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By Andy Valencia

The Loop received a question about all those double 
power poles you’ve been seeing for years along Vashon 
Highway and other roads on the Island. It’s twice the visual 
impact, and how hard can it be to switch to the new pole and 
remove the old one? Why are the old ones sticking around so 
long?

You asked, so we asked. When we reached out to our PSE 
media contact, we ended up on a conference call with the 
people at PSE who work on such things. Stop and look up at a 
power pole, and appreciate that every single detail is 
intentional – the pole, how and where it’s installed, and every 
single wire and cable attached to it.

Start with the pole itself. There are many kinds, but on 
Vashon they’re mostly made of treated wood, weighing 
between 1,000 and 2,000 pounds. When you see PSE arrive 
and do an emergency pole replacement – such as when a car 
hits it hard enough – PSE is spending thousands of dollars to 
get the old pole out and the new one into service.

When we build a house on Vashon, there’s an exacting 
process of documenting the work in order to receive a permit. 
When it isn’t an emergency, the process of putting up a pole 
goes through its own permitting process – designing, 
engineering, and documenting every aspect of each pole to be 
added or changed in the project.

Why does PSE end up with so many double poles? PSE’s 
recent work relocating poles further back from our local roads 
is a perfect example of the challenges. Once the new pole is in 
place, everything on the old pole has to move over. There are 
high tension wires up top, and then further down are 
residential power wires, fiber optic cables for internet, phone 
lines, street lights, and sometimes even wireless devices.

PSE and Double Poles
SERVING VASHON AND ITS NEIGHBORING COMMUNITIES ~ FREE
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praise? Complaints? Wisdom? Regrets? 
Maybe none of that. Maybe all we really leave 
is our history whatever we managed to build, 
break, love, or repair while we were here.

I hope my history shows that I tried. I 
tried to be a decent husband, father, and 
friend. I tried to treat people with respect. I 
tried to learn from my mistakes, even the ones 
that came out of my mouth faster than my 
brain could stop them. I wish I’d been less 
envious at times, more content with my own 
life, more patient with others. But regrets are 
part of the deal, and most of mine were tied to 
things I couldn’t control anyway.

If I have any advice to offer, it’s simple 
and meant for everyone, not anyone in 
particular:

• Thank your spouse more than you think 
you need to. (Seriously, they’re the real MVP.)

• Treasure your friends; they are the 
family you choose (and the ones who’ll laugh 
at your bad jokes).

• When the world feels against you, look 
inward first (and maybe check if you left the 
stove on).

• Be patient (or at least perfect the art of 
pretending).

• Try however imperfectly to imagine life 
in someone else’s shoes (preferably not the 
ones with blisters).

• And retract the words you know you 
shouldn’t have said, even if it’s only in your 
heart (or in that group chat you regret).

Think, too, about the people who’ve 
already gone. Remember what you admire in 
them and try to carry a little of that forward. 
That’s how legacies work, not in grand 
gestures, but in small imitations of goodness 
(and maybe stealing their best recipes).

I wrote all this now because, well, once 
you die, your writing skills take a noticeable 

By Steven Nourse

If you’re reading this someday, it means 
I’ve finally joined that club I once thought 
only belonged to grandparents. Funny how 
life sneaks up on you. One minute you’re 
young and invincible, and next you’re 
standing on your porch at 78, realizing that a 
50­year roof warranty is more of a joke than 
comfort.

When I was young, death was something 
that happened to “old people,” or to the 
classmates who never made it home from 
Vietnam. I wasn’t one of them. I have grown 
older. I got to become a grandpa. And with 
that comes the uncomfortable truth that the 
road ahead is shorter than the one behind.

Woody Allen once said he’d prefer to be 
remembered by not dying. I get that. But since 
none of us got that option, I’ve spent some 
time wondering what I’d want to leave 
behind. What matters? What lasts? Is it 
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Meet Nadja Vol Ochs, 
Vashon Wilderness Program’s 
New Executive Director, Pt 1

Catch a glimpse! “The Rare ‘True’ Firs of Vashon­Maury,” page 7

What Brought You to the Island
By Jane Valencia

After 20 years of operation, the Vashon Wilderness 
Program has a new Executive Director, Nadja Vol Ochs. As I 
walked with her at the marina to her boat, Sophie, Nadja 
pointed out such waterbirds as mergansers, surf scoters, and 
more – describing what she had noticed about them recently, 
and sharing her delight in each one. Clearly, Nadja is at home 
on the water!

A job brought Nadja to Vashon, but of course there is 
more to the story.

For 20 years, Nadja had lived with her family on 55 acres 
in the foothills of the Cascade mountains. When her children 
left home, Nadja dissolved a marriage, and moved her mom 
and herself to West Seattle. From there, she could see Vashon 
in the distance, and the ferries going back and forth. It never 

Some Thoughts for Those I May Leave Behind

Nadja Vol Ochs 
on her boat, 
Sophie
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AMERICANS: MAGA 
VOTERS ARE YOUR 

NEIGHBORS
First a review: About 155,000,000 United States 

citizens voted in the 2024 Presidential election. 
About 64% of eligibles! Millions & millions is an 
amazing number of our US citizen­neighbors: each 
somehow made the independent decision to vote 
for a person they never met for lunch, perhaps saw 
mostly on TV, heard some promises made by 
practiced politicians that resonated well with their 
needs in their silo. BUT WE DID IT, A DECISION 
TO VOTE.

My essay today is about three pieces of that 
VOTE:

982 of your Island neighbors voted for Mr. 
Trump, 6,900 voted for Ms. Harris. Each of us today 
make decisions, whether how to talk to our child, 
what bills to/not pay, how to forgive the frailties of 
our spouse. Elections are quite similar in level of 
difficulty. Starts with the expected outcomes of 
each decision: Why 8,000 Islanders said Yes to 
VOTE last year.

In the US, about 36% of eligible voters, 
89,000,000 citizens, made their decision not to vote. 
Their reasons were many: Federal rule­makers do 
not support them; all politicians lie, cheat, and/or 
steal; billionaires rule the process; a high school 
education no longer enables a good paycheck in a 
WTO world; people of color including the color 

Regulation of King’s royal officials and his 
personal armies.

WOW, 900 years ago, looks like a good start. 
But it did take another 560 years when new rebels 
wrote a Declaration of Independence from King 
John’s successors. Add another 250 years and here 
we are today, struggling with similar issues, 
pressures, and confusions of choices.

One idea I’ll offer: create a conversation on 
Vashon/Maury with your 12,000 neighbors. Invite 
whoever acknowledges a vote or no vote, is willing 
to talk constructively on their answers to A, B, C 
above.

Get Going: advertise here in the LOOP, ask at 
your Church and Council meetings, create an event 
at Senior Center. The opportunity for more change 
either way comes in eight short months.

As we know, small­town living means we 
expect to live with each other in peace and 
tranquility tomorrow and many, many days after 
tomorrow. As beekeepers know, good practice is to 
get more honey without stinger­zingers. Best 
wishes and good luck.

We Americans are 1/4 along in events and 
outcome of all 245,000,000 of us on Vashon, Maury, 
and the rest of our American partners up the 
alphabet.

We have the benefit of 900 years of previous 
work and a working Constitution:

Keep on keepin on to work it or lose it.

Bernie O’Malley
VMI Mayor 2016

Yes, the men considered to be the 
founding fathers and builders of our 
country’s foundation were audacious, 
courageous, determined, and 
visionary. And yes, many of us can 
imagine living with laws, rights, and 
freedoms especially if we have 
benefited from those protections. 

Now imagine being excluded 
from those original laws, rights, and 
freedoms because you were a woman, 
Indigenous, and/or a slave. These 
groups were not given rights or 
freedom. More often their rights and 
freedoms were stolen. They were, 
however, given responsibilities and 
told to follow the law. It was the 
physicality, intellect, and spirituality 
of these excluded groups that helped 
build an°d enrich our country. They 
lived and worked alongside the 
founders, and did so with audacity, 
courage, determination, and visionary 
thinking. 

The “mistakes” of the past were 
not simply errors in judgement as is 
suggested in this article – they were 
designed intentionally to exclude 
certain people, and those exclusions 
have caused lifetimes of harm felt to 
this day. 

We say all of this not to cause 
feelings of guilt because guilt is a 
paralyzing weight. We say this 
because we agree that “…one cannot 
improve, cannot change, until one 
recognizes and accepts one’s starting 
place….”  But in order for our country 
to improve and change we must 
remember that the starting places for 
many of our ancestors were unequal, 
unjust, and horrible. 

Yes, we are still ranting about the 
horrors of the past because those 
horrors continue to happen multiple 
times every day in our country. We 
are not ranting to tear our nation 
apart; we are ranting as a call to mend 
our nation. We are ranting because 
our country is being torn apart by 
people who want us to forget. We are 

white receive “special” assistance. Some of these 
resentments may make sense.

Every decision we made as voters we live with 
for many years and can explain that decision to 
ourselves and our neighbors, whether in Alabama 
or Washington. It has been 15 months since your 
decision: seems close to what you expected to 
happen, voted or not?

Recall some history, we have been in this 
struggle for 900 years. Of course you remember the 
Magna Carta (Great Charter) signed on June 15, 
1215, by King John of England under pressure from 
rebels who opposed his heavy taxation and 
arbitrary rule. It aimed to resolve conflicts by 
limiting the King’s authority and protecting certain 
rights, eventually becoming English law:

The Magna Carta contained 63 clauses. Some 
provisions might sound familiar:

Protection of rights of religious choice and 
independence from royal interference.

Safeguards against illegal imprisonment and 
arbitrary taxation.

Access to swift and impartial justice, 
establishing the principle that all people including 
Kings must follow the law of the land.

