
 

The Voice
Literary Journal of Panorama April 2018

INTERVIEWS 
Bart & Adele Bloom 

Myrna Conine 
Margo Curl 
Jan Fleming 

Rene & Susan Hailey 
Sally Hill 

Sheila & Allen Ralston 
Jim & Elsie Reynolds 

Susan Rogers 
Carole Smith 

Jan Strait & Christine 
Voigt 

Betty Utter 
Susan Wagner 
Joan Webster 
Cheryl Wolter 

POEMS 
Golden Boys 

Spring Into Action 

STORIES 
D-Day Celebration 
Miracle of  Words 

Mountain Meadows 
My Sixties List 

Nature 
Sleepy City 

Twin Queens



  Page 2 | The Voice | April 2018

The Voice 
EDITOR 
Ruth Shearer 

PRODUCTION 
Linda Crabtree 

PROOFREADER 
Louise Timmis 

PRINTING 
Jeff  Sprengel 

DISTRIBUTION 
Bill Palmer & crew 

ART COORDINATION 
April Works 

COVER ART 
Neil Harris 

INTERVIEWERS 
Jim Cunningham 
Betty Hummel 
Peggy Jamerson 
Mavis Johnson 
Kathy & Chuck Lee 
Rosemary Shold 

POETS 
Charles Kasler 
Gary Reid 

STORIES 
Candy Berner 
David Hinz 
Verl Rogers 
Mary Jo Shaw 
Francis Snyder

Pat Swan 
Anita Turcotte 

INQUIRIES 
Inquiries and submissions 
are welcomed at 
TheVoice@Panorama.org 

The Voice is a quarterly 
literary magazine, a 
preserve for written things 
by and for the residents of  
Panorama, 1751 Circle 
Lane SE, Lacey, WA 
98503. Printing courtesy 
of  Panorama.

INTERVIEWS
Cheryl Wolter 3 ......................................................................................................
Margo Curl 3 ..........................................................................................................
Susan Rogers 4 .......................................................................................................
Betty Utter 4 ...........................................................................................................
Bart & Adele Bloom 4 ..........................................................................................
Carole Smith 5 .......................................................................................................
Myrna Conine 5 .....................................................................................................
Susan Wagner 6 ......................................................................................................
Jan Straight & Christine Voigt 6 ..........................................................................
Atley & Sheila Ralston 7 .......................................................................................
Sally Hill 7 ...............................................................................................................
Jim & Elsie Reynolds 7 .........................................................................................
Jan Fleming 8 .........................................................................................................
Rene & Susan Hailey 9 .........................................................................................
Joan Webster 9.......................................................................................................

POEMS
Golden Boys 10 .....................................................................................................
Spring Into Action 10...........................................................................................

STORIES
The Miracle of  Words 10 .....................................................................................
Sleepy City 11 .........................................................................................................
Nature 12 ................................................................................................................
My Sixties List 13 ..................................................................................................
Mountain Meadows 13 .........................................................................................
D-Day Celebration 14 ...........................................................................................
Twin Queens 15.....................................................................................................

EDITOR’S NOTE
Late in February, after I had sent this issue’s stories and most of  the 
interviews to Carmen Barnett for layout, I was jolted with the news of  
her sudden death. She was 12 years younger than I was! By the end of  
that week, Linda Crabtree had rescued me and agreed to take the job. 
When we have time, we will sit down together and discuss future 
improvements. Meanwhile we will add a table of  contents to this issue.  
This has reminded me that at 88 years old, I won’t be around forever, and 
so far I have no volunteer to take over this very enjoyable job! Who will 
be willing to jump in when I can no longer do it?

mailto:TheVoice@Panorama.org
mailto:TheVoice@Panorama.org
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Cheryl Wolter 
BY PEGGY JAMERSON 

Meet with tea and tasty scones? Check! A warm 
hearty welcome? Check! Thrilled to be at 
Panorama? Check! This was meeting Cheryl, a 
new neighbor since November. 
Cheryl has lived on both sides of  the mountains 
and attended high school and Business College in 
the Tukwila area. Living briefly in Missouri, she 
returned to the West Coast with her 12-year-old 
son. She worked for Ma Bell in human resources 
and survived 30 years through the company’s 
changes.  
She attended Highline Community College, and 
held ever-increasing job responsibilities at U. S. 
West. Eventually she became certified in space 
planning, facilities management and investment 
management. 
Her friendship with a fleet manager at her 
workplace turned into a friendship of  26 years 
and a marriage of  13, from which she gained six 
stepchildren. After they both retired they moved 
to the home they built in Ocean Shores. Cheryl 
went to work at the Shiloh Inn, becoming a 
catering assistant. They then built another home 
on the bay while living in their motor home. 
After her husband’s death, she sold the house and 
moved to Panorama. She is now employed as the 
catering director at The Shiloh Inn. Cheryl 
commutes several days a week to her job of  
sixteen years. 
She was familiar with Panorama and is now 
waiting for “just the right place––with lots of  
light.” She bragged about her wonderful 
neighbors she has now and admits it will be 
difficult to move, but knows they won’t be that 
far away! 
Even though Cheryl is still working, she is 
looking forward to finding a new purpose here at 
Panorama and becoming fully engaged in her new 
community. With all of  her enthusiasm and 

abilities, it won’t be long before this gregarious 
lady will find her niche! 
1844 Circle Loop (temporary), x5140  

Margo Curl 
BY MAVIS JOHNSON 

Margo arrived here in November from Wooster, 
Ohio. But she was born in India! Her parents 
were missionaries; her father, a dairy scientist. 
And she inherited, among other things, a love to 
“dig in the dirt!” She already has a Pea Patch here.  
She lived mostly in India until she was eighteen. 
When she came to the U.S., she attended 
Whitworth College and Central Washington 
University, then later got her master’s in linguistics 
at the University of  Oregon. But her life vocation 
began after earning a Masters in Library Science 
at the University of  California at Berkeley. This 
gained her a 31–year stint at the College of  
Wooster in Ohio as a librarian. She retired in 
2011.  
She has been widowed twice. She has a son and a 
stepdaughter. Once retired, she became highly 
involved with the “Local Roots Market,” a store 
featuring local produce, crafts, honey, etc. She 
loved this. But with additional time, she took a 
chair-caning class. Her chairs show her expertise. 
They are beautiful! She also did basketry. 
Because Margo has siblings in Portland and 
classmates and friends in the Seattle area, she 
decided to return to the Northwest. She has 
always loved hiking, backpacking and bicycling. 
Her Minneapolis son, a computer tech, also 
enjoys this and is hoping to return here. 
Margo returns to India frequently and still speaks 
the language of  her childhood, but some of  it has 
disappeared, she claims. She takes the yoga and 
challenge fitness classes and is volunteering with 
the South Sound Reading Foundation. You will 
enjoy meeting this busy lady!. 
2408 Chambers Lake Lane, x5409

