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FROM THE EDITOR’S DESK
I am honored and humbled to assume the editorship of  The Voice, a  
publication with a more than 27-year history at Panorama. The Voice has had 
many capable editors since its beginning, most recently Ruth Shearer, who have 
all maintained and nurtured it for the enjoyment and enlightenment of  the 
Panorama community. I shall attempt to continue in this fine tradition. 

As with many such publications, it takes a village to craft each issue. The team 
of  interviewers, production staff, distribution persons, artists, and writers, 
anchored by Jeff  Sprengel in the Panorama Print Shop, is highlighted in the  
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Jim Littlejohn & Karel Metcalf 
PEGGY JAMERSON 

Meeting these two vibrant 
neighbors brought the sun 
out on a foggy day! Karel 
and Jim have lived here for 
a few months joining many 
of  their previous friends 
and neighbors from Sea 
Ranch and Gualala, CA, 
most notably the 
Wohlkens. 

Karel was born and 
educated in Idaho and graduated from W. S. U. with a 
degree in physical education and biology. She taught 
school for many years in San Francisco with an 
emphasis in gymnastics at the junior high level; her 
teams attended competitions throughout the State. 
While teaching in Santa Rosa and Bodega Bay, Karel 
also opened a quilting shop. Ten years later, Karel 
moved to the Sea Ranch area where she lived on 13 
acres in the Redwoods. 

Jim grew up in Fort Worth, TX and obtained a masters 
in school administration. He spent the next 28 years in 
the Office of  Civil Rights for the Department of  
Education in Dallas. Next he went to Washington, D.C. 
where he was the policy director for the Department of  
Education specializing in quality control. Jim did 

INTERVIEWS

Welcome New Residents!

Editor’s Note continued 

sidebar on the previous page. I am blessed that each of  them is a part of  getting The Voice to you, our readers. 

The purpose of  The Voice is twofold: to introduce newcomers to Panorama residents and to provide all residents 
with an outlet to share their stories. Both these purposes are designed to help us all more quickly and easily meet 
each other and make new friends. 

Panorama attracts a population of  interesting and interested people who have a wealth of  memories and personal 
experiences. The Voice invites all residents to submit stories and poetry to share with our readers. I believe that 
everyone has a story, and most people have many. As you think back over your life, consider writing a short 
personal story or observation on modern life. We prefer to receive articles in Word format, emailed to 
TheVoice@panorama.org If  you need to submit one in another form (typed, hand-written, etc.) call me at x5767 
and we’ll figure it out. 

Articles in this issue include memories of  a German Christmas party, the changing retail landscape, thoughts 
about cell phone practices, a coincidence in names, a county employee with an appropriate name, and a little 
black book that, thankfully, none of  us at Panorama needs any longer. ✦

consulting jobs for several years, one of  which 
was with the San Juan School District in Utah as 
an advocate for the Navajo tribe. After retiring in 
1996, he moved to Sea Ranch. 

Karel became the Director of  the Art Center 
and supervised the construction of  a new 
building in nearby Gualala which was built 
entirely by volunteers. Jim was one of  those 
treasured volunteers. This active duo have been 
married for 10 years. After marrying, Jim learned 
how to ski (Karel had skied most of  her life) and 
Karel became active in drama, as Jim had acted 
in many plays. 

They are both avid tennis players having played on 
a U.S.T.A. team. They have traveled to Europe, 
including Switzerland, enjoyed RVing, and had a 
home in Arizona. Karel is a quilter and has a pea 
patch. Jim enjoys Readers’ Theatre, writing poetry, 
and is currently working on a movie script from a 
play he wrote.  

This very engaging and fascinating couple will 
certainly find their niche at their new Panorama 
home and we are so fortunate to welcome them 
as neighbors! ✦  

2401 Chambers Lake Lane x 5249 

Chalet 232 x 5704
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Gunter & Lucile Waehling 
BY BETTY HUMMEL 

Gunter was a 14 year old 
boy living in his native 
Germany after World War 
II when Harry, an 
American GI and his wife, 
chose to live in the same 
apartment building he 
lived in with his parents. A 
friendship developed as 

together they worked on Harry’s old car parked in front 
of  the building. This friendship was so special that 
Gunter ultimately found a way to come first to Canada, 
and then to Massachusetts where Harry lived. There, he 
went to Northeastern University to earn a degree in 
Mechanical Engineering.  

He and Lucile, a native of  Massachusetts, were married 
after graduation. She was a fifth grade teacher until their 
two children were in school when she became a school 
Librarian. Gunter rose to become the CEO of  an 
engineering firm and retired at age 54. They continued 
to live in Massachusetts until moving here in August. 
They were well acquainted with the northwest because 
their son had attended Evergreen State College and 

Before coming to Panorama, she and her husband, Tom 
lived in Tule Lake, CA, on a family farm that was 
homesteaded 55 years before by his father.  It was, and 
still is, named “Frey Farms.”  They raised 5 children and 
had 11 grandchildren and 8 great grandchildren.  They 
grew potatoes (LOTS of  potatoes!) as well as grain and 
row crops.  They had their own packing shed where 
they “prepped” the produce for market and delivery in 
their own trucks.  Their oldest grandson still farms the 
original homestead. 

Norma had other interests as well.  She was the first 
woman elected as Siskiyou County Supervisor/
Commissioner, serving for 12 years.  She also ran a 
small antiques business and participated in the 4-H 
organization with her children.  

When the time came to select a living situation that 
would support her increasing needs, she looked  for a 
Continuing Care Community close to her adult 
children.  She chose Panorama because it was beautiful 
and convenient to her daughter, Linda Buzbee, who 
lives in Olympia.  She is pleased with her choice and we 
welcome her. 

Quinault 520 x 5332 

Norma Frey 
PAT BRAND 

I recently visited Norma in her 
fifth floor Quinault apartment, 
which overlooks the beautiful, 
stately evergreen trees 
surrounding McGandy Park.  
Norma’s wit is very quick, and 
she is a delightful 
conversationalist.  She is 
interested in connecting with 
other Republicans here at 

Panorama and regrets that she cannot enjoy Bridge 
any more due to hearing and vision losses. 

