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      This issue has no particular theme, but I 
think you will enjoy the stories.  My own very-
large family is changing drastically.  My four 
children are retiring and planning.  My son Dan 
lost his wife, six months before he retires.  They 
had bought our RV when my husband Jack 
could no longer drive, and planned to travel 
with it.  Jack passed away last year.  Now I will 
be the navigator for Dan starting next 
September, in the RV that I chose.   Eventually, 
Dan plans to move to Panorama!  I have been 
here 17 years and never once regretted it.
 

 
 
Ruth Harms 
2232 Leisure Lane 
Phone: 5947 
     New neighbor, Ruth, exudes high energy and 
has been on the cutting edge of many careers.  
Born and raised in Sedro Wooley, she attended 
WSU, majoring in education (as her mother 
did).  Her professional resume is lengthy 
beginning with the Peace Corps in Sierra Leone 
at an elementary school with no running water 
or electricity, but with snakes! 
     After getting her Masters’ in teaching 
reading, she taught at a girls high school in 
Australia. Then it was off to the Longview-Kelso 
area where she taught women’s studies at an 
alternative high school.  She then took a 4-
month trip around the world.  Ruth returned to 
Longview-Kelso where a job with the police 
department, doing research to determine if 
stats would suggest need for a battered 
women’s shelter, resulted in her becoming the 
first director of an emergency support shelter. 
     Moving to Seattle, Ruth initiated a program 
at the U of Washington on Prevention of Child 
Sexual Abuse and wrote a book on the subject.   
She was then hired by the Olympia Office of 

the Administration of the Courts where she 
conducted mediation and educational training 
for the judges.  Her doctorate from Seattle 
University was in Educational Leadership.  She 
went to work for the Superintendent of Public 
Instruction as a Child Abuse Prevention 
supervisor working with teachers and schools 
which included playground mediation.  For 15 
years she was a private contractor doing similar 
work. 
     She was also hired by Seattle Children’s 
Hospital to work with local hospitals and 
families on how to prevent the Shaken Baby 
Syndrome. And then she retired! 
     Ruth has traveled all over the world, has 
been an avid sailor, and rides her bicycle 
everywhere.  She has two shy cats, is taking 
yoga and playing ping pong.  She is also the 
Vice President of the Thurston County League 
of Women Voters and a happy gardener.  She 
works the patio sale and is in usher training. 
     Having known about Panorama for years, 
she is thrilled to be closer to the Trail for biking 
and she finds our residents to be super 
friendly. 
       Please join me in welcoming one very 
interesting lady to Panorama – you will so 
enjoy meeting her! 

*** Peggy Jamerson 
 

Burt and Ginger Sarver 
2645 Chambers Lake Lane 
Phone:  5618 
    Burt and Ginger decided when the time was 
right to make a move that it would be to 
Panorama. So, they got on the Panorama 
waiting list ten years ago. They were well 
acquainted with Panorama since Burt’s parents 
lived in the Quinault, where his mother, Lulu 
Sarver, started the coffee get-togethers on the 
fifth floor. 
      Ginger was born and lived in Louisiana 
through her college years. After a move to “the 
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mountains of Montana” and later to Olympia, 
she became a counselor at Olympia high 
school. “It is surprising how many parents of 
my former students live at Panorama,” she 
said. 
      Burt was born in Tennessee. As a 
mechanical engineer, Burt retired from the 
State of Washington where he was in charge of 
facility design and leasing. Seventeen years ago 
Burt started a charity at an Olympia church to 
help homeless children receive housing. The 
“Help Us Move In” non-profit group, with 
church and Olympia Federal Savings help, now 
is planning a new four-story, 80 unit affordable 
housing complex on the site of the former 
Olympia Bailey Motor Inn. 
      Both Burt and Ginger like to travel and have 
visited China, Tibet, Turkey, and Greece among 
other “wonderful” trips. Skiing, fly fishing and 
especially charity work keep Burt busy. Both 
jumped in to help with the Patio Sale just two 
weeks after moving here.  
      Ginger, whose “first love” is hiking, is a 
docent at Kennedy Creek and she volunteers 
with the Mountaineers and the Washington 
Trails Association, where she recently has been 
helping with a new trail in Capitol Forest. (She 
is certified by the Forest Service to cross-cut 
trees on the trails.)  
      Panorama residents are happy to welcome 
this active couple.              ***Berta Kasmar  
 
Gary & Cathy Anderson 
2322 Beta St 
Phone: 5259 
    When new residents, Gary & Cathy, bring 
you cookies you know it’s going to be a good 
interview! The Beta Street neighborhood 
gained another very fun couple when the 
Andersons moved in, in August. 
    Cathy was born into a military family at Paris 
Island, SC and schooled in Maryland.  She was 
recruited by the National Security Agency 

where she held positions for several years. 
Gary hails from West Virginia and entered the 
Army after graduation.  He explains it this way: 
“I started working when I was 13 and retired 65 
years later.” 
    The two met when both were working for 
NSA, Gary in the engineering area.  They 
transferred to England after marrying and then 
transferred to California.  Gary re-uppped to 
the Army and had posts in Virginia, Thailand, 
Fort Dix (as a Drill instructor), and Germany (as 
a logistician).  He retired after 20 years. Cathy 
then spent the next 20 years working at Fort 
Lewis in Resource Management. 
    This energetic couple built a home In Roy 
which they shared with several horses (Gary 
played polo) for 35 years. The retirement years 
has Gary teaching motorcycle safety for the 
military at JBLM although other ventures they 
have enjoyed were owning a kayak company 
and a farrier business.  
    Gary’s brother and sister-in-law, Bob & Becky 
Anderson, convinced them of the value of 
moving to Panorama and they call their new 
home “paradise.”  This couple have many 
interests and high energy so now they can put 
that into other endeavors.  Gary rebuilds 
motorcycles and still teaches.  Cathy cooks, 
reads and keeps the home fires burning for 
Gary and Louie.  Louie? Yes, their cat who is so 
clever it can open drawers, doors and obeys 
commands.  Quite the entertainer!   Both Cathy 
& Gary have been recruited to work at the 
Santa’s Shop at the Barn. 
    Panorama has just gained another very 
vibrant and interesting couple; we had some 
good laughs during the interview and you will 
so enjoy meeting them. 