INTERVIEWS

Welcome New Residents!
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Susan Rogers 
BY KATHY & CHUCK LEE 

Susan was born in Omak, Washington but was 
raised in Johnson Point near Olympia. She 
graduated from Eastern Washington State 
College as an elementary teacher and was a 
kindergarten teacher for most of  her 35–year 
career. She taught in California before going to 
work in the Department of  Defense school 
system which led her to Camp Zama in Japan and 
then to Okinawa. While in Okinawa, she met 
Ron, a member of  the US Army, and they were 
married there. From there, they travelled to 
California, Texas and then Heidelberg, Germany. 
In 1990, Ron retired and they moved to the 
Johnson Point area. She continued to teach and 
he worked as a contractor at Ft. Lewis. 
Although Susan is a newcomer to Panorama, her 
connections go back to her grandmother, who 
lived in Woodland Court (1960’s) and then in the 
Quinault until her passing in 1981. In addition, 
her mother, Fran Shumway, lived near the 
Aquatic Center and along with Susan, used it on a 
regular basis. Her mother passed in 2011. 
Susan’s husband resides at Garden Courte 
Memory Care on Lilly Road. Their daughter and 
three grandchildren live in the Lacey area. 
Currently, Susan (who is the youngest) and 15 of  
her high school friends make up a social group 
they named the Ya-Ya Club. They get together 
every Thursday and have a great time together. 
She has not made any decision on volunteer 
activities at Panorama. 
1908 Woodland Court, x5633 

Betty Utter 
BY MAVIS JOHNSON 

Born in Seattle and a UW graduate, Betty has 
lived in Olympia since 1972 and arrived here in 
December.  Travel souvenirs including a camel 
bag and a decorated yurt container along with 

pictures await their installation on her walls.  Her 
husband was a State Supreme Court Justice who 
passed away three years ago. 
Betty has three children, all in this area.  After 
they finished school, she taught for 21 years, 
including elementary, middle school, and later 
counseling after a Master’s degree from U. of  
Puget Sound.  She enjoyed the latter so much that 
she developed a program working as 
Interventional Specialist at St. Martin’s University. 
In the 1980s the American Bar Association 
designed a legal judiciary program to aid 
developing countries.  The “People to People” 
program had the Utters travel to many countries 
using his expertise .  Among them were China, 
Russia, Poland, Czech Republic and Latvia.  They 
would meet with high officials, gaining many 
friends and insights.  Betty would assist with 
many details.  In the 1990s they were sent to 
Kazakhstan and Uzbekistan.  There she taught 
English, and has wonderful tales to tell.  In 
2003-2005 they were sent to Rwanda after the 
terrible genocide, to assist in disputes.  They 
witnessed incredible pain! 
While the children were growing up, sailing was a 
major activity for the Utter family.  This has 
passed on to her Seattle son.  Reading is a love 
for Betty, but since retiring she has acted as a 
Mediator for the Dispute Resolution Center.  She 
is also active in her church meals outreach 
program.  She says she is a “people” person, so 
those types of  Panorama activities interest her. 
2141 Chambers Lake Lane, x5118 

Bart & Adele Bloom 
BY JIM CUNNINGHAM 

Bart was born in Pendleton, Oregon and raised in 
Nome, Alaska. When his father became the 
Superintendent of  schools in Chehalis, 
Washington, the family followed the new job. 
There were a number of  moves during this 
period. After Bart had completed the primary 
school grades he went to the University of  
Washington to earn a degree in pharmacy. 

INTERVIEWS
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Adele was born in Bellingham, WA and had her 
primary grades in connection with an 
experimental school supervised by Western 
Washington University. She, like Bart, went to the 
University of  Washington to study pharmacy. In 
those days pharmacy work required considerable 
drug preparation and she soon found that she 
was allergic to the resulting dust and particles she 
had to handle. That was the end of  that goal, but 
she did achieve another goal: meeting Bart! 
After Bart graduated, he was drafted into the 
Army and they went to Juneau where he 
continued his pharmacy work. Then he was sent 
to Wisconsin to work with a Mash unit. Upon 
returning home they started a drug store in 
McCleary, a small town just west of  Olympia. 
Eventually they sold the store and he worked for 
other pharmacies. The market had changed and 
the chain drug store had replaced the 
independent drug store. 
Adele and Bart are the proud parents of  three 
children. There is a daughter in Virginia with two 
sons, a son in Los Angeles with a son, and a 
daughter locally wth a son and daughter.  
Bart has already joined a Panorama singing group. 
They moved here from the Olympia area so are 
comfortably at home. 
Chinook 221, x5591 

Carole Smith 
BY ROSEMARY SHOLD 

Carole, a former New York State resident, 
graduated from Cortland State University (NY) 
with a degree in elementary education. She and 
her late husband, Glenn H. Smith, came to 
Olympia twenty-three years ago when Glenn 
inherited ten acres on Rich Road. The 
significance of  this ten acres is that it was part of  
the land grant of  640 acres to David and 
Elizabeth Chambers in 1848.  
Carole relates that she has had many interesting 
jobs. Among the most interesting was as a docent 
and taking care of  the visitor center at the 
Franklin D. Roosevelt home in Hyde Park. She 
has enjoyed golfing, sewing, being a Master 

Gardener, and singing with the Sweet Adelines.  
She is also an amateur geologist.   
Her son and daughter live in Florida and New 
York, respectively. Panorama appealed to her on 
several levels: the many independent living 
opportunities, her children would not have to 
worry about her, and the safe and secure 
surroundings. Once Carole has her duplex 
organized so she “can find things,” she is looking 
forward to using the facilities at the Aquatic and 
Fitness Center, possibly having a Pea Patch next 
year, riding her bicycle on the Chehalis-Western 
Trail, joining the chorus, and golfing. As you see 
Carole out and about on campus, please give her 
an enthusiastic Panorama welcome. 
1422 Boulevard Park Lane, x5674 

