
8be nen,·t1n111m·1t I 
i:W11&t11•• •of t11e na•i• Df4IQ.. she 

hadiiff,tlilM*ltllil.,..aclaim toliving~tbe 
last t e 1J1911.11~ WGIJlen. 
· · I'll never ft,rget meetllg her. When 1 _. writing 
to lfKIU8ll an interview, a friend....-• offerina 
to bring her a carton of Doublemint pm. wbicb he 
had heard she liked. A few weeks 1-ter, she wrote to 
say that she didn't chew Daublemint; abe smoked 
Luckies, but would 1M me anyway. Bxpectlna a 
grtzzled ha& with a grimy Luc:Jly hanalftg from her 
ltp, I stepped from the t,ackcountry mail plane at the 
"airstrip'~ that 1erved her borne, aad sbook hands 
with an immaculate, white-hatred woman in a floor­
len~ skirt, a ruffled bt~ and a frilly bonnet. That 
was nces. Miles ftoJD tbe nearest setdement or 
net r, ltveclt,x1ie1 iWllhigb~. 

e lked for J)!l'Ml>S an hour that day, sitting in 
the Sldshirae on a little beilcb beside the brook that 
ran~ her front~ He~ insights w.-
4eUghtful. She hacl &'MfaJ, "aaww.erlnl questions with 
storteaOf uecdotes dial started out bavlnl not111n1 
to flo with what was asked anct ended-up perfect 
pawenevery time. Uvin& alCJne makes aome 
people dull, but not ber. There was 1risdom and 
humor \Bleier that bonnet, and they were expressed in 
ways that continually·111rpr1Sed and amused thoae 
toriunate enough to know her. · 

1b attic In her cabin seemed almost to be made of 
books. When I asked whether she had read them all, 
she said she had. Then she thought better of it and 
said, ... No, cotWe to think of it, I haventt. Tbere are 
cerblln pec,ple who •re concvned with saving my 
soul, and they send lfte Tellgious books. I've read all 
but thme." 

That was in the spring of 1981. That ~mer, a Los 
MJaelttS Time, reporter came to Interview her. One 
ef the wire services ran~ story, and she received 
1,500 letters from admirers around the country. She 
was invited to.-ppear on 1lae Tqday Show, and 
refused. She had a sta~ invitation to be JOlulny 
Carson's aueston TIJe Tonlghtlhow. and refused 
that, too. 

She aever did get over being mad about the time 
ber pldture appeared in 7JJe National Geographic. 

Different breed 
"S was the last of a different breed:' Bill CU9el, 

publisher of thctGranaevllle paper that 11111 her 
nature column for 40 years, said Tuesday. "Frances 
could have been famous, but she enjoyed her privacy 
too mw:11. \Vu at best a reluctant celebrity." 

She fougllt c:ancer for 30 years. In UN58. CUeU said, 
!jhe wrote t~t "cancer was a word more frJghtenlng 
"-' hete or hell or damned." 

$be •u an otJeerver tor the National w.,~r . _ 
Servi , and for ber 11QU8Ua11y detailed and punctU8I 

ta ~ved-(m awanl jvea to less tban I percent 
lts3,Gll>obclervffl. 
She lhma,n;PMH•~.oftlleGranaerille 
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Frances watches ruffled grouse 
Editor's note: On Friday, December 20, Frances was 

flown to St. Joseph 's Hospital in Lewiston. She bad 
been ill for several days. 

Zeke West and Alice Rickman pulled and pushed · 
Frances up the hill to the airstrip on a sled. Longtime 
friend Tom Close is staying at the Ferry with Gret­
chen. 

On Sunday, Dt'cember 22, Frances underwent ab­
dominal surgery for an intestinal blockage. She will 
remain at St. Joseph's through the holidays. 

Frances underwent surgery for cancer once before 
in 1956. She likes to receive letters and cards and it is 
hoped that now, as in 1956, her thousands of readers 
who have been following her column in the Free Press 
wm not let her down. 

Please address cards to Frances Z. Wisner, room 
3C29, St. J oseph's Hospital, P .0. 80:1 816, Lewiston, 
Idaho 83501. 

This column, written in early December, was the last · 
column written by Frances before leaving Campbell's 
Ferry. 

by Frances Zaunmiller Wisner 
CAMPBELL'S FERRY - Across the draw from the 

little house at the Ferry grows a clump of seedling epple 
trees. It is a tall tangle of interlocking branches, 
covered with bloom in spring and fruit during summer 
and fall. Branches are too tangled for bear to climb up. 
Nor for people to gaQier fruits, except what can be 
reached from the ground. 

But the birds have no problems. 1bey perch on branch 
to pick at an apple. Should fruit fall to the ground, either 
bear or deer get the apple, but bird pay no mind to that. 
Just works away on fruit still in the tree. 

In winter, with snow on the ground and tree branches 
bare of fruit and leaf, ruffled grouse "work" the tree 
Tbey move slowly from b~ to twig, picking tin bug 
orgnat. 

This afternoon of December 3, it was two grouse who 
· spent a couple of hours (while Frances watched them) 

de-bugging the ~ranches. Where 10 many bup come 
from, we've no idea, for tbo8e birds were in the tree 
yesterday, also. 

Could be that those tiny winged tbinp we He hovering 
above the anow take rest time on tiracbes. Snow 
moaquitosis what Don Lee used to call them. 

Other days the grouse will be in the elderberry below 
kitchen window. Working bugs, 'tho once, in summer, 
Frances watched a woodpecker boring out the rotted 
core of a broken branch on the elderberry. Finally · 
Woodpecker thrust bis tongue into bis boring, to with-

. draw the awfullest looking worm. Birds are welcome in 
trees at the Fera-y. 

For anyone to attempt to catch every rat or mouse in­
side these forests would be foolish. 'Tho every resident 
does try to trap the pesty varmits once they invade 
house or outbuilding. On the porch is one Hav-A-Hartrat 
trap and a smaller live trap for mice. 

The mouse trap sets with a wind-up mecbarrisrn 
(much as one winds an alarm clock) which is good for 15 
mice before it must be re-wound. A trouble free mouse 
catcher. It works, too. But we'll never know just bow 
that weasel managed to catch himself. Just know that 
the strangest noise was all over the porch, but Gretchen 
was looking at mouse trap, carefully, not getting her 

. nose too near. 
Had its language been more peaceful, chances are 

Frances would have taken trap beyond the old garden 
and released Weasel. 1bere was no surity that the bit of 
fury would not run up her arm and begin chewing on 
Frances's face; A few days later she dumped it · 
alongside the latest caught wood rat. . 

She bas no war against all rats and mice. Just tboae 
which invade house and outbuildings. A colony of mice 
live in the wood ricks, nor are they bothered by Francal. 

Since snow covered the ground, each morning in that 
part of the trail to weather station which goes between 
two ricks of wood there are fresh mouse tracks. out of 
one rick, across the trail into another rick. 

Two of the trails are well packed. Another, the tracb ~ 
are further apart and not so many. , . 

Beyond the wood ricks, tracks cross the path, from 
nowhere to nowhere. Just a hole in the trailside anow, 
with scampered tracks in trail, then another bole bito 
the snow. Are there mouse tunneled road systems under 
theanow? · 

The few table scraps which Gretchen does not eat are ~ 
tossed onto the snow near the wood ricks. Should mouae 
find them beforetberavena, mouse is welcome. 

Winter in the Canyon - a time of grouse in fruit trees; 
mouse near the wood pile while, below the house, rim- ' 
med with shore ice and glimmering with ice bridges, the 
river still nms down hill. 
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