*** Peggy Jamerson 
Connie Bolden              
2392 Chambers Lake Lane 
Phone:  5046 
    Connie has lived in Olympia for over fifty 
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years and knows well our local saying-”The 
mountain is out!” But he is North Carolina 
born, reared and educated, with no accent I 
could fathom.  He has three degrees from U. of 
North Carolina - a B.A. in business, a Master of 
Library Science, and a J.D. in Law.  In 1963 he 
came to Olympia as Assistant to the State Law 
Librarian.  How he loved the Northwest!  But a 
job promotion back in Florida as a law 
professor teaching Legal Research and 
Appellate Practice at Stetson University pried 
him away, most regretfully.  A year later the 
phone rang with the invitation to return to 
Olympia as The State Law Librarian working 
with the nine State Supreme Court Justices.  He 
jumped at the opportunity!  And that was his 
job for the next 25 years until retirement in 
1989. 
    He and wife Elizabeth Ann, a medical 
librarian at Madigan Hospital, loved their home 
on Fishtrap Road overlooking Dana Passage 
across from Harstine Island.  They traveled 
oversees about every two years.  For three 
years they lived in Bavaria, southern Germany, 
when Elizabeth was transferred there in her 
librarian capacity.  They took full advantage of 
those years to travel everywhere by train and 
car, “a wonderful experience,” he said.  Sadly, 
Elizabeth died in 2015.  Thus he finally made 
the decision in June to come to Panorama  
where he has friends and is close to his church.  
His daughter, also a medical librarian, lives in 
Portland. 
    Travel was obviously their major hobby, but 
he loves to read.  English history of the 17th and 
18th centuries is a favorite.  He has written two 
law books on Judicial Administration. As yet, he 
hasn't investigated all that the Quinault 
basement provides.  He is interested in 
woodworking, and he'll be amazed what is 
offered here!  He did the “Walk The Loop 
Group” this summer. More good experiences 
will certainly follow.        ***Mavis Johnson 

 
Ken and Carol Lewis           
2389 Chambers Lake Lane 
Phone:  5083 
    Washington roots are deep for both Ken and 
Carol.  Each claim Washington State as their 
birthplace and their alma mater, Ken in 
microbiology and public health, Carol in 
education.  In fact Carol's grandfather was the 
first principal of Tumwater High School   in 1905 
and later became Postmaster.  Their three 
children continue the tradition as a Boeing 
engineer, a mental health counselor, and a 
National Park Ranger, all living in Washington. 
    For eleven years Ken used his microbiology 
expertise for the Rainier Brewery.  He joked 
that his was the only job where you could drink 
on the job!  The Public Health degree resulted 
in a Washington State Health Dept. position 
and a move to Spokane.  While there, Carol was 
able to get her Masters from Gonzaga, and 
resume her teaching, mostly in primary areas 
and for nineteen years total.  Another move 
brought them back to Olympia where Ken 
became Manager of the State Hospital 
Licensing Program. 
    Carol loves weaving and quilt making.  She 
has already gone to the quilting group here. 
She is a member of the State Capitol Museum 
book group and loves to read.  Photography is 
another big hobby as well as collecting Lenox 
ceramic birds.  They both are “birders.”   
    Ken plays bass clarinet in “The New Horizon 
Band” which has performed for Panorama.  He 
is deep into genealogy and has already visited 
the group here.  He is a first generation “Finn,” 
100% according to his DNA.  He down-hill skis 
with a group which goes to White Pass.  
Carpentry skills learned from his father resulted 
in his building one of their homes as well as a 
much-used cabin on Orcas Island.  
    I doubt these two will have many boring 
moments here!               ***Mavis Johnson 
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Edith Bryan 
1954 Circle Loop 
Phone: 5204 
    Two black bundles of energy, Amber and 
Meg, black Labs, welcomed me to Edith’s new 
home.  What a warm welcome! 
    She and her now-deceased husband are from 
Philadelphia.  Edith has a master’s degree in 
Special Education and a doctorate in 
Leadership Studies.   She taught special 
education at the pre-school level, served as the 
executive director for a community agency, 
and they lived in several places before settling 
in the Seattle area.  
    Upon retirement, the couple moved to 
Coupeville on Whidbey Island where Edith 
became involved in Whidbey Island Search & 
Rescue Dogs, fostered over 150 Labradors, and 
volunteered with the Seattle Purebred Dog 
Rescue since 1993.  Edith also volunteered with 
an emergency preparedness neighborhood 
team and she has now transferred her 
“Planning for Pets” skills to our Map Your 
Neighborhood efforts. 
      Edith has two sons.  She and her husband 
had chosen Panorama because it is a CCRC and 
it was the only one which allowed residents to 
have two dogs.  Even though Edith moved here 
in August, she has quickly immersed herself in 
her new community: book club, MYN, Pet 
Partners, Supper Club, Walk the Loop, and Tai 
Chi class.  Needless to say, you will see her 
doing a lot of walking with her four-legged 
grand dogs. 
    Edith is eager to share her knowledge of 
dealing with pets during an emergency.  She 
loves that Panorama is such a welcoming 
community and her pets are an easy way to 
meet new neighbors. 
    Please join me in welcoming yet another 
vibrant and fascinating neighbor to our 
community!                           ***Peggy Jamerson 