A Governing Council to monitor the King’s 
adherence to the charter.

ranting because too many of us have 
been dismissed. We are ranting 
because we have a right and a 
responsibility to do so when we 
witness injustice, inequality, and 
horror. When one is furious one 
rants. 

The “imperfections” in our 
country’s founding have become 
systemic and institutional racism so 
ingrained in our daily lives that most 
of us don’t even see or understand the 
impact on our society. These 
imperfections will not go away 
because we ignore them and keep 
them conveniently out of view. They 
will, at some point, go away because 
many of us will continue to rant until 
they no longer cause harm. Then we 
will truly be a country great in our 
humanity.

It is not enough to thank Uncle 
Sam for the endurance of our country. 
We should thank everyone who 
worked to create our country. We 
should thank everyone who ranted in 
the past and everyone who continues 
to rant against those who believe they 
own all the rights with no 
responsibility toward others. Come to 
think of it…our founding fathers were 
likely the first to rant as they debated 
the future of our country. 

Christina Aubel & Michael Koetje

In Response To “Thanks, Uncle 
Sam” (Vashon Loop 1/7/26)
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Island Rides – Ford 
Focus

By Marc J. Elzenbeck

In a previous installment, we 
looked at the Toyota RAV­4 in its 
early forms, a handy­sized workhorse 
renowned for its durability and 
steady character. But among the many 
things a 20­plus year old RAV­4 has 
never been known to say are, “Hey, 
wanna see how fast we can make it 
down this wet mountain road?” 

That is a question you might get 
from a Ford Focus, a high scorer on 
both fun and economy, and in most 
versions, reliability. To stay with the 
horse theme, the Focus would be a 
Morgan: frisky and agile, smaller than 
average but surprisingly strong. Easy 
on the eyes with a touch of 
refinement. On these merits, the base 
model first­generation Focus won the 
Car and Driver Ten Best award in its 
compact class from 2000­2004, then 
for the US­specific second­gen and 
turbo ST versions in 2012 and 2013. 

Ford sold tons of them. Over 12 
million were made before being 
recently discontinued, nearing 3.5 
million in the US. Manual 
transmission models commonly go 
over 300,000 miles, and you can 
sometimes pick up local examples 
with only 150K on them for a few 
thousand bucks. Like the RAV4, there 
are a few documented examples that 
have refused to die, reaching 900,000 
miles and above. There’s a red 2007 
hatchback on Craigslist in Olympia 
right now for $2,800. Manual 
transmission, very good condition, no 
dents, 157,000 miles. It beckons to me, 
probably at the expense of domestic 
harmony.

Now, the Focus acquired a bad 
reputation when Ford replaced its 
proven old automatics with 
marginally more fuel­efficient dual­
clutch PowerShift DPS6 autos in 2012. 
Made by Getrag, these proceeded to 
often shudder and emit weird noises 
and smells on their way to early, 
grinding deaths. Ford claimed this 
was perfectly normal, but eventually 
lost two class action lawsuits and was 
forced to direct its dealerships to fix 
(and usually replace) them. Following 
this blunder, they removed the car 
from the North American market in 
2019, citing unprofitability. That’s 
where the opportunity is – nothing 
says “bargain” like discontinuing a 
model after transmission failures.

The MTX­75 5­speed manual 
transmission has been praised as 

“bulletproof,” one of the best ever 
made. When paired with the standard 
Focus 2.0­liter Duratec engine, 
developed in partnership with 
Mazda, you get a great combination 
of performance and longevity. About 
40% of first­gens and 12% of second­
gens had manuals. These can be hard 
to find, but even if not available or 
preferred, it’s likely a surviving 
PowerShift auto model has been 
fixed. 

Also, there is a cottage industry of 
gearheads who remove a broken auto 
transmission and replace it with an 
MTX­75 manual. For an outlay of 
about $1000 for parts plus their labor, 
they can flip a defunct but low­
mileage example into a several 
thousand­dollar sale. With only about 
$5k, you can get a car with 200,000 
miles of upside.

What kind of upside? The car was 
designed for Europe by British and 
German engineers, which means it 
had to face brutal competition in the 
small sports sedan arena. It was a 
runaway success, becoming a favorite 
among young buyers and families. 
The steering is precise and quick, the 
handling is flawless and almost 
neutral for a front­wheel drive, it’s so 
comfortable and quiet you hardly 
think about it. Mileage is great and 
storage is as good as anything in its 
class. Yet it was also widely successful 
in European road racing, with strong 
advantages in relatively cheap high­
performance parts and easy upgrades.

In Germany a decade or so back, I 
rented a second­gen for a month. 
Despite having a little 1.0 liter engine, 
the thing would sustain 190 km/h 
(118 mph) on the Autobahn. It 
likewise excelled in city driving. 
Coming back from the spectacular 
Cro­Magnon paintings at Chauvet 
Cave in southern France, there was an 
opportunity to climb through the 

engined ST and RS versions 
out of reach. 

If you earn your own 
money and are starting out, 
most of the common Focus 
problem areas (upper 
engine mount wear, 
radiator overflow cracks, 
various sensors and fuses) 
are easily self­fixed at 
modest expense. And these 
can be gradually budget­
upgraded to performance 

dip. So, while I still have the ability, I want to say this:
Live the rest of your life in peace. Be content with what you have (even if 

it’s just one good pair of socks). Be generous with your time (and your snacks). 
And if something feels uncomfortable or inconvenient, it might be exactly the 
thing worth doing (or at least a good story).

Thank you for the love, the friendship, the laughter, the patience. I was 
lucky to have all of it.

Editor’s note: Steve Nourse, a long­time Vashon resident and valued member of the 
community, died last month. The Loop is deeply grateful to Barbara Nourse and her 
family for sharing Steve’s final letter with Vashon.

Some Thoughts for Those I May Leave 
Behind

Continued from Front Page

rugged, sparsely trafficked alps of the 
Massif Central. Where it was easy to 
see why the Focus has won so many 
World Rally Championships. 

This is neither a confession nor 
recommendation to break 
international or local speed limits, or 
to make your traveling companion 
retch with carsickness. But 
hypothetically, equipped with that 
engine, you could definitely average 
43.6 miles per gallon over a month of 
doing so. 

The Focus is a rare vehicle, one 
that makes it all look easy. So easy it 
sort of disappears in the US market, 
where it was never properly 
marketed by Ford. Hyundai and Kia 
noticed, however, and each made 
almost identical­looking knock­offs 
which have become top sellers. Look 
closely and you will notice quite a 
number of young men driving 
presentable or modified Focuses, 
having already priced the hotter­

levels approaching or exceeding the 
hotter versions.

For our purposes, on our Island, 
the Focus fits right in. Any mechanic 
knows how to work on them, 
domestic parts and spares are 
plentiful and cheap. They are 
inherently ditch­avoidant, structurally 
sound, and good­to­excellent in mud 
and snow. Notes of caution are that 
getting an inspection before purchase 
is always a good idea, particularly for 
those post­2012 dual­clutch auto 
transmissions, and dealers have been 
scooping them at auctions and up­
charging double what they paid. 

While it won’t win a beauty 
pageant, rumors are making the 
rounds that we’re soon going to get an 
on­Island car wash. A Ford Focus 
cleans up real good. 

(For in­depth info and pro 
maintenance tips, check out Big Ben’s 
Cars and Cycles on YouTube.)
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By Rocky (Donna) Liberty

At 3:30 p.m., I realized the time 
and charged to the beach to capture 
the last bit of day. Walking south 
towards the light, I scoured the beach 
for aggies, shells, and the odd bit of 
interesting glass. Curiosity and the 
thrill of discovery have always 
spurred me to walk miles in search of 
buried treasures.

Ahead of me several yards, I 
noticed something pinkish­yellowish. 
Its colors stood out against the blue­
gray of the sand and rocks. This weird 
pinkish­yellowish thing was actually 
about the size of a human heart – and 
it was also pulsating. What the heck 
IS that? A sea anemone? A fish out of 
water? EWW!

I got closer. Something moved. 
Then I saw it. The tentacle. Holy 
cannoli, an octopus! Its cute little 
tentacles were white and blue. Sadly, 
they were also stuck in the sand.

My mind finally grasped the 
situation. I told Octé (of course, male 
or female, it must have a French 
name), “Don’t worry. I’ll get you to 
the water.” I was suddenly catapulted 
to Octo­medic, and took my job 
seriously. Speaking loudly and 
clearly, I reassured the patient. “You 
are just fine. Don’t worry.”

my eyes out, I shouted, “I have to tell 
you what just happened to me 
because it really just happened!”

They were both gorgeously 
receptive to my story. The man told 
me, “You may have saved a life 
today,” with a warm smile.

The woman chimed in sweetly, 

“Oh yes, and octopuses are amazing 
and intelligent animals.”

I am grateful they were there. I’ll 
never forget them.

That was one month ago. I’m still 
on Cloud Nine, reliving the 
experience with each retelling.

The Gift Searching frantically for a to­go 
container or coffee cup, I cursed the 
litter gods. (Where’s garbage when 
you need it?) I found a stretcher, also 
known as driftwood. Knowing our 
hands contain bacteria, I avoided 
touching Octé. Got him onto the 
stretcher. Prayed he would stay on it 
‘til we reached the shore. He wasn’t 
doing so great.

I got him to the water, but out of 
curiosity, I wondered if Octé would 
make contact. Taking off my left 
glove, I held my hand near. Ahhh! 
This little 18 or so inches of life 
actually did reach out and latch on to 
my finger! A jolt of I­don’t­know­
what (ultimate joy?) came into my 
brain. The strength in this tiny 
creature was beyond my ken. I stood 
there, overwhelmed with awe.

The little octopus let go. I gently 
placed him in the water. He seemed 
weak, but immediately sent out the 
sepia ink – a protective measure. It 
gave me hope to see that he was 
alright. As the sun was setting, I 
watched him for almost five minutes, 
wished him well, then headed back to 
my car.

