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OUTDOORS

This year’s Northern Pikeminnow 
Sport-Reward Fishery has been ex-
tended through Oct. 11 at select reg-
istration stations. In addition, the 
program has increased incentives for 
anglers to help reduce the number of 
these predatory fish.

The 2020 fishery got a slightly lat-
er start than usual amid COVID-19 
restrictions. This year has seen re-
duced participation in general, es-
pecially as heavy smoke settled over 
much of the Northwest.

As of Saturday, all eligible north-
ern pikeminnow are worth $10 per 
fish through the end of the season. 
So far this year, anglers have caught 
approximately 89,000 qualifying fish 
under the program.

In another change that began Sat-
urday, all tagged pikeminnow – nor-
mally worth $500 each – will be paid 
at $1,000 per fish.

INWC starts wildfire 
restoration fund

To help WDFW managers quickly 
begin reseeding and restoring burned 
wildlife habitat before winter, the 
Inland Northwest Wildlife Council 
has started an emergency restoration 
fund, seeded it with $5,000 and ask-
ing other clubs and wildlife enthusi-
asts to chip in.

The work is being done in burned 
wildlife habitat areas on public and 
private land in Lincoln and Douglas 
counties. Council officers say 100% 
of the funds raised will be donated di-
rectly to the effort for plantings that 
will curb weed infestations and pro-
vide food and cover for critters rang-
ing from birds to deer.

Info: (509) 487-8552, www.inwc.
org/donate.

WDFW hosts online digital 
open house

WDFW director Kelly Susewind 
and South Central Regional Direc-
tor Mike Livingston are hosting an 
online meeting to discuss the vital 
role of public lands for people and 
wildlife in Yakima, Kittitas, Franklin 
and Benton counties from 7-8 p.m. on 
Monday.

The duo will be joined by represen-
tatives from two nonprofits: Rocky 
Mountain Elk Foundation’s Senior 
Lands Manager Bill Richardson and 
Director of Lands Jennifer Doherty, 
plus Forterra’s Lands Manager Col-
lette MacLean and President & CEO 
Michelle Connor.

Leadership from all three orga-
nizations will share recent relevant 
updates and take questions from the 
public. 

Members of the public can partic-
ipate in the discussion and ask ques-
tions from links on the department’s 
website at wdfw.wa.gov or zoom.
us/j/92362051075.

Mt. Spokane announces 
expanded operation

The Mt. Spokane 2000 Board of 
Directors and Washington State 
Parks agreed to operate Mt. Spokane 
Ski & Snowboard Park seven days a 
week in January and February.

The timing of COVID and the de-
mand for more outdoor winter rec-
reation has created an opportunity to 
add an additional 14 days of ski and 
snowboarding during the peak of the 
winter months.

Mt. Spokane has traditionally 
been a five-days-a-week operation, 
Wednesday to Sunday. Beginning 
this season, Mt. Spokane Ski & Snow-
board Park will operate seven days 
a week, starting at the beginning of 
Christmas break, Dec. 21, through 
Feb. 28.

Fishhook Creek Bridge 
 to temporarily close

The St. Joe Ranger District of the 
Idaho Panhandle National Forests 
plans to temporarily close a section 
of Forest Service Road 301 south of 
Avery, Idaho, on Oct. 6-7 to make 
needed upgrades to the Fishhook 
Creek Bridge. Motorists are advised 
to make alternate travel arrange-
ments on those days because the road 
will be impassable during scheduled 
work.

Forest Service Road 301 will be 
closed between its terminus at the St. 
Joe River and the junction with For-
est Service Road 753 (Lick Creek), ap-
proximately 5 miles to the south. The 
bridge is located at mile marker 3.

From staff and wire reports

IN BRIEF

Northern pikeminnow 
reward program extendedan optimistic, “You’ll have so much fun up 

there.”
He generously provided GPS tracks I 

naively assumed were safe because sep-
tuagenarians aren’t supposed to scram-
ble exposed Class 4 peaks with loaded 
backpacks. This was a critical error in 
my planning. I recall no tales of injury or 
exhaustion. It would seem backcountry 
hiking and childbirth have that same am-
nesiac effect on people.

