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Take the guesswork out of  
your insurance. Whether it’s 
your car, home, life, or more,  
I can help you feel good about 
your coverage, as well as the 
price you’re paying.  
GET TO A BETTER STATE™.
CALL ME TODAY.

State of  
Insurance. 

I deliver both.

1101258.1

State Farm Mutual Automobile Insurance Company,  
State Farm Indemnity Company, State Farm Fire and Casualty Company,  

State Farm General Insurance Company, Bloomington, IL
State Farm Life Insurance Company (Not licensed in MA, NY or WI)

State Farm Life and Accident Assurance Company (Licensed in NY and WI)
Bloomington, IL

Diane Blakely, Agent
6813 El Paso Street Suite 2
Bonners Ferry, ID  83805

Bus: 208-267-0577
diane.blakely.dvdg@statefarm.com
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TIME TO SELL • TIME TO BUY
NORTH WOODS REALTY

cbbonnersferry.com
179885

Call us when 
buying or selling 

in Boundary 
County

208.267.8575
THE POWER OF

BLUE

TOP TEN THINGS 
TO DO WHEN

SELLING A HOUSE

1. CALL US
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4.
5.
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9.
10.

WE’LL
TAKE
CARE

OF
THE 

REST

Heart Rock Wines & The CrossTime Saloon
We are so proud to be Bonners Ferry's Number One place to visit on TripAdvisor!  A sumptuous, comfy Wine Bar 
specializing in a wide range of wines by the glass or bottle with the option of a 5 flight wine tasting - free with 
every bottle purchase!  We also make delicious Antipasto platters and a range of other nibbles. Our cellar, down 
underneath The Bonnerport Building opposite the casino in the city parking lot, partners with The CrossTime 
Saloon, home to over 200 unique craft beers and over 65 ciders & meads. Our adjoining cellars are open 3pm-9pm 
or later - Tuesday through Saturday with the exceptions of some Sundays, when we offer our hugely popular 'Paint 
One On!' class. 

 We're on Facebook or you can call us at (208) 290-4397.

Email for Advertising: norjour_tan@yahoo.com
Email for Prose, Poetry, Art: northernjourneys@yahoo.com
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“...in the chaotic blackness of nightfall,
              spirit visions strike against thought’s veiled mountain summit
                                                 to die and decompose on its regenerate slopes,
                                                                      then flow across ancestral prairie green...”
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                           
At the origin of distant time, creation shared a common spirit and voice,
a collage of oneness and peace embraced by an indiscriminate world.
Billowing storm clouds rose, gilt lightning streaked across ebony sky,
energized breath of rain refreshed air for wandering bison warriors bold.

In earthen depths nature created a landscape of hallowed hopefulness.
Fused into stone by Mother Earth’s fiery subterranean kiln,
pigments of sky-blue, sage-green, walnut-brown, and bleeding-white,
hidden in earth’s archives of life, now framed with ash, cedar, and leather thong.

On a limitless horizon, outlined against sunset’s reddish-orange orb,
Buffalo Woman’s spirit pure unites ethereal truth with human aspirations.
Black to brown to red, a white buffalo calf descends over bronzed barren hills,  
dancing to ancient drum beats pulsating in the sundance, a sacrosanct circle of life.

Thunderbolt of lightning flares, lamentation like echos reverberate across virgin prairie.
As death chant’s spirit mourns man’s endless inhumanity to man, a rhythmic heart beats. 
Creation’s dust rises from earth toned feet of dancing warriors tethered to altar pole skull.
An albino buffalo spirit reborn dances with White Buffalo Woman to proclaim eternity’s peaceful coexistence unfolding.

Mixed	Media	Composition	by	Arthur	Kaminsky

“White Buffalo Spirit” is a mixed media composition 
inspired by Native American spiritual traditions and beliefs.  
The natural rock slab was discovered by the artist in the 
fall of 1975 near a rock outcrop on the northwest slope of 
Tungsten Mountain, east of the Wild Horse Trail in northern 
Boundary County, Idaho, and six miles south of the U.S./
Canadian border. The rock slab, mounted on western red 
cedar board then framed by a leather thong, is attached 
to a solid ash frame and base designed as a freestanding 
collage accented by stone bear figures.

Photo	Credit:			Don	Bartling

WHITE	BUFFALO	SPIRIT 

  by Arthur Kaminsky
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Where you'll find your favorite brands...
Effies Heart • Desigual • Kut From the Kloth • Arrata

Find us upstairs in the Cedar St. Bridge, Sandpoint
208.263.4140

A twirling array of 
unique fashion & accessories,

colorful housewares, gifts,
furniture, fine art & more!
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 Lynne Campbell,  
       Featured Artist

It was 1971, and I was heading overseas on a college study 
program.

My dad, who had always loved photography, wanted me to 
have a camera. I’d seen his color slides taken in China in the 
1940’s many times. His was an older Leica, which is what he 
bought for me. Dad gave me a few brief lessons just days 
before I left. I remember practicing on our farm, shooting the 
rough bark of old locust trees and a field of daffodils gone 
wild, trying to use his guidelines about depth of field, shutter 
speed, and judging the light.

That was my introduction to the magic of capturing an image 
on film and, no question, I was hooked. After returning 
home, I dabbled, losing track of time developing photos 
in a makeshift darkroom, reading here and there on the 
subject, even signing up for a correspondence course I never 
completed.

Life intervened and, ultimately, I fell into an advertising 
career, buying media first with an ad agency and then as 
an independent consultant. It was work I did well, though 
it never spoke to my soul. Years later I served as director of 
a nonprofit organization and had recently resigned when I 
heard from a lifelong friend with distressing news and an 
unusual request.

Osa and her husband had been vacationing in Hawaii when 
they were involved in a horrible auto accident. Although Osa 
wasn’t hurt, Paul sustained a severe spinal injury leaving him 
wheelchair-bound. They lived on a relatively remote property 
at the north end of Kootenay Lake, in British Columbia—not 
far, actually, from the Idaho Panhandle. It was an area I, too, 
had lived in and loved 
many years before.

Osa explained that 
Paul would be in 
rehab indefinitely 
in Vancouver and 
asked if I might be 
willing to take care 
of their place—a ten 
acre property with 
two homes, large 
garden spaces, an 
orchard, and lots of 
mowing. I agreed. 
Later it occurred to 
me—maybe this was 
an opportunity to 
return to my long-
neglected interest in 
photography.

It was the spring of 2007. Digital cameras were all the rage, 
and I bought one in Spokane on my way from Portland to 
Johnsons Landing, B.C. I loved being able to take as many 
photos as I wanted and appreciated the immediate feedback 
that digital provides. I was out and about on a daily basis, 
shooting anything that caught my eye—the pattern made by 
a stack of wood, the pink hue of new grape leaves, the daily 
unfolding of a geranium bud, the iridescence of a swallow’s 
tail.

I often took over 100 photos a day, learning by doing. 
There were special moments. . . I’ll never forget taking 
pictures of Osa’s ivory-colored peonies after a rain. I felt an 
overwhelming sense of privilege at being able to photograph 
such beauty.

Unlike advertising, photography does speak to my soul. 
The urge to take a picture comes when I feel an emotional 
connection to my subject. If I’m able to communicate that 
sense of connection through a photograph, well, that’s just 
the best. It’s nature, primarily, that inspires me: its patterns, 
textures, colors, and the sheer, natural compositional beauty 
of a landscape capture my attention and imagination.

In a world that seems at times to have gone crazy, 
photography hones my sense of observation in the present 
moment, keeps me grounded, and serves as both meditation 
and renewal.

* * * * * * *

My business card 
says I’m a “Northwest 
Photographer.” For 
most of my life, I 
lived in and around 
Portland, Oregon, 
but I have also lived 
in British Columbia 
and moved to north 
Idaho in 2011 after 
four seasons of caring 
for Paul and Osa’s 
property. Most of my 
photos have been 
taken in those areas.

Wanting to keep 
things simple, I use 
a Lumix FZ-1000, 
made by Panasonic, 
which features a 
Leica lens. The Lumix 
is an advanced “bridge” camera (somewhere between a 
professional DSLR and a consumer camera) with a single 
zoom lens (25 – 400 mm). I didn’t want to be lugging a lot of 
equipment, so, most usually, the camera is all I carry.

Continued on page 8 . . .

Peony in Rain 11x14

Pearfection 8x12

In Flight 5x7
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with every beat it takes. It cries and loves. It waits and hopes. It 
has learned not to expect, or reach out and to let him learn what 
he must in the way he decides to do it. It has also learned that 
bailing him out is at cross purposes to his learning the larger lesson. 
I have learned that jumping to help, is not always a help. I have 
learned that overlooking lack of gratitude comes with a high cost: 
greater and greater expectations from the receiver with less and 
less satisfaction. This has been a hard lesson. If the bell of “Help” is 
rung again, will I have really learned? I don’t yet know.

Hope, overlooking, indulging, allowing, all of these things can make 
our home and nation less able and strong. Should we allow unkind, 
bad or illegal acts, because we feel sorry for the ones committing 
them? Or does this teach that we are saps, easy to manipulate, 
easy to con? And is unconditional love content with enabling 
manipulative con artists to flourish? Is that love for the other? Or 
does love want better than that? I believe it does. So sometimes 
love must say “no,” though it would really rather be a nice guy.

Trying again. This is a lesson that comes with all the bumps and 
bruises of life on Earth. Sometimes the trying again is fun, even 
easy. Other times, not so much. I am in my 8th year of cancer. I have 
lost count of the treatments I’ve ventured through. Some have 
been excruciating, bloody, form and life altering, humiliating; others 
have been merely time consuming and tiring. Several times a year 
the doctors re-image my insides to see how I’m doing. Sometimes 
cancers shine like new galaxies in my lungs or spine, sometimes 
they shrink or disappear. Then comes the new treatment and the 
decision to try again. The lists of side effects are gone over and we 
winnow down to the choice that I am most comfortable attempting. 
It’s all a crap shoot. Will my palms and feet peel? Will my mouth 
and throat become raw? Will I become too tired to arise from my 
chair? Will my liver and kidneys fail? The choices come with caveats 
and without guarantees. Yet, we (I), so far, keep trying again.  

This picking one’s self up again and again is a lesson that gets harder 
as life gets smaller and more painful. I tend to mentally tally if there 
is anyone who still needs me or if I should let myself drift into that 
deepest of sleeps. So far, the lights in my life call me to try again. 
When I am very tired, I wish I could say “stop,” but when I realize 
that my eldest son and daughter, and the youngest son who is 
currently prodigal, and my dear best-pal-husband, do actually still 
need me, then I say “go.” 

Continued on page 18 . . . 

To give a bit of credit, I have learned a few things. I don’t put 
my hand in fire, probe electric sockets with a fork, drive into the 
Mojave on a quarter tank of gas, inspect unexploded firecrackers, 
feed zombie raccoons or drink river water. I have learned to say 
“Please” and “Thank You,” phrases that can usually be counted 
on to lighten the load. I’ve learned that it’s not nice to take cuts 
in line, but that it is fine to allow the woman with the crying baby 
and a box of Huggies to go ahead of me. I have been there, so to 
speak. I am no longer in a hurry to feed my own hungry children 
or clean tiny tushes, but I remember when. I know how to smile 
at and appreciate anyone who ventures to hold a door open for 
this old body of mine. I can tell when the tomato plants need 
water. I can cook a reasonable number of reasonable foods. 
I know how to clean up after myself. We learn things, by luck 
and necessity. But there are things that hook me time and again, 
lessons that I’ve attempted to learn (and believed that I’ve done 
so), that come in slightly new packaging or at a time when my 
guard is down and my fatigue is up, that trip me again and again. 
Now, to recall what some of these things are. . . hummmm.

Patience. Did you hear me sigh? I have been called a patient 
person by some who evidently don’t know me well. I am patient 
for most things, but disrespect, in its many guises, tends to light 
my fuse. Takers piss me off. People who promise, but don’t follow 
through, ditto. Those who stretch the truth, rather than own it, 
confuse me no end. You may be nodding in agreement, or you 
might be tut-tutting over my obvious generalizations regarding 
disrespect, taking, promising and truth. All are stances with room 
for negotiation, weighing your definitions against mine. I agree 
with this, so shall we talk? Or have you joined a camp, like so 
many seem to have done lately that has you staunchly on one side 
of a fence while I seem to be on the other? Discussion, complete 
with listening, contemplating the bits of truth both sides hold, 
can be so enlivening, so mind warming, so fun, but it seems to 
be a dying art. I have learned to hold many of my beliefs close to 
my chest, too tired for the fallout that comes from attempting to 
explain my reasoning.