As I neared the landing, I saw a 
young man standing there, smoking 
his mini­cigar and contemplating. A 
woman in the distance was collecting 
wood.

I couldn’t stop myself. Bawling 

“Comes The Revolution …
By Michael Shook

“… we all eat strawberries with cream – 
whether we like strawberries with cream, or not.” 

My mother had a number of sayings she was 
fond of, and this was a standard around the house, 
used when one of the three of us kids would whine 
about something not being fair. It reminded us we 
had no choice about the issue, whatever it was.

The sayings were always theatrically delivered 
in an accent, in this case faux Russian. This was 
appropriate not only because of the phrase, but 
because the communist “Red Threat” was a routine 
part of our lives in the 1950s through the 1960s, 
though the Soviet Union remained an issue until it 
imploded in 1991. China, of course, was then and 
remains now, problematic.

What is communism, exactly? To say that’s the 
subject of many books would be an 
understatement, but the simplest of answers, 
surprisingly accurate for its brevity, is that it’s an 
ideology envisioning a classless political and 
economic system, void of private property, where 
the means of production are commonly held, and 
likewise, the distribution of goods are produced.

The goal is to create a society wherein the fruits 
of labor are dispersed. “From each according to his 
abilities, to each according to his needs,” in the 
well­known words of Karl Marx. 

The idea of some sort of communism, loosely 
defined, has been around for centuries. In ancient 
Greece, Plato thought the ideal society would be 
absent private property, and further, that everyone 
would share everything, including wives and 
children (interestingly, sharing spouses and/or 
other forms of non­monogamy has been a part of 
many communal societies). He felt private holdings 
provoked envy, leading to disruption and conflict.

Aristotle, however, was wise enough to see, 
accurately, that the real problem was human 
nature, commenting “… it is not possession but the 
desires of mankind which require to be equalized.” 
Which is, of course, an impossibility. 

Not that that has ever stopped us from trying 
to create a society wherein everyone’s life is 
fulfilled, every need met, every hunger satiated. 
One would think it a part of our DNA, given that 
we all used to live in hunter­gatherer societies. It 
could be said those were a kind of communalist 

culture, and perhaps this is why, historically, 
humans have gamely persisted in their efforts to 
recapture what appears, from the outside at least, 
to be an ideal lifestyle. 

For instance, among the first Europeans to 
establish lasting settlements in North America were 
deeply religious people desirous of living in ways 
aligned with their values, ways that were explicitly 
communal. In practical terms, they were also in 
search of new places and ways to make a buck, and, 
not incidentally, places where they would not be 
burned alive for their beliefs. 

A variety of sects made the voyage to these 
shores. In addition to the more familiar Puritans, 
Quakers, and Shakers, there were Dutch 
Mennonites, and French Huguenots. (The main 
branches of Anabaptist believers, especially 
Mennonites, Amish, and Hutterites, have lasted, 
and are still active in the US, Mexico, and Canada, 
as well as other countries.)

During the 1800s, dozens of communal 
settlements, less religious and more secular, sprang 
up around the New England and north central 
states, many of these were influenced by the 
philosophy of Frenchman Charles Fourier. He was 
a dedicated antisemite, a proto­feminist, and an 
advocate of a version of what might be called “soft” 
communism. He believed in people choosing a 

communal life, as opposed to being forced into it 
(for which he was excoriated by Marx).

Among his more outlandish beliefs, M. Fourier 
declared the ocean would someday no longer be 
salty, but would become a sort of lemonade. Still, 
he gets, if not the last laugh, at least a chuckle, since 
some of his ideas have become widely accepted, 
among them, a minimum wage, emancipation of 
and equal opportunities for women, and acceptance 
– once again – of a broad range of sexual 
behaviors. 

The Pacific Northwest has had its share of 
communal societies. Here in the remote corner of 
the lower 48, land was available and opportunity 
abounded for risk­takers. For social reformers fed 
up with the Gilded Age, the time was ripe for new 
ways of living. As settlers moved into the greater 
Puget Sound region in the late 19th and early 20th 
centuries, a number of utopian communities sprang 
up. Some of the better­known were Equality on 
Whatcom Bay, Freeland on Whidbey Island, Burley 
and Home on the Kitsap Peninsula, Puget Sound 
Co­operative Colony near Port Angeles, Keil 
Colony near Willapa, Glennis Co­operative on 
Clear Lake near Eatonville, and Harmony near the 
upper Cowlitz River.

The latter three communities were so short­
lived they were over almost before they began, but 
ultimately, none survived. Most lasted only one or 
two years, with a very few flourishing for a couple 
of decades before fading away. The only communal 
societies that have lasted, at least in the US, have 
been those rooted deeply in religion, as noted in 
some of the above examples. 

These examples represent some of the ways 
humans have sought throughout history to 
ameliorate the most difficult aspects of life. And 
when the Industrial Revolution hit full stride in the 
1800s, transforming society with a speed and chaos 
hitherto unknown, both labor unions and various 
forms of communism appeared in response. Across 
Europe and North America, such forms were 
especially appealing to the hordes of poor, 
displaced people, who hungered not just for food 
and shelter, but for a life of dignity.

It was during that period of economic and 
social rupture that Karl Marx conceived of and 
refined the dominant form of communist theory 
and practice that has endured to the present day. 
That moves us to look next month at both Marx’s 
philosophy, and Marx the man.

Equality Colony in 1897

Illustration by 
Suzanna Leigh

Hopefully, I’ll see 
Octé again. He will say 
“Oui, oui, c’est moi!” and 
we will laugh at how a 
nervous Octo­medic 
could still function.

I now have my OWN 
octopus teacher. I still 
can’t quite believe it 
happened. How did I get 
so lucky? I’ll never be the 
same.
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with us. A few days ago, she was sitting at the table 
and Rich was sitting beside her. Rich’s knee was 
hurting pretty badly, and I was giving him Reiki. 
Reiki is much like the “laying on of hands” 
mentioned in the Bible; I use it as a way to channel 
the Divine healing energy to where I see it as 
needed, a form of prayer.

When I told Mom that R’s knee hurt, and that I 
was praying for it, she frowned in empathy. I 
invited her to add her healing prayers. She smiled, 
took off her soft white scarf, and laid it on his knee, 
a concrete expression of her prayer for him. Later, 
Rich told me that his knee felt much better, even 
two days after that.

Spending time with Mom is an opportunity to 
experience the beauty of her being that is so very 
alive, even when her senses and muscles are 
weakening. I sometimes wonder what it will be like 
when she has left her body entirely, and I 
remember sensing Bob with me for years after he 
died. I don’t think she will leave us even when she 
is no longer a physical presence, and I find that 
very comforting.

The Beauty of Her Being
By Suzanna Leigh

I dreamed about my mother early this morning. 
She is 101 now, and I see her about every other day. 
I watch her slow decline and wonder how long she 
will continue to enjoy life. Sometimes I dream that 
she is walking easily again, the way she did in her 
early 70s. These days, she is wheelchair­bound, her 
chair a walker with a seat that she can scoot from 
one end of the house to the other.

In this morning’s dream, her caregiver, Jamila 
told me that Mom’s breathing was getting 
shallower and more erratic. I wondered if that is 
why she is having trouble with memory and 
getting her words out; her brain is not getting 
enough oxygen. Perhaps she needs more exercise? 
She still understands even less commonly used 
words when I talk to her, but the words she wants 
to tell me about what is on her mind, just don’t 
come. Or a similar word will emerge from her 
mouth. For example, when she wanted to tell me 
about a party, the family gathering she enjoyed so 
much, she called it a pack of people.

I brought her photos of family, some of our 
recent family gathering, and some of when my 
siblings and I were small children. I put them in a 
photo album for her to look through when she 
wants to, and I have gone through it with her every 
time I bring new photos to put into it. She brightens 
up and thanks me every time. Yesterday when I 
brought out the album, she said, “Oh, what a good 
idea! Thank you!” She had forgotten it existed. But 
she doesn’t forget us. She recognized my oldest 
brother, John, when I pointed him out in a photo, 
remembering that he was here a few days ago, 
though she couldn’t say his name.

Her eyesight is getting worse. Yesterday, she 
didn’t recognize me until I was quite close and 
Jamila said, “It’s Suzanna, your daughter.” Then 
the sun came out in her smile!

Her memory is going, her eyesight is worse, 
she doesn’t hear as well, and she has trouble 
getting her words out, but she is still very present 

Mom heals Rich’s knee – Illustration by Suzanna Leigh

painter who painted the ceiling and 
refurbished the cabinets. And my 
contractor, who did a little carpentry 
work here and there and oversaw the 
whole project. I had no idea it would 
take that many guys to do the work.

The plumbing went in with only a 
minor hitch. The counter and 
backsplash were installed and look 
beautiful. Then, there were the 
electricians. First off, they put in the 
lights. I love the look of those 
recessed can lights and was really 
looking forward to seeing the 
difference they made in the kitchen. I 
came home from wherever I was and 
the guys were gone. The lights looked 
great, but … when I stood in the 
living room and looked into the 
kitchen, one of the lights was not 
lined up with the others.

That immediately kicked in my 
OCD. It was all I could see. If left that 
way, it would drive me crazy. Texted 
my contractor and he notified the 
electricians. When they showed up 
the next morning, they explained why 
they put the light there, mainly 
because their boss told them to. When 
I told them about my OCD, one of the 
guys said he had the exact same 
problem. They moved the light and 
we were all happy. 