The Selkirk Mountains begin to the 
south with the twin Mica Peaks – one in 
Idaho, one in Washington – and stretch 
north into Canada along the Purcell 
Trench, separating them from the mighty 
Rocky Mountains. Older than their neigh-
boring peaks, the rock of the Selkirks was 
formed by a metamorphic process. Time, 
heat and pressure transform the rock into 
the quartz-packed granite for which the 
range is known. Aesthetic to the eye with 
its glimmering of color, it also has the 
quality of offering a solid grip as hikers 
walk up steep slabs of the light gray stone.

Our objective would be to hike into the 
Long Canyon trail, a nearly 20-mile path 
toward the ridge, and catch the ridge line 
just above Pyramid and Ball Lakes where 
the trail ends.

For a long time, I’ve wondered if I could 
pack from the northern-most access ( just 
shy of the Canadian border) straight 
down the range to my back door, which 
sits south of Schweitzer and north of the 
Pend Oreille River. Mostly, these efforts 
have ended with a “failing better” result, 
including a number of flesh wounds, a few 
lost toenails and at least one ex-boyfriend.

I recruited my friend and fellow moun-
tain-lover, Shannon Barnes, with some 
(perhaps misleading) promises of those 
animal highways, a selection of organically 
cured meats and plenty of opt-out routes.

Pro-tip: Taking another female back-
country eliminates the necessity for bear 
spray. Not surprisingly, we saw no wildlife, 
though I did pull my bear spray once and 
threaten some menacing bushes.

While our first day was a relentless 
schlepp upward, we found ourselves 
grateful to be in the shaded old growth of 
Long Canyon on a hot day. The mosqui-
toes threatened to induce madness, but 
once we gained just a bit of elevation, they 
disappeared as we wound between the 
cathedral of hemlocks and waded through 
the freshwater creeks.

There is something ancient, even pri-
mal, to crossing large swaths of land on 
foot. To move with everything we need in 
a simplified version of life is to gain a new 
perspective. The incessant pummeling of 
society, news, social media, PTA meetings, 
traffic and text messages all just dwin-
dle away, and with every mile, they lose 
importance. With all that free real estate, 
what begins to fill our minds are the fairy-
tale mountain springs winding slowly 
through alpine grass fields, the fresh air 
that we breathe deeply, our footing on 
rocks, where our bed for the night might 
be made.

The freedom that comes with leaving 
the trail is also a liberation. It is to be 
given limitless directional potential in the 

mountains, to be the master of one’s own 
fate. One can go over, around or through 
in all manners, although experience would 
suggest that the most-difficult-manner 
and least-direct-route are unintentional 
qualities inherent of my hiking repertoire. 
The trick is to always sound confident 
about it.

“Yeah, this section is probably going to 
be a little exposed and sketchy,” I’d say as 
I traced my finger along a map – probably 
not even the map we were on.

“Sounds good,” she’d say. Shannon is a 
die-hard loyalist.

During those days, we solved most 
problems of the world, dove deep into our 
childhood issues, celebrated gratitude for 
the lives we were gifted, and planned our 
next snacks with hungry delight. Most of 
all though, we supported each other in a 
kind of mutual admiration campaign of 
good faith and wondered why we’d ever 
return to the real world anyway.

The Selkirk Range and the landscapes 
that surround and create those pictur-
esque summits are some of the most 
rugged and precarious terrain I have 
traveled. Talus field after talus field, we 
picked our way across tippy granite scree 
slopes and overexposed ridges, clinging to 
trees and grass and rock on our way down 
the other side. Our shins were bruised and 
scratched, our hands and arms bled, our 
feet blistered – and our grins were wide.