Love. E-gad. There! I’ve done it! Plunked the hardest lesson to 
decode right there near the very top of the list. I confess to not 
knowing the combination to unconditional love. Much of what 
struts about as this sort of love, has many wires and ropes and 
expectations attached. Many people make their livings by serving 
the poor and beleaguered. Many government offices were 
created for such reasons. But, what a sticky wicket, when your 
income is derived from such a situation, a tricky trap this, when 
your welfare is tied to creating welfare for another. Don’t get me 
wrong. I know that we are in this pot of boiling water together. 
If you get cooked, then so shall I. But, responsibility for one’s 
choices, decisions, trials and errors, successes and failures must 
belong first to the one continuing to make them. If I continue to 
stick the fork in the socket, I have no one but myself to blame.

So there I am again in my difficulty with unconditional love. Oh, I 
get it when it comes to my kids. One of my kids is in the process 
of hating me. I have tried to my best ability to understand what 
grave error I have made and have owned my complete lack of 
perfection, but so far (pesky hope), he is a closed and battened 
door. But, there is this odd bleeding heart of mine, loving him 

When Will I Ever Learn?
  . . . by Jan Sarchio

Heading Home 16x20      Lynne Campbell
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703 W. Lake at Boyer St., Sandpoint
208-265-8135      –       www.WinterRidgeFoods.com

• LOCAL: An independent, locally owned store offering North 
Idaho-raised meat, eggs, cheese, milk, veggies & more.

• NATURAL: Proudly selling organic and non-GMO Verified  
products whenever possible. Everything we offer is free of 
artificial flavors or colors, artificial preservatives, trans fats, 
added hormones or antibiotics, and high-fructose corn syrup.

• DELICIOUS: Organic deli with hot dishes, salads and 
desserts made fresh daily, gluten-free & vegan selections, a 
fresh juice and smoothie bar and an in-house bakery.

Shop Outside the Box – 8:00 AM ‘til 8:00 PM, 7 Days a Week!

RAWLINGS COMMUNITY 
COUNSELING

Best Tire Value
WITH EVERY PASSENGER & LIGHT TRUCK PURCHASE

Whatever the road throws at you - from 
potholes to nails - any road hazard, 
our FREE GUARANTEE protects you.

Children, Adolescents, Adult and Families

(208) 267-0900

6807 Cody Street

Bonners Ferry, ID 83805

www.rawlingscommunitycounseling.com

Call for information on State Funding availability for 

 • Veterans
 • Pregnant Women
 • Women with Children
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Lynne Campbell, continued from page 5 . . .

I try to shoot an image as best I can in the field so that little, if 
any, editing is required. I might remove something objectionable 
(like dirt on a flower), sharpen or crop an image, darken the 
exterior edges of a photo to highlight the subject, or tweak the 
color saturation. I rarely shoot a photo indoors, and I like finding 
what I shoot rather than setting up a shot.

For several years now, I’ve been working with an artist who 
owns a giclée printer. Tom Clements used to be local but moved 
recently to Moscow. Many local artists work with him for their 
prints. Most all of my enlargements are giclées.  Giclées offer 
the highest quality reproduction, use pigment ink, not dye, and 
provide greater nuance in color and finer detail. All my 11x14's 
are matted to a finished framed piece measuring 16x20.

I feel blessed to have settled in the art-appreciative, culturally-
rich Sandpoint/Sagle area. I am a member of the Art Works local 
cooperative gallery. You can also find my work (cards mostly) at 
Great Stuff and Winter Ridge Natural Foods in Sandpoint, Into the 
Garden, Up to the Lake in Oldtown, or, farther afield, at Rivermist 
in Libby, Montana and the Wild Goose Gallery in Spokane.

More	on	Giclée	Prints

Many artists today reproduce their work using a high-
quality, ink jet giclée printer. The French noun “giclée” 
(pronounced zhee-klay) derives from the verb “gicler,” 
meaning “to squirt,” and refers to the way in which the 
ink is applied.

The printer uses a digital file, such as a digital 
photograph, or a file created from scanning a piece 
of art. The inks are long-lasting pigment rather than 
dye, and reproduction is generally superior in its fine 
detail and the saturation, blending and nuance of color. 
Often, a giclée print is nearly indistinguishable from the 
original piece of art.

Lynne works with artist Tom Clements to print her 
enlargements as giclées, either on 100 percent cotton 
rag paper or on canvas. Recently relocated to Moscow, 
Tom prints for a variety of artists throughout north 
Idaho. He can be reached at 208-536-3280.

Blue Dragonfly 5x7

Blue Boat, Jewel Lake 16x20

Argenta Flats 16x20

See more images on my website at 
www.LynneCampbellPhotography.com

P.O. Box 852, Sagle, ID 83860
208-265-9997



 FALL/WINTER 2018-2019   NORTHERN JOURNEYS    PAGE 9

QUIETLY THROUGH OUR ROOMS

 . . . by Susan M. Botich

It's finally summer and new birds flit
around the yard, into and out of the trees.
Yet, a stubborn chill clings to the shadowed.
Sunshine seeps through the window glass,
but the side porch, still dark, shivers.

In the backyard, dappled by the new sun,
squirrel and deer breakfast.
The natural aroma of earth lifts up, wet
and dry together, and settles in the air
around the petals of new daffodils. Sultry
and full, soft and yellow, like a secret kiss.

We move slowly, carefully, not wanting to
disturb the season, afraid it might turn
again away. We speak softly,
walk quietly through our rooms,
inquisitive, wondering how it's so
that we can hold onto nothing
that's this real.

Courtyard Door 4x6                             Lynne Campbell

MAINE	MAN
 by Nick Stone

when his wife walked out
and left three little children
the oldest hadn’t reached the age of four
he knew there was more work 
he had to finish
while Erin learned from Deb
and tended George
he’d be the block on which
they’d build their lives

he worked six shifts a week at S.D. Warren
in the sulfite stench of making pulp
he liked to say it was the smell of money
it was of men losing their limbs and souls
then home again
to raise those little children
on that pay  while he could stay awake 
he became the block on which
they’d build their lives

then the paper strikes of nineteen-sixties
there was no choice of what he had to do
his friends and lifelong buddies
called him traitor
he broke the lines 
they shouted “scab” and worse
he fed his kids
that’s all he knew that mattered
he stayed the block on which
they’d build their lives

in the fall he hunted deer
for meat in winter
in the spring they’d raise a calf ‘til fall
he warmed them with the wood he’d cut last April
he taught them from the books they brought from school
and from the things his life of work had taught him
he was the block on which
they’d build their lives

at eighty-nine his heart gave out from trying
Erin knew exactly what to do
she built a box from pine found in the cellar
it measured sixteen by eight by eight
she took an old half-bag of Sakrete cement
stirred in the gritty ashes from the can
added water  mixed it well and let it harden
and prayed that what she’d done he’d want

three days later he was in his garden
home for good and finished with his work
he was the block on which
they’d built their lives

(All poems Copyright 2017 Nick Stone)

Tulip Parade                       Lynne Campbell

www.nickstonepoetry.com

Printed by permission from Nick Stone, the author of a book
of poems, Fragments, about the sea, love and family, this
current world, and the mysteries of life and death. At the

same time accessible yet profound, wrenching yet sometimes
playful, Nick Stone’s poems speak to both the mind and the

heart. Fragments is available through Amazon, at most
independent book sellers in Maine, at the Maine Maritime

Museum, the Portland (Maine) Museum of Art and at a
growing list of independent book stores elsewhere.
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FRESH FOOD • LIVE MUSIC
THE BEST NW BREWS

212 Cedar Street
Downtown Sandpoint

208.263.4005

OPEN 11:30 am
GAME ROOM UPSTAIRS

A SandPint Tradition Since 1994

The Pub
with

Personality

Babs’	Pizzeria, located at 1319 Hwy 2 in the Westpointe Plaza, is a favorite eatery for locals. Babs’ 
Pizzeria bakes New York style thin crust pizza in an open kitchen with dough hand-made daily. Try 
Babs’ signature appetizer, Raspberry Chipotle Wings, or sample the Stromboli, meatball subs or 
pasta dishes. Open daily at 11 am so you can enjoy a little bit of New York all day long.

Mi	Pueblo - Authentic Mexican Food. When you have a craving for truly authentic Mexican food, 
your choice is Mi Pueblo in Priest River, 5436 Hwy 2, and 7168 Main St. downtown Bonners Ferry, 
Idaho, 6429 W. Maine, Spirit Lake, Idaho, and 311 North Washington, Newport, Washington. 
You'll find friendly service, fresh ingredients, great menu choices, many vegetarian and gluten 
free selections available and a surprise after every meal! Fast lunch service! To go orders, too!

Eichardt’s is more than a Public House, a restaurant, and a music venue, it’s a hub where community 
connects, and ideas are shared. An outstanding selection of micro brewed and imported beers, 
regional draft ciders, and an extensive wine by-the-glass list. The menu is vast, the ingredients are 
high quality and locally sourced. The servers are mature, authentic and sometimes surly. Offering 
a variety of excellent and diverse live music weekly featuring the Monday Night Blues Jam with 
Truck Mills.

Fiesta Bonita! A family owned and run business. Our two easy to find locations, one in Ponderay 
and one in Sandpoint, feature great authentic Mexican food from an expansive menu. Delivered 
by fast and friendly servers, the food portions are generous and always delicious! Popular items 
include tacos, chile verde, carne asada, chile rellenos, burritos, quesadillas, and our complimentary 
chips served with bean dip and spicy salsa.  Check out our reviews on Yelp!

This Space available 
for Restaurants 

Comes with 80 words of text

Call Jason at
208-597-3963

Z Z

Z Z

Fiesta Bonita
202 N. 2nd Avenue
Sandpoint, ID
(208) 265-4149

 700 Kootenai 
Cutoff Rd

Ponderay, ID 83852
(208) 263-6174

5436	Highway	2,	Priest	River,	ID	83856	•	208-448-0115
311	N.	Washington,	Newport,	WA	99156	•	509-447-3622
7168	Main	St.,	Bonners	Ferry,	ID	83805	•	208-267-4735
6429	W.	Maine,	Spirit	Lake,	ID	83869	•	208-623-2532
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Jalapeños Mexican Restaurant. A Sandpoint favorite for over 20 years located in the heart of downtown 
Sandpoint, offering both traditional and Americanized Mexican dishes in a fun family friendly 
atmosphere. Full bar, patio seating, banquet facilities, gluten free menu, and indoor waterfall and fish 
tank offer something for everyone. Can’t dine in? Call ahead and order something from our quick-to-go 
menu. 

Kootenai	River	Brewing	Company.	  Located on the beautiful Kootenai River in downtown Bonners 
Ferry.  Enjoy one of 11 handcrafted beers ranging in style from pilsner to stout. Sit at our log bar and 
watch eagles and ospreys.   A family restaurant where all recipes are handmade.  Dogs are allowed on 
the outside deck. We are featuring wild caught Bristol Bay, Alaska salmon and BBQ smoked pork, brisket 
and ribs smoked out back.  Enjoy our famous beer cheese soup, Idaho nachos and hand-made burgers.  
Open 11 am. daily at the corner of Riverside and First St., Bonners Ferry, Idaho.  Kootbrew.com

The Pine	Street	Bakery is Sandpoint's source for high quality baked goods. We produce European style 
croissants and danishes, scones, muffins, cookies and much more, all made fresh daily. Specializing in 
New York style bagels and artisan breads including organic flours, we offer LUNCH specials daily that 
feature our fresh bread and bagels. Refresh yourself with an espresso drink iced or hot, house made 
chai tea latte, or a superfood smoothie.  In our dessert case you will find a wide variety of gourmet 
bars, desserts and many gluten free options We custom make cakes/wedding cakes. Upstairs/outdoor 
seating/wi-fi.  Located at 710 Pine Street, Sandpoint, ID.

A local favorite, The Badger Den, has served hungry diners for decades 
at 6551 Main Street in Bonners Ferry. Famous for their hearty breakfasts, 
homemade soup, sandwiches and salad, espresso as well as a large menu of 
tasty entrees, The Badger Den can please every taste. An added bonus, after 
you have enjoyed your meal, you can even stop in at the tanning area for a 
quick tan.

A local favorite for over 20 years, Spud's	Waterfront	Grill in Sandpoint Idaho, 
is situated above the Sandpoint Marina and Sand Creek.  Known for fresh and 
inventive food, we take pride in everything we do.  From unique breakfast 
sandwiches, scrambles and French toast, to amazing stuffed baked potatoes, 
salads, soups and sandwiches. Spud’s promises tasty and flavorful made-
from-scratch food. Open year round for breakfast and lunch and seasonally 
for dinner.  Check us out on spudsonline.com or come by and taste for 
yourself.