Sut Hornek 
BY BETTY HUMMEL 

Sut came to Panorama in 
March of  2018, a month of  
great change for her. After 
selling her home in Seattle, 
she moved here, and her 
husband of  34 years entered a 
care facility in Olympia after a 
very serious fall left him 
unable to walk. A son who 
lives near here made all the 

arrangements for them. She is very grateful and 
happy to be here. She appreciates feeling safe and 
being able to visit her husband regularly. 

Sut was born in Hong Kong of  Chinese parents. 
Her father was a high school teacher who valued 
education. He hoped that she would be able to go to 
college after she married her American and she 
could come to America. With a smile she said “that 
didn’t happen because babies started coming almost 
every year”––four boys and one girl! She spoke with 
pride that all five have completed college and have 
given her seven grandchildren.  

Sut feels very settled and happy here. She is an avid 
reader of  history and uses our library regularly. She 
no longer drives and finds the bus service very 
convenient for shopping. She appreciates being able 
to worship in the Chapel in the Quinault and enjoys 
helping with events in her building. Let’s all 
welcome this lovely lady from Hong Kong. ✦  

Quinault 215 x 5192



 

Al & Mary Beecher 
ROSEMARY SHOLD 

Mary is an Iowa farm girl, 
as I am. We traded stories 
of  growing up on a farm. 
Also from the Midwest, 
Al was born in Ohio, but 
raised in Detroit. A 
graduate of  the 
University of  Michigan 
with a Bachelor’s degree 
in Electrical Engineering, 

Al also has additional degrees from MIT and 
University of  Southern California and is registered as 
a professional electrical engineer in Washington.  

A veteran of  the Korean War, Al credited his 
academic achievements to the GI Bill. Mary 
graduated from a commercial school in Omaha and 
worked in the secretarial field all her life, retiring from 
the Washington Corrections Center for Women in 
1995. Al retired from St. Regis Paper Company, and 
embarked on a second career as a consultant.  

Having researched and visited other retirement 
communities, Al and Mary selected Panorama. They 
were attracted to its nonprofit status, the cleanliness 
of  the buildings, the beautiful grounds and its 
proximity to health care and other amenities. Another 
important consideration was that they could keep 
Max, their rescue dog. Between them, they have five 
children, thirteen grandchildren and three great-
grandchildren. 
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remained in Olympia after graduation. They have 
visited him through the years for extended periods 
of  time and have become friends with his wife’s 
family. This friendship led them to learn about 
Panorama and when it was time for them to plan for 
their future, they chose to move here. 

Gunter is looking forward to resuming their active 
lifestyle of  hiking, fishing and traveling south in the 
winter. They both have enjoyed walking around 
campus as well as visiting special places they had 
discovered when visiting their son, like Woodard 
Bay. Lucile is an avid reader. They have discovered 
that their Chalet apartment fits them well and 
question thinking that they needed a larger space. 
They are still getting settled and have not made any 
decisions about new interests here. ✦ 

Chalet 232 x 5704

Nova Berkshires 
ROSEMARY SHOLD 

Nova’s interest in horses and 
dogs began at an early age. She 
was in fourth grade when her 
father acquired Suzy, a cocker 
spaniel. In the eighth grade, she 
won a pony in a contest 
sponsored by FAO Schwarz by 
drawing a picture of  a horse and 
writing an accompanying story.  

The success of  her early writing was also indicative 
of  what became her life’s profession, journalism. 
Nova’s bachelor of  science in communication is from 
Simmons University while her master of  art in 
community education was awarded by the University 
of  St. Thomas in St. Paul, Minnesota. Her leading 
professional interest is in environmental issues with 
an emphasis on public opinion on public policy. 

Her avocation was training horses and dogs. Freea, 
one of  Nova’s two German shepards is titled in 
herding, nose work, tracking and obedience. Oskar, 
a rescue dog, is huge, but fortunately well trained; 
he practically looked me in the eye when I rang 
Nova’s doorbell.  

Nova became interested in continuing care 
communities as a result of  health issues and after 
much research, chose Panorama. Two of  her 
daughters live in Minnesota; one lives in Rhode 
Island. Although, she is still moving in and settling 
the dogs in their new home, she plans to become 
involved in environmental issues, especially recycling 
and air quality. During our interview, she spoke 
warmly about her dogs and eloquently on various 
environmental issues,. Please join me in welcoming 
this “with-it” lady to Panorama. ✦  

1406 Boulevard Park Lane, x 5938

In addition to reading, Mary paints, knits and 
crochets. Al does beautiful, intricate counted cross 
stitch as well as elaborate leather work. Both will be 
volunteering, but are deciding where to focus their 
energies. They enjoy the Seventeen51 Restaurant & 
Bistro and, being a reader, Mary loves the 
Panorama Library.  

Join me in welcoming this talented couple to 
Panorama. ✦  

1856 Circle Loop, x 5954 
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Dom Bosco 
PEGGY JAMERSON 

Having gone on a garden tour 
with Dom, it was delightful to 
hear of  his interest in 
gardening. His attention to 
farming and gardening harks 
back to his dad (dairy) and his 
mom (retail plants) whose 
families were farmers in Italy! 

Dom grew up in Connecticut 
where he graduated from the 
University of  Conneticut 
with a degree in agriculture/

nursery management. His family had a farm in 
Connecticut until the new Interstate bought them 
out.  

While Dom was waiting to be drafted, he worked for 
United Aircraft as an engineering aide since he had 
learned to read blueprints. Four years later he was 
drafted and began Navy flight school, becoming a 
Marine Corps pilot and a helicopter pilot in Viet 
Nam.  

After discharge he bought 135 acres of  forest and 
pastureland and returned to his prior job where he 
spent the next 41 years as a service engineer for 
aircraft, testing airplanes in Italy, the Mediterranean 
countries and the U.S. He was married for 51 years 
and has three children. 

After retirement they lived in Connecticut where they 
raised animals, grew their own food and lived off  the 
land. Eventually they moved to Tumwater having been 
familiar with the area when they were living in Federal 
Way. He and his wife were already planning to move to 
Panorama when she passed away.  

Dom enjoys living in the Chinook because of  the 
camaraderie and remarks that it is more than he ever 
thought it could be. He is in the genealogy group, 
works at the Pea Patch as the “corn master,” and 
works puzzles with his neighbors. He used to do 
woodworking and furniture refinishing, and hopes to 
use the Woodshop. Dom enthusiastically explained 
about the artwork on his walls. 

