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FROM THE EDITOR’S DESK
Welcome to this first issue containing photos of  new residents to help you 
find the new resident you are wanting to meet. This is a project of  our new 
production person, Linda Crabtree. Thank you, Linda! 

We have a lot of  retired teachers here, but one new arrival was instrumental 
in defining my oldest son Dan’s life work. Mary Jo Eldenburg was Dan’s 
ninth grade math teacher. As part of  her Master’s thesis project, she 
arranged for her top six math students to take a freshman course at the 
University of  Washington in the new field of  computer programming.  

We parents had to supply transportation, but her ninth-graders won A’s at U 
of  W. Dan went on to graduate from Colorado School of  Mines with a BS 
in Geophysical Engineering. He had a career in identifying oil and gas 
deposits underground without drilling. 

Thanks to all of  the teachers here who have opened new windows to their 
students as their fields progressed over the years. 
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Paul & Mary Jo Eldenburg 
BY ROSEMARY 
SHOLD 

There is over a century of  
teaching talent in the 
Eldenburg household. 
Paul and Mary Jo each 
have over 50 years of  
teaching and tutoring. 
Both graduated from 
Washington State 

University (WSU) majoring in mathematics and 
then from SUNY at Buffalo with masters degrees in 
mathematics and education.  

Mary Jo, originally from Tacoma and Paul, originally 
from Spokane, met at WSU. Both taught at 
Issaquah, WA. Mary Jo retired in 1994 and Paul, in 
1995. After retiring from public schools, they taught 
in private schools for another 10 years. Not content 
to rest on their laurels, they continued to tutor for 
another ten years. Paul was awarded Teacher of  the 
Year at Issaquah. Mary Jo has been on the Board of  
Directors for the Washington Education 
Association. Their son, Tony, lives in Bothell, WA.  

Their awareness of  Panorama dates back to the 
1960's when Mary Jo’s father was one of  the early 
investors in Panorama when it was a private entity. 
Paul and Mary Jo moved to Panorama for its 
continuing care component, for the opportunities 
to be engaged in community activities, to be active, 
and to meet new people. Both have attended the 
activity fairs and use the Quinault fitness center. 
Paul hopes play pickle ball and ping pong. Mary Jo 
has discovered the bridge players on campus, while 
Paul has attended the fly tying group and joined the 
Spanish class. Their parting words to me were, “we 
like it a lot here and are eager to get more 
involved.”  

When asked if  they talk to each other in 
mathematical symbols, they said, “sometimes!” 
Please join me in welcoming this fun, friendly and 
energetic couple to Panorama. 

1727 Sleater Kinney Road, x 5652  

Ken & Sharon Bumgarner 
BY PEGGY 
JAMERSON 

Two little bundles 
of  wiggles, Nicky 
& Jenny, brother 
and sister Shih 
Tzu dogs, greeted 
me at the door of  
the Bumgarners. 

Though living in a temporary place, they are loving 
their new home, having moved here from Tacoma. 

Ken is from Spokane, graduated from E. Washington 
University, and received his doctorate from Seattle 
University. He taught high school sciences for 12 
years, then became employed by the Superintendent 
of  Public Instruction (SPI) where Sharon was his 
secretary. He retired from the Bethel School District. 

Sharon is from South Dakota and was schooled in 
Southern California. Eventually she ended up living 
in East Olympia on 80 acres with her four children 
and many horses. She went to work for SPI for 
Ken, then retired from the Health Care Authority. 
After knowing each other for over 40 years, they 
married seven years ago. Their honeymoon took 
them to the Hol\y Land. 

Their blended family includes five children, 22 
grands, and three great grandchildren. They are 
active in the local Presbyterian Church, totally 
involved with family, and love to travel in their 
motor home and do river cruises. Ken has been to 
every continent, state and province. 

Ken is an avid genealogist with 25,000 names in his 
dad’s family data base; and 28,000 in his mom’s. He 
has traced his family back to 540 BC and the 1400’s.  

Their move here gives them the ability to live their 
lives without the upkeep of  a home and no stairs. 
Currently they are making no commitments except 
to enjoy the dog park. This lively couple has so 
many interesting stories to share that you will be 
fascinated when you meet them as new neighbors. 

2024 Circle Lane (temporary), x 5974

INTERVIEWS

Welcome New Residents!



   Page 4 | The Voice | July 2018

Bernie & Sandy Chaplin 
BY PEGGY 
JAMERSON 

Panorama 
welcomes new 
neighbors, 
Bernie and 
Sandy, a 
congenial 
couple who 
have traded 

their half  acre garden for colorful petunias in their 
front yard after moving here in February. 

Sandy is from Eastern Washington and graduated 
from Central Washington College in Ellensburg 
with a degree in home economics. Bernie hails 
from this side of  the mountains and attended 
Washington State University, earning a degree in 
landscape architecture. The couple met at a party 
after a basketball game at WSU where he spotted a 
pretty gal in a “teacher’s dress.” They have been 
married for 53 years.  

Sandy taught for two years at a high school and 
Bernie worked for the Department of  
Transportation for 30 years. Bernie worked for the 
State Highway System on I-90, I-5, and the 
Evergreen Point Bridge. They moved to Olympia 
in 1972 after Bernie was promoted. After retiring, 
he worked as a private contractor and one of  his 
most fascinating projects was the design and 
installation of  the Chihuly glass display at the 
Glass Museum in Tacoma.  

They have two daughters and enjoyed camping, 
gardening, church involvement and soccer as a 
family. Sandy opened a pre-school in 1980 at St. 
Andrew’s Church and operated it for years. She 
now enjoys their four grandchildren. 

Moving to Panorama seemed a natural fit as Sandy’s 
mother lived here for several years. They are 
thoroughly enjoying their light-filled lovely new 
home with no gardening or home projects in the 
wings––relaxing and enjoying their new lifestyle is 
the mantra for this enjoyable couple at this juncture 
in their lives.  

Bernie has been recruited for the Barn and works 
out at the Fitness Center and they have enjoyed the 

social events their neighborhood has planned. As 
they become more settled in, they will find their 
niche in our welcoming community! 

3974 Holladay Park Loop, x 5446 

JoAnn McVeigh 
BY BERTA KASMAR 

“I love the rain,” 
emphasized this new 
resident. JoAnn was born 
and lived her entire life in 
Glendale, California. With 
heat for so many years, 
JoAnn said she wanted rain 
and no more draughts.  