Each morning we woke to peer out at 
our next objective on the skyline, aiming 
often for the distant landmark of Chimney 
Rock. We ignored our creaking knees as 
we clambered our way across the narrow 
ridge toward it one afternoon. We were 
both low on water. The cliff to either side 
of us dropped away in a sheer plummet. 
I was tired and thirsty and maybe even 
forgot I was having a good time.

That morning we had already scram-
bled up exposed rock peak and declared 
Mellen crazy for making it sound easy. Our 
adrenals were coughing up dust from the 
last awkward clambering up lichen-cov-
ered cliffs. The distant sea of boulders 
looked almost comforting in comparison. 
I crawled down a scratchy black cube of 
mountain behind my dog. She stopped and 
whined, peering over the edge of a cliff.

“How does it look?” Shannon asked.
“Like we’re not going this way,” I said, 

turning dejectedly on my heels.
I sometimes feel sorry for myself when 

I am forced to spend more time in the 
mountains because I am lost or cliffed-
out, as if I have forgotten why I came 
there in the first place. I silently retraced 
our precarious route for an hour before 
we descended off the ridge into another 
bushwhack through bear country and to 
the basin of Chimney Rock.

The slab slopes that greeted us later 
made reparations, and our moods im-
proved as we found trickles, then babbles, 
then rushes of fresh mountain water. The 
sun was setting and we would make as 
much progress as we could in the daylight 
hours.

We met another hiker beneath the peak 
of Mount Roothaan. Like kindred spirits 
and tired travelers, we exchange stories 
of the storm that had come through, the 
snow fields we crossed, water sources 
we’d found. We made our way through 
more bear grass and a new swarm of 

vicious mosquitoes, toward the distant, 
barren apex of Gunsight. The next day, we 
would pass Fault Lake, where my husband 
and friends would be waiting with bags of 
new food.

Just as light began to fail, we came to 
another cliff and dropped our hands to 
our waists in defeat. We were too tired 
to figure out how to navigate it and the 
mosquitoes were unbearable. To our right, 
the mountains rolled away to the purple 
hues of Priest Lake. Shannon was wan-
dering around in circles aimlessly in the 
dusk, batting at bugs. Even my dog had an 
expression of silent resentment.

“You better get in the tent,” I said as I 
dug around for paracord to hang our bear 
bag. “I’ll hand you things we need.”

Shannon folded herself inside and 
played homemaker. It was our fourth day 
of a ceaseless forward push. Our bags 
somehow seemed heavier. Our joints 
older. One or both of us might have asked 
whose idea this was anyway, as I drained 
blisters on my dirty feet.

Lying in the dark of the tent, the mos-
quitoes hummed a ferocious threat. I don’t 
know who said it first. Maybe it began 
with a revelation that neither of us had 
any clean socks left, or that coffee was low, 
but the comforts of home suddenly sound-
ed undeniably sexy.

“We could just hike out with everyone 
tomorrow,” I said.

By the time the thought had crossed my 
mind, the pros list was exponentially lon-
ger than the cons list. We had conquered 
an incredible amount of distance through 
unforgiving terrain. We celebrated our 
toughness, our pace, our backcountry 
prowess, our grace in the face of aging, and 
declared ourselves unparalleled both in 
sense of adventure and appetite of cookie. 
Then we fell asleep giddy at the prospect 
of only eight hours of hiking the next day.

Less than a week later, a stranger 
reached out to me for some information 
on the route, which meant I immediately 
declared him a friend and a categorically 
good human. Jason Keen and his friends, 
Chris and Tyler, had hatched a similar 
scheme (apparently over beers and a ro-
mantic view from Priest Lake) to traverse 
that same skyline.

“That’s a great hike,” I said. “You’ll have 
so much fun.”

I shared the list of discard-as-you-like 
advice on tree landmarks, which side of 
the mountain to scale, and caution about 
the sheer immenseness of the feat. I left 
out the part about my scars and the diet 
of Advil I’d been on. Those are neither the 
reasons for nor the deterrents to our jour-
ney. They are not what we remember. We 
remember the freedom and reprieve.

