
Both sides of my family homesteaded in Idaho so my roots run deep in the Gem State. I have spent most 

of my life within its borders, but have seen a few other places largely because of my profession as a land 

surveyor.  

My childhood was spent in Salmon where some of my classmates were Shoshoni Indians. The Salmon 

River Valley is a fairly isolated place and much of what went on in the world that was available to us only 

as seen on one of the two television channels that reached the area. My grandmother had a television 

(black and white) and on it I saw an outside world quite unlike the area around me. My father was a fan 

of Friday night fights and we would often visit my Grandmother’s house to see those. I remember the Ed 

Sullivan Show and seeing the first broadcast of the Beatles performing on his stage. I could not 

understand why all the young girls were screaming so loudly because they obviously could hear the 

singing over their own noise. 

My parents divorced when I was 12 and my mother remarried. We moved from Salmon (pop. 2,500) to 

Council (pop. 1,000) but at least there were other towns within reasonable distances. While living in 

Salmon the nearest town of any size was Challis (pop. 1,000) and it was 60 miles away.  

When I graduated from high school my parents gave me a gift of luggage and left the state. I went to the 

University of Idaho and, when school let out, followed them to Eureka, California where our neighbor 

hired me for his surveying crew. I had the first “shirt-pocket” calculator with trigonometric functions and 

that seemed to make quite an impression on him. I don’t know to this day if he hired me or the 

calculator. I have been in the surveying profession ever since, becoming licensed in 1982 in Idaho. 

Surveying has taken me all around Idaho and the northern reaches of Alaska. I have had the experience 

of being of minority status in remote native villages and have been places where few whites have 

visited. One marvel I have taken from my travels is the variety and splendor of God’s creation, a hard 

thing to remember when you are working outside in temperatures reaching 30 below zero. 

I came to St. Luke’s at the prompting of Sister Lillian Englert of St. Gertrude’s Monastery. I had been 

searching for spiritual guidance in my recovery from alcoholism and Fr. Bell had recommended visiting 

the monastery. During my discussions with Sr. Lillian she said she felt that I should attend church and 

pointedly remarked that I should volunteer at that church. While considering which type of church might 

best suit me, I had the thought that here I am, an imperfect person trying to find a church that perfectly 

fits me so perhaps I should be more open to what I find. I started attending St. Luke’s and often think of 

the sage advice Sr. Lillian gave me regarding volunteering at the church, which makes all the difference 

in my world. 

Ern Warner 