 
Jim and Lisa Toomey 
1715 Circle Loop 
Phone: 5796 
    Jim and Lisa are living in a cozy garden unit 
overlooking McGandy Park waiting for a 
permanent house. The situation in the Tri-
Cities (Richland/Pasco/Kennewick), where they 
came from, resulted in a quick sale and 
Panorama had a “temp” home available, 
allowing them to move in mid-June. 
    Jim was born and raised in Tulsa, Oklahoma 
and from there he entered and graduated from 
the U.S. Naval Academy and then went on to 
serve aboard surface ships in Vietnam.  Lisa 
was born and raised in Seattle and graduated 
from Western Washington University in 
Bellingham, with a degree in Communication.    
    After marrying and Jim separating from the 
Navy, they settled in the Tri-Cities where Jim 
worked for Rockwell Hanford, TRIDEC the local 
economic development entity, and managed 
the Port of Pasco until his retirement in 2013.  
Lisa freelanced in public relations while they 
raised their two children, Chris and Shannon. 
She then went to work for the Washington 
Wine Commission, Columbia Basin College and 
the REACH Museum project where she stayed 
until she retired last December.   In the late 
80’s, they spent two years on Maui, where Lisa 
managed the public relations department at 
the Hyatt Regency Maui. 
    Their discovery of Panorama was somewhat 
circuitous. Lisa was Googling “lap pools in 
retirement communities” last fall and after 
looking at facilities in Florida, Arizona and 
California, Lacey popped up.  During Christmas 
they had the opportunity to visit and knew as 
they drove in and experienced the beautiful 
landscaping and layout of facilities, plus the 
Continuing Care that Panorama was the place 
they wanted to spend their retirement.  The 
deal was sealed when Jim, an avid cyclist, saw 
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the Chehalis Western Trail and Lisa, a distance 
swimmer, visited the Aquatic Facility. Their 
two-year plan to move was shrunk to two 
months and they haven’t looked back. 
    ***Jim Cunningham 
 
 
Ida Munn Van Ausdal 
Chalet B-4 
Phone:  5330 
    Ida was born and lived in Seldon, Kansas until she 
was 16 when the family moved to Seattle. She 
remembers those years in Kansas as knowing that 
she would not live in Kansas all her life. After 
graduating from high school she worked in the mail 
order department of Sears and also attended a 
technical school learning office skills for two years.  
    Ida and a friend then left Seattle to begin a grand 
adventure to California, Lake Tahoe and ultimately 
to Utah where she met Albert, the man she 
married. This new adventure lasted 50 years and 
resulted in 8 children. After living in Utah and 
several areas of western Washington they settled 
in Olympia about 18 years ago. They operated 
many restaurants during those years.  
    After Albert’s death she explored many of the 
area’s retirement communities before choosing 
Panorama as where she wanted to spend the rest 
of her life.  She is very happy with this choice and 
spoke at length about how helpful and welcoming 
the manager of the Chalet was as she settled in.  
Ida is already enjoying the pool and is still active in 
her local church. She loves to read and is involved 
in a book club at church. She enjoyed her volunteer 
work at the Salvation Army’s Community Kitchen 
until she had knee surgery.  Ida is a delightful 
addition to the Chalet family. 
                                                   ***Betty G. Hummel 
Michael and Barbara Silverstein 
2306 Sleater Kinney Road   
Phone:  5326 
    Barbara and Michael chose Panorama for their 
retirement after a lifetime of shared concerns in 
the social and economic reasons people become ill. 
The day I met them they had just returned from a 
visit to our Senators’ offices. Barbara began this 

journey as an RN and then moved on to get 
degrees in both Occupational and Mental Health 
and ended up with a PhD in Epidemiology. 
     After graduating from Stanford Medical School, 
Michael began an internship in Pediatrics in 
Boston. There he encountered children suffering 
from lead poisoning, which changed his focus to 
Public Health issues.  
    Their son was born during those years in Boston. 
They moved to Michigan while Barbara was 
pursuing her studies and Michael worked for the 
United Auto workers on workplace issues. They 
moved to Washington 17 years ago where Michael 
served as the State Public Health officer. He was 
involved with OSHA both in Olympia and DC before 
moving on to join Barbara at Labor and Industries 
before their retirement. 
    The Silversteins have traveled all over the world. 
Barbara is an avid kayaker and misses her 
waterfront home access to Budd Inlet in Olympia. 
Michael joins her only in the warm waters of the 
world and was not there when she paddled from 
Finland to Sweden!  
    They are especially pleased with the fit 
Panorama is for their beloved dog, Trilly. Barbara 
continues volunteering at the Olympia Free Clinic 
and Michael contributes his expertise to 
Providence Hospital’s “Mending Hearts Program” 
for folks after heart surgery. Prior to choosing 
Panorama they were always impressed with how 
“happy” everyone they met here was and 
wondered if this could be real. Both agree that this 
is real, now that they have joined our community. 
Welcome Barbara and Michael. 
                                                     ***Betty G. Hummel         
                                             

       
 

BUS FLIGHT TO LAWTON 
     Alone and feeling self-conscious, I was 
dressed in my long, black and white habit in 
1967, the year the popular TV show The Flying 
Nun was playing its first season. Because of the 
wacky, naïve, silly antics played by Sally Fields, I 
felt the public thought some real nuns were 
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somewhat ridiculous, especially the young 
ones. 
      I chose a place to attract the least attention 
in the crowded Greyhound Bus station in San 
Antonio, Texas. My chair happened to be in the 
center of the large room. The hustle and bustle 
of travelers alternated with periods of still and 
quiet. 
    A wound-up, small, five-year old boy, began 
running back and forth on the long, shiny floors 
in the wide space between my strip of seats 
and the row facing me. He’d pick up 
momentum, then slide the last few yards in his 
slick-soled Buster Browns.  After about eight 
such rotations, he noticed my black garments. 
He continued his laps, but as he passed me, he 
slowed down to study my presence.  
I strained not to play, entertain, or converse 
with him like I normally did with my students 
or when introduced to little ones.  I was 
familiar with out-of-the-mouths-of-babes 
incidents.  I didn’t want this babe’s attention, 
not in this place, not while I was alone, and 
certainly not while everyone was noticing my 
growing unease. 
     My head was down, but distracted from my 
book. My headpiece failed to conceal my 
eyeballs from the crowd as I watched his 
footsteps.  
     At his third time of pausing and staring for 
about fifteen seconds to ogle me from head to 
foot, I kept my head bent toward the pages in 
my lap, completely ignoring him. 
Oh, no! Why does he glare at me every time he 
passes? What’s he thinking? Is he ever going to 
run out of steam?  
      The little sprinter stopped short, parked his 
feet firm and far apart. He stared at me with 
hands on his hips. Between huffing and puffing, 
he took a big breath, and blurted out for the 
entire station audience to hear, “CAN YOU FLY-
Y-Y? “  

     Travelers snickered. Newspapers jerked 
closer to their faces.Complete silence. 
I lifted my head, stared the boy down and gave 
him a loud and slow response, “Little fella, if I 
could fl-y-y-y, I wouldn’t be sitting in this bus 
station.”  
     Newspapers collapsed. Surprised at my own 
clever response, I smiled across the crowd to 
relax myself and others. Everyone laughed and 
applauded. “Way to go, Sister!”  
That little boy didn’t know how much I 
detested The Flying Nun.  