Back in 2009, she had seen 
an ad for Panorama in a magazine which she kept 
for several years. In 2015 she got the magazine out 
and looked up Panorama on the computer. She 
read everything she could find about Panorama 
and said she loved what she saw. As a result, she 
made arrangements to visit Panorama for five 
days. She decided then that Panorama would be 
perfect for her.  

JoAnn recently retired as a legal assistant after 35 
years for four attorneys who specialized in four 
different areas of  law. She has a BA degree in 
psychology from California State University in 
Los Angeles. 

Singing is her hobby. She has a baby grand piano 
which she uses to accompany herself. The 
second week she was at Panorama, she joined the 
choral group.  

Now that she has time to relax, JoAnn said that she 
loves to read. Once she gets completely unpacked 
and settled in her new home, JoAnn is looking 
forward to taking advantage of  some of  the many 
other activities offered at Panorama, including 
joining the walking tours.  

JoAnn concluded our interview by saying, “I am so 
glad to be here.” I am sure that Panorama residents 
are glad she chose to join us.  

2209 Chambers Lake Lane, x 5418 

INTERVIEWS
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Miriam Persoff 
BY KATHY & CHUCK 
LEE 

Miriam was born in 
Brooklyn, New York, 
during the Great 
Depression. Her father, a 
CPA, moved the family to 
Los Angeles for work. Her 
education included a 
master’s degree in 

journalism from UCLA. She was the first woman 
radio reporter at CBS’s all-news Los Angeles radio 
station, and also worked in TV. She was present 
when Robert Kennedy was assassinated, and 
covered murder scenes connected to the Hillside 
Strangler.  

Later, she received a Master of  Fine Arts degree in 
film. That led to her making a documentary film in 
1996 titled “Out Loud,” with the Gay Men’s Chorus 
of  LA. It was broadcast on 50 PBS stations and will 
be shown at the Olympia Senior Center. 

In LA, Miriam was an elementary school Reading 
Buddy and loved seeing children bloom into full-
fledged readers. She volunteered with children in 
the Mattel Children’s Hospital and was a docent at 
the LA County Art Museum. 

Interested in multiple activities, Miriam decided that 
Panorama was a good fit. She belongs to the 
Panorama Readers Theatre and a writing group at 
the Olympia Senior Center. She has a daughter in 
Olympia and a son in Oregon. She’s no longer 
driving, but she’s eager to learn the bus system. 

1904 Woodland Court, x5517 

Jack & Ingrid Crumley 
BY MAVIS JOHNSON 

Jack and Ingrid once lived on Alpha St, but that 
was when Panorama was an infant––in the 1960s. 
Many travels since, they are here again.  

Jack had three army tours of  duty in Viet Nam with 
injuries, and additional travels before retiring after 
24 years from army reconnaissance work. In 

Germany, he was invited to a home for dinner. 
Romance and a marriage of  over 60 years to Ingrid 
was the result.  

Ingrid had trained in Germany for what in the U.S. 
would be a CPA degree. They had 19 moves in 20 
years before finally settling permanently in the 
Seattle area. Jack, with a degree in public 
administration, became the Public Works Director 
and Administrator in Issaquah and Renton before 
retiring in 2004. 

Jack is a fourth generation Washingtonian with 
many years near Centralia. He is a serious cyclist, 
going on many long-distance rides with clubs in 
Seattle. Both he and Ingrid loved golf. Ingrid, very 
athletic, also loved tennis. When rheumatoid 
arthritis hit, she had to give these up, but still loves 
to sew and using her computer to chat with all her 
German relatives and friends. Jack is a prolific 
reader, enjoying all types. 

Patio Sale people have already snagged Jack. He 
also uses the machines at the Aquatic and Fitness 
Center. They are almost settled and look forward to 
investigating our many options.    

2026 21st Court, x5020  

Tony & Karen Tessitore 
BY BETTY 
HUMMEL 

Tony and Karen 
were introduced 
to Panorama 
through friends 
who live here. 
Karen told 
Tony that unless 
he found 

something better on the West Coast she wanted to 
come here. After searching he agreed that this was 
it! They had lived in West Seattle for 45 years in the 
same home and are busy deciding what they want 
to replace in this new home. 

They also have an airplane at the Olympia airport 
which is more convenient than the one they used in 
Bremerton. No need to ride a ferry to get to the 
plane. Tony is so serious about flying that finding a 

INTERVIEWS
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time to interview them was dependent on the 
weather. If  it is a sunny day he is off. Karen flies 
with him but is not a pilot. 

Tony was born in Bremerton, served four years in 
the Air Force, and graduated from the University 
of  Washington with a degree in civil engineering. 
He was employed by the Washington Natural Gas 
Company for 20 years where he worked as a staff  
engineer, division support engineer, and eastern 
division engineer. After his retirement he taught 
engineering topics at Seattle Community College 
for 15 years. His interests are bicycling, reading, 
photography, cars and aviation. 

Karen grew up in San Jose, California, and became 
a secretary at Lockheed in Sunnyvale before 
spending a year at the State Department in 
Washington, DC. With a friend she came to the 
Northwest not planning to stay but, like many of  
us, never left. Here, she had a variety of  jobs, 
working for Boeing, the King County Prosecuting 
Attorney’s office, and SeaFirst Bank. She shares 
Tony’s enthusiasm for bicycling, but also likes to 
walk and play the piano. She has really enjoyed this 
spring without the need to pull weeds and dead 
head rhodies. 

1854 Circle Lane, x 5544 

Lindsay & Pat Griffin 
BY KATHY & 
CHUCK LEE 

Lindsay was born 
in Baton Rouge, 
Louisiana, where 
his father was a 
chemical engineer 
for Exxon. Later 
his family moved 
to New Jersey and 
Lindsay graduated 
from high school 

there. Pat lived in many little towns in Alabama 
where her father, a state highway patrolman, was 
stationed. 

Lindsay and Pat both attended the University of  
North Carolina where they met in graduate school 

and later married. After getting his Ph.D. in 
experimental psychology, Lindsay did research in 
highway safety at Highway Safety Research Center 
and the Texas Transportation Institute. Pat was a 
lecturer in psychology and did research and 
development of  programs for developmentally 
delayed children. Later she opened a private school 
for gifted children. 

