarch followed her daugh-
ter back into nature – though I’m pleased to report this 
outing was much more relaxed, as nature provided us 
with a gorgeous day on a hike around Skookum Lake. On 
days like that, it’s easy to believe there’s nowhere else you 
should be except a scenic trail that winds in and out of old 
trees around a blue lake that reflects a blue sky.

Before heading to the trailhead, we fueled up with bir-
ria ramen at Mellany‘s Bakery in Usk. It is not an exagger-
ation or flattery to say it is ranked among the best bowls 
of ramen I have ever had. Not saying I would fight a bear 
for it, but I just might glare at one ‒ intensely ‒ from the 
other side of a sturdy window as I eat my birria ramen. 
Shoo, Yogi, get your own. 

Anyway, after a delectable, hearty meal, we headed 
to South Skookum Lake Trail. It was still early enough 
in the season that we practically had the whole area to 
ourselves, with the exception of some chatty squirrels 
and ducks. We paused often at different vantage points 
to take in views that made me admit to myself that I’m 
much more sentimental than I care to let on in my day-to-
day life. Whenever I am out hiking, I am reminded of the 
fact that we have all this public land in our own backyard. 
The outing was made even more vibrant and special that 
day as I listened to my mom and brother try to remember 
the words to the 1963 parody song, “Hello Muddah, Hel-

lo Fadduh! (A Letter from Camp).” And to my brother 
as he shared his knowledge of trees and the practices of 
timbermen of the past with us, inspiring us to marvel at 
stumps of trees that were old before a human hand had 
touched them. 

Though she is not as old as those trees (sorry Mom, 
easy shot, bad aim), she, too, has lived a lot and seen a lot, 
and yet still approaches nature with the same reverence 
and curiosity that she and my dad gave to their kids. 

While I don’t want to speak for her, I dare say it was a 
beautiful Mother’s Day, and I would bet you a birria ra-
men that she felt the same.

By the way, if you haven’t had the chance to check out 
South Skookum yet, you won’t regret it. It’s about 1.38 
miles roundtrip with some incline, but nothing too steep. 
Five benches are placed along the trail at different points, 
so there’s plenty of opportunities to sit and take it all in. 
There is a $5 day use fee for those who are not staying in 
the campground. 

From Newport, follow State Highway 20 north for 
15 miles to the town of Usk. Cross the bridge over the 
Pend Oreille River on the east edge of town and follow 
the Kings Lake Road (County Road 3389) eight miles to 
the junction of Forest Road 5032350 (Kings Mountain). 

Follow Kings Mountain for 0.5 mile to the camp-
ground entrance. The trailhead is located in the camp-
ground near the boat ramp.

Be safe, get outside, have fun, and if you can, bring 
Mom. 

Sophia Mattice-Aldous is not a doctor, dietician, extreme 
sports enthusiast, or a mini Sasquatch, though some of her 
exes may disagree with that last one. She just enjoys the op-
portunity to be outside and hike. If you have any recommen-
dations where she should go next, email  sophiamatticeald-
ous@gmail.com. 
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Robyn Westergard

Parcel N-2 is 
21.34 acres 
with great 

Lake Roosevelt 
and territo-

rial views. See 
listing above 
for more 

about Spirit 
Ridge Ranches 

parcels.

MLS# 43880         $155,000

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 in-
side. Main floor living with radiant heat, laun-
dry and primary bed and bath. A beautifully 
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 sev-
eral sleeping areas and includes 2 car garage. 
In-ground sprinkler, huge woodshed with storage, 
Screened gazebo and shed. Custom wood work-
ing throughout this home, radiant heat, wood 
stove and a mini split is included and the pad is 
in it just needs to be installed. Generator stays, 
220 on the outside of the garage and STAR Link 
service stays - you just have to sign up.

Beautiful updated one-level living. Only 7 
miles to town, with a fenced yard, garden 
area and fruit trees. New mini split and new 
hot tub add to the comfort of this home. 
Expansive living room with a wood stove and 
open to the dining and kitchen. Primary bed-
room has a new bathroom and walk-in closet. 
Updated laundry room and 2 additional bed-
rooms with main bathroom add to the ease 
of living. Mountain and territorial views from 
the front of the home are beautiful. There 
are plum, cherry, apple, pear and nectarine 
trees in the mini orchard.

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.

