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Roupen & Shirley Shakarian 
BY ROSEMARY SHOLD 

What do you get 
when you super glue 
tiles to a Scrabble 
board? A marriage 
proposal! Shirley and 
Roupen met at the 
University of  
Washington. Shirley, a 
Seattle native, majored 

in flute graduating in 1974. Roupen, an Armenian 
born in Cairo, Egypt, is a composer and conductor. 
He graduated with a bachelors of  arts in music 
(1973) and a masters degree (1976). Shirley’s musical 
career changed directions when she became a 
computer programmer. After a 28-year career with 
Group Health as a programmer and database 
administrator, Shirley retired in 2016.  

Roupen, the musical director for the Philharmonia 
Northwest (Seattle), the Cascade Symphony 
(Edmonds) and the Skagit Symphony (Mt. Vernon), 
also guest conducted for regional orchestras in the 
Seattle and the Victoria (B.C.) Symphonies. Oxford 
University Press has published his choral and 
instrumental compositions.  

Shirley has performed with the Gilbert and Sullivan 
Society and played the flute in pick-up groups. She 
is a member of  a Panorama recorder ensemble and 
“having a blast.” Shirley is volunteering as one of  
the “tech people” at the Auditorium.  

Roupen, a pianist, played in a piano/violin duo at 
the 2018 Panorama Arts Walk. Although a racket 
sports enthusiast, he has begun golfing, and playing 
pickle ball and ping pong. Both are avid Scrabble 
players, enjoy the Aquatic Center and participate in 
Walk the Loop. The active nature of  Panorama 
appealed to them. The ease of  connecting to other 
people, the opportunity to participate or not and 
the continuing care aspect all contributed to the 
unique quality of  the Panorama to which they were 
attracted. They “love it here!” ✦ 

4110 Circle Court (temporary), x 5910

INTERVIEWS

Welcome New Residents!
Tina Schaap 
BY PEGGY JAMERSON 

Tina was still busily 
unpacking and downsizing 
after her move here in April 
from her larger home in 
Shelton. Her rescue cat, 
Homer, chose to remain 
invisible during my visit 
even though his cat bed 
gave him a lovely view of  

the campus. 

Tina was born in the Netherlands and moved to 
California at age seven where her father was in 
the dairy business. She quickly discovered that 
public education in California was not up to par 
with that in the Netherlands, so she transferred to 
a parochial school. After her parents purchased 
property in Elma for their business, she 
graduated from high school there. 

She earned her bachelor’s degree in nursing at 
Pacific Lutheran University. She spent 24 years at 
St. Peter’s Hospital in nursing rotation and 
surgery. Her skills were then transferred to the 
state where she investigated hospital discharges 
and became a patient advocate. 

Tina has travelled extensively – Europe, China 
(Silk Road), and Africa. She hopes to return to 
see more of  Africa in the future. She belongs to 
hiking groups and has hiked all over Mt. Rainer 
and the Olympics. She is an animal lover and has 
an extensive collection of  art from the WWII era.  

She remarked that she heard the doctors at the 
hospital talk favorably about Panorama over the 
years and that it seemed like a logical place to move 
after retirement. She is enjoying the natural feel of  
the campus, the freedom of  the community, and 
that you can keep yourself  healthy. 

We are so happy to welcome another interesting 
new neighbor who has great travel stories to tell 
and is looking forward to art classes. ✦  
Chinook 210, x 5338
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Ross & Sharon Webb 
BY BETTY HUMMEL 

Ross and Sharon both grew 
up in Oregon but did not 
meet until college at Lewis 
and Clark. After marriage they 
lived in Portland several years 
where their three daughters 
were born. The family moved 
to Colorado, which they loved, 
for several years before the 
company Ross worked for 

moved him to Washington. This began their 35 year 
sojourn in Kirkland. Ross worked for an insurance 
company as an underwriter with a specialty in 
security bonding.  

Sharon became an educator and found a variety of  
positions wherever they lived. She was involved at 
both the University of  Washington and Edmonds 
Community College. Her work often involved 
facilitating youth in crisis, new parent/child and 
interagency collaboration programs. She loved 
teaching and continued with substitute work after 
retirement. 

Both Ross and Sharon have been avid bike riders in 
the past which she continues to enjoy. Several years 
ago they even had a two-week biking adventure along 
the Danube River. Because of  an increase in his 
Parkinson symptoms, Ross has had to give this 
activity up. He was very active in a Parkinson 
program in Kirkland and hopes he can continue this 
program here.  

Ross discovered the joy of  helping second and third 
graders with reading and worked at a school in 
Kirkland. He is already scheduled to do the same 
thing in North Thurston Schools this fall. Sharon is a 
quilter. This is a very close-knit family which has an 
annual reunion at Sun River, Oregon, every 4th of  
July. The most recent one included 70 members. One 
daughter lives in Kirkland, another in Boston, and 
one in Idaho.  

Sharon discovered Panorama when a high school 
friend she was riding with stopped here to visit 
someone. As a couple she and Ross had been 
thinking about what to look for in retirement and 
knew what they did not want. She was delighted with 
what she saw here and after Ross visited, they signed 
up last November. They are here in the Chalet 
waiting for something with two bathrooms to 
become available. ✦  
Chalet 105, x5162 

INTERVIEWS

Michael & Nancy Walsh 
BY MAVIS JOHNSON 

Here since May 15th, they 
have already “worked” the 
Patio Sale, been recruited  for 
Resident Transit and used the 
Aquatic Center. And they 
knew all about Panorama, 
having lived in Olympia area 
since 1976, and had many 
friends here who were only 
too happy to “clue them in”! 

They met at Texas Christian University at Fort Worth. 
Nancy had an English degree and Michael a degree in 
psychology. Next step––Claremont School of  
Theology and that degree. Nancy taught for two 
years. Michael’s profession took them many places, 
the longest in Phoenix, until coming to Lacey in 1976 
to the Lacey Community Church where he served 
seven years. Along the way they had a son and a 
daughter. Both claim their primary interest is 
“people”! And with that bent, Michael was a natural 
at the Department of  Labor and Industry where he 
trained staff  in labor relations. He retired in 2006, but 
not really, as he is passionate about his six-year term 
as Mediator of  Dispute Resolutions. 

Nancy, after the children were in school, happened to 
pass the Washington Center just before it was to be 
opened. On impulse she stepped in and noted the 
pandemonium. “May I be of  help?” she asked. After 
26 happy years she noted with glee, she was the first 
person to “retire” from that wonderful place doing 
ticketing and anything else needed. A fixture in 
downtown Olympia, Michael claims they can’t walk 
anywhere without her being greeted. 