It is why we eagerly pass on the torch, 
the maps, the beta, the guidance to each 
other. And we do it with the same enthu-
siasm in which we received it, because we 
understand:

We are not out there to conquer any-
thing. We go to keep ourselves from being 
conquered.

Ed. – Jason, Chris and Tyler succeeded, 
summiting a dozen peaks and scaling their 
way from Pyramid Lake all the way to Sch-
weitzer in a remarkable 77 hours.

Columnist Ammi Midstokke can be contact-
ed at ammimarie@gmail.com.
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had accompanied Lucy and 
me to McGee’s studio over-
looking Calispell Lake in the 
70-year-old home he is restor-
ing near Usk, Washington. He 
had called, asking me to bring 
Lucy up. He was not yet satis-
fied with the face he had paint-
ed, and the four of us were soon 
brandishing cameras, trying 
almost comically to make Lucy 
resume the pose I remembered.

Lucy, however, wasn’t coop-
erative. During the next hour, 
we shot over 100 images, hop-
ing to get one that reflected that 
special day afield.

At 72, McGee has always 
been an artist. He attended Cu-
sick schools, graduating in 1967, 
but his art career, or at least his 
passion for art, began much 
earlier when his folks managed 
a duck club on Calispell Lake 
and ran cattle on the grounds.

He sold his first picture – a 
clipper ship – for $7 when he 
was 11. After high school grad-
uation, he enrolled in a three-
year art program at Spokane 
Falls Community College, 
which at the time had the sec-
ond-best art program in the 
West.

After two years, however, 
McGee decided the school’s fo-
cus on ad art wasn’t for him. He 

quit and went 
to work in a 
lumber mill in 
Ione, Washing-
ton, but he kept 
painting. More 
and more, 
wildlife art in 
oils became his 

focus.
In 1974, he left the mill and 

went to work as a chemist in a 
cement plant. While there, Mc-
Gee continued to paint and to 
sell paintings, but after 10 years 
he decided he needed a change 
and could make as much by 
having the freedom to paint 
more and to travel and exhibit 
his art. He moved to a rented 
house on Lake Coeur d’Alene, 
and the beauty and serenity of 
the lake inspired him even fur-
ther.

Ten years later, at the urging 
of his mother, McGee moved 
again – back to Calispell Lake 
and the duck club, which had 
deteriorated significantly when 
his folks retired. McGee rel-
ished the idea of being closer 
to them and back at Calispell 
Lake.

He became the new caretak-
er at the duck club, and over 
the next 20 years he rebuilt and 
then continued to maintain the 
premises, restoring it as the 
premier duck hunting destina-
tion it had once been, largely 
with his own money.

While he kept painting, the 
time he could devote to it di-
minished, as did the traveling 
to various art shows and con-
servation and wildlife fund 
raisers. He had developed a fol-
lowing for his art that included 
a collector in Montana with 43 
paintings and one in Idaho with 
30.

McGee said he has tried all 
mediums but prefers oils on 
hardboard, like Masonite. One 
of his largest paintings was a 
magnificent bull elk, which 
hangs over the massive fire-
place in the Filson store in Seat-
tle. Although that painting sold 
for $7,500, most of his work is 
far more affordable.

I found McGee by chance. 
A taxidermist friend had met 
him at a Safari Club banquet 
and had traded some taxidermy 
work for a painting. We went 
out to see McGee and look at 
his art when he was the duck 
club caretaker. We talked about 
everything hunting, especially 
his passion for pursuing grouse 
over his small Brittany, Casey.

A few years after that meet-
ing, right after I acquired a 
Brittany of my own, McGee was 
“let go” as caretaker of the duck 
club – a poor money-saving de-
cision as it turns out, as the site 
has again fallen into disrepair. 
McGee, however, moved just 
down the road and is finding a 
lot more time to paint.

McGee and I and our Brit-
tany spaniels enjoy a pheasant 
hunt together now and then. I 
had always coveted one of his 
paintings, but my house already 
looked like a wildlife museum 
and there wasn’t room on the 
walls for anything more.