That is, until the electrician who 
went up into the attic showed me a 
couple of wires he had to replace. The 
wires had gotten really hot, luckily 
not hot enough to go afire. Now to 

By Pam (“Gates”) Johnson

I’ve been slowly going out of my 
mind with inactivity since my spinal 
surgery in early December. A couple 
of friends are also going through 
some recovery. One had a shoulder 
replacement, another badly broke his 
leg. When the Super Bowl was 
looming, we tossed around the idea of 
having a broken­person party to 
break up the monotony of our 
recoveries. 

I have enough recliners for all of 
us, so the idea was to have we three 
reclining and watching the game, 
while having unpaid waitstaff bring 
us frosty beverages and tasty snacks 
(friends who drew the short straw). It 
was a good idea but didn’t work out. 
At least it gave us something to think 
about instead of our aches and pains. 

While sitting around for the last 
couple of months, I decided it was a 
good time to update my kitchen. I 
lucked out and got a great contractor 
who takes care of everything. All I 
had to do was pick out a few things, 
then sit back and write the check. 

Having never done a big remodel 
with a contractor, I didn’t know what 
to expect. There was the countertop 
guy who came out to measure with a 
really cool laser thing on a tripod. 
There was the plumber to install the 
sink and faucet. There were the 
electricians who installed lights and 
added GFCI outlets. There was the 

ease my mind, I am going to have 
them check and rewire the whole 
house as needed. Ka­ching $$$.

Part of the remodel is updating 
the kitchen cabinets. They have been 
in there for a minute but are good 
quality and in good shape. Should 
they be painted or left the natural 
medium oak like my hardwood 
floors? I hate the idea of painting over 
beautiful wood, so I opted for 
refurbished. There have never been 
any pulls or knobs on the cabinets, 
and that seemed like a good update. 

I called Island Lumber to see if 
they had a selection. Nope. I could 
pick some out and they would order 
them. That didn’t work because I 
wanted to see and feel them. Time 
was short, so I had to go to town. 

Next problem: getting to Home 
Depot. I asked a few people if they 
could drive me to Tacoma in my 
Bronco. My car needed gas, I needed 
some groceries and, of course, Home 
Depot. Given my recent surgery, I 
thought riding around in one of those 
little electric carts would be fun, but 
needed someone to be there so I 
didn’t feel incapacitated. 

Everybody was busy, so being the 
hard­ass independent person I am, I 
drove myself. And to heck with the 
carts, I walked around the stores, bent 

Boy Howdy
It’s Been a Couple of Interesting Months Around the 

Old Johnson Farm

over to get stuff, and picked up way 
more than eight pounds at a time. Not 
a good idea, but that’s the way I roll. 
Paid for it with pain the next day, but 
stuff got done. 

Sitting on the boat on the way 
home, a friend called me. I whined 
and told her my back hurt and my 
feet were burning. She said to call her 
when I got to town and she would 
come help me unload my groceries. 
Thank you, Susan!

It’s two weeks into the project. 
Not sure how much longer it will take 
to complete the kitchen. Everything 
that was on the counter is piled on the 
dining room table. That means no 
Thursday night family dinners, which 
I really miss. Once all the work is 
complete, all the table stuff will have 
to be sorted, cleaned, and/or tossed. 

Once that is done, it will be time 
to move on to the next project: 
replacing the deck boards. Sometimes 
moving into a condo in the city 
instead of being a home owner in the 
country doesn’t seem like such a bad 
idea.

This story is continued online at 
vashonloop.com, where you can read 
about the resolution to Gates’ ongoing 
recliner saga (including some spicy 
language)!

Marj 
Watkins – 
Illustration 
by Suzanna 
Leigh
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By Jane Valencia

One late afternoon, I showed up to dance. I’d 
been working all day, and felt I had two left feet. I 
had never contra danced before, yet I was willing to 
stumble my way through. Three musicians opened 
the session with a sweet waltz. I put on a lei to 
designate that I was a robin, as you are either a lark 
(lead) or robin (follow), and partnered with kindly 
folk who were more experienced. As is usual for an 
Island event, I recognized many who were there, 
and met a few others.

Soon, Doug Dolstad – who spearheaded contra 
dance on Vashon and serves as its caller – walked 
us through the first dance, naming and explaining 
the sequence of moves, or “figures.” I was not 
always sure which way to go, but my partners 
gently guided me. With the second dance, I 
discovered that many of the moves were now 
familiar. Doug introduced a few new ones. Within a 
short spell, I wasn’t doing too badly!

And so it went: wonderful live music, Doug’s 
cheerful and patient calling, and twirling and 
shifting through the forms, changing partners – in 
short, dancing! In time, I hit my saturation point 
(my two left feet seemed to have become four), and 
I chose to soak in the dancing from the sidelines.

I was hooked!
Made up of couples in groups of four or in two 

long lines, contra dance has its origins in 17th 
century English, Scottish, and French country 
dancing. Anchored by fiddle, and often including 
other instruments such mandolin, guitar, flute, 
accordion, the music tends to be Irish, Scottish, Old­
time and French­Canadian folk tunes.

What brought Doug to contra dance?
Doug grew up within a family of dancers. His 

parents particularly enjoyed Scandinavian folk 
dancing, and his dad’s parents were square 
dancers. “I grew up in that awareness of people 
going off to dance and then having dances at our 
place.” Doug’s grandparents, Kate and Paul C. 
Land, hosted some dances on their patio.

As a student in New England, Doug found 
contra to be popular. While working in a Student 
Conservation Program on the Maine coast, he and a 
group went to a nearby island. “We ended up at a 
little building like this,” Doug gestures at the 

“It’s fun to be part of that. It’s fun to think of all 
the many generations of humans that in some form 
or another have – maybe call it – ritualized the 
sacred. They get in touch with something else – it 
might be just joy, it might be just laughter – but 
with something that enlivens them and connects 
them to one another. Because dance really takes 
advantage of humans’ incredible ability to 
coordinate. It’s really what we do well as social 
animal. In this case, it’s a skillset that helps to 
connect people in a community.

“And lots of things happen in the margins 
where people are not dancing. So they’re stepping 
outside or getting some refreshment, and they chat 
with somebody. And then you meet that person in 
another context on the Island, and the roles change. 
In one role, somebody is somebody’s teacher, but in 
the very next scene, they’re patients, or something 
like that. The person who’s been a leader in one 
scene in the community is a follower in another.

“That’s a kind of textured layer of community 
that I don’t think a lot of communities have, but I 
think it’s a sign of health – the different roles that 
we play in different social arrangements.”

Choosing to be a lark in this dance or a robin in 
the next. Changing forms and changing partners, 
the constant meeting up, parting, and then meeting 
again. I can see how contra dance both reflects and 
nourishes healthy and joyful community. We need 
that.

Doug says, “In a community, back in the day 
when there were fewer options, the idea that there 
was a dance and enough people knew how to do it 
was a big deal. It was a real break from very long 
days that most people spent just staying alive. 
Now, we have such mobility and so many options 
that it’s not as automatically prioritized that way.”

Perhaps it’s time to shift that back to that 
priority. Contra dance on Vashon would be a 
wonderful start.

Sound like fun? The next dance is Saturday, 
March 21st, 7­9 PM at the Grange Hall on the north 
end of the Island. A hat will be passed to cover the hall’s 
rental fee and musicians. Get on the mailing list to get 
notifications of future dances. Contact Doug at 
dpdolstad@gmail.com.

More dancing! As part of the Island Irish Fest, a 
Ceili dance will be held on Saturday, March 14th at 4:30 
at Snapdragon. Doug will be calling that dance, and 
Karen and Lawson will be playing. Other great 
musicians will be part of that Fest.

Havurah, “where they were doing a contra dance.” 
The supervisors, who were locals, knew the 
dancers, and Doug joined in on the piano. “It was 
great fun. So I always thought that I would like to 
do that. I’d like to be able to set up the conditions 
for people to come and dance.

“And I also thought that contra is an easy 
enough dance that people can do it without a huge 
amount of training, and where people kind of 
expect chaos – somebody to turn left instead of 
right – for chaos to be part of the experience. It 
tends to evoke a lot of laughter.”

Many years later on Vashon, Doug saw contra 
dance as an antidote to the post­COVID social 
landscape, where, he notes,”touching anybody 
became verboten – dangerous.”

Many kinds of dances do not involve partners 
or touch. “But I think there’s something really 
special that happens when people actually hold 
hands with one another. Even in a contra dance 
where everybody’s all holding hands in a line and 
walking toward another line doing the same thing – 
it just can’t fail to evoke people smiling. There’s just 
something magical about it. So I wanted people to 
stay in contact with that kind of way to relate.”

Doug had been prepared to use recorded music 
for the dances. “But as it turns out, Karen Dale and 
Lawson Cannon were enthusiastic about playing. 
Karen has been a great partner. She makes our 
posters and she arranges most of the musicians.

“The whole point is really to get together and 
have fun. What we’re lacking probably is a meal. It 
would be great to have a meal, and then dance 
together. Or I could imagine doing a work party, 
and then at the end of the work party having a 
dance.”

Doug, a multi­generational Islander, elaborates:
“My grandfather, Paul C. Land, used to work at 

the Vashon Sand & Gravel Co gravel pit that his 
father, Paul Land, started with H. S. Corbin. When 
they finished work – and these were long 10­ to 12­
hour days – he would grab this heavy Victrola and 
walk five miles to a hall like this, to the Grange or 
some place, where that would be the music for the 
dance, where people would come. I don’t know if 
there’s a society on earth that doesn’t dance in 
some way.

Come Chant!
Benedictine 

Morning Prayer
6:30 – 7:00 a.m.

Burton Community 
Church

Monday, 
Wednesday,
and Friday

Time for a Lark – Contra Dance on Vashon
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By Richard Odell

We know them mostly by their 
strange profile, if we know them at 
all, rising singly, here and there, 
above the dense skylines of Douglas 
Firs, their rounded, shaggy heads in 
contrast to the pointed spires of their 
surrounding neighbors. They are the 
rare and “true” firs, Abies grandis, of 
Vashon­Maury.

