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Idaho Writers League

Celebrating our 64th Anniversary 1943-2007

July 2007

PO. BOX 1113, Hayden, |daho 83835

COEUR d’ALENE
IWL MEETINGS:

July 10
Jewett House
9:00 A.M. to Noon
Program: LindaJeurgensen
Description

Refreshments:
Refreshments:

July
Lutheran Church
Kathleen & Ramsey Road
6:30 to 9:30 PM.
There is no scheduled
evening meeting in July

July Birthdays:
07/20 JENNIFER HEARNE

Needed:

REFRESHMENT volunteers for
September and beyond. Both day
and evening meetings.

Please contact Barbara Rostad
at (208) 777-1030 to volunteer
for Refreshments.

Thank you.

When is it the time. ..
President - Larry Telles
I Sthereever agood timeto say goodbye? A goodbyeto something
that hasbeen around for many, many years. After along period of time
certainitemsjust sit around and go unnoticed for ablock of time. But
whenit'stimeto part ways, itisvery difficult. | am speaking of our
chapter’shistorica records.

In my garage arethreelarge storage boxesfilled with articles, stories,
chap booksand minutesfromthat first meetingin 1943 to 2003. A large
portion of themateria isturning yellow and other papersarefadingwith
age. Oh, if only some of those pages couldtell usthe story behind the
stories.

DottieMaley, our past chapter historian had been guarding the materia
since2003. That’swhen sheread through al of the papersand skillfully
put them onaCD-Rom, entitled, “60 Years& Writing.” It wasavailable
for our membersto purchase during 2004.

Sincewedon’t have agood placeto display all of the scrapbooks,
chap books and manuscripts, they just sit in one of thosethree storage
boxes. The Executiveboard hasthree optionsfor our historical past. We
canfindthematerial apermanent home, destroy thematerid, or leaveitin
the boxesto turn to dust, which will be passed on to the next president.
Theboard is seeking one of two possible opportunities. David Hibberdis
checkingwith an archivein Boiseand | am going to check with the Coeur
d Alenemusaum.

If any of our membersand readers have abetter ideaor aplaceto
storeour colorful past, pleaselet me know. Spaceisapremium at our
local Librariesand astorage container costsalarge amount when looked
at by theyear. Besides, astorage space could hold tentimesthe material
that we have so wewouldn’t be getting our money’sworth.

| would like someinput from our membership. | love history and we
havealot of history inthischapter. | don’t want to bethe person that
givestheorder to destroy sixty yearsof an organization’spast. Thedigita
agewearein can't bethegraveyard of handwritten documentsbecause
thereisno other solution.




Clark Fork, ldaho

The Big Dog
Dot Clark
It wasan early fall eveningwith an overcast night sky. You couldn’t seethe starsor their constellations
and themoon wastucked away for anew cycle. The streetlightsweretoo far apart to see anything in between or
around thehomes and trees. | was eleven going on twelve, and thiswould turn out to be avery dectrifying night for
me.

| sat onthearm of the couch listeninginon my sister’s phone conversation with her new school friend, Marsha.
Marshahad just moved inwith her grandparentsin August. Shewasthe new girl in school and needed some
attention and initiation to our way of lifearound the Clark Fork River. Her grandparents were gone shopping, some
twenty-six milesaway and they’ dleft her homealonesince shewasabig girl at thirteen. | waspiecing together
enough of my sister’sside of the conversation to figure out that something had frightened Marsha, anoiseat her
back porch. | suspected there might beadelicious adventure brewing and | swung my skinny kid legsoff thearm
and squeezed in next to Sisso tight that | could amost inha ethe newsfrom her ears.
| enjoyed eavesdropping onmy sister and her friendsand | wouldn’t missanythingif | could helpit. | wanted to be
ready totagalongif she'dlet meand I’ d plead likethelittlebeggar Sister | wasif shesaid Huh-uh. Thistimeto my
happiness, shedidn’t mind metagging along.

Wewalked out to our step dad’ s pickup truck and rummaged around the floorboard through old rusty tools,
empty Hamm'’sbeer cans, and other assorted flotsam looking for aflashlight. | caught sight of it stuck inthefold of
the seat and we clicked it on. After expressing satisfaction about the batteries being good and the nice strong light,
we set off to rescue Marsha.