MLS# 45832                 $439,000

MLS# 45526            $799,000

MLS# 44446                     $449,000

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. Floor-to-ceiling tiled 
wood stove in the living room with a spa-
cious redwood 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 dining room with 
a private viewing deck. Primary bedroom 
with jacuzzi tub, walk in shower and clos-
et plus electric fireplace. Plenty of bathrooms for entertaining and sleep overs. Separate cabin 
with running water, electricity and private outhouse. Plenty of water with a private well and 2 
car carport with storage room, plus a RV carport and the well house has an additional storage 
room. Level and private acres for your recreational needs.

Summer is here and we have homes to sell!
Call or Text to BUY, SELL or get your FREE Market Analysis!

MLS# 44847                    $789,000

46+ acres of quiet beauty, varied terrain with pastures, 
trees plus a seasonal pond that brings in an abundance 
of wildlife. Many possibilities to develop your homestead. 
Beautiful views if you build on the high point of the 
property. All of “Spirit Ridge Ranches” parcels have 
water, power, and phone available. Sensible CCR’S and 
a road maintenance agreement to protect your invest-
ment. Secured locked gate for all the parcels. Commu-
nity water system $250/yr per 20 acres.MLS# 45567            $329,000

Outstanding Lake Roosevelt / 
Columbia River and mountain 
views from this incredible triple 
wide on 23 acres of private 
land. Home features a wonder-
ful primary ensuite with jetted 
tub, tile walls and walk in shower 
additional sitting / living area 
too. Wide open living, dining and 
gourmet kitchen with expansive 
counter space and beautiful 

views. Stone fireplace and built in wood storage adds to the glamour of this home. 
Extra living space with 2 additional bedrooms and full bath. Large garage with lots 
of space and an enclosed room from the garage to the main house. Front and back 
decks. The back deck is covered and has a fenced yard for your family. Additional 
30’x40’x14’ shop and is 90% insulated and has a wood stove. It’s all here!

MLS# 45824               $699,000

This home has been updated to perfection! 
Outstanding kitchen with new Island and expan-
sive counter tops, plus new appliances. Open 
floor plan to the well-sized living room and fire-
place. Beautiful mountain and territorial views. 
Upstairs bathroom is completely remodeled and 
2 freshly painted bedrooms with barn door 
closets, and laminate floors throughout. Laun-
dry room hosts a half bath and easy access 
from the upper floor and expansive recreational 
space that was the garage and is completely 
finished. Lower level invites you into a comfort-
able living area with a country tub room and separate half bath. 2 additional bedrooms, extra storage 
room, with lots of windows. Brand new relaxing deck to the garage/carport and chicken coop. 5 acres is 
hay pasture. Very private setting, centrally located between Kettle Falls and Colville with easy access to 
Lake Roosevelt. Separate RV hook up with septic, power and water. 30 gpm well for all your gardening and 
watering needs. It’s all here for your enjoyment! 

MLS# 45616                              $675,000

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 pantry. 
The woodstove will keep you warm 
all winter. Upper level hosts a very 
spacious 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!

MLS# 44881                                  $579,000

Small town living at its finest. This 3 bed 2 bath 
1,680 sq ft home sits on almost a 3rd of an acre 
with a fenced yard and a 30x40 shop split in 2 
with half man-cave/she-shop with pellet stove and 
cold room for food storage, and half for 2-car/
toy parking. Covered front and back patios, plus 
hot tub for relaxation. This home is just minutes 
away from the beautiful Lake Roosevelt and Mar-
cus Campground and boat launch. MLS# 45910            $334,900

Peace and tranquility. Wildlife abounds w/13+ 
acres of seclusion on the 1310 line of Lake Roo-
sevelt, less than 1/2 mile from French Rock Boat 
Launch. Lake views from all main living spaces and 
bedrooms. 2 bd/2 bath main floor, fully finished 
walk out lower level w/pellet stove, in rec room 
w/2 additional bedrooms (non-conforming) & 3/4 
bath. This home has been well maintained includ-
ing a new pressure & H20 tank! One owner. Triple 
pane windows in basement and upstairs slider. 
New flooring 2017/2026. The list goes on. Pellet and electric heat w/cooling for main living & main floor 
bedroom. Add the 2-car garage/shop with additional covered parking. All buildings have a metal roofs.

MLS# 45880                $670,000