A more genial neighbor than Dom cannot be found. 
He is a welcome addition to our community, 
especially if  you have any questions about gardening! 
✦  

Chinook 105 x 5301

Peter & Margaret Cross 
PEGGY JAMERSON 

California Bay 
area 
transplants, 
Peter and 
Margaret 
Cross, are 
happily settled 
into their new 
apartment 
after moving 
here in 
September.  

Peter attended New York University majoring in history 
and became involved in publishing and editing textbooks 
and as a technical writer. Margaret attended Iowa 
University earning a degree in home economics.  

Peter and Margaret met at Rand McNally, Textbook 
Division, in Chicago and will be married 50 years next 
year. They adopted two children from South Korea and 
ended their textbook publishing, writing and teaching 
careers in California. After retiring they started a business 
which taught business owners how to use a computer. 

Margaret has published fiction and non-fiction works. 
She co-authored No Longer Strangers with Panorama 
resident, Wendy Taylor, which addresses the “Practice 
of  Radical Hospitality.” She also used her Mom’s 
memoirs to write Grit, Gravel & Glory, the story of  a 
road trip from Iowa to California in 1926. Can you 
imagine having five flat tires in one day? 

Margaret is a quilter, does genealogy, and the two of  
them backpacked in the Sierras for many years. The 
result of  that was a book called The Backpacker’s 
Cookbook which was written well before dehydrated 
foods. Margaret was also a community activist and 
helped develop an outreach program for the migrant 
field workers who had no family in the U.S. Twenty 
years later it is still a success. 

They met Wendy when she was pastor of  their church 
in Belmont and it took a lot of  convincing before they 
realized this would be the perfect place to live. A 
daughter and granddaughter joined them for 
Thanksgiving to see the Crosses in their new home. 

This very interesting couple is a great addition to 
Panorama, and they are excited about finding their 
niche once they become more settled. ✦ 

Chinook 214 x 5280
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Nancy Freeman 
BY PEGGY JAMERSON 

The old saying “It isn’t 
what you know, it’s who 
you know,” is certainly true 
for Nancy who moved 
here from New Orleans 
this summer. 

Nancy hails from 
Mississippi, graduating 
from Tougaloo College 
and Boston University 
with a degree as a clinical 

social worker. She did advanced work at the Yale 
Child Study Center. She has lived all over the U.S. 
during her 43 post-masters year career. 

She returned to the South to care for her elderly 
parents who then passed away when Katrina hit New 
Orleans in 2005. Nancy lost everything when six feet 
of  water inundated her home. She purchased a new 
home and retired in 2014 after six years as a clinical 
social worker in the Department of  Psychiatry at 
LSU School of  Medicine and 11 years as Director of  
the Institute of  Mental Hygiene. 

So who did Nancy know? In the early 1980s, during 
the Randy Revelle administration in King County, 
she worked alongside Carol and Harry Thomas. 
They remained friends through the years. Two years 
ago Nancy was in the Portland area looking at 
another retirement community when she decided to 
visit the Thomases. 

With a better climate, natural beauty of  the campus 
and the continuum of  care, Panorama was Nancy’s 
choice. It was a challenge to coordinate the sale of  
her house and the move directly into her new home, 
but she is so happy to be settled in. Her rescue dog, 
Jackson, a Heinz 57 cutie, is even more delighted to 
be here. 

Nancy does beautiful beading (jewelry) which she 
hopes to sell in the gift shop. A handsome collection 
of  African art adorns her walls. She is currently 
taking Pilates and hopes to join the AARP Tax 
Team. Nancy’s warm, engaging personality is a most 
delightful addition to Panorama! ✦ 

 2338 Marina Lane x 5973 

 

Joanne Dufour 
BY MAVIS JOHNSON 

A native of  Long Island, 
New York, Joanne spent 
many years there, 25 years 
in Seattle, and most 
recently four years in 
Louisiana. Driving all the 
way, Joanne arrived from 
Louisiana in June, happily 
exhausted. She learned of  
Panorama years ago from 
a Seattle friend, Vern 
Hathaway, who was 

moving here. Vern was an early organizer of  the 
Panorama Benevolent Fund. 

A graduate of  the University of  Michigan Joanne 
received a Master of  Arts in Teaching from Penn, 
where she met her “Cajun” husband Jim. Their 
whirlwind romance lasted 47 years. Together they 
joined the Peace Corps, serving in El Salvador and 
traveled widely, including trips to China, Japan, 
South Africa, and Ukraine. 

With his math degree, Jim joined IBM which 
brought them to Seattle. Growing up in New York, 
Joanne had learned about the many facets of  the 
United Nations and became the NGO (non 
government organization) representative of  her 
social studies organization for the United Nations. 

Arriving in Seattle, she pursued her UN contacts 
and taught at both high school and college levels, 
using her knowledge to help her students 
understand the workings of  the UN. For a time, she 
provided curriculum to Newsweek and to the PBS 
News Hour during the second Gulf  War. She is 
eloquent when sharing this part of  her career! 

Hobbies include sewing and anything to do with 
color. She showed me some amazing projects! 
Enthusiastic about Panorama’s many volunteer 
opportunities, she is catching her breath. She takes 
Tai Chi and piano lessons and attends the 
auditorium movies. Once she has unpacked, look 
out! Joanne will be a force! We are happy to 
welcome her. ✦  

2513 Chambers Lake Lane x 5244 



  Page 8 | The Voice | January 2019 INTERVIEWS

Jim & Phyllis Lawson 
BY ROSEMARY SHOLD 

Before e-mail, 
there was the U.S. 
mail. Jim and 
Phyllis met as pen 
pals. Jim was a 
divinity student in 
Oklahoma, while 
Phyllis was 
coordinating a 
singles group for 
her church in 
Illinois. They 

married in 1984 and moved to Lacey in 1988.  

Jim has a bachelors in social sciences from the 
University of  Northern Arizona and a masters 
in library science from the University of  South 
Carolina, Columbia.  

Phyllis has a bachelors in home economics 
from the University of  Wisconsin, Stout 
campus. She retired from the Washington State 
Office of  Superintendent of  Public Instruction 
in 2014 after 26 years in the professional 
education and certification unit. 