As to travel, they are Rick Steves aficionados. They 
have taken at least five European jaunts using only 
Rick’s guide books. Michael does all the planning. 
They love the “people to people” way of  travel, and I 
feel they are wonderful ambassadors! Michael is an 
avid hiker. He and friends formed a hiking group 
called “Them”. This group now has about 85 
members exploring trails statewide every Tuesday. He 
also is active in the “Food Bank for Kids”, a program 
that provides weekend food for youth. 

Both are avid readers. Nancy is in a book club and is 
a PEO member. I feel their busy calendar will find 
room for many Panorama pursuits, and we will all be 
richer for it. ✦  
2633 Chambers Lake Lane, x 5600
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Don & Sharon Deeback 
BY BETTY HUMMEL 

Pearl, Gem and 
Opal, three feline 
members of  the 
Deeback family, 
welcomed me as 
Sharon answered 
the doorbell. Sharon 
has rescued them 
and many stray 
animals since her 
childhood on a farm 
in Edmonds, 

Washington. Both Sharon and Don grew up in 
Edmonds and, after marriage 57 years ago, lived in 
the same house until their move here in June. The 
cats have had a harder time adjusting to the move 
than Don and Sharon have.  

Don followed a long family tradition of  military 
service and spent three years in the Army, one of  
which was in Germany. This experience introduced 
him to European travel which infected their lives 
with a love of  travel to foreign lands. They have 
made dozens of  trips to Europe and other places 
and especially love the French countryside. Don is 
now tired of  traveling and prefers to stay home and 
take care of  the cats. This is not true for Sharon and 
she continues to go when and where ever she can. 
China is on her agenda for next spring. 

Don worked for a company that made envelopes 
for 40 years. In the 20 years since his retirement, 
he has been a regular worker at the Edmonds Food 
Bank. He took great pride in his flowers and yard 
and is not sure what he will find to do here. He is 
considering raising dahlias, one of  his favorite 
flowers. After raising their only child, a son, 
Sharon worked for the telephone company. The 
son works for Boeing and lives in Lake Stevens 
with their one grandchild.  

As a couple, Don and Sharon were enthusiastic 
square dancers for many years. They were part of  a 
large group and even went abroad for dancing. This 
couple’s philosophy of  life can be summed up in 
Sharon’s words: “we are into experiences, not stuff ”. 
They consider Panorama one of  their new 
adventures and found it a bit by accident. After 
finding it, the move happened pretty fast and they 
are very content with being here. ✦  
1410 Sleater Kinney Road SE, x 5423

Pat Haase 
BY BERTA KASMAR 

Multi-talented Pat moved into 
Panorama in June from 
Steilacoom. She was born 
about 50 miles northwest of  
Chicago. After high school, Pat 
spent a year at Purdue 
University and then a year at 
the University of  Illinois 
before taking off  for Germany 
for 10 months to study the 

German language and to travel the country on her 
bike. She graduated from the University of  Illinois 
and continued to Medical School with a doctorate in 
primary care and internal medicine. 

She started her medical practice in West Virginia in 
the early eighties. In 1988 Pat moved to Steilacoom. 
Her first Washington job was in adolescent drug and 
alcoholic treatment. Pat also was employed by 
Group Health, the state prison system at Purdy and 
on McNeil Island, and Madigan Hospital. 

Her new Panorama home is being outfitted with a 
large room as an art studio to accommodate her 
work in clay figurative sculpture, wood carving, and 
metal work which she is just starting. In addition, 
she likes to knit. 

At present Pat is still getting settled, but is checking 
out the Arts Guild and will consider food bank 
volunteering. If  you visit Pat, be sure to have her 
show you her antique player piano. ✦ 

2213 Chambers Lake Lane, x Phone: 5731

Diane Andresen 
By ROSEMARY SHOLD 

Diane is delighted to be here! 
She loves to learn and is 
looking forward to the 
educational opportunities 
available to us. This outlook 
matches perfectly with her life 
experiences.  

She began as a nurse, 
graduating from the 

Presbyterian Medical Center School of  Nursing in 
Denver. Her occupations include being a nanny to 
Spanish royalty, nursing in the U.S. and Norway, 
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being a sales director for a ski resort, working in the 
finance department of  a Norwegian hospital, and, 
as her last occupation from which she retired, being 
a buyer for the city of  Juneau, Alaska. She has 
traveled to thirteen countries and spent seventeen 
years abroad.  

She heard of  Panorama through Pat Thielen when 
he made a presentation on Panorama while visiting 
Juneau. Having researched eight retirement 
communities in the region, Panorama stood out 
with its educational opportunities, aquatic center 
and beautiful grounds. However, it was the 
continuing care aspect that was extremely important 
to her. Having been involved in the care of  
immediate family, she is sensitive to the burdens 
elder care can place on a family. Diane does not 
want her son, who lives near Wenatchee, to worry 
about her.  

Given her myriad of  hobbies and interests, she is 
looking forward to the activity groups on campus 
and once she “gets her feet on the ground” she will 
be volunteering. Join me in welcoming this very 
interesting lady to Panorama. ✦  
1734 Circle Loop (temporary); x5009 

Greg & Kris Smith 
BY ROSEMARY SHOLD 

Typical of  military 
families, Gregg and Kris 
have “lived all over.” 
After serving six years in 
the Navy, Gregg 
graduated from North 
Dakota State University 
with a degree in zoology 
and a minor in 
mathematics. Army 

ROTC beckoned, leading Gregg to a career in the 
Army. He retired in 1992. A job offer at Pacific 
Lutheran University teaching ROTC led the Smiths 
to the Pacific Northwest.  

Kris started her career in the dental field while she 
was in high school when her next door neighbor, a 
dentist, offered her a part time job in his office. As 
Kris said, “no matter where Gregg was stationed, I 
always had a job.” Her career eventually led her to 
Panorama and its dental clinic. After working in the 
clinic for 20 years, she retired in 2013.  

Moving to Panorama was a natural for them as Kris 
heard often from the patients at the clinic how 
good Panorama was. The continuing care aspect 
was a big draw for them.  

A son lives in Oregon while their daughter lives in 
Olympia. Their son, a chef, has provided many 
opportunities for “Team Smith” to cook at a variety 
of  interesting venues, including a salmon bake at 
the White House’s Congressional Picnic. Gregg is a 
certified BBQ judge.  