***Mary Jo Shaw  
                                                        

QUEEN MARY II 
     Having personal experience about a place 
doesn’t always prevent an error in judgment.  
This happened to Bob and me on a Queen 
Mary II cruise. 
     Bob and I took advantage of a really good 
deal on a Queen Mary II (affectionately called 
“Mary Mary”) world cruise segment from 
Miami to San Francisco.  She was too big to use 
the Panama Canal so had to circumnavigate 
South America which was a great opportunity 
for us to have a month at sea.  The trip was a 
sell-out (2500 passengers) which surprised us.  
We hadn‘t anticipated so many loyal British 
Cunard Line customers plus all the South 
Americans who were returning home after 
extended trips to the U.S.  I think the only ones 
on board who did not smoke were the 
outnumbered Americans.  Sometimes I still get 
short of breath thinking about the trip. 
     We had nice stops in Brazil, Uruguay (the 
ship nearly bottomed out as it crawled into the 
harbor at Montevideo), Chile and finally 
Mexico.  As we were leaving Acapulco’s harbor 
and heading for San Francisco, the Captain 
announced we were in for a treat.  Once we 
reached San Francisco, we were to expect a 
huge welcome because it was Mary Mary’s first 
time in San Francisco, and a maiden port of call 
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is always something to celebrate.  Our arrival 
was to coincide with Super Bowl Sunday. 
     Each time the Captain would announce the 
soon-to-be festivities, he’d be a little more 
animated as he tried to generate a lot of 
excitement.  Bob and I kept smiling to 
ourselves, knowing full well nothing of any 
note would happen.  We had lived in the Bay 
Area for nearly twenty years, and no one cared 
one way or the other when a cruise ship came 
to dock.  And on Super Bowl Sunday?  Every bar 
in town might be filled, but no one would even 
notice a ship’s arrival. 
     As we sailed northward to California, we 
were covered in coastal fog.  We were probably 
twenty miles south of San Francisco when a 
small sailboat showed up to greet us.  Mary 
Mary was going very slowly at this point, and 
we later found out the Captain was waiting for 
the lowest tide possible so the ship would be 
able to fit under the Golden Gate Bridge.  
However, we joked the Captain was probably 
waiting for someone else to show up to greet 
us. 
     And a couple more small boats did show up.  
As we made the final turn toward the Golden 
Gate Bridge, the sun suddenly burned through 
the fog, and Bob and I were stunned. In spite of 
being three hours late in our arrival, there were 
helicopters, fire boats, excursion boats holding 
from 20 to 50 passengers each and hundreds of 
small sail and power boats. There were ship 
whistles (including ours which caused nearly 
everyone to jump out of their skins), the fire 
boats were spraying water, the Marin County 
side of San Francisco Bay had crowds of people, 
and along the entire waterfront of San 
Francisco there were people, British flags being 
waved, people singing God Save the Queen 
…who knew there were so many English people 
living in the Bay Area?   We certainly didn’t. 
     And so the British Captain who knew 
practically nothing about San Francisco proved 

us locals wrong in a most delightful way.  And 
what a show it was!            ***Linda Kalkwarf                                                                                             
 

CHITA KNEW 
    It was 1947 and my mother, sister and I were 
on our way to Germany to join my father, who 
was stationed there with the U.S. Army 
Occupation Forces.  We were very excited, but 
also sad as one member of our family could not 
go.  In those days military families were not 
allowed to ship their pets overseas.  Through 
the grapevine, my mother found a family 
willing to give a home to our Boston Bull 
Terrier, Chita.  We made our sad farewells and 
set off on our journey.  We enjoyed our two 
and a half years there, but often thought of 
Chita and how much we missed her.                                                                                     
     Fast forward to October 1949:  It was time 
to return to the good old USA.  We would be 
visiting my grandparents in El Paso, Texas, 
before moving on to Fort Knox, Kentucky, 
where my dad had been assigned.  El Paso was 
still a small town in those days, and when 
relatives came to visit, their family would often 
put a short blurb on the newspaper’s society 
page. 
    By chance, Chita’s adopted family read about 
our return and contacted my grandmother.  
The lady said that Chita had been a good pet 
but had never really accepted them as her 
family.  She offered to give her back to us if we 
wanted her!   
    Upon arrival in El Paso we were ecstatic to 
learn the news.  Mother and I drove over to get 
her.  We parked in front of the house, and I 
opened the car door and turned to Mom and 
said, “Do you think Chita will remember us?”  
At that moment, Chita came flying across their 
backyard fence and into the car and under my 
mother’s feet.  She would not budge.  She was 
home!  From that day forward, when a suitcase 
appeared by the door, she attached herself to 
it and refused to move.  She was not going to 
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be left behind again.  She died at the ripe old 
age of fourteen and a half, our faithful 
companion to the end.                                                                                                                
                                                    ***Lucy Reuter 
 

ADVENTURE ASTRIDE 
     The boy eagerly searched the newspaper for 
the want ad he had heard about.  “Ah, there it 
is!”  “Wanted: young, skinny, wiry fellows not 
over 18.  Must be expert riders, willing to face 
death daily.  Orphans preferred.”  A brief flicker 
of doubt crossed his brow, for good reason.  
Only the most daring need apply for a job with 
the Pony Express.  “Naw, I can do it.”  His sense 
of adventure restored, he hustled off to the 
telegraph office to apply. 
     Letters to and from California had long been 
carried by ships, wagon trains, and 
stagecoaches and had required a great deal of 
time for the journey.  In 1857 a stagecoach 
driver received a Federal contract for an 
Overland Express from Tipton, Missouri to San 
Francisco and was able to get mail, and any 
passengers willing to pay $200, to their 
destination within 25 days.  Then in April 1860, 
while politicians were squabbling over the 
slavery issue, which led to the Civil War, a 
freighting service in St. Joseph, Missouri, was 
setting up America’s first rapid-communication 
system by using relays of riders on horses.  It 
ran between St. Joseph, the western end of a 
telegraph line, and Sacramento, California. 
     The Pony Express promised 10-day delivery 
time, fifteen days faster than the Overland 
Mail, and the little Express riders (120 pounds 
maximum) lived up to the promise.  They 
carried the mail a distance of nearly 2,000 
miles in about eight days, often travelling 
through hostile Indian territory, for $100 per 
month.  Stations where the riders changed 
horses were roughly 10 to 15 miles apart and 
after a rider had covered 75 to 100 miles, the 

