 Moose Hollow Musings
A Senior Perspective by safin
My adventure at Moose Hollow actually started around February of 2009 with calling for bids and information with actual appointments starting in April. A good idea for those starting the adventure of developing raw land is to keep a notebook divided into sections such as Utilities-Avista, Sewer, Bldg Dept, Road, etc. In each section keep a communication log with dates, good telephone numbers and notes about conversations. This is especially important for those of us seniors needing help remembering or those of us with the side effects of chemo brain. I tell people that my memory is as long as my pencil. It is not as good as it use to be but it is not as bad as it will be. 
In case you are thinking she does not know what she is getting herself into developing raw land, well I do, I have done it three times before. Yes, I ask myself all the time why I would ever do it again. Ask the climber why he climbs the mountain, because it is there. I guess down deep in me is a desire to prove that it can be a reasonable if not completely pleasant experience. To say that the other experiences could be described as hellish would come close. Those experiences were not bad because of the people we worked with but because of the person I was with during that time. Somewhere in me I want to see if people (business professionals) are treated with respect and dignity and even if you do not agree with them you can disagree agreeable will treat you with the same dignity. So far I am very happy to say that my mountain climb is proving yes to my thesis. The Avista people, Ron and Steve and their staff, were wonderful professionals but also friendly people to work with. 
Let’s talk about dirt. I had a friend that when people would ask her how old she was she would say “as old as dirt”. Now I was younger than her so I thought it was funny. There is nothing funny about dirt, lots and lots of blowing brown floury in your teeth dirt. It is a necessary evil in leveling a building site and putting in a road during the hot summer. I have had my days of asking myself why I am not in a nice clean senior apartment, then the wind stops and the sunset reminds me of the beauty around me. So far the rains are wonderful and just turn the dirt to crunchy stuff not mud. I just have to wait until the snow covers the dirt and in the spring other wild plants will come up and calm things down. Did I just say snow? Am I ready for winter? No, let’s go back to the dirt, maybe I am overreacting to it.  Just because I humiliated myself in a store does not mean it is bad stuff.  I thought I had washed up to go to town. I was walking through a department store when I got a glimpse of my neck in a three way mirror. Now if I had just kept my mouth shut and left no one would have been the wiser. But, no, I had to gasp and run to the mirror and do contortions to see the dirt rings on my neck which immediately brought the clerk and others to see what the problem was. At 62, to have an audience discover you have dirt rings on your neck, is ---------------,oh heck I am just going through my second child hood and I was a tom boy in the first one also.  
Ok, in all honesty I have not been happy with all the information I have received about my property but I respect the individuals trying to do the best job they can to protect our environment.  I was an Accountant, CFO and have always followed the rules to the boring point of dotting every “ I” and crossing all the “ t’s” and it is to late for me to go the disobeying the rules road.  This means that even if I don’t like what I am being told I will still try to follow the rules. However, let’s ask ourselves if we haven’t gone too far in regulating things that it has made it next to impossible for the poor to develop land. I realize poor is a relative term. Third world families would love to have what our poor have but from my view I now live on what (when I could work) my entertainment budget was. I now entertain my self by keeping a roof over my head and food on the table. My God has taken care of me when I had nothing and I have never gone without shelter or food, I am truly rich in the love of my Lord.  I am a Notebook person and writing down my blessings helps me in the hard times to remember the good things. I have my “Property Development Notebook” and my “Blessings Notebook” both help me keep my act together.  
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