Lindsay and Pat discovered Panorama when taking 
summer trips in this area. They took a plant tour of  
Panorama and loved the landscaping. After more 
than 40 moves, they said they have finally found the 
most beautiful place and plan to stay. 

They enjoy nature study and bird-watching and 
have already identified 38 species just in the area of  
their patio. Lindsay enjoys tracking financial data as 
a hobby and Pat spends a lot of  time reading. They 
have two sons, one in Washington, D.C. and one in 
San Jose, California. 

2501 Chambers Lake Lane, x5917 

Jean Phillips 
BY BERTA KASMAR 

You may meet Jean, a master 
gardener, at the Pea Patch. 
Also, you may soon see her 
on Panorama TV where she 
is a volunteer in training to 
become an interviewer. In 
addition, she volunteers at 
her church for a variety of  
local community causes. 

After 22 years of  living in Olympia, Jean decided 
it was time to be in a place with long term care. 
She chose Panorama after checking out many 
other places, saying she was attracted to the 
grounds and the people here. She likes that she 
can read on her patio and have Panorama take 
care of  so many things.  

Jean was born and raised in a small town near 
Boston. After graduating as a registered nurse 
specializing in medical and surgical nursing, she 
worked at several Boston area hospitals. Following 
her marriage, Jean made many moves as her 
husband taught at various places, including Illinois, 
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Vermont, New York, and Tacoma where Jean 
received a BA in English with a minor in women’s 
studies from the University of  Puget Sound. 

Jean and her former husband had two sons. One lives 
in Seattle and the other is in Redmond. For the last 25 
years of  her working life, Jean was a substance abuse 
treatment program certification specialist for the State 
of  Washington using her degree in counseling from 
Pacific Lutheran University. 

Since she is checking off  a list of  activities she might 
want to do in the near future, it is likely you may 
soon become acquainted with this new resident. 

2384 Chambers Lake Lane, x 5262 

Ken McLean 
BY BETTY HUMMEL 

Ken moved into Assisted Living 
as an alternative to living with 
his daughter, Christy. When he 
required more care than she was 
able to provide, Panorama was 
chosen. The move is new but is 
beginning to feel more 
comfortable as he settles into his 
new space. 

Ken has lived in Seattle most of  his life. He is a 
graduate of  the University of  Washington and taught 
English for 33 years at Seattle University before 
retiring in 1994. He loved teaching and reading. His 
favorite authors are “Mark Twain and, of  course, 
Shakespeare.”  

Ken was married to Verna Joyce Wood for 62 years 
and they had five children. Verna worked at the 
University of  Washington in the Asian Studies 
department and he has fond memories of  the many 
friends they had through that connection.  

He enjoys writing and authored a novel in his ‘70s. 
Failing eyesight now limits his ability to read or write as 
much as he would like. He describes himself  as a “slow 
typist who has to hunt and peck.” When he was 
stationed in Korea after World War II, he was given a 
secretarial job for a short time before they moved him to 
be a cook. He thinks he was a better cook than typist.  

Ken is unsure of  what he will get involved in here. 
One daughter, a librarian, lives in Lacey and his other 

children are all in the Northwest. He feels well taken 
care of  in Assisted Living.  

Quinault 131, x 5060 

Bob & Sandra Morasky 
BY KATHY & 
CHUCK LEE 

Bob was born 
and raised in 
Dearborn, 
Michigan. 
Sandy was born 
in Rome, 
Georgia. Her 
father’s work 

took the family to Boston (the kids teased her 
about her accent but she found their accent to be 
quite unique, as well.) and later to Grosse Pointe, 
Michigan where she graduated from high school.  

Both attended the University of  Michigan. While 
walking across campus, she briefly met Bob but did 
not see him again until four years later. This time 
they started dating and were married a year later. 
Neither remembered their earlier meeting. One day 
she recognized a hockey jacket in Bob’s closet that 
he had been wearing the first time they met.  

Sandy graduated from the University of  Michigan 
(dental hygienist). Bob also graduated there with 
advanced degrees in psychology and he specialized 
in learning theory. His work took the two of  them 
to a number of  varied and interesting places. One 
they particularly enjoyed was Bozeman, Montana. 
They loved snow skiing with their two sons and the 
community was close knit. Everyone looked out for 
each other, including the children. 

Sandy enjoys snow skiing, hiking, gardening, 
farming, photography, and is a member of  the 
Grey Resistance. Bob found joy in reading to their 
grandchildren which led to him writing a bedtime 
story for each week for a year. He is considering 
alternatives for placing them into another artistic 
format such as a novel. 

1932 Woodland Court, x5089



 

The Eye of the Pearl 
BY ROBERT MORASKY 
We sailed around, all over the Sound; 
For years I learned of  the sea 
From a seasoned hand who looked at land 
As a second best place to be. 

What Angus did most was teach me the coast; 
He knew every rock and shoal. 
With consummate skill and a sailor’s will, 
The sea was part of  his soul. 

Old Angus could teach how to sail a reach 
In the worst wind nature could hurl. 
But, nothing so mean in all he’s seen  
could compare with the Eye of  the Pearl. 

“The Eye of  the Pearl cums in a swirl 
and swallows ya doun in a blink. 
It’s nature’s trick, that fog s’ thick, 
Lad, ya kenna see, na steer, na think.” 

Not a single horn that October morn 
Did we hear out in the strait, 
No plaintive moan out there alone, 
Reaching into the hands of  fate. 

Patchy fog was all we expected that Fall,  
pushed around by a handsome breeze. 
With our mains’l full and a sweater of  wool,  
I could handle the Rockpile with ease. 

I want you to know as passages go, 
Wasp surely is not the best. 
Many’s the boat no longer afloat 
That failed the Rockpile test. 

Gone hard aground where reefs abound, 
Untold skippers have had the thought, 
“She caught a fin, she’s all caved in; 
if  only that fin hadn’t caught.” 

But, it wasn’t the fin that did her in; 
It was the rocks, the wind and tide. 
Old smugglers knew that to sail her through  
took nerve (and a need to hide). 

We were on a run, the tide well-sprung, 
Yellow Island was close and clear, 
When, from where astern I’ve yet to learn, 
Came fog and a shiver of  fear. 