 To commemorate her service to teachers, in 
2007 the Phyllis Lawson Scholarship was 
named in her honor by the Washington 
Association of  Career and Technical 
Administrators.  

In addition to caring for his elderly mother, Jim 
worked at a variety of  jobs for the Washington 
State Library and Walmart until he retired in 
2014. They heard of  Panorama through 
members of  their church, the First Methodist 
Church. Although they looked at other places, 
Panorama was always their first choice. Phyllis 
felt, with Jim’s health issues, they needed to be 
part of  a community and have support services 
available should they need them. Their cat, 
Emma Grace, is adjusting nicely to their new 
home.  

Jim has already looked in to the genealogy 
group, while Phyllis is interested in the knitting 
group. At the moment, she is kept quite busy as 
the lay leader for her church. Eager to become 
active in the Panorama community, Phyllis says, 
“We are happy to be here!” ✦ 

1428 Boulevard Park Lane, x 5320 

Mark & Jeanne Christophersen 
BERTA KASMAR  

“We are overjoyed to be 
here,” Mark and Jeanne 
exclaimed. “We feel so lucky 
to be members of  a 
community where we already 
have so many friends,” Jeanne 
added. She had created Travel 
Panorama in 1984 and thus 
became acquainted with many 
residents over the years. The 
Christophersens became 
official residents recently 

when they moved into a new Panorama home where they 
enjoy the serenity of  Chambers Lake. 

Both Mark and Jeanne were born and raised in Ballard, 
Washington, where they lived less than two miles apart. 
Though they went to the same high school, Mark was two 
years older than Jeanne, and they did not meet until both 
were at Washington State University.  

Jeanne majored in communications but left to attend TWA 
Flight Academy. She became a reservation agent and then 
came to Seattle to become a travel agent. Mark and Jeanne 
were married in 1974 and moved to Olympia. Mark had 
graduated from the University of  Washington with a major 
in math and became a high school math teacher with the 
North Thurston school district. Mark retired after 34 years 
and then took a job teaching math in Beaverton, Oregon, 
for another seven years.  

When it came time to retire, Jeanne said she was inspired 
by all her Panorama travel clients. “They were having so 
much fun that I thought Panorama is where we want to 
live when we retire.” 

Mark and Jeanne have two daughters, one in Seattle and one 
in Vancouver, Washington. They have two grandsons, one 
granddaughter and another girl “on the way.” Several years 
ago Jeanne convinced her mother to become a resident of  
Panorama; her mother enjoys living at the Chalet. 

Jeanne’s interests include outdoor clay art and stained 
glass. Mark likes racquetball and has joined the Panorama 
golfers. Mark also volunteers for Resident Transit. Both 
Jeanne and Mark have volunteered for the Patio Sale. They 
will become more involved in volunteer activities after 
completing personal traveling to areas new to them.  

Residents heartily welcome Mark and Jeanne as permanent 
Panorama residents. ✦ 

4209 Chambers Lake Drive, x 5053
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Carolyn Odio 
BY BETTY HUMMEL 

This daughter of  a Naval 
chaplain who experienced 
many moves growing up 
feels most influenced by the 
fourth grade she spent in 
Japan. This experience 
began her interest in 
international affairs which 
resulted in joining a 
Methodist work/study team 
in India after college and 
ultimately a masters degree 

in International Affairs from American University.  

Her first job after college was at the Methodist 
Church Center at the United Nations. There she 
organized and presented seminars for church 
groups who were interested in the work of  the 
United Nations. While there, she also met her 
husband, William, who was from Costa Rica and 
who went on to become a bi-lingual attorney 
practicing law for Spanish and American clients. 
Carolyn and Bill became a team with him 
practicing law and her becoming the Legal 
Administrator for the office. This arrangement 
continues to work despite the couple’s separation 
several years ago. She is proud of  becoming a 
paperless office. 

Their two sons, both graduates of  the University 
of  Virginia, ended up on the West coast, one in 
the San Francisco Bay area and the other in 
Seattle. After living some time with one son she 
began researching continuing care centers in the 
Northwest on the Medicare website and found 
Panorama with a five-star rating. She visited, 
talked to some happy residents and decided that 
this is where she needs to be. She continues to be 
very happy with her choice. 

Carolyn is already working as a tech volunteer at 
the Panorama Auditorium and has many other 
interests: reading, woodworking, knitting, and 
weaving. Her passion, however, is addressing 
hearing loss. She has already organized a Hearing 
Loss group where she wants us all to know about 
Telecoil in our hearing aids.  

Please join me in welcoming this energetic and 
fascinating new resident. ✦ 

Quinault 425 x 5699

Poems
A Night At Depoe Bay 
JANET TOLMAN 

Storm pelts the RV with rain 
while wind rattles windows. 

Perched high 
above the pounding surf, 
we listen to the music. 

Wind whistling and rain 
beating a rat-a-tat-tat 
threaten to dislodge 
our cozy retreat. 

Wakened by torrents of  water 
loud and scary 
we are sure to be tossed 
into the ocean below. 

Wind fades, rain softens 
and we sleep again. 

Morning comes with eerie silence. 
Sun weakly peers through 
drifting clouds. 

Seagulls dive and screech 
parting silence. 
We watch the day begin. ✦

3 Haiku 
BY CHARLES KASLER 

wind chimes 
prayer flags 
falling rain 

mind at rest 
listening 
to the rain 

birds call 
back and forth 
after the rain ✦ 
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Election 
BY RUTH SHEARER 

The Candidate: 
Sees values disconnection 
And threatens insurrection: 
Wants honest new direction 
But finds a predilection 
For power lust infection 
And status quo protection. 

On agonized reflection 
Decides to seek connection 
With Party of  selection 
Where values bring affection, 
And campaign funds injection 
Give the cause a new complexion. 

New fraud and waste detection  
And campaign slur deflection 
Bring others to inspection 
Of  need for some correction. 
With values resurrection 
Reformer wins election! ✦

January 
BY JEAN PHILLIPS 

Brown bark, bare branches, 
A ring of  birches circling a pond skimmed in ice,  
The frozen ground giving little under my feet, 
A wind so cold it pierces my skin, down to my very bones, 
Penetrating my defenses, a primal chill.  
This is the time I anticipate and also dread. 
Each year’s beginning is fresh, new,  
But like the walking here, harsh and hard. 
Toes and fingers numb from the cold, I tighten my scarf  around my 
throat 
Aching with words unspoken. 
I’m stopped up, like the fountain in my garden,  
Frozen over with ice that obfuscates what is deep in the bottom, 
Blocking any reflection, allowing no water to flow.  
Frozen landscape, frozen heart. 