A word, first, about arboreal 
nomenclature, or what my botanist 
friend at the old Beall Greenhouses 
called, with spoken capitalization, 
“The Fallacy of Common Names.” 
The Douglas Firs cannot be true firs, 
so it’s said, because they are not of the 
genus Abies, which had previously 
been given the title. The Western Red 
Cedar and the Alaskan Yellow Cedar 
cannot be called “true” cedars 
because they are not of the genus 
Cedrus, like the storied cedars of 
Lebanon.

The primary distinction, of 
course, is in the flowers and cones. 
“You know a tree by the fruit it bears.” 
Coincidentally, both Abies and Cedrus 
produce upright cones which shatter 
while on the branch. Rarely are they 
found complete on the ground. The 
pendulous Doug Fir cones, as we 
know so well, fall complete in form, 
and gather everywhere in abundance. 
Abies needles lay flat and smooth, as 
opposed to the angled needles of 
Doug Fir, and smell like grapefruit 
when crushed. The trunk of Abies 
grandis is gray, with shallow grooves, 
much like our western hemlock 
(Tsuga heterophylla).

As to the illegitimacy of the Doug 
Firs (Pseudotsuga menzieii – alas, even 
their scientific name paints them as 
phonies, or “false Hemlocks”), the 
taxonomist would likely prefer the 
game be played by Latin rules, as the 
word, fir, from Middle English, 
derives from the old Scandinavian, 
and was originally appended to the 
Norse word for oaks, meaning, 
presumably, evergreen oaks – not to 
be confused, one supposes, with their 
true oaks, or, in our day, with the live, 
or “true” evergreen oaks of North 
America.

Credit the Doug Firs their 
adaptability. They occupy varied 
climes and situations. The Grand Firs 
of Vashon­Maury cling to only a 
handful of sheltered enclaves, all at 
low elevation (a trait shared with our 
equally rare and true Ash trees, 

Parallel Lives – The Rare “True” Firs of 
Vashon­Maury

Money Slaves
By Stephen Buller

“Gold is the money of kings, silver is the 
money of gentlemen, barter is the money of 
peasants, but debt is the money of slaves.”  ~ Norm 
Franz

You and I use debt as money.
“Like everyone else, you were born into 

bondage. Into a prison that you cannot taste or see 
or touch. A prison for your mind.” ~ The Matrix

Technology continues to advance 
exponentially, and what computers can do today 
would be pure magic to humans even 100 years 
ago. We’ve avoided an AI takeover, as portrayed in 
“The Matrix,” “The Terminator,” “I Robot,” or 
many other dystopian imaginings – so far – and so 
our worst enemy remains ourselves.

For all our advancements, we still appear much 
like apes throwing feces at each other. Homo 
sapiens have remained largely unchanged since we 
evolved in Africa 300,000 years ago, or since we 
learned to use tools and art 50,000 years ago. 
Despite our intelligence and civilization, we are still 
warring over resources, ideologies, and pride.

The disconnect between our biology and 
technology could be likened to a toddler with a 
gun. Except, our weapons now have the capability 
of destroying the planet – or at least making it 
uninhabitable. Biology evolves slowly, and so we 
must use our intelligence and ability to think in the 
abstract to understand and grapple with our 
physical limitations.

I argue that one pillar of a peaceful and 
prosperous society is sound money, one powerful 
tool of war is fake money, and even though change 
seems impossible sometimes, you and I can at least 
change our own lives for the better by breaking free 
of this money prison.

Is it overly dramatic to call this slavery? We’ve 

keep; when a financial institution bundles good 
debt with bad, it obfuscates the value therein.

These financial institutions are part of our 
monetary system, but they simply operate within 
the constraints set by our government. Our 
governments are the ones who choose to spend 
money they don’t have for wars we don’t want and 
services we don’t need. And the only way they can 
do this is because we use debt for money.

Here’s how it works: The US government 
creates and sells treasuries to the Federal Reserve, 
which creates new currency to buy them, stealing 
our purchasing power and adding to the federal 
debt. That federal debt must be paid back or at least 
serviced, year after year. Those who own treasuries 
are the beneficiaries. It is paid by every US taxpayer 
and every person who uses dollars, now and in the 
future. And there is no physical limit to how much 
our government can promise.

The practical solution is to continue earning 
and using dollars, investing in a diversified 
portfolio, and saving for the future outside the 
system in gold and silver. In dollar terms, the price 
of these metals will fluctuate. But if precious metals 
are real money, then they aren’t doing anything. 
It’s the dollar that’s going down – a mathematical 
certainty as more dollars must be created to pay the 
interest on the debt.

Precious metals won’t save all of our problems, 
but they will empower the individual to save for 
the future. They will make productive things like 
shelter, food, and technological advancements 
more affordable because they will make destructive 
things like war more expensive – or the cost more 
transparent.

In the movie “The Matrix,” we learn that an 
earlier attempt by the machines to enslave humans 
failed because it simulated a utopian world where 
everyone would be happy, and the human mind 
simply couldn’t believe in a world so wonderful.

Can you?

all entered into a social contract whether we think 
about it or not – with our family, neighbors, 
employers, and government. If we don’t abide by 
the laws and norms in our daily lives, there are 
consequences. This by itself isn’t unfair or bad.

Does being a father make me a slave to my 
children? Maybe from one angle … but I entered 
into that contract willingly – happily even. Some 
people call taxes theft, but they’re also part of the 
social contract when born into a nation that 
provides infrastructure, security, and services for 
its citizens. (The value of those services compared 
to the amount we pay in taxes is up for debate.)

But I would argue the debasement of our hard­
earned currency was never part of the contract. The 
United States constitution states – for good reason – 
that only gold and silver shall be money. The 
debasement of our currency is theft from every 
person holding dollars to whomever is given the 
newly created dollars.

Currency debasement is nothing new. In 
ancient Rome, the emperor would collect taxes in 
gold and silver coinage, melt it down, add base 
metals such as copper, and mint more coins with 
greater overall face value. Or they would collect 
taxes by clipping the edge of a gold coin but allow 
the coin to continue to circulate with the same face 
value.

Even an uneducated slave could perceive the 
debasement: He could see the clipped edge, hear 
the different pitch of the coin when it fell, and taste 
the copper within.

Today’s technology makes debasement abstract 
and omnipresent: When our government spends, it 
borrows from its citizens’ future labor; when a bank 
loans $10M, even though it only has $4M in the 
vault, it makes promises that are impossible to 

A poly­headed Grand Fir rises among 
the throng of Doug Firs above 
Quartermaster Drive

of Maury do not seem particularly 
happy, but the species does tend to 
raggedness in maturity. The Grand 
Fir profile is derived by how they 
alter, in maturity, the manner of their 
lead growth. When a mature Doug Fir 
loses its leader, it will attempt, rather 
awkwardly, to replace it with the 
tortured turning of a single branch. 
When a mature true fir loses the same, 
it springs forth with many fingers of 
upright growth; a final, crowning 
effect which may oft prove useful, as 
these high, multiple branches may in 
time become the site of an eagle’s 
nest. Two such aeries can be viewed 
on Maury.

Were the true firs ever abundant 
here, and, if so, will they yet again 
prosper? What with their lack of 
fecundity and space, one might 
wonder, though they may yet be 
supplemented from our various 
abandoned Christmas Tree 
plantations. But that’s a story – and a 
rant – for another day.

Fraxinus latifolia). We find them on the 
eastern side of the Burton Peninsula, 
aside Dockton Park and along the 
straight stretch of Dockton Road, in 
one section of the western slope of 
Maury, in the crook of the harbor 
along Quartermaster Drive, and in 
one slightly elevated spot at the North 
End. Likely a few others are tucked 
away, here and there.

Look across the water to low­
lying Blake Island, and one might 
spot several more suspects, popping 
up above the usual mess of 
Pseudotsuga.

We spy our Grand Firs, mostly, at 
a distance. They are not great 
breeders, and do not crowd upon us, 
though a few healthy, young 
specimens might be found scattered 
broadly about the elders, especially 
along the Burton Loop, where they 
appear most at home. Interestingly, 
landscaped Abies along the high point 

An eagle’s nest atop a Grand Fir on 
Maury. Eyewitnesses recount the day an 
osprey came to challenge the eagle for its 
aerie. The osprey won, would you believe.

These twin gray beauties adorn the 
entryway to Jensen Park.
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Some Thoughts on How to 
Manage Migraine, Part 1

By Cynthia Sadurni

Living with chronic migraine can feel like 
having your wings clipped: Will I be able to travel 
without an attack? How do I care for myself and 
minimize stress? What should I eat while I am on 
the plane or at the airport? If I go overseas or take a 
red­eye flight, will that send me down the rabbit 
hole of migraine hell?

For people with migraines so many things 
seem capable of derailing our daily routine and 
triggering an attack: sleeping poorly, working 
overtime, staying up late, even weather changes 
These are very real concerns, and they can make 
you feel you have no control, no say in when and 
how a migraine episode will happen.

Feels familiar? The good news is that there are 
things you can do to manage migraine headaches. 
We are lucky to live in a time when there are great 
things happening in the research in this field. New 
insights are constantly coming to light. Maybe it is 
also comforting to know that you are not alone in 
this, because you aren’t!

Having been on the journey for quite some time 
to better control my migraines, I hope that sharing 
what I have learned will inspire and help you. 
Please note that I am not a doctor or health 
practitioner, and that, first and foremost, it is 
important to consult with a healthcare specialist. 
There are many wonderful neurologists, herbalists, 
naturopaths, and acupuncturists who can make a 
difference and guide you on the path to a better 
understanding and management of migraines. The 
same applies for supplements and preventive 
treatments.