102 N 1st Ave,  Sandpoint 
208  -265  -4311 • Spudsonline.com

Open year round 
for breakfast 
and lunch, and 
seasonally for 

dinner.
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From the Bridge at Fry Creek  4x6

   Nature's Velvet Touch 16x20

 Sagle Farm in Snow 16x20
 

Artist            Gallery               
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Winter's Dressing 4x6

Wisteria & Bench 11x14

Palouse Vista 5x7Artist            Gallery               Lynne Campbell



PAGE  14      FALL/WINTER  2018-2019   NORTHERN JOURNEYS

When you use the goods and services of these businesses, you help Northern Journeys.

NorthernJourneys
BUSINESS DIRECTORY

IDAHO			(208	Area	Code)

Blanchard,		Idaho
								Heating	&	Cooling
Rob’s Heating & Cooling, 411 Hanaford, 437-0174, 610-5747
        Restaurants
Blanchard Inn Restaurant, Hwy. 41, 437-3137

Bonners Ferry
Bonners Ferry Chamber of Commerce, P.O. Box X, 267-5922
 Accountants
Rhoads Tax Service, 6476 Main St., Ste. B, 267-1040
 Antiques
3-Mile Antique Mall, 64376 Hwy 2, 3 Mile Junction at Hwy 95, 267-3376        
	 Art	Galleries
Groove Studio, 7169 Main Street 267-8020
Mace Gallery, Deep Creek Loop, 267-2857 
	 Automobile	Services
9B Autoworks, 177 Bent Twig Lane, 597-2878
Bear Auto, David Thompson, Dr., 267-5763
B.F. Quik Lube, 6878 Main St., 267-7481
Grayson Auto Parts, 510007 Hwy. 95, 267-1500 
Les Schwab/ J.B.'s Tire & Auto, 6804 Denver Ave.,267-2411
Magicians Custom Paint & Body, 6471 Bonner St., 267-7600
Riverside Auto Center, 6437 Bonner St. (downtown), 267-3100        
 Books
Bonners Books, 7195 Main St.(downtown), 267-2622
	 Building	&	Construction
Stephen F. Howlett Building & Remodeling, 267-3791
Don Jordan Design & Drafting, Inc., construction, 267-4801
TrussTek, 64679 Hwy. 2, 267-7471
 Casinos
Kootenai River Inn, Kootenai River Plaza, 267-8511
 Cabinet Makers
Snow Creek Cabinets, PO Box 3151, 255-9111
	 Chiropractic	Services
Moore Chiropractic Center, 6843 Main St., 267-2506
Pam Svec, DC, 6514 Main, 267-7355 
 Concrete
BB BuildBlock- Stephen F. Howlett Building & Remodeling, 267-3791,
buildblockshowlett@meadowcrk.com
	 Dentistry
Hank Willis DDS, 6674 Main St., 267-6454
	 Excavation
Wink, Inc., road building, cat work,site prep., 290-1378
	 Farm,	Garden	&	Hardware								
Carter Country Farm & Feed, 6127 Main St., 267-1900        
 Financial
Edward Jones, 6797 Eisenhower St. 267-5664
 Fitness
Curves, 6451 McCall St., Ste. C & D, P.O. Box 124, 267-1520
 Flooring
Alpine Cleaners, 6378 S. Main St., 267-7397
 Floral
Sugar Plum Floral & Greenhouse, 6368 Main St., 267-1129
 Glass
Bonners Ferry Glass and Door Co., 6821 Main St., 267-3195
 Grocery
Sharon’s Country Store, 510752 Hwy. 95, 267-7579
Yoder’s Market, 56 Plato Dr. & Hwy. 95, 267-9607
 Hair
Haircuts, 51086 Hwy 95, 610-8275        
The Hair Connection, 7161 Main, 267-5611
Mane Street Hair Design, 6451 McCall St, Suite 4, 267-1170        
 Healthcare
Aspen Personal Care Service LLC, 6745 Main St., 267-8777
Kaniksu Health Services, 6615 Comanche Street, 267-1718
 Insurance & Financial Services
Kayser Insurance 7156 Main St., 267-5621
State Farm, Diane Blakely, 6813 El Paso Street, Suite 2, 267-0577                
	 Quilt	Shop
Alley Fabric Nook, 6485 Harrison, Ste.102, 267-6665 
Callie’s Niche, 6429 Bonner St., 267-1583
 Realty
C.J. Tuma, Coldwell Banker North Woods, 6606 Lincoln,  946-1260
Pace Kerby & Co. Inc. 7192 Main St. 267-2506
Shelman Realty, 6737 Cody St., 267-5515
 Restaurants
3-Mile Corner Store & Cafe, 3-Mile Jct., 267-3513, 267-2541
The Badger Den, 6551 Main, 267-1486
Bread Basket Bakery, 510752 Hwy 95 N., 267-4100
Chic-N-Chop, Hwy. 95 S., 267-2431
Laken's SoulShine, 7178 Main St., 597-3326        
Mugsys, 7161 Main St., 267-8059
Mi Pueblo, 7168 Main St. (downtown), 267-7435
The Rusty Moose Tavern & Grill, 7211 Main St., 267-1950
Springs Restaurant,  Kootenai River Plaza, 267-8411
	 Specialty	Shops
Callie’s Niche Quilt Shop, 6429 Bonner St., 267-1583
Circle B Trailers Sales, 98 Sunrise Rd., 267-
Clover & Co., Clothing Exchange & more, 6769 Main St., 267-2525
Doggy Doo, 7142 Second St., 946-8723
Far North Outfitters, 6791 Main St. # C, 267-5547
J.R.S. Surveying, Inc., 6476 Main, 267-7555, 888-288-8736
Northern Air, Inc. 64602 Hwy 2, 267-4359
Northern Treasures, 7202 Main St., 267-8082
Under the Sun, 7178 Main St., 267-6467
 Tanning
Badger Tanning, 6551 Main, 267-1486
 Title & Escrow
Boundary Abstract, 6977 Main, 267-3129
Community Title LLC, 7184 Main, 267-6500
 Tree Service
Dirks Tree Care, 208-267-9109

Clark Fork
Aspen Personal Care Service LLC, 6452 Main St., 267-8777

Coeur	d’Alene
	 Art	Galleries
The Art Spirit Gallery, 415 Sherman, 765-6006
	 Auto	Dealers
Dave Smith Motors, 2021 N. 4th St., 667-6053
	 Automobile	Services
Les Schwab Tire Center, 2818 Government Way, 765-8505
Lett’s Downtown Car Wash, 1114 N. 3rd St., 666-0836
Lloyd’s Automotive, 3025 N. Government Way, 667-9757 or 
(800)-359-3130
Squeaky’s Car Wash, 5475 N. Government Way, 664-9247
Dave Smith Motors, 2021 N. 4th St., 667-6053
 Bars
The Corner Bar, 1628 N. Fourth St., cornerbarcda@aol.com
Mic-N-Mac, 406 4th St., 667-4858
	 Chiropractic	Care
Hayden Lake Chiropractic, 9297 N. Government Way, 762-0222
 Clothing
Sports Cellar, 402 Sherman, 664-9464
Underground Expressions, 402 Sherman, 664-9464
	 Custom	Picture	Framing
Flaherty’s Framing and Fine Art, 2951 Government Way, 664-5566
 Dry Cleaners
French Cleaners, 305 Locust Ave, 664-5917
 Health Food Stores
Pilgrim’s Natural Foods Market & Cafe, 1316 N. 4th St., 676-9730
	 Massage	Therapists
Evolve Massage Therapy, 2900 Government Way, Ste. B, 676-0581
 Motels and Hotels 
Coeur d’Alene Inn, W. 506 Appleway, 765-3200
Resort City Inn, 625 Sherman Ave., 1-877-440-4667 or 676-1225
	 Optical
Lakeside Eye Care for You, 312 N. 4th, 676-1422
	 Photo/Cameras
Camera Corral, 515 Sherman Ave., 664-2420
 Restaurants
Dominos Pizza, 50 W. Neider Ave., 765-1216 or 180 Seltice Way, 
457-1216 
 Salons
5th Avenue Salon, 105 N. 5th St., 664-8322
	 Specialty	Shops
Accent Floors, 2924 N. Government Way, 664-8830,
Fax: 208-664-8811
All Things Irish, 315 Sherman Ave., 667-0131
Postal Annex, 212 Ironwood Drive, 666-1823 

Lewiston
	 Automobile	Services
Les Schwab Tire Center, 1408 Main St., 743-1594
Perfection Tire, 553 Thain Rd, 746-4954
Shumate Harley Davidson, 2408 N&S Hwy, 746-7735
 Banks
Wells Fargo, 868 Main, 799-6712
 Casino
Clearwater River Casino, 17500 Nez Perce Rd, 746-0723
 Flooring
Best Buy Flooring, L.L.C., 140 Thain Rd, 743-4900 fax
 Lodging
Holiday Inn Express, 2425 Nez Perce Dr, 750-1600
 Restaurants
Rowdy’s Steakhouse, 1905 19th Ave., 798-8712

Moscow
The Moscow Chamber of Commerce, 411 S. Main St., 882-1800
www.moscowchamber.com
	 Arts
Moscow Arts Commission’s Third Street Gallery, Washington & Third, 883-7036
	 Athletic	Clubs
North Idaho Athletic Club, 408 S. Main, 882-7884
	 Automobile	Services
Les Schwab Tire Center, 1421 White Ave., 882-3538
Moscow Auto Service, Inc., 1926 S. Main, 882-2913
 Banks
Zions Bank, 105 S. Main St., 882-4581
 Books
Bookpeople of Moscow, 512 S. Main St., 882-BOOX
University of Idaho Bookstore, 885-6469
 Clothing
Palouse Mall, 1815 W. Pullman Rd., 882-8893
Tye Dye Everything!, 527 S. Main St., 883-4779
	 Coffee	Houses
Nuart Theatre, 516 Main St., 882-8078
One World Cafe, Main St., 883-3587
	 Electricians	&	Supplies
Electrical Specialists, 301 Troy Rd., 882-7105.
	 Gifts
Northwest Showcase/Woodland Enterprises. 310 N. Main, 
882-4767
 Glass
Moscow Glass & Awning, Inc., 1018 S. Jefferson, 883-1850
Norm’s Custom Glass, 621 N. Main, 882-3543, 
www.normsglass.com
 Gems
Gem State Crystals, Inc., 404 S. Main, 208-883-0939
 Insurance
Papineau Insurance, 207 South Main, 208-882-2814, 
1-800-752-5471
Kimberling Insurance Agency, 205 S. Main st, 882-4414, 
1-800-475-4258
 Malls
Eastside Marketplace, 1420 S. Blaine, 882-1533
Palouse Mall, 1850 W. Pullman Rd., 882-8893
	 Motels	And	Hotels
Hillcrest Motel, 706 North Main Street, 882-7579
Royal Motor Inn, 120 W. 6th St. 882-2581
 Museums
Appaloosa Horse Museum, 2720 Pullman Rd., 882-5578

	 Optical
Moscow Vision Clinic, 1420S. Blaine #6, 882-2020
Palouse Ocularium Vision Center, 202 E. 7th St., 883-EYES or
(800)-549-3792
	 Pharmacies
Hodgins Drug & Hobby, 307 S. Main, 882-5536
Marketime Drug, 209 E. 3rd, 882-7541
 Realty
City Wide Realty,608 S. Main St., 883-7750.
American Dream Realty, 224 W. Third St., 883-4511 or 888-993-4511.
Welcome Home Property Managment, PO Box 8608, 882-8391
	 Print	Shops
Allegra Print & Imaging, 507 S. Main St., 882-5449, 
allegrapalouse.com; email: allegra@moscow.com
 Restaurants
Bloom, 403 S. Main, 882-4279
D. Willy’s Blues & BBQ, 112 W. 6th St., 883-3100
Moscow Alehouse., 226 W. Sixth St., 882-2739
Mikey’s Gyros, 527 S. Main St., 882-0780
Mingles of Moscow, 102 S. Main St., 882-2050
Moscow Bagel, 310 S. Main, 882-5242
Nectar, 105 W. 6th St., 882-5914, www.moscownectar.com
La Casa Lopez, 415 South Main St., 883-0536
 Realty
Coldwell Banker, 203 S. Main St., 882-0800
Latah Realty LLC, 128 East 3rd St., 883-1525, 1-800-205-7530
 Shoes
Peck’s Shoes, 115 E. Third St., 882-4523.
	 Sporting	Goods
Hyperspud Sports, 402 S. Main, 883-1150                
	 Specialty	Shops
Cowgirl Chocolates,428 W. 3rd, 882-4098
Paradise Creek Bicycles, 513 S. Main, 882-0703
Untamed Art, 122 East 3rd St.,  883-9690
 Video 
Howard Hughes Video, 520 S. Main, 882-FILM (3456)