No up! No down! T’was all around! 
My hands were clamped to the wheel. 

My God, what white, far worse than night. 
Panic! My mind began to reel. 

“Steady lad, she ain’t s’ bad,” 
Angus cautioned with mouth beginning to curl. 
With lifted head he softly said, 
“Laddie, this… be the Eye of  the Pearl.” 

“Courage son, we’re far from done. 
Keep the wind true on ya back. 
Git outta your head; the Eye’s na dread 
Unless we’re forced to tack.” 

One moment there, I’d surely swear 
That Angus melted into the gloom. 
With sudden dread it struck my head  
My shipmate had bargained with doom. 

Then, from inside the Eye he let go a cry 
Of  “Ahoy” and lifted gnarled ear. 
Could an old seadog really talk to the fog? 
What answer ever could he hear? 

Did the rocks sing out to echo his shout 
And tell him they were near? 
Did they speak to him in voices dim, 
And tell him where to steer? 

“Two points up,” said a voice abrupt 
that came from all about. 
That must be the way safe harbor lay; 
I had not a hint of  doubt. 

I’ll never know what made it so 
That he knew the rocks were there. 
I wouldn’t lie, but my o’ my, 
We only missed them by a hair. 

A seal barked from channel marked 
To guide tired mariners home. 
“Stay in between though it can’t be seen 
‘Cause it’s folly far to roam.” 

We entered the bay, and I’m here to say 
Angus saved us from a wreck. 
I was never sure quite where we were. 
Lord, I couldn’t even see the deck. 

When mists roll, and bell buoys toll 
Their muffled single note, 
I hear Angus warn that October morn 
And recall the very quote: 

“The Eye of  the Pearl cums in a swirl 
and swallows ya doun in a blink. 
It’s nature’s trick, that fog s’ thick, 
Lad, ya kenna see, na steer, na think.”  ✦

POEM

Poem
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Extreme Clam Digging 
BY CANDY BERNER 

During my high school years, my girlfriend, Nancy, 
invited me each summer to go clam digging with 
her family. They rented a cabin at the ocean beach 
in Washington State and stayed for several days. 
Razor clams were dug twice a day at low tide. In 
between digging times, we cleaned the clams and 
usually had some for dinner that night. I loved 
digging clams, and didn't mind having to clean 
them because I knew the end result would be a 
delicious meal.  

While in Alaska, I had the opportunity to fly to a 
beach called Kotalla (near Cordova) with friends 
to dig razor clams. We all got our limits, which 
was a full five-gallon bucket, on this beautiful, 
secluded beach. The small plane landed on and 
took off  again from the beach. No other people 
were around.  

Clams can be dug the old fashioned way with a 
shovel, or an easier way using a tube contraption 
called a "clam gun" which virtually guarantees 
getting a clam with each dig of  the gun. However, 
this feels a little like cheating to me and is less 
challenging than using a shovel. 

Geoducks are an extreme version of  a razor clam, 
and are more fun and challenging to dig. For several 
years, when my mother lived near the tiny town of  
Lilliwaup along Hood Canal, I had the experience 
of  digging geoducks.  

They can be found at extreme low tides; you 
need to head out on the sand toward the water 
just before low tide and locate them close to the 
water. Sometimes their necks will protrude from 
the sand, or they will spout water when you walk 
next to them. They can also give away their 
location by making circular dimples in the sand 
when they spout.  

At least two people need to begin digging furiously, 
while another person (usually me) needs to get 
down on hands and knees in the sand and grab the 
neck of  the geoduck with one hand and hang on 

tight. A really strong grip is needed as the geoduck 
will be trying to escape by pulling his neck deep 
down into the sand; a geoduck is surprisingly quick 
with strong suction. The person who holds onto 
the geoduck is guaranteed to get sandy and wet, 
usually up to the shoulder, while everyone else 
keeps digging.  

As the tide slowly begins to come in, the walls of  
the hole can start to collapse. Another person was 
needed to hold onto me from the back of  my waist 
so I wouldn't fall head-first into the hole which 
ended up being quite large and deep. A second 
person, and possibly a third person would hold on 
to the waist of  the person in front of  them--all in a 
line behind me. Those wielding the shovels had to 
hurry because of  the incoming tide.  

The geoducks didn't give up easily, but they usually 
lost the battle as they were slowly pried loose from 
their vacuum-sealed hole in the sand. When done 
digging, the hole needs to be refilled. Taking about 
a half  hour to dig, geoducks were worth the 
patience it took as they were tasty to eat. 

Their name is pronounced "gooey duck," though 
they are not related to ducks; they are a large 
bivalve––a large clam. Native Americans called 
them "geoduck," meaning "to dig deep." They 
anchor themselves into the sand with a small 
"foot," and remain in the same spot their entire 
lives, several feet below ground. They filter 
plankton and vitamins from the water that passes 
through them.  

Recognized by their necks that stretch from the size 
of  a banana to almost a yard long, they are the 
world's largest burrowing clam weighing between 
two and ten pounds with shells eight to ten inches 
long. Mostly found from Puget Sound–Hood Canal 
to Southeast Alaska, with the highest density in 
Puget Sound, these fascinating creatures can live up 
to 140 years or longer! ✦

Stories
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OMR To The Rescue 
BY JIM DE YOUNG 

Several years ago when I was actively hiking and 
backpacking, I signed up for a mountaineering class 
at the local community college. Most of  the 
attendees were college students with a few of  us 
older guys part of  the class. It included a weekly 
evening class plus a training session every weekend. 
Training included subjects required for safe 
mountaineering such as map reading, rope 
management, building snow caves and glissading at 
Paradise. Later it included several mountain training 
climbs in the Olympics and Cascades culminating 
in a climb up Mt. St. Helens prior to its eruption. 

I was impressed by the number of  older trainers 
that joined us for the weekend exercises and, being 
nearer their age than the class average, I enjoyed 
their company. They told me that they were 
members of  a local rescue organization known as 
Olympic Mountain Rescue (OMR) and that I was 
welcome to attend some of  their meetings. These, 
as well as the occasional weekend training exercise 
in various rescue techniques, proved interesting. 
They explained that, as a member, I would be asked 
to go on rescue missions, depending on my 
expertise and experience. I was soon to realize that 
carrying ropes and other gear did not require much 
expertise. 