My sister wasthe bravest thing on thisside of the Montanaborder. However, beforeweleft toinvestigatethis
noise, shecalled for support from another girlfriend not far fromwherewelivedinthislittievalley nestledinthe
Cabinet Mountain Wilderness of Northern Idaho. Our town had apopulation of about 300 and if | really wanted to,
| could probably run from one end to the other in about fifteen minutesor less. | followed my sister downthegravel
street and we met our back up on the corner outside Marsha shome. | had akid’srealization about the power in
numbers concept but wecadledit, “Themore, themerrier.”

Thethree of usmade acoupletripsaround the entire house like we were on a Jericho march with my sister
holding theflashlight straight out front likeasword, ready to exchange siwashbuckling blowswithwhatever villain
crossed our path. She pointed thelight at thelittletool shed over by thefence, and then back and forth acrossthe
yard, dowly, lighthouse beacon style, leaving my eyesstraining to adjust to the engulfing dark that followed. There
weren't any monsters, just the normal bushes, and we began to specul ate out loud about the possibility of apesky
neighborhood boy pulling aprank on poor Marsha. Thisideagave ussomerelief snceweweren’t realy fond of



monsterslurking inthe dark, behind bushes, except on Chiller Theater or Creature Featurein the safety of our
homes. | remember once after having watched “ The Blob” with my sister, | tried to get her
to give methetop bunk bed and shewasn’t so bravethat time. Sherefused.

There had been reports of Bigfoot sightingsin Northern Caiforniaand Washington but o
nonein ldaho sofar. xﬁiw{

We giggled and carried onin our little voicesand went inside the house to assure Marsha
that we had the answer to the scary noise. It may have been about ahalf hour later when |
found mysdlf digging dirt from under my fingernailsasboredom settledinand | decided to
head home. | wasn't too concerned about leaving all by myself sincewe' d already checked
for boogey men and we hadn’t heard any back porch noiseswhilewewerethere. Besides,
it wasonly acoupleblocksback to my house. | said goodnight, and | eft.

When | wasout on the street, | glanced toward the backyard of Marsha shome. | lowed and peered very
hard at what | thought was something like abig dog at the back porch step. It wasso dark that | couldn’t bereal
surebut | beganto think, “Yeah, that’swhat itis, abig hoodlumdoggie!” | ill findit hardto believehow | started
walking toward that dang doggie. | wasalittleapprehensive but thought I’ d show thismutt how bravel was.
“Heredoggie, youslly thing, comeere.” | walked up closer andit didn’t run off. Without any seriousthought given
to my next action, | reached out to pet it and that’ swhen my heart almost stopped. Something didn’t fed right!
Thefur felt very tiff and | beganto noticeapeculiar and dightly stinky odor. The doggi€ sbreathing wasgettinga
bit louder, abit raspy sounding, and | jerked my hand away as| realized that the mutt was beginning toriseup on
it'shindlegs.

My young and inexperienced brain was devel oped just enough to send meaBIG RED ALERT! Maybel
wasn't touching adoggieafter al! | turned and ran like amarathon sprinter therest of theway home. My screams
were coming out in gasps, hardly audible enough to capture the attention of any neighborswithin the confines of
their respective homes.

Almost out of breath, | dammed open thefront door inamanner worthy of all theraging lunatics|’ d ever seen
on TV, dammed it shut and collapsed on the couch. The dramaof my entrance caused my mom to hurry out of the
kitchen. Shesaid rather loudly, “What the Sam #1* ! isgoing on out here?’

Thereally scary part of my imagination kicked inand | wasamost certain I’ d touched aSasquatch so | tried to
convince mom of it. However, asafew dayswent by, | calmed down enoughtorealizethat I’ dtried to pet a
young black bear. Evenif it had been abig strange dog instead of abear, it wasstill arather foolish thing to do.
Small escapadeslikethiswere plenty and memorable growing upin Clark Fork.

r-—."\-_-

A Dogturned Beary Tale
Dot Clark



POET'S
CORNER

Yellow Ribbon
Liz Mastin

| saw an old house in town yesterday,
Standing along the hectic highway.

Once painted yellow, now peeling and gray,
It has to endure heavy traffic each day.

Encircling the yard, lumpy with sod, |
Was a chain link fence, I guess for a dog. -
This sad seeming house sat in such disrepair,

| wondered how anyone could ever live there.

Among other homes with shinier faces,
This was in shambles, sadly forsaken:

Smoke poured from a wood-burning stove:
A barren gray house by an apple-less grove.