mail was turned over to another rider, 
continuing until the destination was reached. 
     During the first eastbound run, rider Warren 
Upton had to cross the Sierra Nevada alone in a 
blinding snowstorm, but the mail still arrived 
only slightly behind schedule.  Icy mountain 
trails, flooded rivers and scorching deserts 
were just a part of what riders had to contend 
with on their routes.  They continually faced 
the threat of holdups and Indian attacks as 
they rode in relays night and day, living by an 
unwritten code of honor: mail first, horse 
second, self last.  Americans were thrilled to 
read about their exploits in magazines of the 
day. 
     One of the longest rides was made by 
William Cody (known later as Buffalo Bill), who 
was hired at the age of 15.  On one occasion he 
stayed in the saddle for 21 hours and a 322-
mile round trip after discovering that his relief 
rider had been killed.  Still another rider 
became known as Wild Bill Hickok. 
     The fastest trip on record occurred when 
President Lincoln’s inaugural address was 
delivered to Sacramento in 7 days and 17 
hours.  Much of the success of that trip was 
due to the courage of rider “Pony Bob” Haslam, 
who carried the document 120 miles with a rag 
stuffed in his mouth to stop the bleeding from 
an Indian attack.  Even the horses at times 
were heroic.  Once when a rider was killed, his 
mount galloped on to the next station with the 
mail.  
     However, as a business venture the Pony 
Express was unsuccessful.  When the 
transcontinental telegraph was completed in 
October 1861, the Pony Express was gradually 
discontinued.  After almost 19 months, when 
650,000 miles had been ridden, 34,753 pieces 
of mail delivered, and only one sack of mail 
lost, the Pony Express was awash in debt.  The 
brave and solitary riders were forced to ride on 
to far less exciting jobs.  By the end of the 
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decade the railroad had become the new 
overland express. 
     The existence of the Pony Express was brief 
but picturesque, and it lives on in legend as 
well as in history.  In 1992 the Pony Express 
National Historic Trail, which covers the entire 
route, was designated part of our National 
Trails System. It celebrated 150 years on April 
3, 2010.  
     One can only speculate as to what might 
have happened to our young adventurer who 
sought a job as a rider in the Pony Express.  He 
may have survived the risks, then lost his job 
when the venture failed.  He may have sought 
a different kind of adventure by joining other 
men and other horses in the Civil War that was 
raging by then.  Whatever his fate, Americans 
everywhere owe a debt of gratitude to him and 
to other young men and women of every 
generation who have risked their lives to 
further the interests of their country, in war 
time and in peace.  
                                                    ***Marian Arthur 
 
 
 
 

GOOD FENCES  
    World War II had ended, and everyone who 
could afford a new car had one.  Detroit’s 
growing auto industry accompanied the 
expansion of oil fields.  Representatives from 
Standard Oil went from farm to farm buying 
hundreds of acres of central Michigan mineral 
rights.  Bill owned an eighty-acre piece of 
property in the speculated field.  He waited for 
the call. 
     Until then, and because the property was 
two miles from his house, he planned to graze 
sheep on the new land, but he had a little work 
to do to get ready for a flock.  Equipped with 
fence fixing tools, Bill drove his tractor and 
trailer off the county road, through the gate, 

and onto the eighty.  He followed the fence, 
stopping to repair a loose wire, reset a post, or 
straighten a lean. 
    Sheep would keep the grass trimmed, and 
they didn’t take much care, but they could get 
through a hole not much bigger than their 
head.  Bill would need to check on them a 
couple of times a week, make sure they had 
food and water, and they would take care of 
themselves.  He’d need to spend a little extra 
time during lambing season, but that shouldn’t 
be too bad with only twenty head.  Bill didn’t 
know a lot about sheep, but a few of his 
neighbors raised them, and they didn’t seem to 
require much work. 
    He bought twenty head of lambs at a 
livestock auction.  He expected them to mature 
and have lambs, and his flock would grow.  
Three of the young sheep had ear brands, and 
he marked the others with red paint.  This way 
he could tell his sheep from the neighbors’ in 
case they wandered into another flock.  He 
checked on them each day for several weeks. 
    As summer turned into autumn, farmers 
harvested grain.  Neighborhood crews shocked 
corn for silage.  Threshing machines moved 
from farm to farm until the oats and wheat 
were safely stored in granaries.  The entire 
community was involved, and they didn’t stop 
until all the fields were harvested. 
    In this busy time, Bill checked on his sheep 
less frequently, but when he did, they were 
doing fine.  One morning, however, he drove 
by the east eighty and didn’t see his flock.  He 
thought, “They must be down in the brush 
where there’s water.”  The next day he drove 
by the eighty again and still didn’t see the 
sheep.  This time he stopped and looked more 
carefully.  He got out of his car and walked 
around the land looking in the brush and the 
shelters.  No sheep. 
    “They must have managed to get through 
the fence.”  Bill searched for the gaping hole.  
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As he did, he became more and more puzzled.  
“Where did they go?”  About half way around 
the eighty, the swampy vegetation was 
flattened as though animals had been resting 
there.  Bill examined the spot for droppings 
and grazing signs.  Sheep had been in that spot.  
    It appeared that the fence had a place where 
it had been mended, but Bill hadn’t done it.  
After looking carefully, he realized the fence 
had been cut and then patched.  Pieces of wool 
clung to the sharp wire ends.  “Someone cut 
this fence to let the sheep through.  Bill 
climbed over the fence to the Flom Lux 
property and began looking for his sheep.  He 
hadn’t gone far when he found his flock.  He 
looked at the animals, and he was sure they 
were his, but the paint markings were gone.  
He wondered if he might be mistaken until he 
found the three with identifying ear brands.  
He knew then that these sheep were his. 
    “Two can play this game.”  He cut the fence 
where it had been cut before, drove the flock 
back over the line, and repaired the fence.  “I 
need to put ear tags on those animals without 
them.  Paint washes out too easily.”  He didn’t 
care much for Flom Lux, but he never thought 
he would stoop to rustling sheep. 
    That evening at supper, Bill was telling Zella 
about finding his sheep on Flom Lux’s property.  
An Osceola County Sheriff’s car dove into the 
driveway.  “I wonder what that’s about,” Zella 
said.  They watched two policemen approach 
the front door.  Zella smoothed her hair and 
answered the knock. 
    “Missus, is Bill home?” the taller officer 
asked. 
    Bill came to the door.  “I’m right here.” 
    “We have a warrant for your arrest.  The 
charge is rustling twenty head of Flom Lux’s 
sheep.” 
    “I don’t have any of Flom’s sheep, but I did 
take mine back that he stole from me.” 