One morning during a coffee break at work, I told 
my boss about my plans. He was very pleased and 
said that because it was a community service, I 
could volunteer as needed and would not need to 
take time off  or use vacation hours to participate.  

Some time later, it was late when the phone rang. 
There was a woman stranded along the Sol Duc 
River with either a bad sprain or possibly a 
fractured ankle. Would I be able to join this rescue? 
If  so, be at the equipment shed by four o’clock in 
the morning. They thought that it was about ten 
miles to the site, so it would be a one day exercise. 

There were about a dozen of  us heading up the 
trail with necessary gear. A doctor, who was also an 
OMR member, was part of  the team who would 
determine the extent of  the injury. Special 
equipment included a one-wheel stretcher for 
moving the patient back down the trail. This 

required two people to handle it and they traded 
off  with other members about every quarter mile. 

I don’t recall the extent of  her injury but we did 
evacuate her on the stretcher. It was not very stable 
or comfortable, but was the only way to evacuate 
her on the narrow trail.  

Once again, late evening, the phone rang. There 
was a couple backpacking across the Olympics 
from Lake Quinault to the Dosewallips River. They 
were near Mt. Anderson when he decided to take a 
shortcut, grabbed hold of  a portable handhold (a 
loose rock) and fell to his death. She depended 
solely on her husband, so had no idea where she 
was or how to survive in the wilderness. Just before 
he fell, he told her that they were just a couple 
miles from their campsite for the evening so she 
decided to follow the trail rather than return to 
Lake Quinault. When she reached the camp site, 
there were other campers. She explained what 
happened and one of  them walked the eleven miles 
to their car to report the incident and get assistance. 
OMR was called to assist in a body recovery and 
move it to the road or to an area where a helicopter 
could take over.  

As I recall, this was a really early start as we were on 
the trail using headlamps to light the way. When we 
got to the camp site, we were told that the park 
rangers had already hiked in and recovered the 
body, but could use some help. Would we hike 
across the snow field and up to the pass to assist 
them on this recovery? It was only a couple more 
miles but easy hiking. When we returned to the 
camp site, we were told that a Navy helicopter was 
on its way so it would no longer be necessary to 
continue the evacuation down to the trail head.  

It was a long day, estimated at over twenty-five 
miles round trip. When we got back to the car I sat 
down but needed help to stand as my knees were 
done in––for several days.  

This time it was an early phone call at work. There 
was a young boy stranded on a cliff  near Mt. 
Washington. His father and the boy had climbed up 
Mt. Washington yesterday and decided to take a 
short cut back to the road. They had climbed down 
to a ledge, couldn’t go any further, and were unable 
to climb back as it was too steep. The father was 
able to get off  the ledge but in the process badly 
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injuring his leg, later identified as a spiral fracture. 
He made it down to a road where he stopped a 
passing car and requested help. 

The boy had already spent one night on the ledge 
and was doing okay, but we needed to get him off  
that ledge before evening. This time it was extra 
ropes so we could lift him off  the ledge. He was then 
able to climb back to the road under his own power. 

When everybody was back on the road and packing 
up, the father came over to our group, and almost 
in an excited tone, thanked us so much for rescuing 
his son. What an experience that was for the boy; 
even more so than a couple weeks ago when they 
had been hiking up around Rainier and had to be 
rescued by park rangers. It left a bad taste in our 
mouths to think that this man was almost bragging 
about his rescue experiences.  

There were other calls, other rescues, but the above 
are the ones that always come to mind. Some time 
later, my employer transferred me to another office; 
but I was always proud of  the fact that I had been a 
part of  OMR when it rescued those in need. ✦ 

A Foodie’s Diary 
BY PEGGY JAMERSON 

You would think I would remember some meal, a 
favorite food or a birthday party from my early 
childhood, but not so much! 

The first actual "food" I recall was when I was 
about eight and we were living in eastern Oregon. 
My stepfather took us out for a drive one Sunday in 
the country. He pulled over to the side of  the road 
and yes, the apples in the orchards were ripe for 
picking. My three sisters and I clambered out of  the 
car and raced over to where he picked an apple for 
each one of  us. What a delicious treat––so juicy 
and sweet! That is, until a few hours later when we 
were all sick because the apples had been sprayed 
with an anti-fungal and the results were not good. 

A year or so later, my Mom put her four daughters 
on a Greyhound bus with her to go to Minnesota 
to live with her Mom and Dad—Grandma and 
Grandpa Pearson. That was when I first remember 
eating food with joy. Grandma certainly made up 
for all those lost memories! 

It seems as if  she spent most of  every day in the 
kitchen either cooking or canning and preserving. 
Or, she was out in the garden harvesting the bounty 
for us to eat. After all, she now had five additional 
mouths to feed. The basement shelves and the 
pantry were filled with the tasty results of  her daily 
efforts and we certainly enjoyed all of  it: chow-
chow, pickles, pickled watermelon and crabapples, 
piccalilli, apple butter, fruits in syrups, homemade 
breads and pastries—never had I eaten such 
abundance! Even today, every time I go into 
someone's pantry, all those memories come 
flooding back. 

Our moves in the next year or two to Oklahoma, 
Texas and Kansas brought on an entirely different 
culinary experience, most of  it southern cuisine. 
Definitely not my favorite! Since we were very poor 
and our menus were based on government 
commodities (which were distributed the first of  
every month), beans were the basic substance of  
most dinners. With a little salt pork thrown in for 
taste. Then there was okra, hominy, cornbread and 
black-eyed peas. What a change for my palate! 

Mom usually made 10 loaves of  freshly baked 
bread every week—she showed me how to knead 
the dough (at the same time she taught me how to 
use the washboard to wash the diapers.) The five of  
us (an additional sister had been added) would 
argue over who was going to get the warm heel off  
a loaf  so we could slather it with butter. While I 
don't remember the pies, I do recall that she would 
take the leftover pie crust dough, roll it out, 
sprinkle it with sugar and cinnamon and bake it as 
treats for us. Delicious! 

Whenever we would be out playing in the 
neighborhood, it was not unusual to pick ripe 
tomatoes from neighbor's gardens that were near 
the path (probably a no-no!). Occasionally on a 
summer night while we were catching fire-flies, all 
of  the neighbors would share a delicious juicy 
watermelon out on the back stoop where we could 
just spit the seeds out. Mom had told us if  we 
swallowed the seeds, melons would grow in our 
tummies! 