What really touched me, along the top rung,
Laced through the links, were yellow ribbons.
A big yellow bow were tied to the door,
Awaiting the return of a loved one at war.

It was so sweet and it was so sad,
In some hopeful heart there’s a tear for a la
| hope they receive some help from above:
While being so poor, displaying such lov



[t's not much of a secret,
fact it's quite a delight,
to do a little dippin,
underwater at night.

Underwater
J.A. Jeske
Georgeiscrusty. Don't ask for an explanation on how aperson gets compared to apiece of toast, ask the
personwho isaliving version of apiece of toast. You don’t make up wordsto describe someonewho iscrusty, the
personjustis.

If George shaved everyday, which he doesn’t anymore since Mildred died, hewould still havethelook of aman
withafour day growth. And since Georgeishisown version of a Renai ssance man with an environmental streak—
that means he saves everything—it’snot unusual to see somewhat hidden, foreign objectslurkingin hisstubble. It
used to be quite entertai ning to watch her shavehim.

“Ma, | think | need ashave. Bring my razor.” he’ d say, running hishand over hisjaw. You ever hear awood
rasp filing an end grain? Well then, how about akid dammin on hisbicyclebrakeson gravel? OK, then you know
neither isthe sound that four-day stubble should make. But Georges sdid. He' scrusty.

Ma, heawayscalled Mildred Ma, isamumbler and so off she' d go to the cupboard, mumbling as shewent,
mumbling alittlelouder asthings cascaded off the over stuffed shelves, dithering, damming, and bangingtothe
floor. Shewasno noviceto thisact, knew, it seemed, what was on that shelf and so wiggled out of it’sway with
ease. Shedropped her shoulder just asa Tupperware bounced by, hopped on the counter and then finished its
freefall with anoisy pirouetteonthefloor. “Beenlookinfer that,” | think iswhat she said, she mumblesyou know.

Now it wasMildred sturn to take over thefloor and she did. Hiking her left knee up a ong side the cabinet and
standing on her right toes—thiswoman was 78 years-old at thetime—she snaked her right arm back into the
darkness of the second shelf. Her tonguewas hanging out likeatired
dog and shechewed onit fervently. Sheclaimed that sinceall your body _
partsare connected, that if she stuck her tongueout, it disconnected the “Stop flappin yer
tension between her shoulder and elbow, thereby giving her just that little J aws Geor geso | can

extrareach needed.

Georgewasalready plopped in hischair with hisback to her so | knock someof these
wastheonly one getting the show. While skin, bonesand joints may rocksoff yer face,”
stretch tofit, dressesdo not. | could amost seethe back of her knee shesaid...

what with her reaching to thelimitsof her ability. Mildred wasshowing

someskin, and sheknew it. Sheglared at mewith her left eyeand

growled at me not to belooking, then let out an“ah ha,” as she snaked

anelectrical cord out from the abyss. So pleased was shewith her success, sheforgot about the five pounds of
1952 Norelco Electric Shaver attached to the end and it whizzed by onitsway to aloud crash landing onthe
kitchentable.

Hiseyesbugged out and he hissed at me, “ Shetryinto kill meagain, isshe? Fifty-two-years| been doin my
best todrink up al the profits| can make so there’ snuthinleft for lifeinsurance. Doesn’t leave her withamotiveya
know.”

Asshefiddled around trying to plug aworn out el ectrical cordinto aworn out receptacle onthe stove, he
leaned her way and said, “ Not too smart tryinto knock me off Mawiththekid sittin here. Ya' d havetakill himtoo
andthenthey’ dfry yafer sure, hehehe.”

“Stop flappin yer jaws George so | can knock some of these rocks off yer face,” she said asshecircled the
shaver around hisneck with one hand and snapped hisjaw up with the other. “ Yaknow if yaever washed thisface
you' d git them rocks out before the shaver breaksall itsteeth off on em and yamight even get aclose shavefor a
change.” With that, she clicked the button on.

Thelightsblinked, the clock stopped ticking, and thewell pump on thefront porch bogged down like asBlues
harp man bending alow note, and the Norel co fired up with the most god-awful noisethisside of aswarm of
locudts.



“Slapthat thingMa,” heyelled, “ beforeyaburnit out.”