In addition to cooking, Gregg enjoys woodworking 
and is involved with the MOAA (Military Officers 
Association). Kris likes to garden and sew. When the 
Pea Patch season ends, Kris hopes to explore 
volunteer activities. Gregg volunteers at the LeMay 
Auto Museum and for the Red Cross. On campus, 
they both enjoy the fitness center. Kris is an avid 
“Walk the Loop” fan. As you see Gregg and Kris 
around the campus, ask them about their culinary 
experiences as there are more cooking tales to tell. ✦  
1532 Boulevard Park Lane, x 5125

Steve & Janet Thompson 
BY BERTA KASMAR 

“With all our 
traveling, we still 
think Washington is 
the best place to 
live,” said the 
Thompsons. With 
their Airstream 
motorhome, they 
have explored all 49 

states and also have been to Hawaii which 
completes the 50 states. Alaska is their favorite 
place to visit, but they also like the Southwest.  

“We feel lucky every day we are here,” Steve said 
after remarking how nice it is not to have to weed 
or mow the lawn. They also praised the 
opportunity to live here with “great support.” 

Janet and Steve moved to Panorama after spending 
45 years in Olympia. Steve, who has a forest 
technical degree, retired after 28 years with the 
Washington Department of  Natural Resources. In 
the research department he helped develop a 
growth model for trees. Later he served as a staff  
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forester. Janet retired from an accounting position 
with Evergreen State College. 

A daughter and two grandchildren live in northern 
California where the Thompsons visit with their 
motorhome. A son lives at Summit Lake. Janet has a 
sister and brother-in-law who are on the list to move 
to Panorama. After getting settled in their new 
home, Janet, who reads a lot, would like to help with 
the Patio Sale. Steve, who made his own fishing rods 
when he was young, is interested in fishing and will 
explore volunteer activities in the near future. 

Panorama welcomes these delightful newcomers. ✦ 
2210 Beta Street, x 5241   

Larry & Tonna Harris-Heller 
BY CHUCK & KATHY LEE 

Tonna, born in Richland, 
Washington, grew up in 
Arcata, California. While 
attending Humboldt 
State University, she met 
Larry. Both were 
majoring in wildlife 
management. They 
married in 1975.  

After their graduation, she began graduate school at 
Texas A&M University and was selected to teach 
biology lab classes which lead to a permanent 
position. She retired as the Associate Director of  
the Biology Division. (Larry informed us that she 
had received every staff  award and numerous 
academic awards). Also, her personal butterfly 
collection is in the permanent collection at 
Humboldt State University. 

Larry, born in Huntington Park, California, grew up 
in Whittier, California. He loves to work with 
numbers and that paved the way for him to work in 
the Texas A&M University Biology Department 
working with DNA. He retired as the Associate 
Director at the Gene Technology Lab. 

After visiting numerous retirement communities, 
they choose Panorama based on the beauty of  the 
campus landscaping, various home choices, and the 
highly rated C&R center. As a bonus, both have 
relatives “this side” of  Bellevue and Renton. 

They identified bird-watching (birding) as their main 
hobby but love theatre, bridge, and gardening (“…
fingers in the dirt”). Tonna enjoys baking and made 
a wonderful banana/apple bread which we all 
enjoyed. Both work with Roxanne at the Barn in 
listing collectables for sale on eBay. Tonna does the 
photography and Larry researches the pricing/value 
range information. ✦  
2021 Woodland Loop, x 5563

Jeff Wedgwood 
BY MAVIS JOHNSON 

Raised in Boston and Cleveland 
until age nine, Jeff  and family 
moved to Seattle. Jeff ’s dad was 
a professor of  pediatrics at the 
University of  Washington. 
Every seven years his dad had a 
sabbatical. Then the family 
would go back to England 
exploring their long heritage. 
Dad traced their genealogy 

back to the 1200’s. They learned much about their 
famous ancestor, Josiah Wedgwood, of  china fame.  

Jeff, inspired by his father, also became a doctor. 
Stanford and then U.W. gave him his M.D. and a 
Seattle practice. Married and the father of  two, life 
was good until rheumatoid arthritis with its many 
complications forced an early retirement. Earlier he 
had done computer programming. Now he acquired 
a masters in biomedical informatics––the program 
that links medicine with computers in so many 
applications. Since giving up his car, computers now 
order his groceries and most other needs.  

With a great love for drama, Jeff  has already 
participated in “Readers Theater” and “Open 
Table.” Also he loves Mahjong. He showed me an 
antique set made of  ivory and bamboo. Beautiful! 
When I mentioned our Computer Center, he 
expressed an interest in helping there. He is 
impressed with Resident Transit and may become a 
dispatcher for them. Jeff  has much to offer and we 
are so glad he chose Panorama! ✦                  

2540 Marina Lane, x 5315



 

Black and Orange 
BY CHARLES KASLER 

crows call in rounds of  three 
quaw, quawk, pourquoi 
"pourquoi faites le changement de saisons" 
...quoth the raven 
(perhaps they flew down from Quebec)? 

crows gather in a tribe 
a council of  elders 
black as West Virginia coal  
miners at midnight 
black as the shadow of  death 
against blood-red sumac 
black birds pass before gray clouds 
like shadows on the hillside 

crows rule the forest 
crows rule pumpkins at dusk 
riveting ravens rouse the dawn 
like druids in the dark 
riding high on autumn 
crows are king 

inhale deeply: 
    fresh 
        muted 
            soft 
                pungent 
                    damp 
                        haunted 
                            foreboding 

the smell of  leaves baked under  
harvest moon 
fragile as ancient parchment 
hold them with great tenderness 
and place on the orange altar  
of  autumn 
the trees shout gold 
the wind whispers orange 
a highway of  corn 
plows through the green 
crows squawk in their own language 
sounding the alarm  
an approaching cat 

orange is king 
orange skin 
orange hair 
orange blood flows through my veins 
I should have been a pumpkin man 
or a scarecrow 
I already have the outfit 

but it's seasonal work 
winter comes and then what do you do? 
move to Florida? 