Naples
	 Specialty	Shops
Idaho Granite Works, 1655 Highland Flats Rd., 263-1884
Moose Valley Farms, Hwy 95 Milepost 495.5, 267-5108

Old Town
 Bowling
OK Lanes, 301 N. Idaho Ave. 437-3600
 Hardware
Selkirk Hardware, East 495 Hwy 2, 437-5669
 Restaurant
OK Lanes/Spare Time Cafe, 301 N. Idaho St., 437-3600
Riverbank Family Restaurant, 402 N. Idaho, 437-0892
 Veterinary Services
The Animal Doctor, 217 N. State Ave, 437-2800
	 Specialty	Shops
Into The Garden Up To The Lake, Hwy 2 -East of Old Town, Idaho, 290-3867
2nd to None, collectibles & antiques, 56 Selkirk Way. 290-9254

Ponderay
	 Automotive
D & Z Auto, 323 McGhee, Ste. 105, Sandpoint, 265-8881
	 Building	&	Construction
Sandpoint Building Supply, 477421 Hwy. 95 N., 263-5119, 800-881-7380 (
Fax: 208-263-4826)
 Farm & Home
The Co-Op, 125 Tibetts Lane, 263-6820
 Flooring
The Floor Show, 880 Kootenai Cutoff, 263-5198
 Grocery Store
Yoke’s, 212 Bonner Mall Way, 263-4613
 Healthcare
Kaniksu Health Services, 30410 Hwy 200, 263-7101
	 Machine	Shops
Emerald Automotive & Machine Shop, 900 Bonner Mall Way, 263-3483
Brown’s North Side Machine and Gear, 1100 Triangle Dr., 263-4643
 Mall
Bonner Mall, 1/2 mile North of Sandpoint on Hwy 95, 263-4272
 Motels
S & W Motel, 31016 Hwy. 200, 263-5979
	 Propane
The Co-Op Energy, 110 Tibbetts Lane Suite 4, 265-3338
 Restaurants
Fiesta Bonita, 700 Kootenai Cut-Off Rd., 265-9715 
	 Specialty	Shops
Babe’s One Stop Shop, 31076 Hwy 200 East, 263-6048
Burnett Transmission, 30826 Hwy 200 East, 263-0589
Great Clips, 675 Kootenai Cutoff Road Suite D, 265-9262
Grünberg Schloss Collectors’ Cabinet, 210-C Triangle Dr., 263-7871
Monarch Marble & Granite, 335 McGhee Rd., 263-5777
Now and Then, 30640 Hwy. 200 Suite A, 255-10170
Pacific Steel & Recycling, Inc., 1000 Triangle, 263-2584, 800-256-8303
Pac West Parts, 21 McGhee Rd., 265-5500
Sandpoint Garage Doors, 351 McGhee Rd., Ste. 103, 263-6040
Selkirk Power Generation, Inc., 1200 Triangle Dr., 263-1258
So I Sew, 31829 Hwy. 200, 263-2300
 Welding
Selkirk Power Generation, Inc., 1200 Triangle Dr., 263-1258

Priest	Lake
	 Art	Gallery
Entree Gallery, 1755 Reeder Bay Road, Nordman,  Idaho, 443.2001
 Lodging
Grandview Resort, 3492 Reeder Bay Rd., 443-2433
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	 Optical
Moscow Vision Clinic, 1420S. Blaine #6, 882-2020
Palouse Ocularium Vision Center, 202 E. 7th St., 883-EYES or
(800)-549-3792
	 Pharmacies
Hodgins Drug & Hobby, 307 S. Main, 882-5536
Marketime Drug, 209 E. 3rd, 882-7541
 Realty
City Wide Realty,608 S. Main St., 883-7750.
American Dream Realty, 224 W. Third St., 883-4511 or 888-993-4511.
Welcome Home Property Managment, PO Box 8608, 882-8391
	 Print	Shops
Allegra Print & Imaging, 507 S. Main St., 882-5449, 
allegrapalouse.com; email: allegra@moscow.com
 Restaurants
Bloom, 403 S. Main, 882-4279
D. Willy’s Blues & BBQ, 112 W. 6th St., 883-3100
Moscow Alehouse., 226 W. Sixth St., 882-2739
Mikey’s Gyros, 527 S. Main St., 882-0780
Mingles of Moscow, 102 S. Main St., 882-2050
Moscow Bagel, 310 S. Main, 882-5242
Nectar, 105 W. 6th St., 882-5914, www.moscownectar.com
La Casa Lopez, 415 South Main St., 883-0536
 Realty
Coldwell Banker, 203 S. Main St., 882-0800
Latah Realty LLC, 128 East 3rd St., 883-1525, 1-800-205-7530
 Shoes
Peck’s Shoes, 115 E. Third St., 882-4523.
	 Sporting	Goods
Hyperspud Sports, 402 S. Main, 883-1150                
	 Specialty	Shops
Cowgirl Chocolates,428 W. 3rd, 882-4098
Paradise Creek Bicycles, 513 S. Main, 882-0703
Untamed Art, 122 East 3rd St.,  883-9690
 Video 
Howard Hughes Video, 520 S. Main, 882-FILM (3456)

Naples
	 Specialty	Shops
Idaho Granite Works, 1655 Highland Flats Rd., 263-1884
Moose Valley Farms, Hwy 95 Milepost 495.5, 267-5108

Old Town
 Bowling
OK Lanes, 301 N. Idaho Ave. 437-3600
 Hardware
Selkirk Hardware, East 495 Hwy 2, 437-5669
 Restaurant
OK Lanes/Spare Time Cafe, 301 N. Idaho St., 437-3600
Riverbank Family Restaurant, 402 N. Idaho, 437-0892
 Veterinary Services
The Animal Doctor, 217 N. State Ave, 437-2800
	 Specialty	Shops
Into The Garden Up To The Lake, Hwy 2 -East of Old Town, Idaho, 290-3867
2nd to None, collectibles & antiques, 56 Selkirk Way. 290-9254

Ponderay
	 Automotive
D & Z Auto, 323 McGhee, Ste. 105, Sandpoint, 265-8881
	 Building	&	Construction
Sandpoint Building Supply, 477421 Hwy. 95 N., 263-5119, 800-881-7380 (
Fax: 208-263-4826)
 Farm & Home
The Co-Op, 125 Tibetts Lane, 263-6820
 Flooring
The Floor Show, 880 Kootenai Cutoff, 263-5198
 Grocery Store
Yoke’s, 212 Bonner Mall Way, 263-4613
 Healthcare
Kaniksu Health Services, 30410 Hwy 200, 263-7101
	 Machine	Shops
Emerald Automotive & Machine Shop, 900 Bonner Mall Way, 263-3483
Brown’s North Side Machine and Gear, 1100 Triangle Dr., 263-4643
 Mall
Bonner Mall, 1/2 mile North of Sandpoint on Hwy 95, 263-4272
 Motels
S & W Motel, 31016 Hwy. 200, 263-5979
	 Propane
The Co-Op Energy, 110 Tibbetts Lane Suite 4, 265-3338
 Restaurants
Fiesta Bonita, 700 Kootenai Cut-Off Rd., 265-9715 
	 Specialty	Shops
Babe’s One Stop Shop, 31076 Hwy 200 East, 263-6048
Burnett Transmission, 30826 Hwy 200 East, 263-0589
Great Clips, 675 Kootenai Cutoff Road Suite D, 265-9262
Grünberg Schloss Collectors’ Cabinet, 210-C Triangle Dr., 263-7871
Monarch Marble & Granite, 335 McGhee Rd., 263-5777
Now and Then, 30640 Hwy. 200 Suite A, 255-10170
Pacific Steel & Recycling, Inc., 1000 Triangle, 263-2584, 800-256-8303
Pac West Parts, 21 McGhee Rd., 265-5500
Sandpoint Garage Doors, 351 McGhee Rd., Ste. 103, 263-6040
Selkirk Power Generation, Inc., 1200 Triangle Dr., 263-1258
So I Sew, 31829 Hwy. 200, 263-2300
 Welding
Selkirk Power Generation, Inc., 1200 Triangle Dr., 263-1258

Priest	Lake
	 Art	Gallery
Entree Gallery, 1755 Reeder Bay Road, Nordman,  Idaho, 443.2001
 Lodging
Grandview Resort, 3492 Reeder Bay Rd., 443-2433

Priest	River
	 Art	Galleries
Artisan Gallery, 53 Wisconsin St., 208-304-4656
	 Automobile	Services
Les Schwab Tires, Hwy. 2, 448-2311
Napa Auto & Truck Parts, 1311 W. Albeni Hwy, 448-1412
Priest River Quik Lube, 120 High St., 448-4199
 Bank
Wells Fargo, 1130 Albeni Hwy #2, 448-2462
Panhandle State Bank, 3010 E. Albeni, 448-0604
 Golf Courses
Ranch Club Golf Course, 4555 Hwy 2, 448-1731
 Hardware 
Priest River Hardware, 1200 Hwy 2, 448-1621
 Healthcare
Kaniksu Health Services, 6509 Hwy 2, Suite 101, 448-2321
 Jewelry
SG Arts Jewelry, 49 Main St., 946-9719
 Restaurants
King’s Bar & Grill, 6151 Hwy. 2, 448-0134
Mi Pueblo Mexican Restaurant, 5436 Hwy. 2, 448-0115
RC’s Steakhouse at the Ranch Club Golf Course, 4555 Hwy 2, 448-1731
Village Kitchen Restaurant, 911 Albeni Hwy., 448-2293

Sagle
        
	 Automobile	Sales
Pierce Auto Center, 30 Gun Club Rd., 263-4212
Reynolds Auto Sales, 469061 Hwy. 95, 255-5945        
	 Campgrounds	&	R.V.	Parks
Travel America, 468800 Hwy 95, 263-6522
 Motels & Hotels
The Lodge at Sandpoint, 41 Lakeshore Dr., 263-2211
 Restaurants
Forty-One South, 41 Lakeshore Drive, 265-2000
Shoga Sushi, 41 Lakeshore Drive, 265-2001
	 Specialty	Shops
Idaho Granite Works, 468146 Hwy. 95, 263-1884
JC Welding & Repair, 468215 Hwy 95 S., 290-7318
Peck’s Landscaping Supplies & Farm Store, 468215 Hwy 95, 255-2980, 290-
6472
 Trucking
Peck’s Trucking, 468215 Hwy 95, 255-2980, 208-290-6472