Myrna Conine 
BY ROSEMARY SHOLD 

A lifelong resident of  this area, Myrna was born 
and raised in Olympia and graduated from the 
old Olympia High School. From 1959 until 2017, 
she and her late husband, Lloyd, raised cattle and 
horses on a farm south of  the Olympia Airport. 
In addition to the farm work, she worked a total 
of  46 years in office supply and equipment retail, 
while her husband worked in the tug boat 
industry for 46 years, retiring as a captain.  
She and Lloyd were members of  the Sheriffs’ 
Posses (state and county), riding their horses in 
many parades. She is also the historian for both 
Posses. In addition to being a lifelong “horse 
nut,” she enjoys bird watching.  
 Mindful of  keeping history alive, she donated 
her mother’s possessions to the Tumwater 
Historical Society and her husband’s collection of  
tug boat memorabilia to a proposed maritime 
museum in Olympia. Myrna’s knowledge of  
Panorama stems from being a lifelong resident of  
this area.  
Although leaving the farm was very difficult, she 
felt Panorama would help her navigate the 
expected transitions in life. Any volunteer plans 
are on the back burner, until she moves to her 
permanent address.  Meanwhile, she has enjoyed 

INTERVIEWS
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several of  the presentations at the Panorama 
Auditorium. Join me in welcoming Myrna and her 
16-year old cat, Buffy, to Panorama. 
4118 Circle Court (temporary), x5411 

Susan Wagner 
BY BETTY HUMMEL 

As a child living on a farm and not being able to 
have a library card at “ the beautiful Carnegie 
Library” in town, Susan grew up to be a school 
librarian and to even have the experience of  
building a complete library collection. She 
describes many things that happened in her life as 
opportunities that came to her and her taking 
advantage of  them. 
Growing up in Illinois surrounded by a close and 
caring family, she went to a one-room elementary 
school, and rode a bus to high school in town. 
After graduation, a scholarship to Western Illinois 
University was offered to her and three weeks 
later she was in college. She entered thinking 
teaching was the direction she should follow but 
soon changed her major to Drama and Speech 
with a minor in Library Science. She taught 
school in Illinois for three years in order to pay 
back her scholarship.  
Then, seeking adventure and hoping to learn to 
ski, she moved to Denver with a friend. Their 
apartment was across the street from Fitzsimons 
VA Hospital where she continued the 
volunteering she had begun in college. There she 
saw for the first time the terrible cost of  war as 
she met Viet Nam veterans. She also met and 
married one of  those veterans. As he returned to 
active service they lived in many places. Despite 
his undiagnosed PTSD, this marriage lasted 32 
years. When he retired and wanted to return to 
Arkansas, Susan remained in Washington State 
with the children and they ultimately divorced. 
During her marriage she kept her teaching 
credentials up to date. After her decision to 
remain here, she went back to college at St. 
Martin’s and got a master’s degree in education 
with an emphasis on school libraries. She began 
working as a school librarian in Chehalis and 

ended her career in Shelton. Both her children 
live in Olympia and she enjoys being able to have 
a close connection with them and her 
grandchildren.  
Susan chose Panorama because she was 
impressed with it being a Continuing Care 
Community. Having had relatives in similar places 
in Illinois made her know what she wanted. She 
has yet to decide on what areas she will choose 
for volunteering.  Welcome to the Chalet, Susan. 
Chalet 208, x 5045 

Jan Strait & Christine Voigt 
BY JIM CUNNINGHAM 

Jan was born and raised in Tucson, Arizona and 
still has fond memories of  that area. Her college 
was in the Chula Vista, CA area and she played 
the flute. Christine was born in Pittsburgh, PA 
and moved to La Cresenta, a suburb of  Los 
Angeles and then went to San Diego University. 
Jan is very into non-fiction, music history, and 
gardening. She already has a nice plot in the     
Pea Patch. 
Christine is an outstanding artist who does great 
work in wood and metal that is framed for 
hanging. Currently she has two fine examples on 
display in the Gallery Room. 
I am so taken by her art that even though I have 
no training in judging her work, I must still give 
an opinion. Essentially her pieces are of  an 
eastern culture that radiates calmness. The 
themes bring out the mysterious and profound 
nature of  the growth and rebirth of  all our 
essentially wonderful landscapes, a process we 
take for granted. 
When you go into their home, and I hope you 
have such an opportunity, you will have the 
wonder of  nature that will stay with you. It is not 
just seeing a piece and saying “how nice”, but 
with thought you can experience the peace and 
wonder that can be yours.  
3954 Holladay Park Loop, x5958 
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Sheila & Atley Ralston 
BY JIM CUNNINGHAM 

Atley and Sheila are in a unit designed for single 
occupancy, awaiting a move to a larger permanent 
home with a second bath. They are optimistic 
knowing that Panorama will take good care of  
them and they will continue meanwhile to enjoy 
all the amenities that go with their decision to 
move here. 
Sheila was born and raised in Bellevue, WA, and 
Atley was born and reared in Sheridan, Wyoming. 
They met and married while Atley was in medical 
school and Sheila studied political science at the 
University of  Washington. A four year residency 
in Ophthalmology in Walla Walla followed. Then 
Atley went into private practice. After retirement, 
Atley taught at the University of  Washington for 
fifteen years, teaching basic medical requirements. 
They have four children, ten grandchildren and 
one great-grandchild. Their children and families 
live in Tumwater, North Carolina, Mercer Island 
and Wenatchee.  
Sheila is a very active colored-pencil artist and has 
been for thirty years. She has taught drawing. She 
also enjoys playing Bridge. Both are avid birders, 
enjoying the outdoors and healthy walking 
exercise it involves. Atley will remind you that he 
has a hearing loss but he handles it with a smile 
and a good sense of  humor. 
Why did they choose Panorama? They were 
looking for a continuing care facility. They love 
the landscaping and wanted the type of  housing 
that Panorama provides. So many retirement 
facilities are high-rise buildings. You all will enjoy 
knowing this very likable couple. 
1707 Circle Loop (temporary), x5404 

Sally Hill 
BY BERTA KASMAR 

“I’m still feeling my way here,” reported Sally, 
who just recently became a resident of  Panorama 
and is busy getting things out of  storage. Sally 
was born in Port Townsend. Her ties to this area 
go back to her great-great-grandfather who was 

the second white settler on Whidbey Island. (Her 
great-great-grandmother was named Sallie.) 
Her family moved when she was in third grade to 
various places in Washington and Oregon until 
they settled down in Roseburg, Oregon where 
Sally started and finished high school. At Barnard 
College in New York City,  Sally earned a degree 
in music, specializing as a church organist. 
After working in New York City, she became a 
city planner for five years in London. Then she 
returned to New York, was married for 10 years, 
divorced, and went back to school for a master’s 
degree in math and computer science. The next 
five years found her working at Texas 
Instruments. She then got a Ph.D. in counseling 
and psychology. 
At that time she did three things (all part-time): 
church organist, teaching computer science 
classes at a community college, and maintaining a 
private practice as a psychologist and math tutor.  
Sally retired this past Christmas after 40 years as 
the organist for a large church near Dallas, Texas. 
Sally discovered Panorama a few years ago when 
she came from Texas to visit a brother who was a 
temporary patient in the C&R. (He now lives in 
Silverdale.) She decided then that “This would be 
a nice place to retire.” The pool was the main 
draw for her, and she started water aerobics 
classes the first day she was here. Sally and her 
cat, Merlin, intend to join Pet Partners, and Sally 
would like to join a writers’ group and a group 
that plays Mah Jongg or Mexican Train. 
This energetic newcomer is a welcome addition 
to Panorama. 
2504 Chambers Lake Lane, x5305  