    Do you have proof they’re your sheep? 
Asked the second officer. 
    “I have the bill of sale and three have ear 
brands to match.  The others were marked with 
paint, but someone washed it  out.” 
    “Bring what you have,” the officer said.  “The 
judge will want to see it.”  They placed 
handcuffs on Bill’s wrists and escorted him to 
the police car. 
    The next few days became a blur.  There 
were accusations and counteraccusations, and 
finally a hearing before a judge.  Bill could 
prove that he owned only three sheep, the 
ones with ear brands, and since he admitted to 
driving the sheep from Flom’s land to his own, 
the judge concluded he had stolen them from 
Flom.  Bill pointed out that he had purchased 
twenty sheep, three of which were ear 
branded.  What happened to the other 
seventeen? 
    The judge was not impressed.  “I need proof, 
not speculation.  I rule in favor of Flom Lux.”  
The judge must have believed some of Bill’s 
story, because he decided not to sentence him 
if he returned the sheep.  Bill reluctantly 
agreed. 
    When he arrived home, Bill was bitter. He 
had lost faith in the American justice system. 
He had lost faith in his neighbor, and he began 
to wonder at the wisdom of owning land that 
wasn’t connected to his residence. 
    “Maybe buying that land was a mistake,” he 
said to Zella.  “I’m not there every day to watch 
what happens, and I need to be.  I think I will 
sell it.  The piece we are renting to the west of 
us might be for sale. I think I’ll make an offer.  
Bill wanted to get rid of the memory of the lost 
sheep. 
    That October, the mail carrier waved to Bill 
and left a stack of letters in the box. One 
caught his eye.  It was from Standard Oil.  He 
opened it.  The letter announced the intentions 
of Standard Oil to begin drilling near Bill’s 
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property, and they wanted to buy Bill’s mineral 
rights.  Bill gave permission to cross his 
property and drill a test well.  When they did, 
they didn’t find much oil, but there was an 
abundance of natural gas. 
    The oil company made individual contracts 
with each land owner.  In addition to the usual 
royalties, Bill asked for the right to use natural 
gas in each of the dwellings on his property for 
as long as any member of the family owned the 
land and lived in the houses.  Standard Oil 
agreed. 
    Bill was excited with the promise of cooking 
with natural gas.  He converted the cook stoves 
to gas.  For a time, he continued to use wood 
for heat, but the ease and cleanliness of 
natural gas far outweighed the comfort of 
wood, and he installed gas fittings in the 
heating stoves as well. 
    Bill speculated that the cost of heating those 
old, drafty farmhouses would add up over the 
years, and heating with natural gas would 
make a big economic difference.  Sheep 
wouldn’t have mixed well with the drilling 
operation.  Maybe Flom Lux did Bill a favor. 
    Bill’s agreement with standard Oil was made 
in 1952.  Up until 2006, the family used free 
natural gas.  It has taken some creative 
remodeling to keep the old farmhouse livable, 
but the benefits of free heat in Michigan 
winters have been worth it. 
                                                           ***Pat Swan 
 

GONE FISHING 
    I have had the opportunity as a young lad to 
wet a line and feel the thrill of the catch and 
the sadness of the kill that follows.  I don’t 
remember a lot of my fishing times but there is 
one time that stands out.  I would like to share 
it with you.  This is another of my pre-teen 
adventures which are so special because at 
that young age every new experience enlarged 
my view of the world I was in. 

    It started when I went down to visit Dad at 
his grain elevator on Elliot Bay in Seattle, 
Washington.  It wasn’t really his elevator.  It 
was owned by Cargill Grain, managed by my 
Dad, and was in business to handle exported 
grain from the northwest coast and was 
located across the bay from downtown Seattle.  
The grain, principally wheat, came by rail from 
eastern Washington.  The elevator was very 
large because it had to accommodate rail cars 
inside where the bulk grain could be tested, 
weighed and could unload for eventual storage 
on ocean-going ships.  On the water side it had 
decking where the ships would receive their 
grain cargo.  To accommodate such large ships 
these piers were built out to deep water and 
were about 20 feet above the water.  It was a 
great place to try my luck to catch a fish. 
    I found that Dad was going to be delayed 
leaving for home, so he gave me a hand line 
and some herring for bait and told me to do 
some fishing off the pier for a while.  This was 
exciting because it was the first time I fished off 
a pier rather than in a boat where I was close 
to the water. 
    I dropped my baited line into the water and 
settled down with the hope of at least a small 
fish.  Meanwhile I watched the seagulls and 
other sea birds that are so numerous over salt 
water bodies.  One in particular that I always 
watched would suddenly fold back its wings 
and plunge into the water to pick up a fish that 
was fairly close to the surface.  I think it might 
have been a cormorant or other black bird 
about the size of a chicken.  As I remember, we 
called them Hell Divers after some military 
aircraft, not knowing their true species.  There 
was one circling about twenty yards off the pier 
and it was doing its high dive with great grace 
and precision. 
    The scene was so special with calm winds 
and light waves and the freshness and smell of 
salt air.  I was alone and enveloped in the 
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whole atmosphere of peace looking out to the 
ferries and freighters unloading at docks across 
the bay. 
    Then all of a sudden I had a great tug on my 
hand-held line.  This was no small fish and I 
immediately wondered how I could draw up 
such a large fish twenty feet in the air.  The line 
was strong so it could handle the weight and 
the hook seemed to be well set, so I started to 
wind in my catch with some excitement.  This 
could be the largest fish I had ever caught, and 
caught on my own. 
Finally my catch broke water and I was 
stunned!  It was the HELL DIVER!  The bird had 
seen my herring bait and on a dive had 
swallowed it.  The only options I saw were to 
either cut the line or bring it up and take the 
hook out by releasing the tension on the line.  
Since I didn’t have a knife, I decided to bring 
the bird up and as it got closer, the madder it 
got.  Somehow I hauled it in over the railing 
and when it got its feet on the deck it started 
after me.  We went into a crazy dance and I 
dodged and jumped until finally the hook 
released and my catch flew away. 
    I stood there watching and panting as my 
flying fish disappeared over the water.                                                                                                                                             
                                            ***Jim Cunningham 
 