Sandpoint
	 Antiques	&	Gifts
Fosters Crossing, 504 Oak St., 263-5911
	 Art	Galleries
Art Works Gallery, 214 N. 1st Ave., 263-2642
Ferrara WIldlife Photography at Cedar Glen Gallery, 300 N. First, 304-5393
Infini Gallery, 214 Cedar, Ste. B, 208-610-1232
Ward Tollbom’s Hen’s Tooth Studio, 323 N. First, 263-3665
	 Automobile	Services
Car Quest, 915 N. 5th, 263-6868
D & Z Auto, 323 McGhee, Ste. 105, 265-8881
Emerald Automotive, 900 Bonner Mall Way, 263-3483
Lightning Lube, 75 McGhee Rd., 263-9696
Melody Muffler, 602 Pine St., 208-263-2812
Napa Auto Parts, 514 Larch, 263-2171
Performance Automotive, 1005 N. Fifth Ave., 263-9647
Les Schwab Tire Center, 3210 Hwy. 95 N., 265-4518
Route 66 Autobody, 6471 Bonner St., 263-1281
Steve’s Import Auto, 1111 Michigan St., 208-263-4911
Top Dawg Powder Coating Specialists, 357 McGhee Rd., 2552345, 290-4466
 Bakery
Pine Street Bakery, 710 Pine Street, 263-9012
 Banks
Columbia Bank, 414 Church St., 263-0505 or 300 Kootenai Cutoff Rd., 263-
2348
US Bank, 201 Main St., 263-6891
Wells Fargo, 201 E Superior St., 263-2181
 Bowling
Huckleberry Lanes, 120 S. Division, 255-BOWL (2695)
	 Building	&	Construction
Trader’s Building Supply, 1007 Superior, 263-7518
	 Campgrounds	&	R.V.	Parks
Travel America, 468800 Hwy 95, 263-6522
	 Chiropractic
Selkirk Chiropractic, 113 Church St., 263-7411
 Clothing
Bella Jazza- A Boutique 324 N. First, Dowtown Sandpoint, 263-1116
Eve’s Leaves, 326 North First Ave., 263-0712
Zany Zebra, 317 N. First, 263-2178
	 Coffee	Houses
Cedar St. Bistro, 334 North 1st Ave, 263-4396
Evans Brothers, 524 Church St., 265-5553
Monarch Mountain Coffee, 208 N. Fourth Ave, 265-9382
Rejavanate, 1009 Dover Highway, 255-4545
	 Construction
Bogadi Construction, PO Box 2345, 661-0302, Fax 208-265-8750
Nomadik Customs, 315 S. Ella, 597-6510
Stillwater Woodworking, 315 S. Ella, 597-6510
 Events
Festival At Sandpoint  888-265-4554, www.FestivalAtSandpoint.com
	 Farm,	Garden	&	Hardware								
Carter Country Farm & Feed, 357 S. Olive, 263-8236        
 Flooring
The Floor Show, 880 Kootenai Cutoff, 263-5198
 Florists
Petal Talk, 120 Cedar, 265-7900
 Furniture
Misty Mountain Furniture, 502 Cedar St., 265-4190
Northwest Handmade Furniture, 308 N. First Ave, 285-1962
Selkirk Craftsman, Hwy. 200 & McGhee Rd., 610-3954, 
selkirkcraftsmanfurniture.com
 Health Care
Internal Medicine, Sandpoint Business & Events Center, 102 Euclid Ave., #202, 
263-6876
North Idaho Spinal Clinic, 1207 Michigan, Ste. B, 265-2225
Pend Oreille Health Care, 1207 Michigan, Ste. C, 265-2221
 Health Foods
Winter Ridge Natural Foods, 703 W. Lake St., 265-8135
	 Heating	&	Air	Conditioning
Pend Oreille Mechanical, 1207 Hwy. 2, 263-6163
 Home Interiors
Sandpoint Interiors, Inc., 502 Cedar St., Suite C, 263-8274
 Insurance
ISU Haddock & Associates Insurance Services, 1009 Hwy 2 West, 263-1426
Spears Insurance, 102 S. Euclid, Ste. 113, 610-8096 
 Mall
Bonner Mall, 1/2 mile North of Sandpoint on Hwy 95, 263-4272        
 Motels and Hotels
The Lodge at Sandpoint, 41 Lakeshore Dr., Sagle, 263-2211
	 Optical
Eye Care For You, Dr. Julie Gagnon, 710 W. Superior Suite A, 263-9000
 

	 Paint	Supplies
The Paint Bucket, 714 Pine St., 263-5032
	 Pet	Feed	and	Supplies
Carter Country Farm & Feed, 357 S. Olive, 263-8236        
	 Photo	Gallery
Image Maker Photo & Video, 320 N. First, 263-5322
	 Physical	Fitness
Natural Fitness Gym, 1103 W. Superior, 263-0674
	 Plumbing	&	Maintenance
Three Amigos, Plumbing & Maintenance, Inc.
1424 N. Boyer, 255-4380
 Realty
Carol Curtis, Century 21 Riverstone, 316 N. 2nd Ave.,  Ste. A-1,208-290-5947
Lakeshore Realty North, 116 N. First, 263-3166
 Restaurants
Bab’s Pizzeria, Corner of Hwy 2 & Division, 265-7922
Blue Heron Cafe, 486260 Hwy. 95, 263-1146
Café Trinity at City Beach, 58 Bridge St., 255-7558
Cedar St. Bistro, 334 North 1st Ave, 263-4396
Di Luna’s American Bistro, 207 Cedar St., 263-0846
Eichardt’s Pub, Grill & Coffeehouse, 212 Cedar St., 263-4005
Evans Brothers, 524 Church St., 265-5553
Forty-One South, 41 Lakeshore Drive, 265-2000
The Hydra, 115 Lake, 263-7123
Joe’s Philly Cheesesteaks, 102 Church St., 263-1444
Kyoko Sushi & Noodle Bar, 334 N. First, #107, 627-9521
LaRosa Club, 105 S. 1st, 255-2100
Monarch Mountain Coffee, 208 N. Fourth Ave, 265-9382
Mr. Sub, 602 N. 5th, 263-3491 
The Pie Hut, corner of 5th & Church, 265-2208
Second Avenue Pizza, 215 S. 2nd Ave., 263-9321
Shoga Sushi, 41 Lakeshore Drive, 208-265-2001
Spud’s Restaurant, 102 N. 1st, 265-4311
Tango Cafe’, 414 Church St., 263-9514
	 Small	Engine	Repair								
Murphy’s Repair, 130 N. 6th Ave., 263-5411
	 Specialty	Shops	&	Services
Andy’s Frameshop, 819 Hwy. 2, Ste. 101, 255-1010
Army Surplus, 501 Oak, 263-7331, 290-7403
Bonner Mall, 300 Bonner Mall Way, 263-4272
Blue Lizard, Native American Gallery, 330 N. First St., 255-7105
Carousel Emporium, Upstairs on the Cedar Street Bridge, 263-4140
Creations, arts, crafts, children’s boutique, Cedar St. Bridge, 304-7384
Flying Fish Co., 5th & Fir, 263-FISH
Great Stuff, 313 N. First Ave, 265-5060
Home Sweet Home Consignment, 205 Cedar St., 255-1818
Life Skills Northwest, 2023 Sandpoint West, 265-6796
Monarch Marble & Granite, 335 McGhee Rd, 263-5777
Nomadik Customs, van conversions, 315 S. Ella, 597-6510
Northwest Handmade, 308 N. First, 255-1962
Pac West Parts, 21 McGhee, Ste. 105, 265-5500
Pend Oreille Mechanical, 1207 Dover Hwy., 263-6163
Petal Talk, 120 W. Cedar Street, 265-7900
Sandpoint Garage Doors, 351 McGhee Rd., Ste. 103, 263-4040
Selkirk Craftsman, 315 S. Ella,  610-3954
Sharon’s Hallmark 301 N. 1st Ave. 263-2811
Stillwater Woodworking, 315 S. Ella, 597-6510, Fax 208-621-2766
Vapor Planet, 819 Hwy 2, Pioneer Square, 263-9561
Zany Zebra, 317 N 1st Ave., 263-2178
 Title & Escrow
Sandpoint Title Insurance, Inc., 1205 Second Ave., 263-2222.

Spirit	Lake
 Restaraunt
Fiesta Bonita, 6429 W. Maine, 208-623-2532

MONTANA		(406	Area	Code)

Libby
The Libby Area Chamber of Commerce, 905 W. 9th, 293-4167
	 Automobile	Services
J.B.’s Tire & Automotive-Les Schwab, 32032  Hwy. 2, 293-7797
Timberline Auto Center, Inc., 617 Mineral Ave., 293-4128
 Beauty Salons
Classy Escape Family Salon, 321 Mineral Ave., 293-2553
 Book Stores
Cabinet Books & Music, 507 Mineral Ave., 293-9111
	 Construction,	Building	Materials
Big Sky Lumber, Hwy. 2 & Larch St., 293-3573
 Drug Store
Libby Drug, 906 Montana Ave., 293-3958
 Florists
Libby Floral & Gifts, 414 Utah Ave., 293-4139
 Food Markets
Rosauer’s, 703 W. 9th, Pharmacy 293-2743
 Framing
Frames Unlimited, 305 California Ave., 293-3196
 Furniture
Libby Furniture & Appliance, 403 Mineral Ave., 293-2707
 Guide Services
Kootenai Angler, l3546 Hwy. 37, 293-7578, e-mail: kangler@libby.org, www.montana-
flyfishing.com
 Motels
Caboose Motel, 714 W. 9th, 293-6201
 Restaurants
American Legion, 319 California Ave., 293-3822
Burger Express, 205 E. 9th St., 293-9690
Pizza Hut, 903 California Ave., 293-7744
Venture Motor Inn & Restaurant, 1015 W. 9th, 293-7711
	 Specialty	Stores
J.R.S. Surveying, Inc., 108 E. 9th, Ste. 6, 293-5059, 888-288-8736
Montana Bucky Bears N’ Stuff, 644 N. Central, 293-6922
 Title & Escrow
Lincoln County Title, 119 West 5th St., 293-6247

Troy
	 Art	Studio/Gallery
Terrel Jones Fine Arts Studio & Gallery, 1788 Schoolhouse Lake Road, 
295-5227
	 Automobile	Services
T.C.O. Lube & Tire, 295-4882
  Food Markets
Steins IGA, Hwy 2 & St. Regis Rd., 295-4177
	 Music/Coffee	House
Halfway House, 14799 Bull Lake Rd., 295-4358
 Restaurants
Little Joe’s Restaurant & Bar, 9623 Bull Lake Rd., 295-6058
The Silver Spur, 13891 Hwy. 2, 295-203
 Salons
A Beauty Stoppe & Gift Shoppe, 13891 Hwy. 2, , 295-4221
 Tackle
Booze-n-Bait, 315 Missoula Ave., 295-4415

WASHINGTON		(509	Area	Code)

Newport
	 Arts
Create Art Center, 900 W. 4th, 447-9277
The Gallery, 331 S. Washington, 447-1036
	 Automobile	Services
Napa Auto Parts, 300 S. Union, 447-4515
 Cable        
Concept Cable, 412 S. Union,  PO Box 810, 437-4544
	 Computer
Exbabylon, professional IT solutions,
318 S. Washington, 447-0440
 Electronics
Radio Shack, W. 405 Walnut St., 447-3514
 Insurance
Bruce A. Hunt, Farmers Ins., 309 S. Washington, 447-3428
Michael Lake, Pioneer Insurance, 301 S. Washington, 447-5629
	 Printing	&	Signs
Petroglyph Printing & Signs, 300 W. 2d, 447-2590
 Real Estate
Roger Ens, Coldwell Banker, 300 S. Washington, 800-509-4202
 Restaurants
Mi Pueblo, 311 N. Washington, 447-3622
Newport Pizza, 237 S. Washington, 447-2500
Westside Pizza, 204 W. Walnut St., 447-2200
	 Specialty	Shops
Foxwood House, Located off Hwy 2, 447-2346, 509-589-0097
Illustrated Skin, 221 S. Washington, 714-6551
Treasures A to Z, 317 S. Union, 447-0418
	 Title	Company
The Land Title Company, 309 S. Washington, 447-5743

Pullman
	 Art	Supplies
For Arts Sake, S. 725 Grand Ave., 332-1011.
	 Automobile	Services
Chipman & Taylor, SE 250 Bishop Blvd., 334-3555
Evergreen Tire Auto Service Center, 300 NE. Stadium Way, 332-7551.
Heritage Wheel & Tire, 520 S. Grand Avenue, 334-2595
Imported Car Service Inc., 1315 SE. Bishop Blvd., 332-2314.
Les Schwab Tire Center, S.E. 160 Bishop Ave., 334-1835
Wysup, 1115 S. Grand Ave., 334-4525
 Banks
American West Bank, 300 E. Main St., 332-1561
Washington Federal, 425 E. Main, 334-4000
 Bars
Rico’s Tavern, 200 E. Main, 332-6566
 Books
Brused Books, 235 E. Main, 334-7898
	 Consignment	Shop
Lily Bee’s Consignment Shop, 400 E. Main Street, 332-0771
 Custom Framing
At Home Design, 250 E. Main , 332-0658
 Entertainment
Zeppoz, 780 S.E. Bishop Blvd., 334-1013
 Florists
 Neill’s Flowers & Gifts, 234 E. Main, 334-3545
 Gallery
At Home Designs Framing & Gallery, 250 E. Main, 332-0658                
 Grocery
Dissmore’s IGA, N. 1205 Grand, 332-2918
 Hotels & Motels
Manor Lodge, 455 S.E. Paradise, 334-2511
 Jewelers
Sam Dial Jewelry, 255 E. Main St., Ste. 101, 334-DIAL (3425)
	 Print	Shops
Allegra Print & Imaging, 1652 S. Grand, 334-4275
allegrapalouse.com; email: pullmanart@allegranet.com
 Realty
Heritage Realty,1045 N Grand Ave, Ste. A&C, 334-5422
Summit Realty, 125 SE High St., 332-2255 1-800-382-0755
 Restaurants
Cafe Moro, 100 E. Main, 338-3892
The Daily Grind, 203 E. Main, 334-9171
The Emerald, N. 11140 Grand Ave., 334-5427
Taco Del Mar, 350 E. Main St., Catering 334-7822
	 Specialty	Shops
Ace Hardware, 1690 S. Grand Ave, 332-1450
Anytime Fitness, 690 SE Bishop Ave, Suite 100, 332-3100
Carlson’s Plumbing, 4491 SR 27, 332-1857
Glassphemy, 135 SE Kamiaken, 332-1971
Grange Supply Co., 355 NW State St., 332-2511
Prune Orchard,107 S. Grand, 332-4830 
Zelda’s Pet Grooming, 360 S. Grand Ave., 334-7280
 Technology Services
Palouse Hills Computing, 130 S. Grand Ave., 332-5393        

Canada

Ainsworth
 Resorts
JB’s Woodbury Resort & Marina, Box 1262, 1-877-353-7717  

Creston
 Lodging
Creston Valley Motel, 1809 Canyon, 250-428-9823
Downtowner, 1218 Canyon Street, Hwy 3, 1-800-665-9904
Hacienda Inn, 800 N.W. Blvd., 250-428-2324, 800-567-2215
Valley View Motel, 216 Valley View Dr,  800-758-9334

Kaslo
 Lodging
Kaslo Motel, 330 D. Avenue, 250-353-2431, 877-353-2431
 Restaurants
Buddy’s Front Street Pizza, 417 Front St., 250-353-2282
Rosewood Cafe, 215 5th St., 250-353-7673
The Treehouse Restaurant, 419 Front St., 250-353-2955

Nelson
	 Art	Centers
Oxygen Art Centre, 3-320 Vernon, 250-352-6322
Touchstones Nelson-Museum of Art & History, 502 Vernon St., 250-352-9813
 Restaurants
All Seasons Cafe, 620 Herridge Lane, 250-352-0101
	 Specialty	Shops
Craft Connection, gift store and fine art gallery, 378 Baker St., 250-352-3006
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A brokerage dedicated to your vision of making this 
MOUNTAIN AND LAKE playground....... 