My spirit, no, my very soul contracts in this cold, 
Withdrawing inward, burrowing in, 
Waiting for a glimmer of  warmth, 
Some inspiration to move me forward, to light the spark.  
Day after day I patiently sit and wait. 
Sometimes I chase my tail, all frantic action and no results. 
No creativity today, no words come to mind, no ideas or themes 
Nothing to raise my spirit or to lighten my heart. 
Still I wait; this chill has come before and it will end; I must be patient, 
I know this cannot be forever. 
As I walk, I see a transparent milky light, a lone primrose starting to 
bloom,  
Sun weakly peeking out above the trees, a glimmer of  hope for a thaw? 
Will today be the day that I start to feel again?  
Will this be the day that the words finally come? ✦

Winter Haiku Duet 
BY JEAN PHILLIPS 

Ice skims the birdbath 
 winter comes while tulips sleep 
  beneath the cold ground 

Snow blankets the roof  
 dreaming by the fire I wait 
  for another spring ✦



 

Stories
The Little Black Book
BY TAM ALDEN 

As my married girl friend slipped a little black book 
from her purse, I was shocked to discover it was full 
of  men’s names and phone numbers. I thought I 
knew this woman. 

Born in the heartland, raised with traditional values in 
a large family, she had lived next door to me in our 
modest neighborhood until three years ago. When 
her husband’s career success allowed her to quit 
work, they moved on up to one of  those deluxe 
street-of-dreams neighborhoods, the kind of  
neighborhood where expansive rolling lawns protect 
the privacy of  homes that have more square footage 
than a bushel has grains of  wheat.  

The only time an old Chevy pickup truck like mine 
was seen on those streets was when someone’s 
gardener was coming or going! Stuck behind a smelly 
diesel bus during my 7:00 a.m. commute on a dark, 
rainy morning, I envied my friend’s leisurely affluent 
new lifestyle. Now I was about to discover that her 
life wasn’t as gloriously carefree as I had thought. 

Cell phone in one hand and black book in the other, 
my friend arranged a meeting with one of  those 
men. She glanced at me across the table and 
through the steam of  her latte she saw the shocked 
expression on my face. “It’s not what you think. 
This is my book of  guys,” she pleaded as though 
that excused her unfaithful behavior. My mouth 
dropped open a little wider with that brazen 
confession. She tried again, “No, you still don’t 
understand. This is my book of  service guys, you 
know, my roof  guy, tree guy, pool guy, sprinkler guy, 
air-conditioning guy, landscaping guy.” 

Apparently, living the street-of-dreams lifestyle was 
not as dreamy as I had imagined. Her posh new digs 
came with a whole new set of  problems that required 
the expertise of  specialized service guys and I was 
about to learn that good service guys are harder to 
find than a slimy slug in the arid desert.  

The key word here is good. The yellow-pages were 
crammed with garish, half-page ads for service guys 
that silently scream, “PICK ME!” The hitch was in 
finding a good service guy who would show up on 
the promised day, close to the promised hour, and do 
the promised work without the cliché butt-crack 
presenting itself  in the process. 

My friend said that in the past she had always been 
willing to share her guy list. When asked if  she knew 
of  a good service guy, she was glad to help by 
sharing the service guy’s name. Innocently she 
thought she was helping her service guy prosper, 
helping the questioner find quality service and 
helping her own standing with both.  

Imagine her horror when she needed her service guy 
again. She expected to be thanked for the referrals 
and given royal treatment. Instead, she reached an 
answering machine, maybe received a return call that 
week and then was told that business was so good 
that he couldn’t get to her picky little problem for a 
month, if  at all. That was if  she was lucky and the 
service guy hadn’t taken an early retirement to 
Acapulco due to his miraculous recent success. 

Now her black book of  service guys is guarded 
with more secrecy than a teenage girl’s diary! I 
wouldn’t be surprised if  she asked the service guy 
to arrive in an unmarked van or if  she raced out as 
soon as the service van turned into her driveway so 
she could wave him into her garage and quickly 
close the door before her neighbors have time to 
make note of  the name and logo. Once they had 
arrived, it is she who rolled out the red carpet 
treatment rather than the other way around. She 
couldn’t risk having her name mysteriously 
disappear from the preferred customer list. 

She was forced to stay home, a prisoner, waiting for 
the service guy who said he might possibly be able to 
get to her insignificant problem that week. Asking 
what day she could expect his arrival might cause 
offense, nor does she presume to ask for an estimate 
before the work begins. She would have a pan of  hot 
fudge brownies coming out of  the oven when the 
service guy arrived and she was quick to exclaim that, 
as soon as the job was completed, she would have a 
plate of  warm brownies ready for him to enjoy while 
she wrote out a check for payment in full. 

I sipped my coffee and stared at my friend with 
sympathy as her tale of  woe tumbled out. I wouldn’t 
trade my life for hers even with a 70-inch–OLED–
2160p–Smart–4K UHD TV with HDR tossed in as 
incentive. Imagine having to hunt down a good tech 
guy to install it! 

While enjoying our beans and franks for supper that 
evening, I purred to my husband how happy I was 
that we both had dead-end jobs that offered no hope 
for promotion or raise in pay. I knew that I’d never 
have to suffer the same horrible fate as my friend 
who spends her days waiting in Service-Guy Hell. ✦
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Memories of Sears
BY PEGGY JAMERSON 

The latest news that Sears is preparing a Chapter 
11 bankruptcy filing and plans to close as many as 
150 additional stores leaves a huge void in the retail 
history of  our country. When I think of  Sears and 
its famous catalog, I yearn for the “good old days.” 

My earliest memory is of  my Mom and me taking 
the bus from West Seattle downtown so we could 
shop at the Pike Place Market––I was about 3 or 4. 
The bus’s route was along 1st Avenue at Lander 
where the Sears building had been occupied then for 
fewer than 30 years. Union Pacific Railroad built the 
building in 1912 in an effort to lure Sears & Roebuck 
west to Seattle. It was a beautiful grandiose building 
with a tall clock tower as its centerpiece and 
definitely the largest, most impressive edifice around. 
As a child, I was awed by it. 