a quilt of  many colors in the forest 
it rivals Joseph's coat if  he was  
Amish and his name was Ezra 
the crunch/munch of  leaves 
crackle, skrraakk 
now a snap  
here a carpet of  gold 
there a canopy of  yellow 
footsteps on a mosaic  
mulch 
resting in damp earth 
unresponsive as if  sealed in a tomb 
in the heart of  decay 

stone church 
    broken windowpane 
        rusting weathervane 
            gunmetal sky 

a mirror image  
rippling reflections of  trees  
on the water 
flowers at their feet 
like children playing before  
bedtime 
the same lake I will walk across  
in winter 
the curtain comes down in ten days 
summer pleads for one last reprieve 
trees beg for Indian Summer 
the sky hold it's breath 
then breaks into tears 
Halloween's harvest hopes  
crushed by the North Wind 
boughs bend awaiting the long sleep 
until the trees are bare bone  
skeletons 
like the Reaper's ribs 
coming to take away summer  
the ground freezes and it's too cold  
even to pray for redemption 
or for a moment of  color in winter's white 

no shadow on the sundial 
no sound from the lark 
and a season of  ghosts 
orange ghosts with  
dried flower garlands 
rise across a charcoal sky... 

but for a few more days  
we have the last lingering  
autumn hours ✦

POEM

Poem
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BY VERL ROGERSTwo Limericks
The Earl of  Blench met a wench on a bench 
Thinking of  ways to blight her, 
But the wench on the bench held a monkey wrench 
And she used it on the blighter! ✦

Little Jack Transformer sat in a corner 
Eating his holiday bread. 
He pulled out a plug and stuck in a slug 
And blew every fuse in his head! ✦

Stories
The Wrong Impression
BY JIM DE YOUNG 

When I was offered the opportunity to move from 
the Puget Sound area to Yakima in Central 
Washington, there was some hesitation; but after 
driving to visit the area, it was an automatic positive 
response for a new adventure. We arrived in late 
spring and soon found that the promised 300 days 
of  sunshine was to our liking. Therefore, one of  my 
first thoughts was that after many years, I would 
once again be able to have a garden as our new 
home provided a sunny back yard. 

Our new neighbor, Bob, was retired from a civil 
service career. He was friendly in a tactless sort of  
way, which took some time getting used to. Most of  
his time was spent growing a rather large vegetable 
garden which he harvested and his wife canned or 
froze for the coming winter. When I mentioned to 
him that I was thinking of  having a small veggie 
garden, he concurred and offered his advice when I 
had any questions. 

Although it might have been a little late to start a 
garden, once we were settled in, I marked out a 4 x 
30’ plot along the back fence. It had once been an 
apple orchard and it was not too difficult to turn the 
sod under and have a presentable looking plot. 

My daughter, Kristi, age nine, was very enthused 
about the idea and so she was given a small portion 
for her very own garden as well. Together we 
planted the normal veggies consisting of  radishes, 
beans, peas, onions, a couple cabbage sets, and, of  
course, some tomato plants. She was very diligent in 
keeping her area watered and weeded. Being 
somewhat impatient because there was no 
indication of  immediate growth, she would tenderly 
dig into the soil to see if  the seeds were starting to 
develop or not. 

After a few weeks, most of  the seeds had broken 
ground and it was starting to look like a real 
garden. Bob came over periodically to check it out 
and had some positive comments considering the 
late start of  our garden versus his garden.  

It was probably a month later that Kristi came 
running into the house and wanted me to come 
see her garden because there was an ugly worm on 
her tomato plant that she wanted to show me. And 
yes, my first impression was that it indeed was an 
ugly worm. It was almost two inches long, about 
the size of  my ring finger, a bright knobby green 
like a string of  beads with a projecting horn on its 
rear. It was quietly eating and making good 
headway on a tomato leaf. We had never seen a 
worm this large before, and in retrospect, although 
unusual, it was physically very interesting and 
almost attractive. 

What to do with it. We were not ready to destroy it 
as Kristi would have nothing to do with that idea. 
The next thought was to show it to Bob and see 
what he had to say. As he was out in his garden, we 
cut the tomato leaf  with the worm and hurried 
over to show it to Bob. When he saw us coming, 
he said, “What do you have there? Oh! Kill it! Get 
rid of  it! Get it out of  my garden!” As he reached 
for it, Kristi grabbed the leaf  and the worm and 
put it behind her back so that Bob could not reach 
it. Bob continued, “That’s a Tomato Hornworm. It 
is a caterpillar, will spin a cocoon for a large moth; 
and it will ruin your tomato plants, so you have to 
get rid of  it.” Kristi was adamant, “But I want to 
see it become a moth.” And she held her ground. 

We thanked Bob for answering our question and 
for his advice, and returned to our yard. After a 
short consideration and the caterpillar safely under 
her protection, she suggested, “What if  I keep it in 
a jar in my room, feed it with my tomato leaves 
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and see if  it will spin a cocoon?” How do you say no 
to that kind of  offer? And, of  course, my curiosity 
would also be satisfied about this somewhat attractive 
pest. 

As we were going into the house to locate a jar, I 
looked over at Bob’s garden and there he was, 
spraying a white powder on his tomato plants. He 
later came over to see if  we wanted our plants 
sprayed as well. When I told him our plan for the 
caterpillar, he just looked at me, said nothing, shook 
his head, and walked away. 

A couple weeks later, under constant surveillance in 
Kristi’s bedroom, it spun its cocoon and the next step 
was to see if  it would come out as a moth. Sure 
enough and some time later, Kristi came and showed 
us a very large brown spotted moth clinging to a stick 
in the jar. Not exactly an attractive moth; but its size 
was impressive. Kristi kept the moth in her room; 
periodically letting it out to fly against the window 
before returning it to its jar, where it eventually died a 
peaceful death.  

It was an interesting experiment. My impressions 
were mixed, swinging back and forth between 
aversion and fascination with its physical 
characteristics and its typical life cycle. My original 
impression was wrong when I first saw this creature. 
My lasting impression, however, was positive and 
memorable not only for the subject itself, but for my 
daughter’s fascination and experimentation with this 
event. And, of  course, memorable for our neighbor’s 
reaction to this impressive being. ✦

Des Moines
BY JIM CUNNINGHAM 

As a child my family had a tradition for about seven 
years that I would like to share with you.  

We lived in West Seattle and my dad managed a grain 
elevator down on Elliot Bay across from downtown 
Seattle. When summer came and I and my three 
sisters were out of  school, starting in 1935, my 
parents would rent out our West Seattle home to a 
group of  teachers who were taking classes at a local 
college. Then we would move to a rental on the Des 
Moines waterfront and stay there until the end of  
summer. When I say “waterfront” I mean our house 
was at the water’s edge and protected by a six-foot 
bulkhead. There was a wood-fed cook stove and a 
water tank that was filled with a hand pump. Both the 
wood supply and water were my responsibility.   