Your backyard.

REALTY PLUS HAS BEEN SERVING NORTH IDAHO PROPERTY OWNERS FOR OVER 30 YEARS

office 208.263.1979 toll free 800.743.1517 
location 111 Main St. Sandpoint, ID 83864

www.realtyplussandpoint.com

P L U S
REALTY

inc.
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Hair Connection

7161 Main St., downtown Bonners Ferry

267-5611
Tanning, Nails, Haircuts, Perms, 

Waxing, Hair Color

Hair Connection

7161 Main St., downtown Bonners Ferry

267-5611
Tanning, Nails, Haircuts, Perms, 

Waxing, Hair Color

(208) 263-5198 • 880 Kootenai Cutoff Rd • Ponderay, ID

Tues-Fri 9:30-4:30
Sat 10-3  |  Sun-Mon Closed

Pioneer Square • 819 Hwy 2 - Ste 101 • Sandpoint, Idaho 
208.255.1010

BARNWOOD FRAMES IN STOCK 

10% 
  OFF

             ~ READY MADE ~

      ~ CUSTOM CUT ~

~ PRE-CUT MATS ~

Barn Wood Frames in Stock
W

IT
H T

HIS
 C

OUPON.

Where you'll find your favorite brands...
Effies Heart • Desigual • Kut From the Kloth • Arrata

Find us upstairs in the Cedar St. Bridge, Sandpoint
208.263.4140

A twirling array of 
unique fashion & accessories,

colorful housewares, gifts,
furniture, fine art & more!

N O R T H W E S T  H A N D M A D E
F U R N I T U R E  A N D  G A L L E R Y

 EXPERIEN
CE TH

E A
R

T O
F CRA

FTSM
A

N
SH

IP

O ne  O f  A  K ind  I t ems

Find us on Facebook 

(208) 255.1962
308 N. First Avenue
Sandpoint, ID 83864

Furniture – Gallery – Gifts
Over 100 Artists and Woodworkers
 www.NorthwestHandmade.com

NWHM_SMS16.indd   1 5/3/16   1:08 PM
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One Man ~ Three Portraits
   . . . by Warren Carlson
  

Age	of	Reason:	Summer	1954

 In the long days of August when I was seven, I stood one 
evening on the end of the diving board at Avery Lake for the first 
time. The board was made of a single plank anchored on a wall 
of timbers that held back the steeply wooded shore.  My father, 
Herbert, sat on an inner tube on the beach, smoked a cigar and 
watched. He thought I hesitated because I was afraid but it wasn’t 
true. I was seeing him, perhaps for the first time, as others saw me, 
as if from a profound vantage point. My mother, Victoria, swam 
back and forth in her metronomic style next to the rope marking the 
boundary of the swimming area. My father, after a brief obligatory 
swim, would usually lumber back to the beach and settle down to 
smoke a cigar. But not always. Sometimes he would spend a few 
minutes teaching me to dive by having me stand in his cupped 
hands, arms extended, dropping his legs then straightening to 
launch me towards the sky in a mighty heave as if he was throwing 
a caber at the annual Scottish Games.

The lake was in a narrow valley where a dam impounded 
run-off from the town’s reservoir. It was cold and clear with a man-
made sandy bottom. The parking lot was a grass field with a small 
green shed that sold snacks including frozen 3 Musketeers bars. It 
was a free and easy place where children of a certain age might 
sneak off to play spin the bottle, and at the far end there was a rope 
swing on a huge oak that leaned over the water. Older boys decided 
who could or could not swing out from the very top of the clay 
bank, out under the big blue sky over the hard looking green water.  

 

The lake was darkening with evening shadow. I bounced 
lightly up and down on the end of the board, four feet above the 
water, my arms above my head in the correct diving position. 
I launched out into the temporary world of flying, seeing myself 
racing into my shadow. And then, the two merged, the water 
swirling and bubbling around my ears, the cold of the water zinging 
down the nerve ways of my knife-like body, carrying me in brief 
flight until I sliced deep down into the water. When I flattened out, 
the churned surface light was another world to which I did not wish 
to return.

 Instead I held onto what breath the impact with the cold 
water had left me and I swam through the darkness beneath the 
lighted surface as long as possible, then reappeared quietly, almost 
secretly. The raft beyond the ropes lay golden and serene just within 
the sweep of the setting sun.  I set out across the open water for 
the first time. My father stood up and watched me with concern 
but did not call out. When I reached the raft I hauled myself out of 
this new element and lay in the last rays of sun on the warm boards 
of the raft and looked back at the beach that I had left far behind.

 My mother swam serenely back and forth. 

 When I returned to the beach, my father wrapped my 
shivering body in a large towel and in an awkward embrace, rubbed 
me dry.

A	Solitary	Adventure	in	Good	Company:	1962

I grew up in a small college town of vintage buildings and 
attitudes lying somnolent next to the Connecticut River on the 
west and a ridge of seemingly primeval forest to the east. In the 
fall of my sophomore year of high school a long string of Indian 
summer days held at bay the stinging winds and rains of October. 
Green leaves turned to their colors and peacefully fell one by one.  
Except on rabble rousing football weekends the whole town took 
on a feeling of quiet waiting. After school it was still warm enough 
that my hammock in the clutch of mostly bare birches in the back 
yard beckoned me for a nap; the low angled sun warmed my face, 
a book drowsily dropped on the ground.

  On this particular school day, a day wasted inside almost 
beyond bearing, I sat in my algebra class, the last interment of 
the day, watching two lazy flies buzz against the glass. Lethargy 
descended like a miasma, a lethargy that even daydreams of riding 
a motorcycle to Alaska and becoming a bush pilot could not banish. 
Something had to be done. Escape was possible. My parents had 
left town that morning for a conference and the house was mine. 
It was not the solitude of the too quiet house that I needed but 
the panacea of wilderness so often promised by Hemingway and 
others. I decided to hike to the far side of the ridge and sleep alone 
in the woods for the first time.

 At home, racing darkness, I hurriedly packed sandwiches, 
soup, hot chocolate, a sleeping bag and ski clothes in a Maine guide 
rucksack. I hit the trail but not before hiding in the bushes in my 
own front yard until the coast was clear, then sprinting across the 
road into the pines. It wasn’t my parents’ possible wrath at finding 
out about my adventure from a neighbor that I was avoiding but 
honoring a strong desire to keep this adventure private. In the 
woods I followed game trails north and east until I came out on the 
Appalachian Trail. An hour of hard walking in the golden, then gray, 
twilight under the trees brought me to the standard Appalachian 
Trail lean-to. I considered it but continued on to the next ridge 
where I would be unable to see the lights of town.  

 I camped at the end of a rocky outcrop on a flat spot guarded 
by two large boulders. I cut some cedar boughs for a bed, piled 

Continued on page 21 . . .

Crossing Kootenay Lake 20x30 Lynne Campbell

Shimmering October 16x20 Lynne Campbell



PAGE  18      FALL/WINTER  2018-2019   NORTHERN JOURNEYS

When Will I Ever Learn, continued from page 6 . . . 

So, I learn that I need love, real and true, and even heartbreaking 
love (which all of it is, at some point or other), and I need to give 
it, whatever it looks like at the time.  

I have gotten closer to God through all of this learning. God 
didn’t depart. It was I who didn’t understand. I had put God 
into a convenient place in cool outer space, where he could look 
down at His handiwork benevolently and continue to putter in 
His workshop. This was a God who loved all and who had no 
particular expectations. This was a very convenient God for me, 
since I didn’t really want to explore the possibility of sin. It was 
a woo-woo God who I could call on for a feel good moment, but 
for no real answers. I have since learned that I need answers, so 
that has led me to studying what others have written. I’ve read 
all sorts of metaphysical stuff over the course of the past five 
decades. It was all well and good until Death wandered into my 
rear view mirror.  

I don’t really want to die. Even when I hurt like blazes, am tired 
and without direction, I want to hang out with my family. I want 
to hold my husband’s hand. I want to talk to my daughter and give 
her encouragement. I want to tell my Autistic son that everything 
is fine and safe, even while knowing that just around the corner is 
perpetual surprise. And I’d like to be here when my far away son 
re-opens the door.

As it turns out, there is only One who has the goods on life after 
death. You’ve probably heard of him. His name is Jesus. I’ve been 
reconnecting with Him. I’ve dusted off my humble hat and realized 
that on my own I don’t even know how to breathe. I have no idea 
how to make my heart beat or my blood move throughout my 
body. I have no idea how to grow hair, but there it is just the same. 
I, much to my chagrin, am not in charge. Much to my relief too. 
I’ve been learning more about what love, patience and second 
chances look like. I have opened the door. I’ve let this personal 
God in. When I’m down and troubled and I need a helping hand… 
wait, haven’t I heard that somewhere before???  Anyway, what I 
am learning now, finally, is that He is my friend. He knows what 
I need. And when my lights go out, I will be arising on the other 
side. Death has been answered. Bless my soul. Amen.  Night curls its body

sleek and smooth around this house—
the great blank windows,
the coolness of its breath
against the glass.

The clock ticks
an incongruous rhythm
against the stretched pace of midnight.
Moon can’t be found

tonight. I am alone
yet not alone. My husband sleeps
here. The moon softens its light
against some other

horizon. My husband’s breath
softens into deeper dreams.
Edge of sky, its uncountable stars, galaxies,
softens against the reaches of summer

trees in silhouette.
Night, having become feral,
holds our house captive
in the curve of its belly.

by	Susan	M.	Botich

Moonlit Pond, North Idaho 11x14 Lynne Campbell
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Conscious	Decisions,	or	Rolling	the	Dice?
by Loi Eberle, M.A., CPC, PFCC

I experienced grief and frustration listening to a radio discussion 
about a recent shooting at an urban school. Evidently the 
school district’s strategic plan had been followed perfectly when 
responding to the shooting.  I wondered if there was any way 
to expand their perfect plan into the future, to include finding 
ways to recognize potential attackers’ growing alienation, so that 
compassionate connections could be developed. We often hear 
about heroism during and after a tragedy. Can we collaborate to 
prevent tragedies from occurring in the first place?

 

Admittedly, some people can be difficult, even dangerous, to 
love.  It’s easy to love your friends and family, much harder to 
love your enemies -- especially when they tell you their goal is to 
destroy you. The Beatles sang, “All you need is love.” This simple 
exhortation can be very challenging to enact.

 

In the days after a suicide bomber attacked Ariana Grande’s 
sold-out arena show in the United Kingdom, killing 22 people 
and injuring 500 hundred, Ariana wept constantly, barely spoke, 
and didn’t think she could ever get on a stage again.  Finally, 
she decided she had to return to Manchester to stage another 
performance in defiance of terrorism.

 

Two weeks later, she raised $23 million for the victims and 
their families in a benefit concert called One Love Manchester. 
Although getting back on stage was terrifying to her, she said 
it was the courage of her fans that made her feel an obligation 
to keep going. “It’s the most inspiring thing…that these kids 
pack the venue…smiling, holding signs saying ‘Hate will never 
win.’  Ariana said “Why would I second-guess getting on a stage 
and being there for them? That city, and their response? That 
changed my life.” [The Week Magazine. 2018, July 27, vol 18, 
issue 883.]