Shelet go of hisjaw, hoisted the now smoking apparatus above hishead, and popped it hard with the heel of
her hand. It made acoupleof sickening, gurgling noisesand then settled into adeafening whirr. The accompanying
vibration had thetable skipping in place likeapa m sander. It stopped smoking but the
lingering, unmistakable stench of burned wiresfloated in aflat hazethat |ooked like easy
rolling waveson the ocean.

She stretched hisjaw up once again and attacked the old man’s neck with therickety
gadget and | winced for himthinking surely it must hurt.

Now, added to theracket of the machine, her mumbling reached afeverish pitch asthe
mini-lawnmower mowed the man’s stubble down something morelikeabrush cutter thana
lawnmower. Every so often, it belched cr-crack; it really did sound like an el ectric shaver
trying to cut through arock.

Sheflicked the switch off, my chair stopped buzzin, thelightsreturned to their former
hue, and thewell pump on thefront porch began squealing so loud that outsidethe dog
beganto howl! aong, on pitchnoless.

“Run boy, quick,” hemanaged to say through hisclenched jaws, sinceshestill held himinadeath grip. “ Squirt
someail iner before SHE burnsup.”

| ran out the door to my post, having resuscitated this patient before, and admini stered the life-saving nectar just
intime. Behind me, loud and clear, she explained to himwhy she' d suddenly pulled the plug.

“There George,” pointing with her index finger to aspot just abovehisjaw line. “| told you, you got rocksin
your beard.”

“Mildred, thereaint norocksin my beard.” | had just returned from the porch, shaking asusual becausel was
alwayscertain that contraption pumping water to the housewould blow-upjust at theinstant | stood over it with
anoil can. “Herenow, here’ stheboy, let him takealook, Mildred Jane.” | know | said healwayscalled her Ma,
but he used her full namewhen shewasirritating him, like now.

Anddanged if shewasn’t right, therewasatiny rock lodged there above hisjaw line. Shegrinnedinvictory as
| fished therock out and held it up to him for inspection.

“Wa ll, soyafound one, big deal. Keep cuttin Ma, | promised the boy we' d gofishintaday. | aint got all day
ta—"

Shedrowned him out with aflick of aswitch. Thelightsdimmed, the pump bogged down, thetablebeganits
sanding jig onthefloor and as| sat down againinmy chair, it began to senditsbuzz al along my spine. Her tongue
was out again as shereturned to the hedge she was doing her best to tame.

Aslong asit wastaking her to chop through the tangled maw, | began to believe shewasright about the
machinemissing severa teeth. But for al thenoiseit made, | wasstill sureit could scrapethreeor four layersof
varnish or paint and might be ableto cut through anail or two aswell. With my head in my hands, watching, | was
nearly adeep when he bellowed.

“You' re burning me Ma, the damn thing has over-heated again. Get it under thewater, quick.”

“Ooh,” sheexclaimed as shelurched to the sink and doused it underwater, still plugged into the stove.

Tsssch, blurp, it said asthe steam rolled upward, thelights blinked off, the clock stopped ticking, the pump
|oosed agasping wheeze and went silent, the tabl e stopped dancing and my chair stood still in shocked silence.
Dead silenceinadark house.

“Mildred, youforgot to unplug—" shefinished hissentence, “to unplug it again, George.” “A hey, kid, ya
wanna—" | finished hissentence, “go screw another fuseinto the box?

Yeah, sure. | know, | know, thefuseison top of the box and it’ sthe one on the bottom right that’ sblown.”

Asl mademy way to thefuse box outside, past the silent pump that at |east wouldn’t blow up on meat the
moment, it cameto mewhy itisthat, evenif George shaved every day, he' d till look crusty. | don’t think he
should try such athing every day, with or without Mildred.




Toot Your Own Horn
AsLarry Tellesalwaysinquiresat our meetings
—“Who has had any acceptances and/or
publications?”

L et your chapter members know about
your successes. Any Success can be an
inspiration for others.

Now it's your turn to let us know about
your accomplishments. Remember that all
authors haveto get involved in self-promotion.
Letit start here!

Send an email telling about your work.
What it is and where we can look for it.Let
your success be an inspiration to others!

Send your SUCCESS STORIES to
jimturner1@juno.com

| just had my 30th article published in the Spokesman (my first was in February) and
have several more assigned right now - it’slike | accidentally have ajob or something awful
likethat - but | till get achanceto go for aride every now and then. Well, back to the
grindstone.