Meat? Not so much—except for the time my 
stepfather shot one of  the bunny rabbits in our 
yard for dinner. I refused to eat it! ✦
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From Good to Bad 
BY WARD MILES 

It was Thanksgiving. We were living in our strange 
but wonderful house on Henderson Inlet north of  
Olympia. The location was good for me because 
there was only one stop sign on the way to the 
clinic where I worked. It was also near the end of  
Dickerson Point. When the power went off, we 
were not the first to get it back. Would our 
Thanksgiving guests come when they knew our 
power was out?  

Just then there was a knock on the back door. 
Prudence’s friend Becky said, ”We have no heat. I 
knew you had fireplaces and felt for sure you would 
have food even if  you had to build an oven.” I said, 
“I don’t have to build a thing. I have a wood range 
out in the stable I’ve been planning to install in the 
kitchen, so why don’t we just do it?” 

“Prudence, would you call Chris and see if  he 
would like to learn how to put in a wood cooking 
stove?” I thought he would find it difficult to refuse 
to help if  it was a learning experience. 

I pulled the blue tarp off  my little four-wheel drive 
diesel tractor. It had a hydraulic bucket on the front 
with two 4ʹ feet that clamped to the bucket so it 
could lift pallets like a forklift. I picked up a pallet 
board from the pile in the garage and headed 
toward the stable. 

At the stable I slid open the barn-style door and 
there on a piece of  plywood was the wood-
burning cook stove. I looked around and found 
the roof  jack and the insulated pipe I had bought 
to do the installation. Chris and I slid the stove 
onto the pallet board. To be safe we fastened it to 
a chain that had been hooked to the bucket. The 
stove is tall and the tractor is narrow which 
seemed to make it unsteady when transporting. 
With Chris on one side and Prudence on the 
other, we headed for the house.  

We approached the house on the south side of  the 
kitchen. We slid the stove into the kitchen and in 
the metal stove placement where we wanted it 
permanently, using a plumb bob to make sure we 
had clearance of  joists and rafters. Next we went 
onto the roof, carefully removing the shingles and 
with a saw made a hole in the roof  sheeting one-

inch smaller on all sides. Then we nailed the roof  
jack, trimmed and replaced the asphalt shingles 
and tarred all the edges. We went inside and 
slipped the chimney pipe in place. We had enough 
insulated pipe to be equal to the height of  the 
roof  ridge. We started a fire in the range and it 
drew well. Our other guests arrived and the 
installation was much admired.  

Alice started out on the new stove as though she’d 
always done it. She did grow up with gas which was 
similar in some ways with its endless ways to vary 
the cooking heat by moving pots around on the 
stove and by adjusting the amount of  gas.  

It is necessary to have a supply of  wood if  you do 
as we planned to do, heat and cook with wood. We 
had a seven acre wood lot across the road. We had 
plenty of  varieties of  wood. Our main cooking 
wood was fir and our main heating wood was alder. 
We also had Oregon Ash which lives up to its name 
but will hold fire overnight. In the undergrowth we 
had wild gooseberry, salmon berry, as well as some 
other brush that grew a long slender stem. We 
found it was worth the effort to have a supply of  
these cut ready for use in the stove because they 
made a very hot fire. Alice became very skillful in 
using a mixture of  wood in the cook stove for 
cooking a turkey and other dishes she became 
known for. 

The kitchen, dining room and family room had 
been a vacation cabin. When you left the cabin by 
way of  the corridor, on the right was a door 
towards the water and on the left the main door to 
the house and carport. The corridor was long with 
double-paned glass on the water side. The west wall 
was brick with a large fireplace that didn’t draw, so 
we found a certified stove that we could set into the 
fireplace and use it to heat the new end of  the 
house. Occasionally a squirrel would turn up in the 
living room. We never found out where they got 
through the brick wall.  

We heated using this method for several years, but 
then we began to be told that the air pollution was 
bad and that even certified stoves were bad to use. 
We got older too, and cutting firewood was still fun 
but we didn’t do it with the efficiency we had 
before, so we installed two heat pumps, one in the 
family room for the original part of  the house and 
another for the addition. 
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We loved being there and had a wonderful thirty-
four years. Our animals and our cooking became 
well-known and I think we successfully adapted to 
the changes that were occurring in the area due to 
the great increase in the population. We had to give 
up some of  the things we enjoyed doing but the 
experiences of  a simpler lifestyle were good. ✦ 

Thoughts About Extremism 
BY DAVID HINZ 

Every time a terrorist kills and maims scores of  
innocent people, or a fanatic is seen gripping a 
microphone railing at a crowd with saliva-flecked 
lips or any form of  over-the-edge emotion and 
action for a cause, it reinforces the sense in the 
minds of  most people to avoid extremes. Because, 
in their minds, extremes have negative outcomes.  

But what about the present phenomenon of  
nation-wide, student-generated marches in an 
attempt to enervate the atrophied political 
establishment to take steps toward gun control 
and provision of  safety in the nation’s schools? 
This is extreme action! Moderation has 
accomplished nothing. 

Though misguided, extremism often results in 
countless fatalities, refusal to face situations 
requiring change, and in the guise of  moderation, is 
nothing more than atrophy. Sadly, efforts to engage, 
to reform, or to change have elicited death threats 
as youthful leaders of  student marchers have 
experienced. Everything in moderation has come to 
mean don’t rock the boat. 

Our society and the technology with which we live 
would not be where it is today without extremists! 
Our country would not have the features of  life, 
liberty and the pursuit of  happiness if  it had not 
been for individuals like Patrick Henry who 
declared, “Give me liberty or give me death”.  

The world would be in a sorry state if  Nazism or 
Communism had won the day in WWII or in the 
cold war that followed. Both were deterred because 
thousands of  men and women paid the extreme 
price of  giving their lives. They were extremists! 
Thankfully there are still individuals who are willing 
to be extremists, ready to give their lives for the 
freedoms we hold dear. 

The world would still be in the horse-and-buggy 
stage, or worse, if  it were not for individuals who 
were not satisfied with moderation. They gave 
their all past the state of  physical, mental and 
financial exhaustion to provide us the 
conveniences we enjoy today. 

It is not extremism we need, it’s fear. It is the 
ideology behind the extremism that needs our 
attention. 