What a wonderful world that area was. Mostly the 
land was second growth timber and the cabins and 
houses were isolated from the parking areas that 
were atop a steep hill behind us. The path up the 
hill was a simple dirt path which gave us views of  
Puget Sound. I never gave such inconveniences a 
thought. Yet given my old legs of  today, it must 
have been a workout to go to the store and carry 
down the groceries or just to go to church.  

We could drive our 1934 Terraplane auto on the 
beach at low tide. It was important that you watch 
the tide because you could be stranded or find 
yourself  in soft sand. More than once I witnessed 
the tide come in, trap a stuck auto, and cover it 
with salt water. Once we spent the afternoon with 
our many beach friends swimming through a 
submersed car that got stuck. There was no way to 
get a tow truck in to rescue the vehicle.  

One additional problem with driving on the beach 
was the salt that got on the inside of  the fenders. 
By summer’s end the rust would eat through and 
holes would appear in the fenders. In those days, 
Dad could buy a new set of  fenders, unbolt the old 
ones, and put the new ones on.  

The beach there was one great sand bar, a great 
place for short neck and butter clams as well as 
geoduck. I spent many an hour digging for clams 
with the expectation of  our many friends and 
family joining us on weekends for a day-long visit. 
They would bring lots of  good food and we would 
provide the clams and fish.  

And speaking of  fish we had an abundance of  cod, 
sole, and herring-type fish that fed on the bottom. I 
can remember leaning over the side of  the boat 
looking down through crystal clear water and 
watching the fish go after the bait. There was 
always a dog fish (a small shark about 20 inches 
long) going after my bait, so I would just raise my 
sinker about 6 inches, tap it on top of  the head, 
and move it toward the rock cod.  

The water in Puget Sound is cold, averaging in the 
low 50’s year around. For a robust youngster that 
was no problem. There were mornings when I 
would go from my bed to my swim trunks to a 
high tide beautiful morning and plunge without 
hesitation into the waters that were so magical, so 
spiritual, so healing, so life-giving.  

My parents gave me the most fulfilling summers 
anyone could imagine in those summers at         
Des Moines. ✦
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GONDOLA DAY
BY VERL ROGERS 

This was Mountaintop Day. My nephew, Floyd 
Rogers, had proposed that he and I, and maybe a 
couple of  guests, drive to Crystal Mountain Ski 
Resort, ride the new gondola lift, eat in the 
restaurant there, view the scenery, then drive home.  

I accepted. Crystal Mountain is a major ski hill 
some 88 miles from Lacey. It was a generous 
invitation on Floyd’s part. With his permission, I 
invited two friends, Bob Evans and Gene Hopkins. 
Gene was delighted at the invitation, remarking that 
she had skied at Crystal perhaps fifty years ago. She 
says she is over 90 now. 

The day turned out to be a true summit experience. 
Floyd drove from his Renton home to pick us up in 
Lacey early July 10. We then rode to the resort. 
Starting at Enumclaw, Floyd was on a road he 
knows by heart so he gave a running commentary 
on the roadside features. 

Floyd had been a ski instructor at Crystal many 
years and drove the road at least once a week, 
December through April. Back pain finally stopped 
his teaching days this year.  

The extent of  the ski area amazed me. There were 
eleven lifts and dozens of  runs down. There is 
space, Floyd said, for 7,500 skiers a day. Expert 
skiers like it for the many steep runs.  

The gondola lift was shiny new, built in 2010. The 
cars hold eight people, supported by a cable that 
looks far stronger than needed. The cars ride 
smoothly, with machinery whose design has been 
used and improved for a hundred years or more. In 
the loading terminals, top and bottom, a shunt 
releases the car from the running cable and slows it 
down so passengers can easily step into the car. The 
operator has a control panel under his hand that can 
stop everything if  needed. After the loading, I 
hardly knew it when the gondola started uphill. 

Bright sun was the rule for the day, though a reddish 
haze cut down on the distant view. Floyd said there is 
a weather report about a huge forest fire in Siberia; 
its smoke has reached North America.  

From the top, Mount Rainier, 14 miles away, filled 
much of  the horizon. We could see Mount Adams in 
the haze, also Mount St. Helens. Floyd pointed out 
Glacier Peak and Mount Stuart as well. They were at 
the limit of  vision in the haze today. Those summits 
are old friends to me. I’ve climbed them all.  

Someone commented, “It looks as if  I can see a 
climbing trail on Mount Rainier, there just to the 
right of  Little Tahoma and Disappointment Cleaver. 
Can you see a row of  dots going up the hill?” 

“Well, yes,” I said. “That’s where the climbers 
usually go, but at 14 miles those dots we see are 
probably fifty to a hundred feet across. I suspect 
those are big holes, not footprints.” 

We ate lunch, excellent food, on the terrace of  the 
summit restaurant. Several people came and talked 
with Floyd. He seemed to know everyone. 

After eating we looked at the view until we had our 
fill, then descended to the canyon floor. Floyd 
drove us home, but I was not good company; I 
slept most of  the way.  

My nephew did us a good turn. The day was one to 
remember. ✦

Oneonta, Gorge of Mystery
BY DAVID HINZ 

A scenic portion of  the Northwest that vies for a 
top spot is the Columbia River Gorge. Seen from 
the vantage of  Crown Point, the gorge is 
memorable. 

Motorists today can speed from Portland to points 
east via Interstate 84 and enjoy scenery from river 
level, but are deprived of  the close-up beauty of  
multiple natural attractions that were available to 
those who in the past had to take the scenic 
Columbia River Gorge highway. 

Descending from Crown Point through multiple 
hair-pin turns brought the traveler to a scenic, 
narrow, challenging drive along the river. It was 
called an engineering feat, enabling traffic yet 
preserving natural beauty. Bridal Veil Falls, Horse 
Tail Falls and the spectacular Multnomah Falls 
greeted the traveler along the way. In my high 
school days, a frequent Sunday afternoon pastime 
of  our family was exploring the nooks and crannies 
along this highway. 

East of  Multnomah Falls 1.8 miles on the old 
highway is a small bridge over a creek with a marker 
that denotes Oneonta Gorge. A creek appears from 
a fissure in the mountain side. It’s as though a giant 
hand wrenched the rock and created the crevasse. 
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The Cascade Mountains tower above. Just past the 
bridge was a short tunnel through a basalt cliff  
known as Oneonta Tunnel. We had driven past this 
spot many times because this gorge, at first glance, 
seemed to offer nothing special. 