That being said, let’s dive in!
Migraine prevention is a tricky beast. There are 

many things that trigger them: weather, barometric 
pressure changes, smells, lack of sleep, certain 
foods. Also, these triggers are cumulative. Maybe 
one day you can manage to indulge in sweets, but 
another time, the same sweets can cause a migraine. 
If on that day you also slept poorly, experienced 
intense stress and worked overtime, then that little 
something sweet can tip the scales and trigger an 
attack.

So where to start? Here are a few ideas that 
have worked for me:

Let go of the things that you can’t change and 
embrace the ones you can. The road to migraine 
control can feel challenging, but it is worth the 
effort! I found early on that the easiest (and 
sometimes hardest) thing to do is to start small. Life 
and diet changes are a good starting point. Of 
course, it is hard to give up things we love to eat, 

but eliminating known food triggers is something 
that, with a little conviction, we can achieve. Also, 
this will help reduce inflammation in our bodies, so 
win, win!

For example, I have found out that sugar is a 
major trigger for me. Anything sweet, even fruit, 
will trigger an episode. (Do not despair, some 
people find that if they plan and eat healthy 
proteins and leafy greens in abundance beforehand, 
this can greatly reduce the migraine threshold. 
However, if you are very sensitive to the spikes in 
blood glucose caused by sweets, even this approach 
carries risk.)

Aged foods are another big one. From what I 
have read, the culprit is tyramine, a substance 
found in aged and cured foods. Furthermore, some 
friends can’t tolerate red peppers, while others 
have issues with onions or gluten. Each body is 
different, but what is true is that what works in an 
anti­inflammatory diet applies for a migraine­safe 
one. But how to know where to start?

In my case, I went cold turkey with all the 
major food triggers. (I highly recommend going 
online and research this. Lists of known triggers are 
easily available and can help guide you in making 
the choices that would work best for you.) After a 
period of time, when I felt well enough to try, I 
started adding things back in little by little. It is 
hard otherwise to know what could be causing 
problems. I tried several approaches, and settled for 
a modified intermittent fasting of 12 hours between 
dinner and breakfast, as well as a low­carb, veggie 
and protein­rich diet.

Gentle exercise is also one of your best allies. 
Tai Chi, yoga, gentle stretching, and walking are all 
great options. A few days ago, I had one of those 
episodes when even the medication didn’t seem to 
act fast enough, so I went out for a long walk. Just 
the fact that I was out and about started to shift my 
mindset. Not only that, but the fresh air and the 
added light soon started to work its magic.

When we are in pain, it is instinctual to want to 
find a quiet place, a den, to rest and recover. 
However, if possible, moving will help loosen all 
the muscles that tense up during a migraine attack. 
By the end of the walk, I was feeling better. I do 
have to say that this works in the early stages of an 
episode, and what works for me may not 
necessarily work for others. There have are 
instances where moving is not an option due to 
nausea or vertigo, However, as soon as these 
symptoms subside enough, just sitting outside my 
door in the fresh air, even with sunglasses and a 
baseball cap, works wonders.

When exercising, hydration is your best friend. 
Plenty of water before and while you exercise is key 
to avoid a potential migraine.

A note of caution, though: strenuous activities 
can have the opposite effect and intense heat or 
cold can exacerbate this. A good example, summer 
activities in the heat of the day are something to 
watch out for.

If the migraine attack is severe, some gentle 
stretching of the neck and shoulders is highly 
beneficial. Yoga really help ease the tension in the 
body. There are some great poses I have tried and 
found work well. Clear lake pose (aka, “legs up the 
wall” pose) is one of them and my favorite. My 
advice is to research yoga poses for migraine online 
and find one that works well for you, or check with 
a qualified teacher.

Next month I’ll offer some ideas that approach 
migraine prevention and management from a 
holistic standpoint. May these suggestions help you 
find a path to more migraine­free days!
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bowl you used to start it is needlessly large; at this 
point, most people move the starter into a mason 
jar.

As you use the starter, add more flour and 
water to replace the lost amount. Typically this will 
be a ratio of ⅔ cup rye flour, ⅓ cup of filtered 
water. The chlorine present in most water systems 
is not yeast­friendly, so be sure to filter it out.

On days when you don’t use your sourdough, 
discard about half, then replenish using the ⅔ – ⅓ 
ratio to keep it fed. Yes, it’s sad to send the 
sourdough away uneaten! But your compost bin 
will love it.

If you won’t be baking for a while, you can 
slow down the sourdough’s lifecycle by 
refrigerating it. When in doubt about how it’s 
doing, give it a sniff. A hungry sourdough culture 
smells harsh, a bit like nail polish remover. If this 
happens, discard half, and replace that half with the 
usual flour­water mix. Give it time, and it will 
usually bounce back.

It’s time to make your first einkorn loaf. Scoop 
some of your starter out, and replace it in your 
starter jar with the flour­water mix. You’ll want ¼ 
to ½ cup of starter, mixed with 4 cups of whole­

Fresh – Yet Ancient – 
Bread

By Andy Valencia

Have you or a loved one had to give up on 
bread? Many people find that modern grains are 
too hard to digest, but when sourdough meets 
historical grains, a new option might help. Amri 
Valencia shares her experiences making sourdough 
bread using a grain which has enjoyed recent 
popularity.

Einkorn is an ancient grain, possibly the first 
wheat ever used by humans. It has even been found 
in the stomach of a 5,300­year­old corpse which had 
been laying, frozen, in the Italian Alps. What 
worked for an early forebear might work for you, 
too.

Set aside your factory yeast, because this sort of 
bread works with the wild variety that you can 
capture right out of the air. Although the goal is an 
einkorn loaf, rye has proven to be an excellent basis 
for the sourdough starter, which provides the yeast 
function. Like einkorn itself, rye seems to help 
avoid wheat sensitivities.

Do note, however, that both einkorn and rye 
still have gluten. Those with gluten sensitivities 
should keep this in mind.

To start your personal sourdough, use an open 
bowl, covered with a cloth, holding ¼ cup of rye 
flour mixed with enough filtered water to give it a 
liquid consistency like batter – just thick enough to 
stick to a spoon. Stir it a few times each day for a 
few days, and it will presently start to have a 
slightly sour smell (sourdough!) and a few bubbles, 
after which you now add one more cup of rye flour, 
along with the water needed to get back to that 
batter­like consistency.

Once it again has a distinctly sour smell and 
looks bubbly, you can start using it. Generally, the 

grain einkorn flour, 1 cup of filtered water, and if 
the dough is too tough, add additional water a bit 
at a time.

You’re not shooting for a kneadable bread 
dough, just something that’s not so thick you can’t 
stir it with a spoon. No sugar is needed, but add a 
tablespoon of oil (usually olive) and a teaspoon of 
salt. Remember – no yeast. That’s the sourdough 
starter’s job.

Stir to uniformity, then let it sit about 8 hours 
as it rises. Stir it once or twice along the way, to 
make sure the starter culture spreads evenly. Most 
of the rising will happen late in the process, so after 
the last stir, let it rise to loaf size. It will take as long 
as it takes – perhaps 4 more hours. If you used ¼ 
cup of starter for your first loaf, try ½ next time to 
see if you like the results better. You and your 
personal sourdough will get to know each other.

Grease a bread pan (we use lard), pour in the 
dough, and place in a preheated 350° oven. Baking 
time will be about 70 minutes for this size of loaf. It 
won’t really brown, so you mostly go by timing. If 
you make a bigger loaf, you’ll have to use trial and 
error to find out how much extra time is needed. Be 
warned that whole­grain sourdough loaves don’t 
bake as quickly as their white­flour cousins.

When underbaked, your loaf will be gummy 
inside; something that’s true of whole grains even 
moreso than white flour. Make a note and give it 
some extra time when you try again. Whole­grain 
sourdough tends to be quite hard to overbake in a 
350° oven, which makes the process of 
experimentation a forgiving one.

You can experiment with mixing herbs and 
cheese into the dough, but the flavor of sourdough 
loaves tends to dominate anyway. Another ancient 
grain worth trying is kamut, which you can use 
much like einkorn, but we find it takes a bit more 
water to reach consistency, and otherwise bakes 
just like einkorn.

Fresh­baked einkorn bread
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By Daniel Hooker

I’m tired of everything being 
abbreviated. I keep on asking folks 
what IDK means.

They keep telling me, “I don’t 
know.”

~
I’ve been reading a horror in 

braille, just to practice my skills.
I know something bad is going to 

happen. I can feel it.
I’ve already got goose bumps!
~
I just joined a dating site for 

arsonists.
Yep, the dating site gave me a lot 

of matches.

Llaughing Llamas 
Chronicles

~
My obese 

parrot died, and 
everybody felt 
sorry for me.

But I told 
them, “It’s actually 
a huge weight off 
my shoulders.”

~
Starting with 

aerobics classes in your 60s makes it 
easier to meet new people.

Today I met two paramedics, two 
nurses, and one cardiologist, and I 
nearly met Jesus.

~
I invented a new game of tennis. 

It’s called “Silent Tennis.”
It’s just like regular tennis, but 

without the racket.
Do you have a joke you’d like to see 

in the Llaughing Llamas Chronicles? 
Submit yours for consideration at: 
vashonloop­jokes@janevalencia.com.

Tom is a weed who has grown up on 
the bumper of a car, rooted onto a bit of 
dirt he found caked in a crevice. His car 
was in a big crash, and now he sits with 
his car, forgotten among many other 
broken cars in a concrete parking lot.
By Andy Valencia

Tom had wilted, accepting his 
fate to sit here alone, never again to 
talk with another plant.

Which is why he didn’t at first 
hear a car drive up. It stopped right 
behind his car, and he started awake. 
He didn’t recognize the car, but – the 
two people climbing out of the 
strange car were familiar! His people, 
he thought. They came over to his car.