Jim & Elsie Reynolds 
BY PEGGY JAMERSON 

The gray rainy day suddenly shone much brighter 
when I met Jim and Elsie, Quinault residents 
since November. 
Elsie was raised in a log cabin near Gig Harbor 
and schooled in Tacoma. She worked for the 
telephone company, married, had two children 
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and worked for a doctor for years. Jim grew up 
and went to school in Aberdeen after which he 
attended Whitman College in Walla Walla. His 
college years were interrupted by serving in   
the Army. Finishing college, he received his 
B.A. degree. 
Jim’s career took him back to Aberdeen in the 
plywood and logging industry, ending as a data 
processing manager. His wife died leaving him 
with three young children. He still had occasion 
to see a doctor in Tacoma where Elsie worked, 
and they became friends. When Jim asked her out 
to dinner, both of  them brought all of  their 
children with them! This June will mark their 
50th wedding anniversary as a blended family of  
7 children, 12 grandchildren and 12 great-
grandchilden. 
They tore down an old family cabin on Eld Inlet 
(Steamboat Island) and built a new home which 
the entire family has enjoyed for many happy 
gatherings. In the 1980’s they purchased an 
elegant four-story home on the hill by Hoquiam 
Castle and opened one of  Hoquiam’s first B & 
B’s.  Jim was the cook! 
Each of  them speaks fondly of  their pioneer 
history. Jim’s family came by covered wagon to 
Portland, then ended up at Walla Walla where 
they proved their claim. That house is now a 
museum at Ft. Walla Walla. Elsie’s family arrived 
from Minnesota decades ago. 
This interesting and engaging couple are enjoying 
their new home after some health issues and so 
appreciate the excellent support they are 
receiving. 
Quinault 243, x5339 

Jan Fleming 
BY BETTY HUMMEL 

This new neighbor moved here from Olympia.  
She was born in Kansas but grew up in Tacoma 
and West Seattle as her father worked for two 
giant industries in the Northwest, Weyerhaeuser 
and Boeing. She attended the University of  
Washington where she got her first degree in 
Nursing. Her experiences at Children’s 

Orthopedic Hospital as a student made her 
aware of  the special needs of  ill children and 
their families.  
Fully intending to pursue this field in graduate 
school she got sidetracked into marriage and began 
following her husband, a young Navy doctor.  
Their years in Hawaii were instrumental in her 
experiencing diversity for the first time but it 
was not until they moved to Kansas University 
that she was able to work with ill children and 
their families again. Her daughter Julie was 
born there. Their next move was to Portland, 
Oregon, where she became involved in and 
ultimately ran a volunteer nursing program in 
all the city high schools.  
Texas was next, where she has memories of  very 
friendly people who had very rigid belief  systems. 
It was not a good fit for her, and her marriage 
ended. After her divorce she returned to Seattle 
and got that advanced degree she had wanted, a 
master’s in nursing with a clinical specialty in 
children with special health needs.  
She began working for the Washington 
Department of  Health administering the state 
work of  the federal Maternal Child Health 
Bureau. This involved developing programs all 
over the state as well as working with the DC 
agency. She retired from this position about 10 
years ago.  
To fill her empty hours she became involved with 
the “ no one dies alone “ program at Providence 
Hospital which is very rewarding and which she 
continues to do. 
Jan has traveled extensively and enjoyed camping 
and hiking when they lived in Oregon. She has 
two sisters living in Washington and her daughter 
in California. She chose Panorama because she 
had heard good things about it, and after visiting 
the first time, she realized all she had heard was 
true. She is very happy with her choice. 
Chalet 110, x5629 
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Rene & Susan Hailey 
BY MAVIS JOHNSON 

Here since November, but in their “temporary” 
until a house becomes available, they are 
enjoying this respite from managing their large 
tree farm near Tenino, WA.  “Look,” Susan says. 
“No branches to pick up or lawns to mow!”  
Rene showed me the scope of  their efforts on 
his phone –– lots and lots of  work, but a 
beautiful result! 
This was a retirement project.  Each had separate 
careers.  Rene was the Water Systems Operator 
for Carlsbad, CA for 31 years with a degree in 
water technology.  He also did cabinet making.  
Susan, with degrees from Oregon State U in 
Corvallis, OR, taught for 36 years at pre-school to 
college levels, focusing on cooperative teaching 
methods and guidance and counseling. 
Both had a love of  music.  Susan taught herself  
piano and Rene did the same with guitar.  They 
met at a ukulele class!  They formed a “Gig”, 
calling themselves, “The Hailey Ukulele” and 
now perform regularly for many audience types.   
Most recently they entertained at our Birthday 
Dinner and are slated for the Arts Walk later.  
Susan found she loved doing arrangements of  
their music. They do a lot of  audience 
participation. “That is so much fun!”, they both 
enthusiastically claim! They provide folders with 
words and music in large print to their audiences 
and a good time is had by all!  Soon their 
website will be available for free downloads of  
their music. 
Fourteen “Gigs” kept them so busy over the 
holiday season that they had little time for 
Panorama activities.  But since then, Rene swims 
regularly while Susan works the machines.  They 
love road trips all over the US and told of  a 
special Alaska fishing adventure.  Ask them about 
it.  Susan will be sure to mention the zip lines!  
Hearing their tales was a pleasure. 
2234 Chambers Lake Lane, x5965 