My next recollection is of  shopping for a suit to 
wear to ninth grade dress-up day which was a very 
big deal for teens getting ready to enter high 
school the next fall. My stepmother and I took 
the bus downtown and we spent the entire day 
shopping all of  the downtown department stores 
––Rhodes, MacDougall, the Bob Marche, 
Frederick & Nelson––all to no avail! I only 
wanted a navy blue suit which didn’t sound so 
difficult to find, but nothing was exactly right. On 
the way home on the bus going past the Sears 
store, my stepmother said “let’s stop at Sears and 
see what they have.” And there it was––just the 
suit I had envisioned; it was perfect! 

Dad always had some household repair or 
remodeling job he was working on and Sears was 
the place to go. I would often tag along. My dad 
never hesitated; he walked quickly and purposefully 
when he was shopping. Luckily I had long legs to 
keep up with him, but I never had time to dilly-

dally and look around. It was get in, get what you 
need, and get out. 

A few years later when I married, my husband and 
I went to his home in Nebraska for our 
honeymoon in December. And to my amazement 
his parents with whom we stayed still had an 
outhouse! Believe me there is nothing worse in 
December than walking to the outhouse to do your 
thing. Ah, but at least there was a Sears & Roebuck 
catalog to read (or otherwise use) while you were 
sojourning there! I was so happy to return to 
Minnesota and indoor plumbing. 

When I remarried and we began our family, I 
thought it would be fun for us to go camping as a 
young family as we certainly did not have enough 
money to do much else on vacation. One day the 
Sears catalog came in the mail and they had a 
“camping equipment special.” I was so excited 
when I saw that I could get two sleeping bags, the 
tent, the cooler, and the cook stove––all for just 
$100! That led to many happy years of  camping 
adventures for our family of  four. 

So it is with a great deal of  sadness for the “good 
old days” that I hear about Sears’s demise as an 
important business all these many years. But, I 
guess it just reminds us once again that change is 
always with us. ✦

The Language Spoken Was 
Hate 
BY BOB BOWERS 

The day was Saturday, October 27th, 2018. I 
glanced at my wrist watch. The time was inching 
toward 10 a.m. PST. Time to grab that morning 
pill. The Doc says I’ve got to take it each day at 10. 
God knows I try to get it down then. 

I’ve been working for nearly a half-hour on 
balancing the checking account. I’ve checked the 
bank balance and through the list of  paid checks 
from the statement. I take my time; I’m not an 
accountant. At my age I’m glad I can still do this 
kind of  stuff  and keep my sanity 

It’s time to take a break; I have learned how 
stressed I can get if  I don’t take breaks. I think I’ll 
get a snack from the cupboard and drink that half-
cup of  dregs from this morning’s coffee. 
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I don’t want to get started on any of  the other stuff  
on that “to do” list just yet. Guess I’ll turn on the TV. 
Nice little robot they’ve put in the Xfinity control 
wand—just push down the blue microphone key and 
say “CNN.” Always makes me feel like a fool. I know 
I don’t have to use a loud voice to command it but I 
always do because I don’t know if  it hears better than 
I do or not. If  my timing’s right I usually get what I 
ordered. Despite its obsession with some things, CNN 
is my favorite channel to get a quick, balanced fix on 
what’s going on in the nation and world. 

What’s this? There’s all kinds of  emergency vehicles. 
That big building in the background looks like a 
church. What are all of  those emergency vehicles 
doing there? Can I hear sirens? Those guys look like a 
SWAT team. Oh! Wow! Did I just hear the announcer 
say some guy shot up a synagogue? In Pittsburgh? 
They think the guy killed ten worshippers! A crowd of  
people were there for Saturday Sabbath. They were in 
the middle of  a “blessing the babies” ceremony. This 
is terrible!  

Why would a guy do such a thing? He must be 
deranged! Sick! They don’t know who he is yet. He 
was shot by the SWAT team and he’s headed for the 
hospital with the others. He was heard shouting 
anti-Jewish hate rhetoric as he was beginning to 
shoot people. 

Apparently the Squirrel Hill Neighborhood is one of  
mixed religious faiths with a large Jewish population 
but also Protestant and Catholic churches, people of  
Islamic faith, Sikhs, Bahá'í, and others. It is described 
as a very friendly, welcoming neighborhood where 
everyone is supportive of  each other. Great 
community, they say.  

The CNN announcer is saying the tension is so high 
in the country. The President seems to be helping to 
turn up the volume. At a rally, he blamed the bombs, 
the immigration fight, and his own bad publicity on 
the Democrats! He seems to be just inflaming 
everything at the same time he says we ought to get it 
together. That’s not helpful in turning us away from 
bitter dialogue that’s really not dialogue but just 
shouting at each other. Whoever did this is sick too! 
What’s gotten into us! We can’t be civil to each other! 
We’ve got to lay blame on someone and kill them if  it 
seems appropriate! 

Listen! The announcer just said that authorities were 
releasing the name of  the shooter. (Pause) “The 
name of  the shooter has been released. The name of  
the shooter is ROBERT BOWERS. MY NAME! –
MY NAME! 

…..At first I did not feel too strongly about this 
strange twist of  the reporting. But, as the day 
wore on and I saw my name more often, I became 
quite shaken. I stayed home all day and did some 
reading that needed to be done for a book report 
I was giving. Every so often I would turn on CNN 
and get an update. Apparently the shooter was 
badly wounded before he was taken down. He was 
taken to the hospital and was in serious condition 
after surgery. News organizations were trying to 
find out all they could about him. All they seemed 
to have was his name: Robert Bowers or Robert D 
Bowers—both names the same as I have used for 
83½ years.  

I went to bed a little later than usual and took a little 
longer getting to sleep. I was bothered that someone 
with my exact name was so enraged that he would 
suddenly decide to shatter the tranquility of  a Jewish 
worship service with his vile words and hateful 
actions. How must the families of  the dead and 
dying feel about the loss of  their loved ones and the 
destruction of  the peaceful unity of  their 
neighborhood? 