Now, like most weeds, Tom 
didn’t pay much attention to people. 
They had something like roots, but 
they came out of the top of their 
heads, which just wasn’t natural. He 
trusted one of them even less, because 
he even had something like roots 
coming right out of his face! (Nobody 
had ever told him about “beards.”)

The man knelt down and looked 
right AT Tom. And then he gently 
bent the bumper, and started pulling 
at Tom! Oh dear, Tom felt his dirt 
shifting, and his roots were being 
pulled along with the dirt right away 
from his car. Tom thought wildly that 
this must be what weeds felt when 
deer were eating them up.

Tom came loose, and for the first 
time since he was a seed, he was not 
rooted to the car. The man carried 
him to the other car, opened the door, 
and now Tom went inside a car for 
the first time in his life. The man put 
him gently into a round pot filled 
with dirt, and patted the soil to cover 
his roots.

Ooh, this felt good. The dirt was 
richer than anything he’d ever 
experienced. Then the woman got 
into the car too, and poured a little 
water onto his soil. Tom had heard 
about gardeners, but had never been 
given care like this. He couldn’t even 
pay attention, he was sunk in the bliss 
of such nice, rich, wet soil.

Presently, he realized that the car 
was moving – but he wasn’t being 
buffeted by any wind. Now he saw 
why the people went inside the car to 
drive. He smelled the usual wet, salty 
air and felt the gentle rocking, and 
more driving. When the car stopped, 

the woman carried him in his pot out 
of the car.

He was home. He caught only a 
quick look at all his friends, because 
he was carried right into the house. 
He’d always imagined it as a sort of 
big planter, empty except for dirt 
floors and wooden walls. But it was 
full of such a variety of shapes and 
colors that he was soon overwhelmed 
trying to remember things to tell to 
his friends outside. And then the lady 
placed him on a table, and he felt the 
sun on his leaves and could see 
outside even though nobody could 
hear him. He got a little more water, 
and then fell asleep even though it 
wasn’t even night.

Over time in his new home, he 
learned about tables, and chairs, and 
saw his people do so many things, 
most which would always be a 
mystery to him. He learned about 
“windows,” and at first was afraid 
that he’d never get to talk to his 
friends outside. There was the sun 
through the window, but also mini­
suns here and there in the room, 
which people called “lights.”

On nice days, the lady or man 
would take him out and put him at 
the edge of the driveway for a few 
hours. The weeds and grasses, and 
even the trees would listen as he told 
about all the things he had seen.

Tom grew into a great big weed, 
bigger than anybody had ever seen, 
bigger even than old 
Samsamrotatidion. He lived on for 
years and years, so old that 
sometimes the younger weeds 
claimed he was part tree. Every now 
and then he’d form some seeds, and 
let them loose the next time he was 
out on the driveway. His babies grew 
up, and each of them tried hard to get 
a seed up onto the bumper of a car, 
and maybe someday somebody 
would succeed.

That would be its own story.
THE END

The Story of Tomtomtidimiddletom 
Part 7: Tom Comes Home

Math Puzzle 
By Anne Cotter Moses

See Page 11 for the Solution
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Aries (March 20­April 19)
You are now fully engaged in the 

mystery of who you’re becoming. You 
have significant influence over the flow 
of events, and you must shed any 
notion that you’re merely along for the 
ride. As you may be aware, there are 
two nearly simultaneous developments 
in Aries, though they have similar 
themes. One is about understanding 
the boundary between you and the rest 
of existence (the still alive Saturn­
Neptune conjunction). The other (the 
Chiron­Eris conjunction) is about 
awakening from the dream of false 
collectivism, which includes all kinds 
of culty, tribal thoughts and behavior 
we take for granted. Chiron­Eris is a 
push into the reality that you are your 
own person with your own ideas. This 
may arrive with a shock, as the chilly 
tribal dream we are living through 
conceals the deeper condition of nearly 
everyone being out for themselves. 
summon your courage and make your 
own decisions.

Taurus (April 19­May 20)
The forthcoming lunar eclipse is 

your grand invitation to get out of your 
own way. This gesture often goes by 
fancier names like “talent”, “creativity” 
and “self­mastery”. These things start 
with not tying your shoes together. 
Then on the intermediate level you 
learn how not to throw obstacles in 
your path. And along the way you 
learn how to suspend self­criticism and 
engage in your creative flow as 
recreation and play. As Brian Eno 
reminds us, children work by playing, 
and adults play by making art. You are 
now being given the option to 
remember the simple joy of being 
curious — about yourself, and not 
some abstract issue in the world. 
Anything that might result in a poem, a 
few moments of music, a drawing, a 
photograph or a clay sculpture 
definitely does. You are succeeding 
when you feel good. Beauty and 
pleasure for their own sake must lead 
you, and in their own sublime way will 
bestow that rare thing some call 
happiness.

Gemini (May 20­June 21)
Everything around you seems to 

be surging forward. Patience will pay, 
especially when the whole planet is in a 
huge hurry to go nowhere. People are 
blowing stop signs and working 
through weekends, and checking their 
phone at 1 am. Get off of the burnout 
track. Contemplation and inner 
awareness are what count now; 
intelligence and beauty can only be 
recognized by a somewhat quiet mind. 
If you’re concerned about business 
rivalry, set your fears aside. There are 
many ways nobody can match you. 
Once Uranus reaches your sign a little 
later in the year, you’re going to be 
carried forward at a brisk pace. 

Meanwhile, I suggest you play your 
strong suit, which is social. Listen 
carefully to where people are coming 
from. This is your well­disguised form 
of leadership.

Cancer (June 21­July 22)
The world may be FUBAR, but it’s 

also your oyster bar. Times of chaos 
offer the greatest opportunity. There 
are two reasons for this generally, and 
a third that pertains directly to you 
now. First, instability reveals 
possibilities. Cracks in the facade and 
even the foundations of existence 
create needs that you can tailor your 
abilities to, and fulfill. Second, people 
tend to hide out when things are shaky 
and/or going wild. This presents a 
significant opening for you, because 
despite the frenzy of society at the 
moment, more is available to you. For 
the personal angle, the great emphasis 
of the astrology is currently in Aries. 
You now get to fully engage your 
personhood and your potential in an 
environment where you can try 
unusual ideas with little risk of 
consequences. “Be resolutely who you 
are. Be humbly who you aspire to be.”

Leo (July 22­Aug. 23)
It’s likely you’ve been through an 

unstable and unpredictable few years 
in your professional life and are 
looking for new direction. You have a 
moment to emphasize the spiritual 
aspects of who you are, and honor your 
existence as a person rather than as a 
participant in the fast­moving sphere of 
business and commerce. You’re 
experiencing profound changes, 
discoveries and developments in the 
innermost spiritual dimension of your 
existence. This is providing you with 
both experience and knowledge that 
will allow your whole existence to 
make more sense. When new 
opportunities arrive in a few months, it 
will help if you choose from among 
them on the basis of who you 
understand yourself to be. That 
includes knowing who and what you 
love. While this may seem to narrow 
your options, it also cuts down the 
potential for carelessly acting on a 
whim, and increases your potential for 
highly unusual success when the right 
door opens.

Virgo (Aug. 23­Sep. 22)
The immediate combination of a 

lunar eclipse in your sign and 
retrograde Mercury in your opposite 
sign, Pisces, say it’s time to reassess 
where you stand with yourself and 
others. The long­term astrology has 
been sending you this message for 
ages. You’re crawling out of your 
chrysalis in a new form and with a 
radically different approach to relating 
than you’ve ever had. By clarifying and 
developing your relationship to 
yourself, you cannot go wrong. You 
will be more level­headed and 
understand who you are and what you 
want. Then look for others whose 
primary relationship is to themselves. 
Then and only then can you connect 
with people on level ground. It’s 
almost always overlooked, and the 
result is the drama of relationships that 
don’t quite work. Accept that you have 
no choice but to be who you are in 
whatever context you may find 
yourself. What you want are things 
that only you can give yourself.

Libra (Sep. 22­Oct. 23)
Whatever is happening in the 

world, or your world (and there’s 
plenty in both), this is the time to 
cultivate the Witness. Such is the aspect 
of awareness that observes, listens, and 
experiences, and seeks the rare thing 
known as understanding. If you 
emphasize the observer, and observe 
yourself, you’ll learn much that is 
unavailable otherwise. Imagine the 
world you’re watching is a drama that 
doesn’t involve you. Give yourself 
some emotional distance. Ask yourself 
what the story is about. Then, at the 
right moment, consciously enter the 
scene. You’ll know when you hear your 
cue, like an actor or musician coming in 
at the right moment. This is an exercise 
in mindfulness, which is your most 
important resource. You have the 
ability to see the scenario for what it is. 
In the process, you’ll save time, energy 
and money, and have more for 
yourself. Stand back a little, and invest 
the resulting profits in what you find to 
be creative and exciting.

Scorpio (Oct. 23­Nov. 22)
Horoscope master Patric Walker 

said (to John and Yoko) that life is what 
happens while you’re making other 
plans. What you do each day is what 
you do with your life. The astounding 
internal force of self­actualization is 
upon you. Do you belong where you 
are? There’s an easy way to test that: 
notice how the passage of time feels. If 
the hours drag on, you’re not where 
you belong. Under your current 
astrology, boredom cannot be an 
option, unless it’s the pleasant kind on 
a lazy Sunday afternoon. The world we 
inhabit, dominated by digital 
technology and digital consciousness, 
jams out nearly the entire experience of 
being human. It’s your prerogative 
alone to focus your awareness 
inwardly and ask yourself what you 
feel, what you need and what you 
want. Then guide yourself from 
moment to moment with each choice 
lived consciously.