Mary Jane Honegger

The new 2008 Writer's Market is out July 7 and should have my Ben Olson articleinit.
Yipeeee! (Should there be one or two p'sin yipee? Maybe | should avoid it altogether and go
with Yeehaw! Would yee haw be one word or two? Scratch that, how about Waaahoooo! But
would Waaahoooo have three a's and four o’s or vice versa? Nevermind.)

AARP sent me a note saying my geocaching query is under consideration and being passed
around to different editors. Cross your fingers for me—they pay a buck aword, ten times
what | usually get.

Sherry Ramsey



YOU CAN'T CATCH ME I'M
THE GINGERBREAD MAN

By Joan S. Hust
“...itisof an heating and digesting qualitie, and is profitable for the stomacke.” John Gerard 1597

When you think and say theword GINGER what comesto your mind? You right away
think of the gingerbread man, ginger cookies, and gingerbread houses. Ginger also addsa
delectabletasteto all dishesespecially entrees, and salads. Weall know the poem about
the gingerbread man, and how it ended with addlicioustreat for thedy old fox. But | have
arecipethat will makeyour heart flutter when you bake these ginger cookies, sip on ahot
soothing cup of ginger tea, and think about ginger-one of my very favorite herbs.

Thecharacter of ginger ispungent, hot, and dry. The constituentsarevolatileoil,
phenols, alkaloid, and mucilage. Theaction arecirculatory stimulant, rel axes periphera
blood vessdl's, promotes sweating, expectorant, preventsvomiting, antispasmodic,
carminative, and antiseptic. Topicaly it increasestheblood flow to an area.

Ginger hasbeen used asamedicina herbintheWest for at least 2,000 years, and originally it wasfrom
tropica Asa. The Spaniardsintroduced it inthe Americas, and now itiscultivated extensively inthe West Indies.
Asabhot, dry herb it was used to warm the stomach, and drive out chills. The 18" century brought about ginger
being added to remediesto changetheir action and reducetheirritant effectson the ssomach. Ginger isstill usedin
Chinato reducethetoxicity of some herbs.

Theword GINGER comesfrom the Middle English gingivere, and goes back even 3,000 yearsto the Sanskrit
srngaveramthat means, “hornroot”. I1ts Greek namewas ziggiberis, and in Latin it was zinziberi. When Marco
Polo went to the Far East he brought back ginger to not only Europe but introduced this expensive spiceto
Elizabeth 1 of England. Theworld givesher credit for theinvention of the GINGERBREAD MAN that becamea
popular treat for Christmas. Ginger isinthe samefamily ascardamom and turmeric. Itisnativeto Southern Asia,
andisastapleto Asan cuisines. Itisvery popular inthe Caribbean Idands, asit growswildintheir lushtropics.
Jamaican ginger isknown for itsstrong, and delightful flavor. Jamai caprovidesmost of theworld'ssupply along
with Asia, Africa, and China. Theginger plant hasavery gnarled, bumpy root. You cangrow itinaflowerpot
outdoors, but bringitinsidewhen the weather getscold.

Thefresh root isused to promote sweating, and an expectorant for coldsand chills. It isused for stopping
bleeding, and diarrhea, and agood circulatory stimulant. Thedried root isused to warm and stimul ate the stomach
and lungs. Itishighly recommended for travel sicknessand for morning sicknessfor pregnant women. Ginger oil
has been used for many yearsfor massage rubs, rheumatic pains, boneinjuries, and in Europe somewill drop
dosesof oil ontheir sugar lumpsfor flatulence, fevers, and to stimulate your appetite. Take cautionto avoid
excessiveamountsof ginger if your ssomach isburning and not feeling sowell such asapeptic ulceration.

Therearesix formsof ginger availableto you. They arefresh, pickled, preserved, dried, crystallized (candied),
ground, and powdered. Theflavor issweet, peppery with aspicy and pungent aroma. Fresh ginger mellowswith
cooking, and burnt ginger tastesbitter. The ground form of ginger hasadifferent flavor, andisusedin sweet
desserts.

Fresh Ginger hastwo forms. They are called young and mature. Theyoung rootsare called green or spring
ginger. Thegreenistender, and amildflavor. It hasapalethin skinthat you do not pedl. You can grate and chopiit.
Thematureroot hastough skin that you peel. You can chip, grate and ground it for use.

Dried Ginger look likefingers, and you seein diced. You soak it inliquid whenyou useit in recipes.

Preserved Ginger you seein Asian and health food stores. It ispreserved in asugar-salt mixture. Itisused for
desserts, and really good on dicesof melons.