Joan Webster 
BY BETTY HUMMEL 

I was greeted at Joan’s front door by her and 
Lady, her beautiful seeing-eye dog. Joan was born 
with hereditary cataracts, but at this point she can 
still see shapes. She has coped with her 
compromised eyesight so well that she has only 
needed Lady in the last year. 
Joan was born in Happy Valley, Oregon but grew 
up in Wyoming where she learned to ride and 
rode horses everywhere. She raised horses at one 
point in her life and still has a horse in Virginia at 
her sister’s home. Horses are still very important 
to her and one of  her special memories is of  
riding in the green ocean at Jamaica.    
Joan graduated from Reed College in three years 
with a degree in Biology. After graduation she 
managed the computer lab at Reed. This enabled 
her to work with professors from other 
institutions who came to the lab with their 
research. She had many wonderful educational 
opportunities as a result of  these contacts. 
During this time she completed an LPN degree 
from a local community college. This opened a 
path to an RN degree which she completed and 
she worked as an RN in the emergency room at 
The Oregon Health and Science University.  
Joan was married for 39 years and has two 
children who live in Seattle. Both have the same 
congenital condition she has. Her mother, Jane 
Stangel, lives in the Chalet and is one of  the 
reasons Joan decided to come to Panorama.   
This amazing woman is very creative and loves 
doing art. She also enjoys music and has a piano, 
cello and guitar in her apartment. She volunteers 
at the Salvation Army.  
Joan has traveled all over the world and would 
like to continue to do this. A recent trip alone to 
Mexico was difficult but she managed it. She has 
welcomed numerous exchange students. She is a 
welcome addition to the Chalet. 
Chalet 106, x5614 
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The Miracle of Words 
BY FRANCES SNYDER 

Along with most children, I loved having books 
read to me. We had a collection of  Little Golden 
Books that contained some of  my favorite stories. 
One of  my best-loved was "The Little Red Hen." 
It was a book handed down to me from my older 

brother and sister. Evidently, it had been a 
favorite of  theirs also. A big red rubber band held 
the cover and pages together. The illustrations 
went along with the words to tell the adventures 
of  the little hen, and how she escaped from the 
wolf  who planned to eat her. One of  the reasons 
I was so fond of  this book was how the plucky 
hen managed to outwit the evil wolf. 

Poems
Golden Boys 
BY GARY REID

The boys were up early and already way out 
back up the hill by the raspberry canes 
picking red ones for breakfast. 
The low angle sun lit them from behind 
And wrapped them in golden clouds. 
Not wanting to interrupt their enterprise yet 
I stood silently on the deck 
admiring the view  
and thinking how lucky I was. 
But I wanted breakfast too 
so I called to them "Boys, breakfast's ready!" 
They whirled around and raced down the hill 
towards the house hell bent for election 
striving to be the first one to the back door. 
They leapt across the rocky drainage swale 
and raced up the dirt path towards their goal. 
The young one had cut inside the big boy 
at the uphill turn and was now a step ahead. 
They rounded the corner to the short stairs 
And, ears a-flappin', thundered up in tandem 
but the young one still had that one step. 
Their dishes were waiting, filled, on the deck 
and they sank their snouts deep,          
wolfing the crunchy kibble. ✦

Spring Into Action 
BY CHARLES KASLER

April seems undecided 
between winter 
and spring 
but there's no turning 
back 
leaves appear 
like snowbirds 
returning from a winter 
of  
Bingo and golf  
in Florida 
tanned 
and fit 
trees, green as the  
Emerald Isle 
dazzle in living  
color 
buds break new  
ground 
uplifting spirits  
after a winter of   
rain 
spring sparkles 
like bursting 
fireworks 
wave after wave 
of  color 

like the Queen's Guard 
on parade 
cherries fill the sky  
with blossoms 
rhodies display their  
wares like raspberry 
tarts, 
red and 
sumptuous 
clouds brim with 
contentment 
watching from overhead 
birds awaken at 4:30 
AM 
with renewed 
energy 
chiming 
trilling 
busy 
bidding good day 
to all ✦ 

Stories
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Another favorite book was "Frosty the 
Snowman." Hearing the tale of  how a snowman 
was created went along with the excitement that 
built as we approached Christmas. I would curl 
up next to my father on the couch that faced the 
fireplace, and was next to the decorated 
Christmas tree filling the room with its evergreen 
fragrance. He would read about how the 
snowman acquired a carrot nose, coal eyes, a 
corncob pipe, and finally, an old top hat that 
brought him to life. 
It was during the umpteenth time Dad read the 
book to me that I experienced a miracle, right 
along with Frosty and his ability to dance. The 
printed words suddenly were understandable to 
me! I didn't have to look at the pictures to know 
it was a "hat" and I saw how the word "Frosty" 
was written—kind of  like the beginning of  my 
name, only different at the end. 
That evening a whole new world opened up for 
me; soon, the books on the shelf  in our playroom 
became my personal treasure trove. I was hooked 
for life. 
With my ability to read and write I achieved 
special status—my father attached a reading lamp 
to the headboard of  my bed and I received my 
first library card. 
Our neighborhood library was the Moore 
Branch, part of  the Tacoma Public Library 
system. To me it was the best of  all places to 
spend time. In the children's section was a 
fireplace with chairs in front to sit and browse. A 
small book rack on the mantle held a series of  
Beatrix Potter books. On either side of  the 
fireplace were shelves of  books in alphabetical 
order. Heaven. 
Even checking out a book was fun. My card had a 
small metal strip with numbers embossed on it. 
The librarian would insert the card into a 
machine and when she slipped the book card into 
the machine, the card would be imprinted with 
that number. Then she stamped the due date on a 
slip glued inside the book. The book cards were 
dropped through a slot in the counter and the 
books were mine to take home. 
With my library card in my grubby little hands, I 
now had access to a never-ending stream of  

books. With a reading lamp just for me, I had the 
perfect place to dive into the worlds of  many 
authors. I tore through the Little Eddie books by 
Carolyn Hayward, Beverly Cleary's adventures 
with Henry Huggins, Elizabeth Emight's 
Melendy Family, the English countryside of  
Frances Burnett arid Enid Blyton, and the history 
books of  Esther Forbes and Harold Keith. The 
problem was carving out the time to pursue my 
ardent passion. 
I found a solution to finding time that didn't sit 
too well with my parents. If  I was reading late at 
night and my parents saw my light on, they would 
demand I turn it off  and go to sleep. 
Unfortunately, the bathroom was next to my 
bedroom and every time they used it they would 
see the light under my door. So, I would make a 
tent by pulling my blankets over my headboard to 
dim the light. This didn't always work, but I 
managed to gain a few extra minutes buried in 
the world of  fiction. 
Luckily my reading choices matured as I got 
older. In the sixth grade. I found a reading list 
of  recommended books. I worked my way 
through "Jane Eyre," "Wuthering Heights," "A 
Tale of  Two Cities," "Great Expectations," 
"Pride and Prejudice." By the time I reached 
high school I had read most of  the books that 
were required. That proved to be an advantage 
and gave me the opportunity to move on to 
other works of  literature—which I did and am 
still doing to this day. 
From the day I first walked into the library, I've 
always felt a tingle of  excitement by being in a 
wondrous world. Words, sentences, stories, 
chapters, books… I can immerse myself  in their 
marvels—an adventure that began when I 
discovered the miracle of  reading. ✦ 