 

American poet, Jungian psychoanalyst, post-trauma recovery 
specialist, author and spoken word artist, Clarissa Pinkola Estes, 
writes: “To display the lantern of soul in shadowy times like these 
- to be fierce and to show mercy toward others; both are acts of 
immense bravery and greatest necessity. Struggling souls catch 
light from other souls who are fully lit and willing to show it. If 
you would help to calm the tumult, this is one of the strongest 
things you can do.”  She also writes: “There will always be times 
when you feel discouraged. I too have felt despair many times 
in my life, but I do not keep a chair for it. I will not entertain it. 
It is not allowed to eat from my plate. The reason is this: In my 
uttermost bones I know something, as do you. It is that there 
can be no despair when you remember why you came to Earth, 
who you serve, and who sent you here. The good words we say 
and the good deeds we do are not ours. They are the words and 
deeds of the One who brought us here.”

 

In his book, The Abundance Project, life coach Derek Rydall, 
writes: “the word for “man” in Sanskrit means “the dispenser of 
divine gifts.” In a very real sense, you have been sent here to give 
of your whole life in service of the world -- in whatever capacity 
you are called.”

 

A favorite song from my childhood, “This little light of mine, I’m 
going to let it shine,” is now increasingly being used by beloved 
singers with situationally-appropriate, inspirational lyrics, to bring 

people together at rallies.  How can we let our individual light-
within shine to inspire a sense of love and caring, rather than 
despair?

 

The Bible states: “If I speak in the tongues of men and of angels, 
but have not love, I am a noisy gong or a clanging cymbal… 
Love is patient and kind; love is not jealous or boastful; it is not 
arrogant or rude.  Love does not insist on its own way; it is not 
irritable or resentful; it does not rejoice at wrong, but rejoices 
in the right.  Love bears all things, believes all things, hopes all 
things, endures all things… in this life, there are only three lasting 
qualities – faith, hope, and love – the greatest of which is love… 
Now we see in a mirror dimly, but we will see face to face.” [First 
Corinthians 13]

 

Some people seek Divine Guidance according to the doctrine 
of their particular religion. Others seek a direct experience of 
Divine Guidance, which Paul Tillich described as “ineffable.” 
Tillich, regarded as one of the most influential theologians of the 
twentieth century, described “the Supreme Being” as “the God 
beyond God, a Field of Being beyond our personified God—the 
God who resembles us and speaks to us in our language.” Tillich 
called this transcendent God “the Divine Ground of All Being.” 
Hindus use the term, “the Great Sea of Being.”

 

Professor of Gerontology and award-winning author, 
Robert C. Atchley, writes: “The enormity of the Ground of All 
Being is very awe-inspiring and humbling to experience, yet it is 
comforting to abide in this field of ultimate, limitless Being.  If 
we begin with questioning if there is “an intelligent, creative, 
organizing center of consciousness [that] transcends itself and 
knows what is beyond itself” and if our experience gives us a 
definite yes to that question, then we know and understand in a 
way that is guided and informed by mystical experience of God.” 
[The Friends Journal, February 1, 2017, www.friendsjournal.org]

 

Jazz saxophonist John Coltrane described his music as an 
“ongoing, endless spiritual quest into the Great Mystery,” with 
the feelings and sounds experienced during this quest needing 
to be discovered in their pure state. But to do that, he said, “We 
have to keep on cleaning the mirror. The divine force — God — 
breathes through us all. I believe in all religions. The truth itself 
doesn’t have any name on it to me, and each man has to find it 
for himself.” [Trane of No-Thought: How Meditation Inspired Jazz 
Great John Coltrane, Sean Murphy, January 31, 2018, https://
www.lionsroar.com/].

 

With so many individual belief systems, how do we keep our 
behavior in line?  How do we encourage people to do kind 
things and act humanely? Some don’t even agree that we 
should. Others encourage right action, yet disagree about what 
constitutes right action in a particular situation. Finding ways 
that accommodate our basic needs, how can we live together 
with acceptable ways to express our individuality and avoid 
constantly clashing and waging war?

Continued on page 20 . . . 
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Conscious Decisions, or Rolling the Dice? 

Continued from page 19 . . .

Buddhism teaches us to have a compassionate heart, describing 
the heart’s fearless capacity to recognize universal kinship and 
belonging, transforming resentment into forgiveness, hatred 
into friendliness, and fear into kindness for all beings. People are 
encouraged to extend understanding, warmth, sensitivity, and 
openness to the sorrows of the world in a truthful and sensitive 
way. “Made of stardust, we share the same cosmic history as the 
lions on the savannas and the lavenders in the fields. We are all 
connected through time and space, and thus interdependent,” 
writes Matthieu Ricard in the The Quantum and the Lotus: A 
Journey to the Frontiers Where Science and Buddhism Meet.

I probably could search the Internet and find similar ideas in 
all religions, perhaps even in legal and ethical codes of conduct 
and corporate mission statements.  There are many examples of 
compassionate behavior throughout the world.

Of course, some disagree, showing disturbing examples of 
brutality. Recently I received an email with a link to a news 
publication that described the fate of Jay Austin and Lauren 
Geoghegan, both 29, after they “quit their Washington, D.C. 
jobs and embarked on a bicycle 
trip around the world.” When 
their journey was well underway, 
Austin wrote in their blog, Simply 
Cycling, they were, “... embracing 
something beyond a mere great 
adventure. You watch the news and 
you read the papers and you’re led 
to believe that the world is a big, 
scary place … People are not to be 
trusted. People are bad. People are 
evil. People are axe murderers and 
monsters and worse.” He continued, 
“I don’t buy it. Evil is a make-believe 
concept we’ve invented to deal 
with the complexities of fellow 
humans holding values and beliefs 
and perspectives different than 
our own—it’s easier to dismiss an 
opinion as abhorrent than strive 
to understand it. Badness exists, 
sure, but even that’s quite rare. By 
and large, humans are kind. Self-interested sometimes, myopic 
sometimes, but kind. Generous and wonderful and kind. No 
greater revelation has come from our journey than this.” The 
article reported how this couple trusted others to help them 
when they were in a vulnerable position, on bicycles, in foreign 
countries where they didn’t speak the language. The couple 
blogged many times about the acts of kindness they received.
 
Almost to gloat about the inadequacy of this position, the link 
from The Blaze then documented their demise, quoting the 
CBS Network report: “A car rammed into the couple and other 
bicycle tourists, after which five men exited the vehicle and 
attacked the group with knives. Two other bicyclists — one from 
the Netherlands and one from Switzerland — also were killed.” 
According to the New York Times, the Islamic State claimed 
responsibility, releasing a video showing the five purported 
attackers next to an ISIS flag, pledging allegiance to a leader of 
the Islamic State and vowing to kill “disbelievers.” A friend of the 
couple, Molly Scalise, told CBS News that the couple were, “such 
an example of an intentional and a principled life and had so much 
love to give.” [https://www.theblaze.com/news/2018/08/16/evil-
is-a-make-believe-concept-us-couple-trumpets-global-goodness-
on-bike-trek-isis-kills-them].

What to do with this information? Are we in an all or nothing 
scenario? How do we know who we can trust? Dare we ever trust 
anyone? Should we all live in fear? Is there no hope for resolution? 
Yes, chicken little, indeed the sky IS falling!

I hate to “harsh your mellow.”  I’ve never been able to find any 
research or documentation telling us anything other than the fact 
that we’re all going to die, at least our physical bodies. We just 
don’t know our particular time. So then the question becomes, 
what do we do between now and then?  Are we to be frightened 
and always suspicious of each other? Or, do we build loving 
communities of family and friends, even strangers and potential 
enemies, and then learn how to get along and help take care of 
each other?

Throughout history people have lived in tribes, based on family, 
shared religion, and/or political ideology. The tribe provided 
protection, connection, and identity. It was how people’s basic 
needs were met and disagreements negotiated. Being part of 
a tribe enabled people to help develop civilization and enabled 
populations to thrive, at least until various tribes fell into 
disagreement. Then they banded together to destroy each other. 
This ongoing story continues today, in the form of religious and 
political groups, professional associations, governments, and 
International Summits.

A pervasive opinion is that opposing forces continue to infiltrate 
and destroy each other; it is in our basic wiring. Our ancestors 
were the ones who learned how to live among the “lions and 
tigers and bears.”

Fortunately I’m not alone 
in believing that we each 
have the ability to work 
together and can negotiate 
our differences. People who 
disagree with me describe 
the destructive intentions 
of some, likened to the 
one poison M & M in the 
jar full of a hundred M & 
M candies. They ask me 
if I would I dare eat any 
one of those candies? Do 
we decide it is a hopeless 
situation, never eating from 
the M & M jar, ever? Never 
trust, never learn to interact 
with those who believe we 
should be destroyed? Dare 
we ever play the odds? Or 
can we work together to 

discover the antidote to have on hand for the next time we risk 
sharing our candy?

We all make decisions, either in reaction or through conscious 
choice. The knowledge and beliefs we use to guide our actions are 
based on each of our individual choices. We continually decide 
what to believe, whose guidance to trust. These choices guide our 
behavior and form each of our individual views of the world.

Can we find the anecdote, a workable solution, to render 
impotent the ‘poison M & M’ – the infiltrator who wishes to 
destroy? Most likely it will require a process of learning how to 
safely transform challenging situations into deeper and more 
loving connections. By doing this, we could increase the likelihood 
of ending warfare and living in peace. It might be that none of us 
will ever know the ‘ultimate truth’ about what is right action in 
every case. We do know that, most of the time, whatever actions 
we decide to take will influence what happens next.

Loi Eberle, MA, CPC 
Independent Educational Consultant 
Loi.Eberle@gmail.com
Moments of Light on the Northern Journey
IECA Professional Member 
NATSAP Individual Affiliate 
208-267-8906, Naples, Idaho 
fax: 800-708-8567Certified Parent Coach 
www.LoiEberle.com

Snow Quiet 4x6 Lynne Campbell
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One Man ~ 3 Portraits, 
continued from page 17 . . .

rocks for a fire pit and gathered branches for firewood. This was life 
to be savored. A small fire was soon blazing. The darkness beyond 
settled down. A few bird calls then silence, not a single sign of 
human existence. I pulled on my ski jacket, settled into the bag, 
put soup to warm and waited. The first stars appeared in the nearly 
dark eastern sky.

       From beyond the pale of firelight I heard the snapping of a 
twig and the movement of some animal. Yes, I answered, we are 
here together. A doe appeared in the shadows and stood watching 
me and the fire. I answered her curiosity. You have nothing to fear 
cousin, I am the most gentle of interlopers. I whistled. She bounded 
lightly away. And my true self, snug beside the fire with the night for 
company, felt light and easy as well.

 Shade by shade, star by star, the night sky was born. Born, 
then moving west, the earth was alive with turning. I imagined 
universes and spooned soup out of the can. Not a breath of wind, 
not a ripple in the order of things. I was not sleepy. Crackle of the 
fire, sweet scent of the boughs of my bed, minutes lost to awe and 
witness. And separate at last from all the citizens of my town, in 
their houses under the blue light of the TV while I, The Adventurer 
of Oak Street, like a monarch, settled deeper into the great comfort 
of being outside and being warm.

 More stars appeared. A slight sense of time passed in a 
kindly way. I pulled a wool cap and some light gloves out of my 
pack, threw a few sticks on the fire and put on a small pot of instant 
hot chocolate. The hot chocolate tasted slightly metallic. Delicious.  

 Sometimes I thought of “cabbages and kings” or women 
“coming and going and talking of Michelangelo,” but mostly I just 
watched until I could see a trace of turquoise in the eastern sky. 
I imagined the sun rising out of the Atlantic to chastise the stars. 
Out of the darkness I could see the outline of trees at the edge of 
the clearing and hear the singing of one bird species after another, 
each greeting in turn the new day. This sequence determined by 
a tradition of the aviary world. Each entrance prompted by the 
growing candle power of every new day- immutable and mysterious. 
The fire had long ago died to embers. I waited until the sun came 
full upon my sleeping bag, then let myself doze off for an hour or 
so.

 When I woke I was ravenous. I fetched water from a brook, 
stirred it into the coals of the campfire, packed up and, in what 
would become a lifelong ritual, thanked the campsite for sheltering 
me and walked happily out of the woods not caring that it was a 
school day and I, who had spent the night being “on time,” was 
not worried about being late.  I went home to what seemed like an 
alien shelter, showered, changed clothes and walked uptown for 
breakfast at Lou’s Restaurant. I had the “Lumberjack Special” and 
two cups of coffee and left a generous tip.  Then, Tom Sawyer style, 
I sauntered down to the ol’ school house.