THE BIRD WATCHER WHO COULD NOT SAY 
“TIT” 

    This is the first verse of a song from the 
operetta, “The Mikado.” 
        On a tree by a river a little tom-tit 
        Sang “Willow, titwillow, titwillow!” 
        And I said to him, “Dicky-bird why do you 
sit 
        Singing ‘Willow, titwillow, titwillow’?” 
        “Is it weakness of intellect, birdie?” I cried, 
        “Or a rather tough worm in your little 
inside?” 
        With a shake of his poor little head, he 
replied, 

        “Oh willow, titwillow, titwillow.” 
    There is a group of birds, mostly small and 
gray, with “tit” in the name.  Titmouse, Bush 
Tit, Tit Willow, Wren-Tit, and a plain Tit in 
England.  The old word “tit” refers to a morsel, 
something small, besides the form we use, 
“teat,” meaning a body part that delivers milk. 
    Miss Penelope Proper, spinster, loved to 
watch birds, but was offended when a fellow 
birder found a busy flock of small birds in the 
brush.  He called them North American “Bush 
Tits.” 
    “Bush Tits flock in small bands,” he 
pontificated.  “They pervade a small area, then 
vanish and reappear a hundred feet away.  Tits 
flit nervously through the bushes.” 
    Penelope Proper turned pink and pretty.  You 
wouldn’t have expected it of her.  She 
recovered and then spoke up.  “Can’t you call 
them something else than – er-you know?”  
Maybe she felt he was referring to her own 
pectoral endowment. 
    But what shall I call the bird?” asked the 
fellow birder. 
    Said Miss Proper, “I don’t know, but that – er 
– word is just not right!” 
    How about the Latin name, Psal-tri-
parusminimus?” he offered.  All  of the Tits are 
either Parus or Psal-tri-parus,” added the 
expert, “but no one will understand you.  Bush-
Tit is a good name.”  Miss Proper flinched, but 
did not blush this time when the man said 
“Tit.” 
    All was well for a month or two, with no 
more unseemly language to mar the even 
tenor of Miss Proper’s days.  Then one day she 
found a curious gourd-shaped bird nest in the 
woods.  She went home and read her Audubon 
Field Guide.  Behold, the nest was a rare and 
remarkable discovery, that of a Bush-Tit!  
    Over the fence later she tried to tell her 
neighbor of the wonder.  “It’s down Chambers 
Lake Lane at the gate to the trail, she 
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explained, and described the nest.  “What bird 
is it?” the neighbor asked.   
    “Why it’s a Psal-tri-parusMinimus,” explained 
the lady. 
    “Huh?” 
    Her reply was lame.  “Er – that’s what it is; 
it’s a kind of bush bird, you know, what you 
might call a tiny gray wren.  Sometimes you’ll 
see the word ‘willow’ in the name, you know, 
and there’s one called a mouse – um.” She 
said, adding to the muddle. 
    The neighbor was not satisfied, but dropped 
the matter. 
    Sometimes I wonder how Penelope Proper 
would react if I tried to talk with her about the 
Yellow-Rumped Warbler. 
                                                       ***Verl Rogers 
 
 

BUDDY THE BEAGLE 
     It was one of those harried afternoons at 
Mountain View Convalescent Center.  The 
phone was ringing at the nursing station.  Two 
residents were at the counter asking if the mail 
had come.  Another resident in a wheel chair 
was moaning because she had slipped down in 
her chair and couldn’t get herself up.  Several 
call bells were sounding from rooms down the 
hall. 
     “Where is everyone?” said Sherrie to herself 
as she picked up the phone.  “Mountain View 
Convalescent Center.  This is Sherrie.  How may 
I help you?”  The Unit Clerk, having just ended 
a call, looked over at Sherrie who had begun to 
say something, but continued to listen with an 
increasingly frustrated look on her face.   “So, if 
I understand you, you’re telling me that 
Palomar Nursing won’t care for your husband 
anymore.  He was kicked out?  That’s pretty 
unusual. … You can’t find any place that will 
take him?  Why is that? … So you were told 
that we would admit and care for him! … What 
can we expect if we agree to admit him? … I 