Sleepy City 
BY PAT SWAN 

Not much happens to write home about in Falls 
City unless you wander down the wrong logging 
road. The city sleeps among the Douglas Fir in the 
Pacific Coast Range of  western Oregon. Most of  
the people who live there are loggers. On a normal 
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day, community excitement amounts to having a 
drink at Millie's Bar and Grill. 
Bill and I loved to explore the back country. We 
liked the roads that took us into new places to 
hike, gather mushrooms, or take pictures. We 
sometimes ignored the keep-out signs and walked 
along the edge of  the prohibited. When we saw 
keep-out signs, we wondered who had the 
authority to post them. We were on public land. 
We found a place where clear-cut devastation 
satisfied our photographic interest. In typical 
timber country, the roads run through thick 
brush and big trees. Clear-cuts allow for better 
picture taking. We pulled into a shady spot where 
it was cooler but on the legal side of  another 
sign. Bill was about to kill the motor, when out 
of  the brush, three snarling mongrels charged 
our pickup. Obviously, we had invaded their 
territory. Bill floored the Dodge, and we were out 
of  there. 
Rather than explore further, we returned to Falls 
City and stopped at Millie's to have a drink. We 
sat at the bar next to a middle aged man wearing 
a plaid flannel shirt and a three-day-beard. 
"Hi guys. You new around here?" 
"We live nearby, in The Dalles. We like to drive 
around the old logging roads and take pictures." 
A room full of  faces turned our way. 
"You should a told somebody you were goin' up 
there," the man grumbled. 
"Why," I asked. "It's public forest land, isn't it?" 
He shrugged. "Don't matter. People disappear up 
there. They say it's carelessness, but it ain't so." 
He had my attention. "Why? What do you think?" 
I asked. 
"I think somebody don't want strangers pokin' 
around in their business." 
"Business?" 
"Surprised you ain't heard. You were messin' 
around the weed farm. It's a money-maker." 
"A what?" I was skeptical. "Do the authorities 
know?"   
"Sure. They look the other way." 

Falls City was a good place to lean back and relax. 
A little pot made a motel stay a lot more fun. Had 
we been among those who enjoyed marijuana, we 
might have stayed there ourselves. 
Years later, I learned that a large percentage of  
Oregon marijuana was grown near the clear-cut 
Bill and I happened to discover. After logging 
jobs disappeared, pot provided survival 
employment for a few. We probably shared a 
drink with some of  them. ✦ 

Nature 
BY DAVID HINZ 

When we had a house built for us in Niigata, 
Japan the front area was bare. A cement walk led 
from the street straight to the front door. It was 
bare and ugly. Something had to be done. We 
hired a gardener. He proposed a design with a 
curvy walk to the front door, several boulders, a 
variety of  shrubs, trees and moss. We had it done. 
It was a small area, about 25' wide and 15' deep. 
But, what a change! A stipulation was that it had 
to be watered twice a day. Watering was a task 
vied for by our children. It was a treat for me. 
Why? Our little Japanese garden, sheltered from 
the street by a block fence, became a sanctuary. 
The moss-covered boulders became mountains, 
the shrubs, a forest. It was a spot in which we all 
found tranquility. 
In Japan, almost every house has a garden, even 
if  it is only a few square feet. Some residences 
with no outdoor space bring forests and 
mountains indoors through the medium of  
bonsai, miniature trees and landscapes. 
A Japanese garden is a distinct art form with 
roots deep in Buddhist and Shinto religions. 
Though a Japanese garden requires much 
planning, execution and care, it exudes a 
tranquility that busy English gardens, though 
exquisite and beautiful in their own right, do not 
produce in my estimation. 
Beyond the realm of  gardens, the effect of  nature 
is demonstrated in astounding ways. Think for 
example of  the calming effect a relationship with 
horses has on autistic children! Or, the changes 
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brought about in the psyche of  violent criminals 
given the responsibility of  rehabilitating pit bulls! 
Questionable in my mind however is a therapist 
who encouraged her patients to spend time in the 
forest to hear what the trees have to say.. But if  it 
works... 
Nature nurtures. 
Nature is awesome! Think of  the grandeur of  the 
Grand Canyon or Crater Lake! 
What often is overlooked, however, is that such 
magnificent scenes are the product of  cataclysmic 
events. When I watched videos of  the tsunami, 
the seismic aftermath of  the earthquake in 
northern Japan, nature's raw power was terrifying. 
At such times, nature does not nurture! Nature 
kills! This is something city folks often forget. A 
day hike into the mountains without necessary 
preparation and precautions can prove disastrous. 
Nurture or menace, nature is awesome! 
An ancient Hebrew poet expressed it this way: 
“The heavens tell the glory of  God, and the skies 
announce what his hands have made.” Psalm 19:1 

My Sixties List 
BY CANDY BERNER 

Just before I turned sixty, I got the bright idea to 
make a list of  sixty new things I had never done 
before, and do them. I accomplished this task in 
two years by the time I turned sixty, and put 
together a small photo album of  each event, 
noting the date each was accomplished. 
Then I completed ten more new things by the 
time I turned seventy. Now I am working on ten 
more before I turn eighty. 
Some of  the things I have done are: visit a 
Chinese herbalist, meet Ciscoe Morris, go to an 
observatory, visit a fortune teller, try basket 
weaving, attend a tea party, and take a full-moon 
hike. I also took a ceramics class, ate sushi, took a 
line dance class, tried my hand at mah jongg, 
learned ribbon embroidery, went kayaking and 
canoeing, made a sampler quilt, and visited the 
Ostrom Mushroom Factory in Olympia. 