Sunday morning I wrote a piece I asked my pastor to 
read during the worship service at First United 
Methodist Church. I quote it now: 

To my brothers and sisters of  First United Methodist 
Church, Olympia: 

Yesterday as I watched the events in Pittsburgh unfold, I 
was stunned when the name of  the perpetrator was 
announced. It was my own name, Robert D Bowers. As 
far as I know I am not related to this individual, but, 
since we share the same name our relationship must be 
somewhere within the genetic line. My heart goes out to 
those who suffered such a death and to their survivors who 
suffered such a loss. No hate or anger is worth such 
violence and death. I would ask that we might observe a 
minute of  silence in honor of  those who died, their 
families, and their synagogue community. But we also 
need to pray for the perpetrator, his family, and for our 
nation and for ourselves. We must find our way through 
this morass of  hate, violence, disrespect and indecency that 
is killing us all. In Faith and Love, Robert D Bowers
—“Bob” 

The television audience only saw the name and a 
picture of  the man’s face. They did not hear his 
voice or hear his vile words but the language spoken 
was hate! How and why did we learn to speak that 
language so well? ✦
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Sequoiadendron giganteum
BY VERL ROGERS 

This single species of tree with three or more other 
names such as Sequoia, California Big Tree, and 
Wellingtonia, contains the largest single trees in the 
world. At the beginning of 2016, we had seven 
Sequoia trees of medium size at Panorama. An 
eighth tree at 1932 Circle Loop had to be cut down 
in 2015 because of extensive rot in its center. A 
sorrowful crowd of people attended the felling. 

The loss of the tree on Circle Loop produced a 
number of ripple effects. A huge block of the trunk 

became a ten-foot wooden 
statue of  a dog named 
“Sampson,” carved by 
Steve Backus, and now 
erected at the pet park on 
Chambers Lake Lane. 
Lumber from the log at 
1932 Circle Loop was 
made into a giant bench, 
now in the open on the 
east side of  the Panorama 
Auditorium. 

Sequoia trees are admired 
for their size the world over, but newly planted trees 
thrive in only a few climates. The original range is 
limited to 68 groves in one zone of  the Sierras in 
California where soils and climate combine to 
produce the best conditions. The Pacific northwest is 
very favorable for the species. The southern U. S., SE 
Australia, England, Scotland, western and southern 
Europe, New Zealand, and parts of  Chile all grow 
the giants successfully. 

Sequoias are popular when planted in city parks. 
There is a tendency for the seedlings to be planted 
too close to a building. If  you want to plant a 
Sequoia , first look at how much space the mature 
tree will need. Be liberal with the land around the 

tree, because these trees will 
grow for centuries. 

The currently largest living 
tree, measured by volume of  
its trunk, 52,508 cubic feet, is 
the General Sherman tree in 
Sequoia National Park, 
California age 2,000-2,500 
years. Branches on the 
Sherman tree are bigger than 
entire trees of  other kinds.

One of  the Sherman branches is 6.8 feet in diameter, 
turns upward 130 feet above ground, and is 140 feet 
long. The volumes of  branches are not counted in 
computing gross volume of  the tree trunk. 

A Coast Redwood named Hyperion in Redwood National 
Park is taller than Sherman but has less volume. Its height 
is 379.1 feet. Sherman’s height is 272.4 feet. 

The oldest Sequoia tree in the world was dated by its 
rings at 3,500 years, while the widest trunk (at chest 
height) was 27 feet and the tallest was measured at 
311 feet. The legendary logger Paul Bunyan had 
admired the height of  tall pines in his native Maine, 
but he said of  the California Sequoias, “One man 
couldn’t see to the tops. It took two men and a boy, 
looking all day, to see the tops!” 

On Earth Day 2016, three new Sequoias were planted 
in McGandy Park. Others of  these giant trees on 
campus are at 2032 Circle Lane at the corner of  
Sleater Kinney; on Leisure Way between numbers 
2211 and 2227; the backyard of  1430 Boulevard Park 
Lane inside a wall near the corner of  14th and Willow; 
and in a side yard at the Southeast corner of  our 
campus at 2044 Woodland Court. More may be found 
at the dead end of  2544 Marina; between 2307 and 
2311 Beta Street; and at 2115 Leisure Way on the 21st 
side. The neighbors all told me of  the pleasure of  
living near such remarkable trees. 

The best tree for casual viewing is between 2211 & 
2227 Leisure Way. Neighbors Peggy Jamerson and 
Mary Eberling gave permission to use their names, 
and they say,“People are welcome to come and look, 
but don’t block traffic!” 

While you are admiring our Sequoias, look also at the 
many big Douglas 
Firs on the 
Panorama grounds. 
Many are four or 
more feet thick, and 
are nearly 180 feet 
high; the tallest can 
go to 240 feet. All 
our trees benefitted 
from cultivation 
and fertilizer when 
the original farm 
land was converted 
to a nine-hole golf  
course. Now we 
have inherited the 
good result. ✦
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It’s Not for You
BY MARY LEE 

Ring. Ring. Ring. It’s for you. 
Or is it? Will this be the cell 
phone call that causes you to 
ignore a loved one for an 
aimless chat? Will this be the 
call that annoys or shocks you? 
Will this be the call that will 
annoy or shock someone else, 
second-hand damage? Even 
worse, will this be the call that 
will result in your death or death 
of  your family member or 
perhaps the death of  a person 
you’ve never met? Are you 
driving? Are you under the influence of  your 
cell phone? Are you addicted to this modern-day 
damage machine? Sadly, most of  us are … or will 
be. 

Picture this. I am sitting in the theater, snug in my 
comfortable seat, happily munching on my buttered 
popcorn, and drinking a Coke. The movie begins. 
I’m immersed in the movie, oblivious to my 
surroundings; I barely notice the hum coming from 
the seat in front of  mine. Slightly annoyed, I’m able 
maintain my attention on the movie…until a bright 
flash of  bluish light momentarily blinds me. My 
eyes blink, my mind catches up, realizing that it is 
the glow from a phone. 

A thoughtless woman had pulled a phone from her 
purse, clicked it on to check messages, lighting up 
the dark theater like an off-colored roman candle 
fired into the sky on the fourth of  July. Finally, she 
turns the phone off. The light is gone, but I’m left 
with the aftermath. The movie is covered in blue 
dots throwing me completely out of  the story.  