When we finally decided to explore the gorge we 
realized it had more challenges than we had 
anticipated. First we had to clamber over a pile of  
debris: logs and 
brush washed down 
from the mountain 
and through the 
gorge during the 
winter. Once past 
the debris the next 
obstacle was the 
depth of  the creek. 
If  the water level 
was too high there 
was no passage back 
into the gorge 
because the basalt 
walls in many places 
were straight down 
into the water with 
nothing to cling to. 
Often we had to 
turn back. 

But there were two occasions on which we managed 
to make our way into the gorge one-half  mile to its 
end. How mysterious it was! The gorge at its 
narrowest is about 10 feet wide. Cliff  overhangs at 
places block out the sky. As we made our way into 
the gorge little light made its way into the chasm. 
An ominous gloom enveloped us. Looking back, it 
seemed the walls were about to touch. 

At places we were able to walk along the edge of  
the stream. At other places we had to cling to the 
sides of  the gorge, looking for foot and toe holds in 
the basalt to avoid wading through deep pools. 

As we proceeded, the sound of  falling water grew 
louder and louder. That seemed ominous because a 
sudden rise in water would place us in danger. 
Finally through the gloom we were able to make 
out the waterfall. The gorge sides towered above 
us at least 100 feet with trees clinging precariously 
to the sides, and ferns and moss covering the 
rocks. I always felt a sense of  awe as if  standing in 
a cathedral. 

The passage out was as challenging as coming in. 

“Oneonta.” I wondered what the name means. 
Maybe, I thought, an Indian name would add to its 
mystery. Not so. In 1849, Carleton Watkins, drawn 
to the west in search of  gold, did an exploratory side 
trip into this gorge and named it after his home 
town: Oneonta, New York. 

Despite that bit of  discouragement, the gorge still 
holds an aura of  mystery for anyone adventurous 
enough to explore and traverse its depth. ✦  
Editor’s note: Don’t get discouraged so easily, David. 
Wikipedia says: While the word “Oneonta” is of  
undetermined origin, it is popularly believed to mean “place 
of  open rocks” in the Mohawk language

Svele
BY JAMES D. FETT, MD 

I remember that woman not only for her stunning 
beauty but also because when she needed medical 
care I could do so little for her. That name, Svele. 
The way the Kimbala Tribe of  Congo pronounced 
it made it rhyme with belly. The first part required 
a coordination of  tongue, lips, and teeth, 
reminding me of  some of  my Scandinavian-origin 
neighbors in Minnesota, the Ssveed’s. I’d never 
forget her name because in physical aspect she 
appeared, indeed, “swell.”  

I vividly remember the first time she came to me, 
carried into the hospital by other students. We had 
just begun the first week of  classes at the Vanga 
School of  Nursing and Public Health in Congo, and 
Svele had secured one of  the 20 openings in the first 
year class.  

Although I served as Director of  the school, I’d not 
been involved in all of  the testing and interviews 
required for selection. There were many more 
candidates than openings. I have no recollection of  
her before that first night in the hospital.  

Initially, we could only find men qualified to enter 
our school for nurses, midwives, and health agents. 
Gradually the situation changed and by the time of  
Svele’s appearance, there were as many women 
students as men. That had been our goal. Many 
fathers in the rural area of  Congo finally realized 
results merited the cost of  sending their daughters 
to school.  
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René, one of  the second year students, came to my 
house one evening. I lived only about 100 meters 
from the hospital. We had no electricity, and René 
carried a small kerosene storm lantern.  

“Doctor, can you come see Svele? She’s fou, crazy.” 

“I’ll come. I’ll meet you at the hospital.” 

My own kerosene storm lantern cast a circle of  dim 
light on the sandy road leading to the hospital. I 
waited in the octagonal central receiving area of  the 
main hospital building. Many noises punctuated the 
African night. The mix of  patients and their families 
arranging their mats for the night, a portable radio 
pulsing with the Afro-Carib beat, the cicadas and 
crickets in discordant concert, an occasional fruit 
bat’s staccato outburst.  

As I approached the hospital I heard a din of  
voices, and overriding them all the high-pitched 
shriek of  a female voice. A cluster of  young people 
entered, transporting Svele, suspended horizontally, 
stiff  as a mahogany plank carved out of  the rain 
forest along the Congo River. Her shrieks were 
unintelligible to me. She seemed to be repeating a 
phrase with people’s names mixed in. The students 
deposited her rigid body on a palm mat resting on 
the plain cement floor.  

“Doctor, she says she needs to go home. She wants 
her papa and mama.” René had to shout in my ear 
to overcome the clamor. My eyes beheld a beautiful 
young woman, never mind the shrieking and waving 
arms. Her eyes stared upward, dark and 
unfathomable, bordered by long, curved lashes. 
High-set cheekbones characterized an oval face of  
remarkable beauty. Her magenta lips framed pearly 
white, even teeth. Her ebony skin reflected 
smoothness, seeming to have never known a 
blemish. Tiny coifed braids passed in parallel rails 
over the crown of  her head.  

The strap muscles of  her neck were taut, holding 
her head in that rigid position. Of  all her body parts 
only her mouth and arms moved. Those slender 
arms gestured upward, graceful and in perfect 
proportions, tapering to smooth long fingers. The 
used African print enfolding her abdomen, hips, 
and legs, was pulled tightly at the waist, indicating a 
youthful slimness. Her bare feet seemed to have 
escaped the multiple traumas experienced by a 
childhood of  feet without shoes.  

My repertoire of  treatments for this condition 
suffered an embarrassing impoverishment. I’d 

been in this setting long enough to know that in all 
probability we would soon be delivering her to the 
nganga, the medicine man, the witch doctor,  or 
the native practitioner. He understood the time-
tested remedies passed along through generations 
of  healers.  

Our deplorably tiny stock of  Thorazine, a 
psychotropic drug, given by injection, seemed to 
have negligible effect. I’d not resorted to the more 
sedating phenobarbital or chloral hydrate, not 
wishing to render her unconscious with the 
combination of  medications.  

By morning those shrill cries persisted, slightly 
diminished in volume. Her arms still waved 
periodically. Svele’s beautiful face now seemed a bit 
puffy and her eyes stared through us and beyond.  

I remembered several native practitioners who 
seemed to know better how to help in this situation. 
One had helped Madame Bellamie who made her 
home at Vanga on the veranda of  one of  the 
missionaries. She lived in a world of  her own, 
interrupting siesta hour with her ranting and raving.  