Sagittarius (Nov. 22­Dec. 22)
The power emanating from your 

fellow fire sign Aries is driving you to 
experiment boldly and without much 
regard for the outcome. Do that for as 
long as you can. Get over your usual 
risk aversion and take a chance you 
might not ordinarily take. Allow 
yourself to be moved and carried by 
the insane pace of life, guided only by 
your curiosity. Along the way, 
something special happens. The 
Moon’s eclipse in Virgo revealed a goal 
or objective that you might not have 
noticed before. This idea can become 
the organizing principle of your life. 
Whether you do that exact thing or not 
does not matter; allow yourself to have 
a point of focus, and something to aim 
for that seems either out of reach or 
beyond your abilities. What you learn 
on the way matters. Both your greatest 
pleasure and your greatest successes 
come from focusing in on the sublime 
facets that make the difference between 
unreal and real.

Capricorn (Dec. 22­Jan. 20)
Spend as much time as you can in 

the kitchen. First, organize the space. 
Dig out cabinets, go through the fridge 
and the pantry, and sort out what you 
need from what you do not. Notice the 

Read extended monthly 
horoscopes plus a 

wealth of extra material 
at

 PlanetWaves.net

emotions involved; remember why you 
acquired certain things as you 
determine whether to keep them or let 
them go. Then in your newly renovated 
space, try something you’ve never 
done before: a baking project, or some 
recipe you’ve never tasted and could 
barely imagine. I’m suggesting a deep 
form of therapy that will put you in 
touch with your emotional roots and 
your healing power. Kitchens always 
contain many generations of 
information, even if not a single 
ancestor has ever stepped inside your 
home. You are going through an 
emotional renewal right now. The 
presence of Ceres is giving you 
something to orient on, and a metaphor 
to work with. This is all part of an 
essential self­discovery process that 
will lead you to understanding one 
thing especially: what you want from 
existence.

Aquarius (Jan. 20­Feb. 19)
Your mind is stretching into new 

territory, and you seem eager to boldly 
discover the truth of who you are. You 
may be feeling bold about new ideas, 
new technology, or being a pioneering 
independent thinker. Yet this remains a 
delicate moment where you must take 
responsibility for your thoughts and 
your feelings. Do not let the future 
distract you from what is on your mind 
right now. Keep your eye and your 
intuition on your inner compass. Plenty 
that seems promising and wonderful 
right now requires serious evaluation, 
and that includes self­reflection. Much 
that seems harmless demands an 
assessment of risk and of impact. And 
there is one particular matter that may 
require a wrestling match with your 
conscience. Welcome that; under the 
current astrology, doubt is your friend, 
and self­assurance is likely to be a trap. 
While it’s still early in the year, build 
these review loops into your thought 
process. Once Uranus enters your 
fellow air sign Gemini, that 
turbocharged combination will require 
you to know exactly where the brake 
pedal is.

Pisces (Feb. 19­March 20)
An eclipse of the Moon in your 

opposite sign Virgo is a reminder that 
you must stand on your own and 
honor your personal constitution. Your 
first commitment in this life must be to 
yourself, beginning with being truthful 
with yourself. You have a strong 
tendency to take care of others and to 
honor your commitments to them. Yet 
the ties that bind are often used against 
you. Your goodwill cannot come at the 
expense of your fidelity to your 
existence or your integrity. Participate 
in the world in a way that sustains you, 
and that allows you to do the right 
thing as you determine it to be so. 
While the alignment of Chiron and Eris 
will help awaken you to the ways you 
have sold yourself short, the Virgo 
eclipse will pull back the drapery on 
one particular relationship that you 
need to see for what it is. You are still 
on notice that everyone in your life 
must have a specific reason for being 
there, and the one and only starting 
point is you being true to yourself.

Math Puzzle 
Solution
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had started to explore a little bit around 
permaculture, what does that look like, and I was 
realizing there were other ways to connect to land 
that I didn’t know.

“I knew how to touch land and get my 
fingernails dirty and grow plants and food, but I 
didn’t know how to listen to the forest. I knew I 
had a relationship with birds, I was raising 
chickens, and I love birds. These winged beings 
have always been a part of my life.”

During her tenure as director of Carnation 
Farms, Nadja took a sabbatical.

“During that time, I was out at sea with my 
daughter, learning to sail with these crazy mermaid 
women sailors. I had my face down on the water, 
looking at the creatures that were under the sea, on 
the sand, and on the rocks. There were so many 
more layers to this world that I wanted to know 
about.”

Upon her return, she enrolled in the WAS 
Immersion program.

Her year in the program was transformational. 
On a personal level, it was a time of shedding. 
“Letting go of land that I raised my kids on, and 
gardened – I had tended that land for 20 plus years. 
Trees that were planted as saplings were now 
giants, and I had to learn to let go of that, but also 
have a bittersweet, long goodbye through my time 
at WAS.”

In thinking about her next work, she knew it 
needed to be connected to place. Her work had 
long involved technology; now it was important to 
connect it with nature, to make a difference in 
youth and people’s lives.

“My lens had been as a farmer, right? I had 
thought nature was for farming, a way to grow 
food. But it’s even more than that. Because we are 
nature, so there’s that.”

Next month we’ll talk with Nadja about her work as 
executive director with the Vashon Wilderness Program. 
Be sure to join the Vashon Wilderness Program for 
“The Wild Bug Ball” on Saturday, March 28, 5­9 
pm at Camp Sealth, and do check out their online­only 
auction March 2nd – 31st. Visit vashonwilderness.org/
events.

Looking

Looking over my blue denim’d shoulder
My conclusion is:
I have stayed in too many places for far too long.

This applies to:
the slurry of sour relationships
funky financial promises
shady deals by devious ne’er­do­wells.

Yet,
there have been times of
supple sweetness:

The mountains climbed when
everyone said I couldn’t–or shouldn’t.

Holding families close when a loved one
lay dying.

Poem From 
“Grief Age Love”

“Grief Age Love” is a new anthology written 
by over 30 Vashon poets, and edited by Jeanie 
Okimoto. This month we conclude our spotlight on 
this work with "Looking" by Jessika Satori. Thank 
you to Jeanie Okimoto and to the poets for sharing 
your poetry with Loop readers!

Jessika Satori is a poet, 
professor, speaker, composer and 
spiritual director. Her poetry has 
been published in numerous 
books and online places. 

Visit www.jessikasatori.com 
and linktr.ee/jessikasatori.com.

remainder of the pole is taken away.
There’s a national registry to coordinate this 

work. As each service is moved, they mark 
completion and the next service is notified. Real life 
is messier; the work might be endlessly delayed, or 
the contractor does the work but doesn’t enter the 
completion mark in the system. Or the next service 
has broken contact information and doesn’t hear 
about it.

PSE kicked off an initiative to catch up. Of the 
roughly 5,000 poles on Vashon, there were more 
than 100 double poles standing. By the time of this 
interview, about a third of those have now been 
removed, more removals expected in the near 
future. In addition to the actual wire work, PSE has 
to send people over to visually inspect every pole, 
updating their database to reflect reality.

I asked if PSE has an “old poles home” where 
poles stand about on an empty hill and share their 
stories. In reality, the poles are considered treated 

Many of those non­power services were 
installed years or even decades ago. Contacts are 
out of date, corporate departments have morphed 
or disappeared, and sometimes the wires up there 
are barely earning their keep–or running at a loss. 
Even when you can reach the right person, the 
motivation to deploy a crew to do the wire work 
can be … minimal.

There’s a strict order to the moving of wires – 
whatever is at the top of the pole moves before 
anything beneath. Thus, the highest­voltage wires 
up top will move over first. Once they are moved, 
the pole is cut off above the next thing down on the 
pole. An internet service might be next, after which 
the contractor cuts the pole even shorter. You can 
watch the progress by the successive topping of the 
power pole. When the last service is moved, the 

dawned on her that she would end up on Vashon, 
but one day Warren Moon, executive director of 
Wilderness Awareness School (WAS), shared that 
Stacey Hinden was leaving the Vashon Wilderness 
Program. VWP was looking for an executive 
director.

“It was like a lightbulb went off. Coming over 
here to interview and to meet the team – it just felt 
like I was coming home in a really sweet way. And 
especially knowing that I wanted to live on my boat 
more and spend more time sailing – it was so 
serendipitous.”

Nadja had spent three years at WAS, including 
as a student in its nine­month Immersion program, 
and, later, serving on the leadership team.

“I wanted to be more in service to nature 
connection. When this position came up, the calling 
was loud: yes, you must explore this.

“I love it when things like that line up in life. 
This boat was that way, too. I knew nothing about 
sailing, I only knew how to windsurf, but it was 
one of the biggest yeses.

“I had people telling me, the best day is the first 
day you buy your boat and the last day when you 
sell it. I felt, no, don’t tell me that! La la la! So the 
fact that I got to bring Sophie – this boat here – and 
have her be a part of my life more, and also be able 
to do this work that called to me so deeply from 
having spent time at WAS. Reflecting on it, of 
course something like this would show up. I was 
asking for it, I was looking, and just waiting, and 
listening.”

What had drawn Nadja to nature connection 
work in the first place? How did she end up 
enrolling in the Immersion program?

”I raised my kids on acreage, in the middle of 
the forest, outside of Duvall, not far from WAS. I 
had grown up on a farm, so I was connecting to the 
land through agriculture, through planting, 
through growing things, through growing food. I 
was raising chickens and planting an orchard, and 
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wood, and are safely processed in cooperation with 
King County Waste Management. Alas, no 
retirement home, nor even a power pole museum.

If you see a double pole situation, PSE 
welcomes you to make sure they know about it. 
Note down the the identifier labels on the pole, 
along with the nearest street address. Send it to 
editor@vashonloop.com and we’ll pass it on to 
them.

Many thanks to our PSE media relations 
contact, along with the PSE pole services manager 
and one of their top pole trouble shooters.