I took a pottery class, hiked the old railroad 
tunnel (2.3 miles long) at Snoqualmie Pass, took a 
stained glass class, tried clogging, learned tatting, 
slept in a yurt, climbed to the top of  a lighthouse, 
and organized my forty-first high school reunion. 
I tried belly dancing, Hawaiian hula dancing, took 
an Amtrak train ride to New York, visited a llama 
farm, tried acupuncture, and drank coffee at 
Starbucks (I am not a coffee drinker). 
The difficult part now is to think up more new 
things. I keep my eyes and ears open in case I run 
across something I could do to add to my list. ✦ 

Mountain Meadows 
BY VERL ROGERS 

Wildflowers in our Cascade Mountains show 
their best in what foresters call the sub-alpine 
zone, that is from 5000 to 7000 feet high, above 
the forests and below the line of  snow that does 
not melt in summer. Throughout the state, above 
the tree line, there are parklands that open to 
superb views of  lupine, heather, daisies, lilies, 
asters, beargrass and paintbrush. 
These parklands are hard to reach. A few can 
be seen by road. Mt. Rainier, the Mt. Baker ski 
area, the Crystal Mt. Ski gondola, Chinook Pass 
and Hurricane Ridge have access by paved 
roads, but most roads into the wild uplands are 
dirt. Hart's Pass and a few backcountry roads 
in Yakima and Lewis Counties lead up into the 
zone of  flowery meadows, but are hard to find 
and tedious to drive. 
Most of  the high flowery parklands can be 
reached only by trail. The easiest way by car is in 
Mt. Rainier National Park, but the blooming 
season is only in late summer. Second easiest is 
the Naches Loop at Chinook Pass. 
Rainier Park grows a marvelous floral display 
every summer, especially in the meadows called 
Paradise. Martha Longmire, daughter-in-law of  
James Longmire, a pioneer, exclaimed when she 
first saw the meadows, "Oh what a paradise!" 
That was in 1885. The name was true then and 
it is now. 
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The plants are fragile. Tramping through 
wildflower meadows can wreak havoc. National 
Park visitors are strongly urged to stay on 
established walkways. A notable sign at Rainier 
reads, "Do not tread, mosey, hop, trample, step, 
plod, tiptoe, trot, traipse, meander, creep, prance, 
amble, jog, trudge, march/stomp, toddle, jump, 
stumble, trod, sprint or walk on plants." The 
same caution applies to all other mountain 
meadows everywhere. 
The meadow with the best name is Meander 
Meadow below the Pacific Crest Trail. It is three 
days' hike north of  Stevens Pass, Washington. Its 
name origin is the Meander River near ancient 
Troy in present-day Turkey and featured in the 
Greek poem, "The Iliad”. It’s a lazy stream full of  
wide loops that wander over the landscape. I 
confess I never visited our local Meander, 
although we went close. It calls for an excursion 
of  about three miles from the main artery we 
were on, the Crest trail. To get there we would 
have had to climb down and back up. We admired 
the meadow from above. 
The second-easiest hike where you can see fields 
of  alpine blossoms is the three-mile trail called 
Naches Peak Loop from beside Highway 12 at 
Chinook Pass around Naches Peak. It is ideal 
for a family trip, because it not only has 
mountain scenery with flowers, it also has a 
pond for wading. 
Wheelchair access is had only at Paradise. There 
you will find paved paths, and a few are almost 
level. The pusher will need muscle on the hills. 
You will find literature that describes wheelchair 
access at two places on the North Cascades 
highway at Rainy Pass and Washington Pass, but 
the views are of  a lake with brushy sides, and of  
high rocks with timber around. You see 
impressive mountains, but no flowers. 
To see the best floral displays you must walk away 
from roads. I also recommend you buy a book to 
identify wildflowers, and scan it before a trip. I 
always feel better when I know the names of  
plants because the flower name aids memory. For 
years I have used Wildflowers of  Mt. Rainier by 
Laird Blackwell, 2009. I bought it in the souvenir 
shop at Mt. Rainier Park. Perhaps they now stock 
an updated version. 

If  you have no car, there are tours by bus from 
Seattle to Paradise in the summer. You will find 
two or three choices online. Most start in 
downtown Seattle, but stop for pickups on the 
way. Cost online starts at $129 but a trip arranged 
in Olympia will cost more. There also are small-
group tours available that include a picnic lunch. 
Search by using a travel agent. 
Flower-gazing trips will include much scenery as 
well; forest views, a waterfall or two, mountain 
views from many angles, the frequent risk of  fog 
or rain. Too many times I have driven a hundred 
miles to find fog, snow or rain in the parking lot 
at Paradise, but the close views, roadside and 
trailside, were still there. 
A prominent plant in the meadows is one called 
"Mouse-on-a-stick," a yellow-gray shaggy lump. It 
is actually a seed pod for the blossom comes early 
in the season. The flower is the Pasqueflower, or 
Western Anemone, and blooms before the snow 
is gone, often at the edge of  a snowbank in June. 
Remember to carry extra clothing, for these 
meadows are mile high, where it can snow any 
day of  the year. ✦ 

D-Day Celebration 
BY ANITA TURCOTTE 

In 1992 my husband Bill and I spent a year in 
France, renting apartments in small towns, and 
seeing the country. We were in Sainte Mere 
Eglise, in Normandy, for three months and made 
several friends who encouraged us to return two 
years later for the 50th Anniversary Celebration 
of  D-Day that the town was planning for June 6, 
1994. So we did, renting the same nice little 
apartment. Sainte Mere Eglise was the first town 
in France liberated by the Americans, and they 
still have a mock soldier and his parachute 
hanging from the Church bell tower as you might 
recall seeing if  you've seen the movie "The 
Longest Day". 
Thirty-seven of  the original parachutists, who 
were now in their late 60's and 70's were going 
to jump as one of  the planned events, and the 
Army assigned 37 young soldiers to jump with 
them, one on one, as extra protection. These 
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young soldiers, current 82nd Airborne 
paratroopers, were housed with the local people 
and we got to meet quite a few of  them. Our 
French friends were hosting several of  the 
veterans who had originally parachuted into 
Sainte Mere Eglise, as well as General William 
Steele, who was in charge of  the Americans, and 
his wife, and we were fortunate to attend several 
dinners given for them. 
After all these exciting times, Bill decided that we, 
too, should do something for the young 
Americans. So we invited three of  the young 
soldiers and their Command Major Sergeant, 
Steve Slocumb, to a typical "French Lunch" in 
our apartment. 
We started at noon with an assortment of  pates 
and rillettes and a fresh baguette, then had 
jambon cru (French prosciutto) with melon, then 
what the French call a "TrouNormand" which is 
a small glass of  calvados (apple brandy) to clear 
the palate before the rest of  the meal. Thin slices 
of  veal in a crème fraiche sauce followed, with 
boiled new potatoes rolled in butter and parsley. 
This was followed by a cheese tray with four 
Normandy cheeses and a simple butter lettuce 
salad. Dessert was an apple tart, Normandy 
apples of  course, and fresh strawberries with 
crème fraiche. 
All this was accompanied by proper wines, and 
what made this so much fun was that our French 
friends kept dropping in bringing more wines and 
calvados that they probably had made, and of  
course, the fellows had to indulge the French by 
trying it all. 
About 6 p.m., General Steele and his wife Pam 
arrived to pick up Steve Slocumb as they were 
scheduled to be driven to Paris shortly. Of  
course, they had to have a glass of  wine  and they 
didn't leave for Paris until after 6:45 p.m. 
The paratroopers couldn't believe you could have 
a five-hour lunch, but they all left happy and with 
little bottles of  calvados as souvenirs. They gave 
us an 82nd Airborne cap for Bill and a scarf  for 
me, and an invitation to visit them at Ft. Bragg. 
As they were leaving, one of  them said: "Having 
lunch with Bill and Anita is more dangerous than 
jumping out of  an airplane”. ✦ 