Everywhere she went her one year-old son traveled 
along, strapped to her back or riding her hip, secured 
by the African print festooned with President 
Mobutu’s smiling face. Everyone tolerated Madame 
Bellamie until she ran off  with the missionary’s two 
year-old son. I still see visions of  this lady running 
down the dusty path, a son on each hip, one black 
baby, one white, followed by a train of  missionaries 
and their domestic helpers. Station leaders then 
promptly transported her back to her village where 
the native practitioner took over.  

I also thought of  Madame Gustave, who stationed 
herself  outside the nursing school classroom, 
shouting a string of  gibberish, unintelligible to any 
of  us, Congolese and expatriates alike. Her eyes 
rolled to heaven, she leaned back, implored 
whatever forces there may have been up there, 
wagging her finger in admonishment of, seemingly, 
myself. Having tolerated the racket longer than 
most, I would go out to her, speaking both French 
and Kituba, imploring her to stop.  

Once, deciding that nothing else had helped, I 
walked directly to her, and quietly but sternly 
addressed her in English. “In the name of  Jesus of  
Nazareth, come out!” A look of  astonishment 
appeared on her face. Did she actually understand 
me? She remained silent for a full ten seconds 
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before resuming her previous tirade, louder than 
ever. Admitting that this demon, if  one at all, 
exceeded my powers of  exorcism, I arranged for a 
truck to transport her to the village medicine man.  

These encounters with the shaman seemed to be 
characterized by an atmosphere of  mutual respect, 
but they also had attuned me to the fact that we 
would probably not see Svele back with us. His price 
would be that Svele must not return to the foreign 
doctor.  

I didn’t want to lose her, but her life depended upon 
snapping out of  the fierce grip of  this catatonic 
behavior. Experience told me that he would require 
separation from Western medicine. And I knew that 
in exchange for what he would do for her, she 
would want me to respect her separation. I must not 
return to see her. I must not ask anyone in her 
village about her. I must release all influence over 
her. By taking her to him I tacitly agreed to those 
conditions, but it saddened me.  

While I chauffeured the GMC pickup the 40 
kilometers to her village, Svele continued her 
frenzied dialogue. She lay on a blanket in the back 
of  the truck, surrounded by a bevy of  concerned 
students. It might have been a pleasant trip through 
the forests and savanna but for the purpose of  our 
journey. Village inhabitants directed us to her house. 
Her mother rushed out to meet us as we rolled to a 
stop directly in front of  her mud and thatch hut. 
Her daughter demonstrated no recognition, even 
with the distraught mother cradling her daughter’s 
head and stroking her cheek.  

The students had already given the family a brief  
explanation. Those few words seemed to help 
them quickly grasp the situation. Many hands lifted 
Svele through the open tailgate of  the truck and 
placed her on a palm mat in the shade of  the 
thatched roof  overhang.  

René explained to me, “They’ve sent for the 
nganga.” While we waited 15 minutes beside the 
house that had become the center of  attraction, 
most of  the village clustered around. Some 
surrounded Svele, some circled the truck where we 
were standing. Children dashed between the two 
circles, some hushed, the bold ones chattering 
excitedly.  

The antique figure approaching could be none other 
than the shaman. He walked with a slightly bent 
forward gait, slowly, with a deliberation that must 
have required great practice. He proceeded directly 
towards Svele, sparing not a glance towards the 

truck or the hospital visitors who stood at the edge 
of  the path.  

He paced barefoot, toes gnarled and dusty. An aged 
dark red cloth draped his hips and legs to mid-
calves. A gray cloth rested loosely over his 
shoulders, the better to display a copper chain 
necklace dangling a single saber tooth. A stained 
cloth pouch also suspended from his neck, tied to a 
soiled string, braided to triple thickness. His ancient 
head was sparsely covered with gray, nearly white 
hair, with a tuft of  gray chin whiskers. Lines 
furrowed his brow and cheeks. Dusty wrinkles 
covered his upper torso.  

I really didn’t want to release Svele, yet I wanted to 
respect this African healer who, from his own 
unique experiences, perhaps saw mysteries 
unrevealed to us who followed the conventional 
therapies. And I knew in my heart that we had little 
choice but to leave her with her parents.  

René approached and said, “He wants us to go.”  

Without a word we returned to the truck. The 
passengers, save Svele, resumed their places. We 
pulled away leaving the village behind, each of  us 
subdued by the realization that we had lost one of  
our own. But hoping that the nganga could restore 
wholeness to Svele. ✦

The Spider in the Spotlight
BY BOB BOWERS 

There’s a spider that resides on my front window…
the one in the upper right hand corner of  the four 
large windows that occupy my atrium front wall.  

The atrium is what I call my glass-fronted balcony. 
It’s a wonderful atrium. I’m on the fourth floor of  
the apartment building. Below me Circle Lane joins 
the asphalt semi-circle that gently curves up from 
the Lane to the covered entrance of  the apartment 
house––a veranda of  sorts. Cars, ambulances, 
delivery trucks, U.S. mail vehicles, an occasional bus 
or van and the white trucks of  the Panorama 
Maintenance Department come and go below my 
window doing whatever they are supposed to do in 
and around the Quinault.  

As I sit like a king in my gold chair among my 
books and plants, I see bright green grass and 



 

streets, and pristine lawns and houses, and huge 
Douglas Fir trees marching away into McGandy 
Park. Residents of  our retirement community pass 
by in a continuous stream of  cars or bicycles, or 
are pushing walkers, or occasionally being pulled by 
a dog. Would you believe there’s even a woman 
pushing two cats in a baby stroller with isinglass 
windows so they can see where they’re going. Why! 
I can go into reverie just thinking about it! 

What about the spider? Most of  the time I can’t 
see him, or her, as the case may be. When I come 
out in the morning as the sun rises he or she is in 
the spotlight doing what spider’s do, I guess: 
weaving and reweaving a silk web so fine I can 
hardly see it. I call him “my spider in the spotlight.” 
This afternoon after a walk I stepped into the 
balcony to catch a brief  look at things and there 
was my morning spider in the spotlight on the 
web…right in the center bobbing and weaving in 
the wind frivolously frolicking before my golden 
chair. 

I wondered why the spider just didn’t leave. But, 
where would the spider go? Then, suddenly the 
spider darted to near the edge of  the web and 
quickly with long, clawed front feet grabbed 
something––a midge of  some kind I guess. It was 
so tiny. He rolled it in gossamer silk. 