 Arriving at school half way through fourth period, Mr. Peters, 
the English teacher, barely turning from the blackboard, gestured 
for me to leave a tardy slip on his desk. It had never, in my new 
universe, occurred to me to forge one. I stood by my desk. I was 
undecided: should I bother to sit down or just walk out of the 
building.  Mr. Peters turned and stared at me. I looked back at him 
with a steady sympathy. His composure faltered.

 “Oh, never mind, just sit down.”  The class stirred uneasily. 
Mr. Peters returned to his task at the blackboard.  I decided to sit 
down.  The girl in front of me turned around and raised a carefully 
coiffured eyebrow as if to ask, “How did you get away with that?” 
Instead of answering I piled several books on my desk, propped 
open a copy of	The	Green	Hills	of	Africa, and began to read.
  

Holy	Friday	~	Kashmir:	2005

Some years ago when I was not young but foolish I spent 
a week on a houseboat on Dal Lake at the base of the Himalayas 
in Kashmir. It was January. Not exactly the height of the tourist 
season. Because of a lack of flat land, ten thousand people live on 
houseboats.  Schools, stores, post offices and medical facilities are 
on barges. Everyone gets around on canoes chopped roughly out 
of logs with just a few inches of free board. Small children paddle 
their way to school. The lake gets a skim of ice most nights that the 

first paddles of the morning break open.  In the harbor where my 
houseboat was moored two men came each morning to harvest 
the bulbs of lotus plants from the bottom with long poles. The 
hollow banging of their sticks to break the ice would wake me. 
When school let out I saw teenage hotshots, kneeling on the front 
of their boats to paddle - “drag racing” each other.

 On shore, the city of Srinagar was snow covered but not 
festive. As a contested area between India and Pakistan, Kashmir 
exists in a perpetual state of almost war. On the highway  into 
Srinagar on the Kashmiri side of the mountains, a twelve hour bus 
ride from New Delhi and  every quarter of mile standing in the 
snow, are some of the most solitary looking human beings I have 
ever seen-- soldiers doing sentry duty. Like dead trees on a gray 
and snowy landscape they guard the highway. To stay warm, they 
bring with them “winter wives” (always with you, always warm) 
which are clay pots filled with ash and coals that hang under their 
long overcoats. Twice during the trip we had to lay-by so a mine 
sweeper could go ahead of us.

In the city of Srinagar machine gun nests made of sandbags 
and anti-grenade netting on every major street corner are manned 
by one man scanning the streets and houses with binoculars and 
one behind the gun. Most residents pretend they do not exist but 
there is a Kashmir independence group that is violent. There is a 
7:00 pm year-round curfew. I made a habit of talking to the soldiers: 
“Hi there, how are you?  I’m from America,” etc. They thought I was 
crazy but some spoke English: “Have American cigarettes?”

On my first night on the houseboat, sleeping under the 
weight of several quilts, I woke to a profound silence, the silence 
of a thousand years of Himalayan nights. Into this silence, from the 
Mosque a mile across the lake, came the unamplified sound of the 
Call to Prayer. A compelling call even to me, a haphazardly raised 
Christian. For the next week, every night, I would wake from a deep 
sleep mere seconds before the Call to Prayer was sounded. I believe 
there is no rational explanation for this experience but perhaps it is 
just these mysterious experiences that are at the heart of why we 
travel.

That Friday I visited the mosque with a guide. We went by 
taxi instead of canoe. The mosque rose from the disheveled city 
next to the lake. The courtyard had been swept clean of previous 
night’s snow, the low clouds sailed away and the foothills of the 
Himalayas came out in silver and shadows in the early morning 
light. The grounds were surrounded by a high concrete wall except 
on the lake front where dozens of boats were pulled onto the shore 
next to a guard house. My guide and I, like everyone else, were 
searched twice by Indian army soldiers with metal detectors. No 
matter, the mosque lay resplendent in the sun.  

We took off our shoes, walked past a group of women in the 
outside courtyard who were not allowed to enter, and went inside. 
When traveling one has a connection with local residents through 
commerce but here, in the inner sanctum of another religion, 
another culture as far removed from my New England upbringing 
as could be imagined, who was I and why was I here? Surprisingly 
I was ignored. Some distance away there was a call and response 
happening but curiously the responses were not uniform. The 
responses were passionate in a way similar to a Pentecostal church 
except the explosive individuals seemed unconcerned about their 
neighbors.  Throughout the complex men with submachine guns 
circulated. They did not look bored. At one point two men talking 
quietly caught the attention of the guard nearest me and using the 
barrel of his gun to move people aside, he made his way towards 
them. They faded away.

I felt frightened. Not for my own safety but of the passion in 
the building. After all I am a stoic, Lutheran Swede by heritage! My 
guide motioned me outside. He left me for a moment to retrieve 
our shoes. A man, perhaps in his late twenties, approached me. 
With a mixture of curiosity and demand he asked me: “What are 
you?”

Without a thought I answered:  “A man of God.”  He stopped 
and time seemed to slow down. We looked into each other’s eyes 
in a search for some existence of truth between us. Then he smiled, 
embraced me and walked away. I stood in a feeling of belonging, 
then somewhat self-consciously and with a bit of sadness I checked 
to make sure I still had my wallet.
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Over the past three months, I have moved into 
a new house and relocated buildings at work. 
It’s said that clutter is delayed decisions. I can 
assure you I have lots of those. There are fewer 
now, and I’m still picking away at the edges of 
the remainder. Transition is a lifelong process.

What have I learned? That my clutter is based 
on the ideas of trying to hold on to others’ 
expectations, figuring out who I am now, 
not who I was ten or twenty years ago, and 
unearthing those gems that should have been 
prominently on display a long time ago. Those 
jewels are the true reflections of my creative 
heart and uniqueness. Finding those pieces of 
self buried in a box or behind a meaningless 
pile of paraphernalia is cringe worthy.

How do you traverse new, shaky ground without 
your usual foundations for support?

Make connecting with the elements part of 
everyday life.

Wait, elements? What? I know, you were 
expecting the usual meditate, drink water, 
exercise, eat right, talk to a friend, etc. Those 
are great things that will help any journey, but 
it’s time to go a bit further. If you’re like I am, in 
the midst of chaos surrounded by questions and 
fear and excitement, even simple options like 
self care seem overwhelming.

Whatever you choose to do, and no matter 
which elements you want to connect with, the 
key is to make it a conscious choice. Intention 
is what turns something insignificant into a 
focused connection.

Reaching out to the elements ensures a stable 
base to build from. These building blocks aren’t 
going away, well, unless we continue to destroy 
the earth, but that’s commentary for another 
time.

Water

Have a water element in your home or 
workplace. It can amount to actual water like 
a tabletop fountain or fish tank, or a picture 
depicting a body of water, from a waterfall to 
the ocean or river. Even an abstract painting 
that has colors reminding you of water is a 
good option.

Fire

The obvious choice is a candle. Seriously, 
spend five minutes when you feel called to stare 
into a flame. Whether a simple candle or fire 
pit in the backyard, fire’s passion and heat can 
ignite the spark needed to continue to handle 
whatever is in your path.

Elements of Transition
Transitions tear you apart at the seams, some 
of them reaching deep enough to fill the space 
between the hollows in your soul.

Transitions will put you back together, always 
differently than you anticipated. Sometimes 
there are pieces left behind. Sometimes there 
are additions that show up unexpectedly.

Transitions are like the trees after the last 
leaves have fallen and before snow banks its 
trunk. There's an emptiness, vulnerability, and 
silence that drowns out all thought. Exposed 
and raw to the elements, all that is possible 
as the snow falls and the cold sets in is to 
conserve energy and wait.

As time stretches the shadows, you are faced 
with the reality of lingering darkness and the 
lukewarm light of the sun. It’s a harsh time, 
these transitions, with no cover or safety net, 
and all your company has gone back to their 
own comfortable homes to hide from the 
elements, leaving you to wonder if they will 
return or if the storm is indeed over. There’s 
usually another cold snap on the horizon.

Even good transitions leave a mark. Lose 
weight and your skin doesn’t fit the same. Have 
a child or pursue a creative venture and life 
leaves scars. Follow your heart and it changes 
shape, sometimes growing, sometimes growing 
walls.

Transitions change relationships and 
friendships. Change jobs, get a new hobby, or 
find a different social group and the strings 
between people alter. Some ties are cut. Some 
end up covered in cobwebs, sometimes to be 
dusted off, sometimes breaking from aging, 
tired threads. New threads form as we find 
different people and fresh outlooks to take with 
us in the next section of our journeys. Doesn’t 
mean the old ones hurt any less.

The constant throughout it all is nothing is 
the same. The supporting friendship bridge 
you relied on to solidly hold you through 
each day crumbles. Maybe it was from lack of 
maintenance, yours or theirs, but most likely 
it’s the wrong bridge for that time in your life. 
Bridges are meant to be crossed. Sometimes 
you linger. Sometimes you run.

Moving everything you own is a great big mirror 
reflecting where you are in life. Whether we 
hold on or let go, having no choice but to handle 
and evaluate every single material object in a 
building full of your energy, your memories, and 
all of the baggage you’ve been avoiding will at 
least give a big picture view of exactly who you 
are. That shit is uncomfortable.

 

Earth

I carry stones with me, most often in pieces of 
jewelry. Which one depends on what I need to 
remember throughout the day. Currently I have 
been wearing a necklace with a lapis lazuli 
stone to open my creative channels and see the 
world on a spiritual level.

Air

Do something we all need to do more often. 
Pause and take a couple of deep breaths. Take 
a book outside or read by an open window 
and feel the breeze on your skin. And when 
possible, fly a kite. Really, it’s more fun than you 
remember.

Spirit

Whatever spiritual tradition you follow, take a 
moment each day even if life is falling apart to 
be grateful for one thing. Just one. There’s no 
requirement to write it down or have long lists. 
Keep it simple. If it’s just that you woke up this 
morning, let that be enough.

Do one of these simple rituals in the midst of 
chaotic times. Even when the world around 
you is spinning off its axis, the earth’s building 
blocks will hold you.  

Transitions are unstable, unsettling, and 
downright unpleasant at times. The saving 
grace is that they end... and then begin again. 
In transition we learn where our strength and 
security actually come from. Make friends with 
the elements and let them be your guides. 

By:  Autumn Murphy

Autumn Murphy is a storyteller for the 
seeking soul, artist of magical quilted 
things, and friend to animals. She 
wanders a pagan path through nature’s 
mysteries.

Snippets of poetry and writing can be 
found at autumnmurphy.com.
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Ruby Heart              

          . . . by Jan Sarchio

This ruby heart of mine
Made of more than blood and muscle
Beating more than rhythm and time
This ruby heart has come to know
True love
No easy task here
Where matter can be hard
Where lessons can be cruel
Where confusion is the norm

This ruby heart of mine
Recognized from the onset
That it knew you
Not the you that all the world is privy to
But the one that lay hidden
Waiting for me

I’m not saying love is easy
I’m not saying it’s always kind
That it doesn’t misstep
At least half of the time
Such is this moment
This flash we call life
Yet, if we can carry on
Through misunderstandings
Until we get to safety
And respect
Sometimes happens
Wonder of wonders
The sublime
Where two ruby hearts
Shine

I’M	JUST	AN	OLD	SET	OF	WHEELS

(Reflections on getting older)

 . . . by Terry Hynes

It used to be, I was the frame

that held it all together.

The engine that would power it

and move ‘em down the road.

I was the cab that warmed them,

and kept them safe and sound.

The steering that would navigate,

and guide them homeward bound.

I was the wheels that moved them on,

the springs that kept things smooth.

At times I was the radio

to sooth them and amuse.

I was the lights that guided them

when darkness came along.

At other times I was the spare,

‘case something did go wrong.

But now as I grow older here,

they say I’m still the one.

I’m solid brass or even gold,

they’ve placed me out in front.

But I don’t care how great it sounds

or how it’s really meant,

to me I’m just a figurehead,

an old hood-ornament.

REGROUP

         . . . by Jan Sarchio

Gratitude Dude
It’s rude to cop an attitude
When all around
The world
Glows multi-colored hued
Squirrels hang upside down
Merrily grabbing fistfuls of bird food
Tails flapping, snapping like sailboat flags
Flickers tap
Finches flit
Crows just know
Everything
Since they have an excellent bird’s eye view
They see all sides
Cruise up and over the blues

Cawing me awake from a fitful snooze

Pure and Simple 8x12                                                                                    Lynne Campbell 



Cathedral    Lynne Campbell, Photographer