see.  OK, I suggest you come by this afternoon 
so we can take care of the paper work and get 
a better understanding of what’s going on.  
Then we will admit him tomorrow morning.  
You’ll have to see to his care tonight. … You 
can’t? … Then bring him with you when you 
come.  We’ll work out something. … You’re 
welcome.” 
     With a deep sigh, Sherrie hung up.  She said, 
“Looks like we’re getting a real cantankerous 
character.  He’s been shuffled from one facility 
to another like a hot potato.  He wears out his 
welcome real fast.  He’s combative and ill-
mannered, especially towards evening.  Sounds 
like Sundowner Syndrome to me.  Keri, get our 
admissions team together so we can interview 
and assess the situation when they come.  Oh 
yes, his name is Hatchet, George Hatchet.” 
     The afternoon didn’t get any better.  About 
4:30 p.m., a Dial-a-Lift rolled up to the entrance 
and deposited the Hatchets.  Ginny Hatchet 
was thin, mousy.  George was hunched over in 
a wheel chair.  Unshaven, eyes glaring from 
under bushy eyebrows.  Fists clenched.  He 
made no effort to wheel himself into Mountain 
View, so his wife tried valiantly to move him 
into the entryway.  He wouldn’t lift up his feet.  
A nurses’ aid came out to assist. 
     In a conference room, the admissions team 
began to get the information needed for 
admission.  Ginny demonstrated more 
forcefulness than her appearance suggested, 
but it soon became apparent that she was in no 
position, either financially, physically, or 
emotionally to care for her husband.  More to 
the point: he had alienated himself from 
everyone – including his wife.  All through the 
interview process, George refused to speak.  
He would not answer any question or make any 
comment.  “He wasn’t always like this.  But 
lately he just refuses to talk, to be sociable.  
He’s retreating into himself.  I can’t find him 
anymore.”  Ginny shuddered with silent sobs.  
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A staff member reached over to Ginny, put her 
arm around her, rubbed her back.   
     George became an uncooperative, reluctant, 
resistant resident of Mountain View 
Convalescent Center.  He would not speak.  He 
exerted as little effort as possible.  He turned 
his wheel chair away from people.  He 
maneuvered himself so he could look out the 
window of his room, or went to a patio door 
and put the goings-on behind him.  Evenings 
were most difficult.  The staff did what they 
had to and that was all.  George chopped away 
any connections people attempted to make 
with him. 
     One morning Nancy, one of the nursing 
staff, looked out toward the entryway and 
there sat the cutest but most forlorn little 
Beagle she had ever seen.  She asked around to 
see if anyone of the staff had a Beagle that 
perhaps had followed them to work. Some had 
dogs, but not a Beagle.  It sat outside the door 
all day.  An aide felt sorry for it and put out a 
dish with water.  It wagged its tail at everyone 
coming and going.  This went on for a couple of 
days more.  Staff members, feeling sorry for 
the Beagle, gave parts of their sandwiches 
which the dog hungrily gobbled up.  Sherrie, 
the day supervisor, let it be known that if the 
dog was still there the next day she was going 
to call the Pound and have it taken away.  
Aghast, Nancy said, ”Let me find out if anyone 
has lost a dog.  If not, I’ll adopt it.” 
     That’s what happened.  Nancy had the 
Beagle checked out by the Vet.  It got its shots, 
was de-wormed and everything else a stray 
dog might need.  She named it Buddy.  Buddy 
the Beagle.  Nancy also did some research.  She 
learned that Beagles are extremely friendly and 
gentle and have been used in nursing homes as 
therapy dogs.  That gave her an idea: have 
Buddy trained and acclimated to the nursing 
home environment and then be a therapy dog 
at Mountain View. 

     That’s what she did.  Buddy became a 
therapy dog at Mountain View.  Afternoons, 
Buddy had the run of the convalescent center.  
He would go down the halls, stopping at every 
wheel chair to nuzzle a patient and get a pat on 
the head.  Buddy had a knack of knowing 
patients who needed cheering up.  He would 
stand on his hind legs, put his front paws on a 
person’s lap or side of the bed and just look at 
people with eyes and a manner that said, 
“Please be my friend.”  Patients gladly 
responded. 
     Then Buddy met George.  George was in a 
corner with his back to everyone, looking out 
the window as usual.  Buddy trotted up to the 
side of George’s wheelchair.  No response.  
Buddy walked around the wheelchair several 
times trying to get some recognition.  Nothing.  
So Buddy went on to other residents. 
     Every day, when it was time for Buddy to 
make his rounds, his first stop was George.  
Buddy walked up and stood in front of 
George’s wheel chair, sat down, and just 
looked at George.  You know how some dogs 
do: they cock their head to one side, then the 
other, continuing to look.  Buddy waited.  He 
inched forward, tempting George to reach out 
his hand and pet him.  George didn’t.  So Buddy 
went on to another resident.  George watched 
him intently and saw a delightful moment of 
intimacy between Buddy and that resident.  
The next day, as George was by the window, he 
seemed to be waiting, looking.  Buddy didn’t 
show up.   
     As a nursing aide went by, George said, 
“Hey, where’s that dog?” 
     Surprised, the aide said, “Nancy had to take 
him to the Vet.” 
     “What’s wrong with him?  Didn’t he get 
fed?” 
     “No, he gets fed alright.  Everyone sees to 
that.  In fact, we have to be careful because 
folks want to slip him some of their food.  No, 



16 
 

Buddy is at the Vet for a routine check.”  Back 
at the nurses’ station the aide made a note 
that George had spoken – the first time since 
he had been admitted two months earlier!  
     That was the breakthrough.  The next time 
Buddy made his rounds, he made a bee-line for 
George.  George was waiting for him.  He held 
out his hand.  Buddy put his front paws on 
George’s knees and accepted George’s 
tentative pets.  And before George knew it, 
tears were streaking down his cheeks.  
Something had melted inside.  Buddy 
continued building a relationship with George 
and, as that happened, George began sitting up 
straighter in his wheel chair.  He made eye 
contact with the help, and began to converse 
with them.  He even chose to have his meals 
with other residents in the dining room. 
     Ginny, George’s wife, was amazed at the 
change.  She wasn’t sure why the presence of 
Buddy the Beagle had such a profound effect 
on her husband, but she was grateful.  George 
didn’t open up to the staff as to why Buddy had 
brought about such a change in him.  He simply 
said that he was very grateful that Buddy came 
to work at Mountain View. 
     The staff at Mountain View are grateful too: 
for not having to be in a combative mode with 
George every day, for the felicitous appearance 
of a Beagle at their door, and for the many 
kinds of healing that came to residents because 
of Buddy the Beagle.                                                                                                            
                                                          ***David Hinz 
 
                                  INSPIRATION 
Inspiration 
     whispers at the edge of midnight. 
     rebounds from melancholy train  
          whistles against darkened walls. 
     hesitates between lines of poetry. 
     footprints in twilight’s long shadows 
Inspiration 
     emerges in dim half-open doors 
     is found at edges of picture frames 
    and long white envelopes with foreign stamps. 

    reacts before the first notes of overtures 
    ebbs and flows with tides. 
    happens. 
                                                               ***Sue Prince 
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