There are extremists who, by blowing themselves 
up, claim the status of  martyr. Compare these with 
individuals who, though threatened with death, 
took the extreme action of  refusing to deny their 
faith and were put to death. Or, consider those who 
risk life and limb to rescue people in extreme 
danger. These also are extremists. 

I believe that if  we are to maintain the freedom this 
nation stands for, it will only happen as a result of  
extreme patriotism, extreme faithfulness to values, 
extreme efforts on the part of  us all. Moderation 
will not do it. ✦ 

Beyond a Sense of Fashion 
BY FRANCES SNYDER  

It was 1978 and “Charlie’s Angels” entertained 
viewers on ABC weekly following the jiggly 
adventures of  three beautiful women. I was 
teaching science at Edgemont Junior High in 
Puyallup. My third period class had a definite 
gender imbalance due to the fact a popular wood 
shop class (boys only) occurred at the same time. I 
had 28 girls and two boys to guide through the 
world of  igneous rocks and volcanic explosions.  

It was during this class I discovered how current 
television made a huge impact on style and 
perspectives of  beauty—especially to the junior 
high mind. Every single girl, without fail, had 
shoulder-length hair, parted in the middle, and 
feathered back—á la Farrah Fawcett. Unfortunately, 
not every girl had Farrah Fawcett’s bone structure; 
consequently, the style was not uniformly attractive. 
In fact, the majority of  the young teenagers didn’t 
even come close to being enhanced by the “look.” 
In addition, all the girls, hoping to have a distinct 
and noticeable style, wore a T-shirt and San 
Francisco jeans with a comb jammed in the back, 
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right pocket—handle visible. Yes, if  one of  the girls 
was standing next to an adult, they would stand out. 
However, since girls tend to travel in packs of  like-
minded friends, they blended together in group 
anonymity. But that was okay—as long as they 
contrasted with the style of  “old people”. They 
were distinct and there was safety in age-related 
conformity. 

Boys had their standards as well: tight-fitting jeans 
with t-shirts at least one size too small, and 
sneakers only. The jeans and t-shirts looked 
uncomfortable but I think the idea was a tight 
ensemble that gave the impression of  muscles, no 
matter how lanky or skinny the boy.  

Another image promoted at Edgemont involved 
the sport of  skiing. In the winter boys and girls 
wore brightly colored down ski jackets with lift 
tickets attached to the zippers to let everyone know 
their prowess at Crystal Mountain or Snoqualmie, a 
very important message to deliver. 

Moving into the eighties, styles evolved—like hair 
got really big and radical. Think D.J. Tanner and 
Uncle Jesse of  Full House. Again, adolescents 
want to look completely different from the adults 
they live with, but very much like those in the 
same age bracket. 

Moving on, we have the emergence of  the 
“gangsta” look and clothing became baggy to the 
extreme. Shorts needed to extend below the knees, 
and if  the wearer could get away with it, several 
inches of  boxer shorts had to be visible at the top. 
When undersized seventh-grade boys dressed this 
way ran across the courtyard, the look they 
created was far more comical than “cool” as they 
scooted along, hanging on to their pants in fear of  
them falling down. However, for some 
unfathomable reason, the look did appeal to 
seventh grade girls, especially those looking for 
the “bad boys” of  their dreams. 

But this observation of  fashion culled from several 
decades of  teaching is not entirely from a perch of  
superiority. I have a very good reason to not be too 
judgmental about how my students dressed. I went 
to college in the late sixties, a time of  emerging 
hippie culture, bell-bottoms, and paisley. Even 
though I was not a member of  the counter-culture, 
I did want to look as wonderful as my colorful 

fellow students. By the time I graduated in 1970, I 
had quite the wardrobe of  vests, mini-dresses, 
flared pants (patches attached), and big-sleeved 
blouses. The look was immortalized by the pictures 
my roommate’s parents took when they came from 
Scotland for graduation. Luckily, they took the 
pictures back to Scotland with them. 

Fourteen years after I finished college I had the 
opportunity to visit my roommate while she visited 
her family in Elgin, Scotland. That afternoon we 
looked at the album her mom and dad made from 
their trip to Walla Walla. There we were in all our 
glory—personifying the look of  1970. We could 
not help but burst into laughter. 

“The sad thing is,” Jane commented as we stopped 
howling, “we thought we looked good.” 

There is only one way to reflect on my style choices 
as I lived during the time of  the Beatles, 
Woodstock, and the Haight-Ashbury culture. It was 
fun then, and for now, a feeling of  gratitude that 
I’ve moved on and developed better sense. I have 
never, and will never be, a fashion maven. But I 
don’t pursue any look beyond the practical now and 
what I call the four Cs of  style—clean, 
comfortable, cotton, and casual. ✦ 

Bob and the Lobster Pot  
BY LUCY REUTER 

When we were living in Pennsylvania in the 70s, 
we spent several summer vacations in a cabin near 
the small town of  Damariscotta, Maine. This was 
lobster country, and that first summer we were 
entranced with the whole process of  lobster 
catching. Bob was determined that we should have 
a “lobster pot,” the contraption in which they 
catch them. 

The girls and I looked askance at this idea, 
especially when he mentioned that he would like to 
have one to make into a coffee table. I could just 
envision this project. Since we did not have a 
station wagon or a car top carrier, I figured that it 
would never happen. 

However, the next year while preparing for our trip, 
I walked into the garage and there was Bob putting 
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a car top carrier on the car. I didn’t question him 
because I was hoping it was not for a lobster pot. 

Upon our arrival at the cabin, Bob went to the local 
gas station and came back with a big smile on his 
face. He told us that the gas station attendant had 
informed him that “ Old Tom, up the road” had 
plenty of  lobster pots and would probably be 
willing to sell one. So off  we went to find Old Tom. 

We arrived at a small ramshackle house surrounded 
by lobster pots of  all sizes and shapes. A grizzled 
little man appeared and Bob asked him if  he could 
buy a lobster pot. Tom looked at our big Chevy 
with the Texas license plates and asked Bob what 
he wanted it for. When Bob informed him that he 
wanted to make a coffee table out of  it, Tom 
looked quizzical. I could see the wheels turning in 
his head thinking these folks were sure different. 
Tom said he would sell one for $5.00, so Bob came 
back to the car the proud owner of  a genuine 
Maine lobster pot. 