Pickled Ginger in Japaniscalled gari or beni shoga. It ispickled in sweet vinegar and hasbright red-pink
coloring. Itisserved with sushi; just alittlewill refreshyour breath. It requiresrefrigeration.

Crystallized Ginger wecall candied ginger. Itiscooked in syruptill tender and coated with granulated sugar.
Useitindesserts.



Beforewe make our hot soothing cup of Ginger Tea
let’sget our Ginger bread Cookiesintheoven. The
ingredientsthat you need are:

3Cflour

2/3 C shortening

%2 C brown sugar packed

1 tsp each cinnamon, baking soda
Y>tsp baking powder

Yatsp ground cloves

2tspground ginger

pinchsat

% C molasses

legg

CREAM together the 1¢ 6ingredients...Add egg,
molassesand mix...

Now MIX together flour, baking powder, baking
sodain aseparate bowl, SIFT.

Add the creamed mixture, and STIR until blended
well. . Chill 1 hour.

Preheat ovento 375F...Roll out dough¥sat atime
toanicethicknessonalightly floured board...Cut
with acookie cutter and moveto agreased or non-
stick cookie sheet.

Beforebaking decoratewithraisins. Placeinoven
for 8-10 minutes. COOL onawire
rack...DECORATEwithicing, M&M'’s, colorful
candy, and chocolate chips.

Ginger tea.

All youneedis:

4 C water

2" pieceof ginger root

honey or lemonisoptiond

Peel theginger root, and
delicately cut thindices Bring
water toaboil. Add theginger
whileitisboiling. Cover and
simmer for 15-20 minutes. Add e
lemon or sugar.

Strain thetea, and now you areready to sit down,
relax with asteaming hot cup of ddliciousginger tea,
and read about the Heal th Benefitsof ginger.

P

Health Benefits
Ginger’seffectivenessasa (o)

digestiveaidisduelargdly toitsactive F
ingredients: gingerolsand shogaols.
Thesesubstanceshelpto neutrdize

stomach acids, enhance the secretion
of digestivejuices(stimulating the
appetite), and tonethe musclesof thedigestivetract.
Research confirmsthe presence of anti-inflammeatory
propertiesin ginger.

Relieve nausea.

Standard anti-nausea medi cations often work
through the central nervoussystem causing
drowsiness. Ginger isn'tlikely to causethisreaction.

It actsdirectly onthedigestivetract. Studiesof
women undergoing mgor gynecologica or
exploratory (laparoscopic) surgery, and thosewho
took 1 gram of ginger beforethe procedure
experienced dgnificantly lesspostoperativereaction
to anesthesiaand surgery such as, nauseaand
vomiting. Ginger may beuseful ineasingthenausea
that frequently follows chemotherapy treatments.
Combat motion sickness.

Inawiddy cited study of Danish naval cadets, those
given 1 gramof powdered ginger daily had much fewer
incidentsof cold sweatsand vomiting (classc symptoms
of seasickness) than did those given a placebo. A
number of other studies have demonstrated similar
findings concerning ginger’scaming effect on motion
sckness.

Reducedizziness.

Ginger’ santi-nauseaaction aso helpsdispe
dizziness, particularly whenthedizzinessisaggravated
by motion sickness. Older people, who can be
unsteady ontheir feet, may particularly benefit from
ginger’ssteadyinginfluence.

Limit flatulence.

Because ginger soothesthedigestivetract, it can
beuseful inrdieving flatulence. Supplementsor
freshly grated ginger root mixed with diluted limguice
work well for this purpose.

Control chronicpain.

Ginger helpsindirectly tordievechronic pain by
reducing inflammation and, particularly whentakenin
standardized extract form, by lowering thebody’s
level of natural pain-causing compoundscalled
prostaglandins. Localized chronic pain may aso
respond well to ginger oil massages.
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Easethepain of muscleachesand rheumatoid
arthritis.

Ginger oil massaged into sore or aching muscles.
It offersameasure of relief from musclestrainin part
because of the herb’santi-inflammatory properties.
Whentakenin standardized extract form, ginger may
additionaly lower thelevel of thebody’snatural
pai n-causing compoundscalled prostaglandins.
Rheumatoid arthritissymptoms may aso respond to
treatment with ginger, either inmassageail or
standardized extract form. One study of seven
womenwith rheumatoid arthritisit reducedjoint
swellingand painfollowingadaily regimenof upto 1
gram of powdered ginger or 5to 50 gramsof fresh
ginger.