Twin Queens 
BY MARY JO SHAW 

"Look at the twins! You look so cute. How old 
are you?" We chimed in unison, "We're twelve 
years old" (or whatever age we were). 
My sister and I loved to hear those questions. We 
were the same height and size. Year after year we 
dressed exactly alike from the bow or hair clip to 
the dress, jewelry, down to our shoes and socks. 
We gave each other the same birthday present at 
our shared birthday party with friends which 
Mom let us have every other year. 
Unfortunately, we don't get recognized anymore 
for being twins or get to answer questions like 
how old we are. Maybe it's because we don't look 
alike anymore, or we're too old to be asked our 
age. But if  we're together, we still go out and 
dress alike. 
When we were married and both lived in Las 
Vegas, we decided to have lunch at the Texas 
Steak House to celebrate our 70th birthday. We'd 
grown up in San Antonio, Texas and it would be 
our treat to each other. 
RRRING. RRRING. I ran to the phone in my 
undies, jeans over my arm and various fashions 
spread out on my bed. 
"Wear your white pants and your nice, black T-
top," she laughed. "I'm wearing mine!" 
"Oh, of  course. Why not? Sounds fun. Wear your 
long, red scarf, and I'll wear mine." I dashed into 
the closet. 
"I'll pick you up in fifteen minutes." She slammed 
her phone down. 
Fifteen minutes? I scurried around, but lost 
precious time during her next three calls. After a 
disheveled closet and bedroom, we matched 
black earrings, shoes, and shoulder-strap purse. I 
held tight to my seat-belt in her shiny red Jaguar 
racing down Sahara Avenue. She accelerated 
more to beat the stale-green light at Decatur to 
make a left turn. 
We were grinning Cheshire cats strolling into the 
steak house. She was much shorter than I. My 
hair was turning gray; hers was thin and colored 
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dark brown. "Welcome, ladies." I relieved her 
curiosity, "Oh, we're dressed alike because we're 
both seventy years old today." 
Relaxed, she alerted the waitresses, "We have 
special twins today celebrating seventy years 
young." She royally escorted us to the highly 
polished, but western, hammered-to-look-old 
table-for-two. We were at the center of  many 
crowded tables. Clients dressed in business 
attire, to cut-off  western shorts, bandanas and 
straw hats. 
Booths around the walls were raised, looking 
down onto our tables. We waded through empty 
peanut shells, strewn across the wooden floor. It 
was allowed in those days. Customers tossed 
them after nibbling the contents. 
"Happy Birthday, ladies!" the waitress spoke with 
enthusiastic volume. "It must be fun to be a twin. 
Thanks for celebrating with us." We delighted in 
the attention of  smiles and nods over menus, 
huge deep-fried blooming onions, and platters 
overflowing with Texas-size steaks. 
AAHHH! The aroma from peppered, mesquite-
grilled steak snuggled close to a steaming, baked 
yam dripping with butter and brown sugar, and 
heavy hunks of  homemade cornbread carried us 
back to our Texas home. All was washed down 
with cold ice tea for her and Lone Star Beer 
overflowing from a frozen mug for me. 
Soon we were queens-for-a-day. A parade of  
servers ushered one large dessert bowl of  
double-chocolate brownie-fudge cake, topped 
with two extra-large helpings of  vanilla ice 
cream slobbering hot chocolate syrup. This heap 
of  luscious lust was crowned with fluffy 
whipped cream, crushed Texas pecans and two 
shiny red cherries. Two 12-inch spooned straws 
shot out diagonally from the base of  the fudge-
cake. The entire restaurant belted, "Happy 
Birthday, dear Twi—ins, Happy Birthday to 
you." Then a loud finale of  cheers and clapping. 
We each blew at our never-go-out candle, while 
we entertained the crowd of  spectators who 
eventually left us to ourselves. 
My sister and I fidgeted with pursed lips and bug-
eyes. She was diabetic! Worse, she was extremely 
lactose intolerant. If  a spoon had stirred anything 

with milk, hadn't been washed thoroughly with 
hot, soapy water, and contacted something she 
ate, her tongue swelled within seconds. She had 
warned the waiters about her condition, but 
obviously in their energetic enthusiasm, they'd 
forgotten. We didn't want to disappoint a 
generous heap of  loving kitchen kindness. 
We stared at its majesty ruling our table and 
swallowed hard. With two fingers, sister gracefully 
removed a long spoon and began carving a 
portion of  the heap, "Mary Jo, you eat fast on it, 
and I'll just stir so it looks like I've dined on it, 
too." We bent over the mound and energetically 
worked on our plan. I held my head, "OOOH! 
I'm getting brain freeze." 
Squirming and straining in laughter, my sister 
admitted, "I have to go to the restroom. You eat 
lots while I'm gone, you hear?" She sprinted to 
the back ahead of  her shoulder-strap purse. Sister 
took her time in the ladies' room to give me time 
to gulp ice cream, hot syrup, and brownie-fudge 
cake while waiters were occupied elsewhere. My 
brain was a solid glacier. 
Sister returned, "Mary Jo! You didn't. You 
finished the entire dessert?" I loosened my belt. 
But why did I feel I had to finish it? Was it 
because I didn't want to hurt the employees' 
feelings, or was it because I couldn't resist the 
indulgent luxury? Was it because I knew we 
couldn't take it in a doggie bag? Maybe it was all 
of  those. It was the last day we'd be the same age 
that year. Jerri was born before I was a year old, 
making us the same age for a week. We never said 
we were twins. When asked how old we were, we 
simply answered their question and enjoyed the 
consequences. ✦ 

Calling all writers! 
The Voice offers Panorama residents an 
opportunity to showcase their talent. Please 
share your unique stories and perspectives 
for all to enjoy! The Voice is published 
quarterly and distributed to all residents. 
Send submissions of  essays, short stories or 
poems to TheVoice@Panorama.org.
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