As the years went by, the coffee table project was 
put on the back burner, much to my delight. Other 
projects got in the way. The lobster pot resided on 
our patio with the addition of  floats from the 
Pacific Ocean, and it became a conversation piece 
at all of  our backyard barbecues. 

When it was time to move to Panorama and rid 
ourselves of  many of  our treasures, we decided that 
the lobster pot would have to go. But who wanted 
it? Our daughters declined. Ken, the young man 
down the street, came by to offer to help with the 
moving. He eyed the lobster pot and actually knew 
what it was as he had grown up in New England. 
We offered it to him and he accepted. The lobster 
pot had found a home! ✦ 

Snow In Paradise 
BY VERL ROGERS 

Paradise meadow at Mt. Rainier is lovely with 
flowers in the short summer but is also one of  
the snowiest places in our region. Snow can fall 
any day of  the year. Other districts where snow 
piles up are at the Mr. Baker Ski Lodge east of  
Bellingham, and Stevens Pass on US Highway 2. 

The ski lodge at Mt. Baker is clearly the snowiest 
place in our state; its average annual snowfall is 
663 inches or about 55 feet. Its maximum snow 
depth is 143 inches, or 11 feet 9 inches. By 
contrast, Paradise average annual snowfall is 654 
inches or 54.5 feet. Snow depth was 30 feet one 
year, and average annual snow depth is 78 inches 
or 6.5 feet. Snow depth is measured at a 
particular time, usually at its maximum in March 
or April. 

These snowy locations melt out completely by 
late summer although there are permanent 
snowfields and glaciers above them. One fine 
April day at Paradise, John Vosburgh and I 
carried a 50-foot tape measure to a road bridge 
where we could see the bottom of  the snow 
pack, and measured 21 feet of  snow on the 
ground. Thirty feet of  snow may be an 
accurate maximum for a year of  heavy snowfall 
in Paradise. 

Now I will discuss the Muir Snowfield, a 
dangerous area above Paradise. It is the common 
route for climbers who take the easiest way to the 
summit of  the mountain. It is safe in clear 
weather, but it has a slope that can easily lead to 
death in clouds. A minor error in navigation here 
is disastrous. Cliffs lie below and to either side, 
and the snowy crest where most climbers travel, 
has an angle on it that leads the unwary straight 
toward the cliffs. 

“White-out” can occur with little warning, and 
can paralyze a hiker. A cloud blows in and 
suddenly you cannot see where your feet are. If  
you are standing on snow, you cannot see the 
snow; the eye registers only your boot on top of  
the snow. If  you move, you are apt to drift onto 
the fall line, going straight downhill to a cliff  even 
though the ranger’s map says you should be going 
at an angle. 

Hikers stop after awhile and hunker down. Now 
clothing plays a part. If  you are truly waterproof, 
and have many layers of  insulation, you can 
survive. Hikers in t-shirts and shorts get wet and 
cold. Eventually they die of  simple cold, and it 
does not take freezing air. A windy rainy day 
combined with wet cotton clothing can kill by 
cooling off  the whole body. If  the core body 



temperature drops below about 86 degrees 
Fahrenheit, death can happen.  

You may ask if  such a mistake is possible but in 
fact it has happened again and again. Ill-equipped 
hikers set out on the Muir snowfield on a clear 
day, are caught in a rain cloud, then get wet to the 
skin, shiver and die. The park rangers do their 
best to discourage unready hikers, but have no 
legal reason to stop them.  

The park ranger said, “This man was on the 
vacation trip of  a lifetime, and I was trying to tell 
him it was too dangerous without good clothes 
and equipment. He listened to me, said he was 
going anyhow. He was lucky I found him a day 
later. He was in bad shape, yet he never got 
beyond Pebble Creek. That’s the upper limit of  
bare ground.” ✦ 

A Growing Vine 
BY D. JAMES DeYOUNG 

Sitting on the patio, trying to concentrate on 
reading my book, my mind wandered, then my eyes 
wandered, resting on a vine planted too close to the 
house, requiring periodic water. In spite of  its 
location, it crept up the trellis, and beyond. A 
helpful piece of  cord, from the trellis to the gutter, 
gave it direction and something to hold on to for its 
search for other than temporary sunshine. Finally, to 
the gutter and beyond; and again, a helpful hand 
along the edge of  the gutter for new hours of  
sunshine. 

At last! Time for buds! Today, with a tight hold on 
the edge of  the gutter, it hangs down, swaying in a 
breeze, showing me its first purple flower. 

Come, see its search for life and for love. Are we 
any different? 

I sit here by myself, alone but not lonely, knowing 
that I am surrounded by love, and a special love that 
showed itself  with shining eyes. How deep that 
feeling, showing the depth of  that love. A love that 
will carry me through probable separations by those 
memories. For that, I give thanks to my loved one. 

Now, time passes on. The petals, vibrant and firm, 
fade, and fall. In their place, ever so small, appear 

the misty threads, growing into a fluffy puff  that 
will remain forever. 

As the love of  youth, vibrant in its beauty, moves 
on, not to love less, only to a deeper lasting love, 
acknowledged through the tender glance, the hint 
of  a smile, and the softness of  a grazing touch. This 
also will remain forever. And for that, I again give 
thanks to my loved one. 

Few know of  true love that strikes a tender moment 
in the heart. Of  those remaining, are two, 
privileged to experience that valued relation of  
giving and receiving this love. For that, I thank 
you for your part. ✦ 

The Spirit of Panorama 
 BY PEGGY JAMERSON         

(Paraphrased from my yearbook by Principal “Pop” Hannaford) 

The spirit of  Panorama is not a thing you can put 
your finger on. You can’t point and say “There it is.” 
But that it does exist is a fact beyond question. We 
see it in our activities, at our Patio Sale and on our 
campus where we always have many people from 
the community supporting our efforts. We see it in 
our many volunteer groups. 

And a very good thing it is, too. One of  the 
problems of  living in today’s busy and complicated 
society is that one may become footloose, rootless, 
just another member of  the lonely crowd. We do 
not thrive under such conditions, as we have a need 
to belong; we want to be important parts of  the 
society in which we live. We are grateful that at 
Panorama we have a community feeling. We have a 
place where we belong. We have a home. ✦
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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.