Minimize symptomsof thecommon cold,
allergies, and other respiratory conditions.

Ginger isanatura antihistamineand
decongestant. It seemsto provideameasure of relief
from cold and alergy symptomshby dilating
constricted bronchial tubes. It'softenincludedin
herbal decongestant blendsthat are designed for
snusitisand other respiratory complaints.

Now the gingerbread cookies areready for you
to munchwhileyou sip another cup of hot ginger tea.
Enjoy whileyou perusethe Hedlth Benefitsagain that
will help you decidewhat areaof the Heath Benefits
meet your personal needs. | know by now that your
tastebudsarefamiliar with ginger’sculinary uses. It
doesasyou know spice up gingerbread, sizzles
ginger de, addsflavor and heat to many Asian
dishes, but my questionsis. Will thiscommon herb
comfort and/or cureyou?

Halfway

VP - Sherry Ramsey
Our Junemeetingswereabighit with Wes
Hanson giving awonderful workshop on memoirs
that actually got meinterested intrying an areaof
writing | didn’t think | wasinterested in. Our night
meeting brought 25 people out to hear Sookesman-
Review editor, Scott M aben speak on what the
paper needs. Everyone had such agoodtime, Larry
had to shut thelights of f to get usout of thebuilding,
and then quiteafew stayed inthe parking lot for half
anhour talking!

In July we have aday meeting only. It will be
LindaJeurgensen giving aworkshop on description.
It soundslikeshe’'sgot afungamein mind.

August will haveonly anight mesting. Itwill bea
BBQ hddintheRathdrum park, whichis abeautiful
park with acreek running right throughit. It' [l bea
pot luck so bringwhat you like. Thegroup will
supply themeat for the BBQ and buns. If you aren’t
surewhat to bring (and you don’t haveto bring
anything to attend) you can contact Sherry, whowill
expertly bluff her way through knowing the answer.
WE Il play awriting gameor two so bring your paper
and pen.

Theyear ishaf over. Do something you wouldn’t
normaly do. If you haven't submitted anything yet,
doit. If you haven't written anything yet, gofor it.
Haveagreat summer!

NEWSLETTER STAFF
Jim Turner - Editor

(208 664-9244) jimturner 1@juno.com

Larry Telles - Assistant to the editor
Sherry Ramsey - Assistant to the editor
Nancy Barnes - Assistant to the editor
Ann Story - Assistant to the editor

Deadline:
the 25th of each month.




Coeur d’Alene Chapter
Idaho Writers League

P.O. Box 1113

Hayden, Idaho 83835 USA

ADDRESS CORRECTION REQUESTED

2007 Officers

Larry Telles President Mary JaneHonegger : Publicity

208 762-2548 (Itell es@icehouse.net) 687-2900 honegger2@verizon.net

Sherry Ramsey: 1st VP & Co-Program Director LindaJuer gensen: Historian

208 290-8749 (L ramsey @supersat2.net) 683-2792 (hljuergensen@gmail .com)

Jim Turner: 2nd Vice President - Newdl etter Editor Bar bara Rostad: Hospitality Chair
208-664-9244 (jimturner 1@juno.com) 208 777-1030 (BK R9950@a0l .com)

Ann Washington: Secretary Sandy Smith: Sunshine Committee (for afew more months)
777-9787 washingtonhouse@earthlink.net 263-7207 sandy @netw.com
Sr\irles/EIIisTree&Jrer Mary L. Smith: Special Projects

772-1940 shirjz@yahoo.com 762-4081 (marynl @verizon.net)

David E. Hibberd: Webmaster Patti Dickinson: Very, Very Special Projects
509 928-5528 (dehi bberdwrites@comcast.net) 667-8912 (patti d@imbris.com)

Who istheldaho Writers League?

Pur pose of the organization:

The Idaho Writers' League is organized exclusively for charitable and educational purposes for the promotion of social
welfare including:

A. To promote and maintain a high standard of literary output and to recognize accomplishments of 1daho writers.

B. To stimulate public respect and support for the art and profession of writing.

C. To provide a unified organization for writers and those with serious interest in writing and literary skills.

D. To encourage new writing talent, to exchange ideas through the L eague publication, and local and state meetings.

E. To stimulate writing by means of contests and recognition awards.

F. To encourage regional activity among neighboring chapters.