My mind was laughing and saying to itself, “The 
spider is smaller than the little Windows 10 
window symbol of  my laptop. That’s not very big. 
After all he’s half  stuffed with the sticky resin with 
which he spins the net that caught and held the 
midge or fly or whatever it was.” And then I 
thought: “If  he plans on eating that midge for 
lunch, he’ll be eating the equivalent of  a big barrel 
full of  midge or fly or whatever it is. He’ll probably 
fall off  the web if  he tries to go anywhere and be 
killed in the fall as he smashes into the ground!” 

My reverie was interrupted by some sort of  
distraction. When I came back to the window the 
spider had vanished. I may not sleep tonight as I 
worry about my friend, the spider. Did he, she, or 
it die when the lunch was too heavy and 
precipitated a free fall four stories to the ground? 
Or did the spider simply burp and scurry to his 
house for a mid-afternoon nap. I don’t know where 
his house is. Is it in a crack or crevice along the 
window casing? Might be! Who knows? 

The tale of  the spider in the spotlight is just one 
more example of  life’s foolishness and our human 
attempts to understand it all. Humans and spiders 

alike thrill to basking and showing off  in the 
spotlight. Else why do spiders build a web with a 
spot in the center just for themselves?  

Why do humans build auditoriums and churches 
with focused space in the front for the preacher––a 
rostrum, a speaker’s stand or pulpit, aisles that lead 
directly to the center of  the front? Why do 
preachers stand at a pulpit, or, forgoing that, stand 
on an elevated spot in the center of  the chancel so 
they can be seen juggling their Bible and their iPad? 
My preacher dropped his iPad one time. He didn’t 
break it, but, it put a sort of  hiccup in the sermon. 

Politicians love to have a speaker’s rostrum at the 
front of  the legislative hall with the spotlight 
highlighting them when they speak, even if  there 
are no other House or Senate members present in 
the entire hall. At least the TV cameras and the 
teleprompter know they are there! 

Why does Wall Street have an open gallery above 
the trading floor so important people or groups can 
be seen closing the market and hearing applause? 

Why is the White House honored as the office and 
residence of  the current duly elected President? 
Even his staff  can’t find him when he’s needed. 
He’s unavailable. That’s not a slam at the current 
President as it’s not possible for one man to be 
always available. 

I’ll never have an answer for these questions. I 
think I’ll go ponder about them seated in my 
golden overstuffed rocker in my atrium before my 
friend the Spider in the Spotlight. Maybe the sun 
will shine on me and I’ll be seen by those who pass 
by me below. Maybe I’ll have myself  a good nap 
close to the spotlight.  

Oh! The spider in the spotlight’s still not back. I 
fret about him and the tragedy he did or didn’t 
suffer. I’ll look for him and the tragedy he did or 
didn’t suffer. I’ll look for him, her or it after 
lunch…maybe, or, maybe not! Auf  Wiedersehen! ✦
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Ballard Locks
BY VERL ROGERS 

What is the fascination of  ship locks in a canal? The 
water goes in, the water goes out. That’s enough for 
me, but not for many people. Just now I looked up 
“Ballard Locks” on the Internet and found 22 pages 
of  index items, over 200 articles, devoted to the 
subject. Several articles discussed the annual de-
watering of  the locks, where the mechanical systems 
are inspected and maintained, and barnacles are 
scraped off  the walls. This operation draws crowds 
every time. 

Our family lived fifteen years in Seattle, and I 
suppose we visited the Ballard Locks three or four 
times. Our last visit was in springtime to see the little 
park around the locks for it has exotic plantings; it is 
sheltered, warmer and earlier to bloom in the spring 
than the rest of  the city, a pleasant Sunday afternoon 
for gardeners. After we moved away and I took a 
visitor to see the locks, I learned that the locks 
operation has a strong attraction for tourists. 

In a later year, 1985, we lived in Yakima. I was called 
to the regional Social Security office in Seattle for a 
short course of  training to do a special audit at the 
state hospital at Cheney, WA. There I met Jack, new 
from Chicago, who was to be my partner at Cheney. 
We took three days of  training in Seattle for an audit 
that took the next two weeks.  

During the second day of  training, I asked Jack if  he 
knew about the ship locks in Ballard. No, he said. I 
explained and suggested we go visit that afternoon 
after class. He was willing, so I drove him to the ship 
canal and its locks. We were planning on supper 
nearby, as we were bachelors for the moment away 
from our families.  

At the locks, we walked across the lock doors to the 
small lock and then watched. The upper doors at the 
level of  Lake Washington opened, outbound boats 
motored in the lock and tied up to a floating wall, 
the doors closed, the water level dropped about 22 
feet to sea level, the lower doors opened, the 
outbound boats untied and moved out, inbound 
boats waiting below motored into the lock and tied 
up, the lower doors closed, the water rose, the upper 
doors opened, and finally the inbound boats untied 
and moved out on the level of  the lake above. 

All this was old to me, for not only had I visited 
these locks before, Janet and I had taken two canal 
trips in Europe, plus one on the Erie Canal. 
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Then a couple of  large boats arrived at the top of  
the big lock. “Let’s go watch those,” proposed Jack. 
So we crossed back to the big lock and watched the 
same process, but in the large lock there is no 
floating wall where boats may tie. Here, crewmen use 
fixed bollards and haul in or let out the lines 
smoothly around the bollards as the water rises or 
falls. Jack remarked, “Hey, there’s more activity here 
in the big lock!” 

Ho-Hum. I had seen enough. The water goes in, the 
water goes out. I spoke. “Let’s eat. I suggest Ray’s 
Boathouse.” Jack asked to stay for one more lockage. 
We did so. 

Ho-Hum again. I suggested that we go eat. Jack 
asked to go another cycle. We did, except that this 
time there was action in both locks, the big one 
rising and the small one falling. Jack’s head kept 
turning back and forth from one to the other. 

Ho-Hum three times! It was getting late. I said so 
and that my stomach was getting empty to boot. Jack 
implored, “Oh I really like this. One more, please?” I 
agreed to one more. However, I had forgotten one 
important sight that was bound to inject even more 
delay, the Fish Ladder!   

After one more lockage (the fourth Ho-Hum) we 
crossed the bridge above the dam to the fish ladder, 
where at last I had some luck. There were no fish in 
the ladder! When salmon or steelhead are running, 
visitors stay here even longer than at the locks. Jack 
took one more glance and said, “Let’s go.” 

It was nearly 8:00 pm that we ate dinner. Jack kept 
talking about the locks the whole meal. ✦