Then, last August, I lost four 
decades of accumulated photo-
graphs, art and taxidermy when 
my house burned to the ground.

In February, I began rebuild-
ing on the old site, but as the 
Sheetrock went up, I was struck 
by how barren the walls would 
be. I figured if I didn’t have 
anything else, a McGee origi-
nal would bring me much joy. 
I bought his beautiful framed 
painting of a drift boat and fly 
fisherman on the North Fork 
Clearwater River, and then, on 
an impulse, I commissioned 
McGee to do the Lucy painting.

That picture and the new 
house were completed at the 
same time. The beautiful, time-
less oil McGee painted for me is 
displayed on a cedar wall with 
a ceiling art light bathing it in a 
soft autumn afternoon glow. It 
fills my new living room with 
life and my heart with antici-
pation for many more glorious 
days afield, following a brown 
and white Brittany through tall 
grass and golden Palouse coun-
try stubble.

You can contact Jim McGee at 
jmcgeestudio1@gmail.com.
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Breckel appointed chair of state’s Salmon Recovery Funding Board
By staff and wire reports 

OLYMPIA – The Salmon Recovery 
Funding Board, which awards approxi-
mately $80 million biennially to projects to 
improve salmon habitat, will see a change 
in leadership.

Jeff Breckel, 70, from Stevenson, Wash-
ington, is the new chair of the funding 
board. Breckel has more than 20 years of 
experience in salmon recovery, much of it 
interacting with the funding board.

Before joining the board in 2016, Breckel 
served for 18 years as the executive direc-
tor of the Lower Columbia Fish Recovery 
Board. While there, he led the board from 
its inception, through writing the first 
salmon recovery plan in the state to be 
federally adopted, to seeing that same plan 
implemented.

He also has served as 
a charter member of the 
Lead Entity Advisory 
Group, a collection of wa-
tershed-based recovery 
organizations, and as past 
chair of the Council of 
Salmon Recovery Region-
al Organizations. He co-

chairs the state Salmon Recovery Network, 
a partnership of diverse organizations en-
gaged in salmon recovery in Washington.

Breckel has extensive experience in oth-
er natural resource issues. Before leading 
the Lower Columbia Fish Recovery Board, 
he served as a nuclear waste policy adviser 
for the Governor’s Office and Washington 
State Department of Ecology. Prior to that, 
he was executive director of the Columbia 
River Gorge Commission.

“We are thrilled that Jeff will step into 
this leadership role with the board,” said 
Kaleen Cottingham, director of the Rec-
reation and Conservation Office, which 
provides support to the Salmon Recovery 
Funding Board.

“His career has focused on bringing 
people with different interests together to 
deal with pressing environmental issues, 
whether it was protection of the Colum-
bia River Gorge, the cleanup of the Han-
ford nuclear reservation, salmon recovery 
or water supply issues for people and fish. 
That skill will help the board as it works 
through other tough issues, such as the im-
pact of climate change on salmon.”

Breckel will replace Phil Rockefeller, a 
longtime salmon recovery advocate who 
has been a member of the Salmon Recov-
ery Funding Board since 2011 and chair 

since 2019.
Rockefeller, 82, from Bainbridge Island, 

announced his retirement from the board 
so he could spend more time with his fam-
ily. Rockefeller is the second-longest serv-
ing member in the board’s 20-year history.

Rockefeller has a long and distinguished 
career as an advocate for the environment. 
He was a policy assistant to Governor John 
Spellman, served as a member of the state 
House of Representatives and twice was 
elected to the state Senate. He was a recip-
ient of the Washington Conservation Vot-
ers’ Legislator of the Year award. 

After leaving the Senate in 2011, he was 
appointed by Gov. Christine Gregoire to 
represent Washington on the multistate 
Northwest Power and Conservation Coun-
cil and to the state Salmon Recovery Fund-
ing Board.

Breckel