Jump ahead in time. I’m at lunch with friends. We’re 
eating hot dogs and fries while discussing our acting 
class. Our discussion proceeds to personal matters. 
We hear a child screaming. We turn our heads 
toward the sound. We see that these ear-piercing 
sounds are coming from a girl about three years old 
sitting at the corner table. She is kicking her feet, 
pounding her fist, and crying. Oblivious to the child, 
a gray-haired woman, possibly her grandma, is 
chatting on her phone. My companions and I think 
that the child is being a brat. After closer 
observation, we see that the child is having trouble 
eating a hamburger without help. Had the woman 

not been involved in her riveting conversation this 
situation could have been avoided. This episode 
annoyed not only us, but other customers. Being a 
grandma myself, I felt like grabbing the phone and 
smashing it on the floor to call the woman’s 
attention back to the child. 

Everywhere I go I see people in restaurants, malls, 
and cars talking on cell phones. I wonder who is on 
the other end of  their phones. I give serious 
thought to which people I would call on the phone. 
Finally, I come up with three that I would talk to for 
more than 30 minutes. Then I think, when I talk 
more than 30 minutes my cell phone becomes 
warm to my ear and to my hand. The heat is mildly 
uncomfortable. Maybe other people talk for shorter 
amounts of  time. Ten names come to mind that I 
might talk to for less than 30 minutes. Who do 
these cell phone users talk to so often that it 
encourages commercials to promise 1,000 plus free 
minutes for only $69.99 per month? The amazing 
thing is that people don’t complain about the high 
price, but they do complain that 1,000 minutes are 
not enough. Not enough?  

It is easy to understand how people become 
addicted to cell phone use. The hook phone 
companies use is to ask questions like; What will 
you do in an emergency without a cell phone? With 
the disappearance of  pay phones, safety is 
becoming more of  an issue. Early on, many people 
bought cell phones for emergencies only; car 
trouble is a reason most often given by first time 
cell phone buyers.  

The next step down the slippery slope is when 
friends or family ask for your cell number so they 
can reach you in an emergency. The blank space on 
the forms at your doctor or dentist’s office requests 
a cell phone number and dare you to make a choice. 
At first you leave it blank. Then worry creeps in 
your mind. It might be important for them to reach 
me … maybe I should give them my cell phone 
number just this one time. Then, you do. If  you 
happen to be an actor, like I am, it is a given that 
your agent must have your cell phone number. Miss 
an audition? Are you kidding? 

Now these calls become necessities. You’re going to 
be late getting home. You pull into a parking lot. 
You call home to notify your husband, wife, or 
children. Next, there is a quick stop at the grocery 
store on the way home, requiring a call home to 
take orders. People call you and you call them. You 
worry if  your cell phone is turned off, even with 
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voice mail, that you may miss an important call. You 
start leaving your phone on all the time. This opens 
the door to people calling you, even when you are 
driving. At first, you tell them that you are driving 
and that you will pull over and call them back. This 
will not last long. It soon becomes easier to handle 
the short calls while driving. The short calls become 
longer, longer, and longer. You are slowly becoming 
more addicted to your cell phone. 

The worst calls are the calls no one expects. My 
personal pet peeve, people using cell phones while 
driving, comes from personal experience. I received 
the best and worst news of  my life over a telephone. 
Both calls came on my home phone and not a cell. 
What if  you received this kind of  call while you are 
driving? My best news received via phone was 
notification that I was chosen to be a contestant on 
a prime-time TV network game show. I was jumping 
up and down, clapping my hands, and thinking of  
everyone that I would call about my news. My worst 
news received via phone; my mother was in the 
hospital dying of  cancer. I was stunned, shocked, 
and numb. 

You have no control over who is on the other end 
of  your phone or the news they may be delivering. 

You have no 
idea of  your 
reaction to 
joyful or 
horrible 
news passed 
to you 
through the 
cell phone 
line. If  those 
two calls had 

happened while I was driving, people in cars near 
me could have been in danger. My concentration 
would have been significantly diverted to my phone 
conversations.  

Annoying calls to you or to others are a minor 
problem. Problems escalate when calls cause you to 
ignore others or to give out personal information in 
public places. Yes, you receive the same kinds of  
calls at home, but you are in a private place where 
your mood or language will not upset or offend and 
where personal information may be overheard by 
anyone around you.  

Good or bad, no phone call is worth the potential 
taking of  another’s life. Do not answer the cell 
phone call while driving. It’s not for you. ✦

Road Maintenance
RUTH SHEARER 

The Beaver Lake Community Club was organized 
in the 1950s and was always very active in road 
maintenance as well as social activities and lake 
protection campaigns. In the early 1990s, the 
Club got a grant to publish a Lake Stewardship 
Handbook, and I volunteered to research and 
write the history of  the Beaver Lake area of  
Sammamish, King County, Washington. 

I began my study by reading all of  the old hand-
written minutes of  the Community Club. In the 
first few years, long before the access roads on 
the east and west sides of  the lake were paved or 
even connected with each other, the minutes of  
one of  the meetings noted that the Club had a 
case of  dynamite for use in blasting the stumps 
out of  the East Beaver Lake Road. This intrigued 
me; why only the east side? The west side had 
been settled first and had many more homes on 
it. At that time, both roads were just ruts winding 
through the huge stumps left from logging the 
old growth timber in the 1920s and 1930s. 

I decided to visit Marian, one of  the first settlers 
on the west side and living near the beginning of  
the West Beaver Lake Road. Now in her 90s, she 
was a woman of  strong opinions who enjoyed 
talking to anyone who would listen. She told me 
proudly that she didn’t want the road going 
through her property, so she refused to give King 
County an easement. Meanwhile, the residents 
beyond her on the dead-end road had given their 
part of  the road to the County, so they could not 
legally blast stumps there. 

In the 1960s, the County acquired the rights-of-
way for both lake roads and paved them two lanes 
wide. Now the only road maintenance left for the 
Community Club to do was the twice-yearly litter 
control program. A few years later, the Club got a 
call from King County saying they had hired a new 
coordinator to schedule community roadside 
pickup efforts and to haul away the bagged trash, 
and they would like to send him out to our Club 
meeting to talk about it. 

We welcomed the nice young man and he passed 
out his business cards, probably to prove that his 
name was really William Pickup. He proceeded to 
explain that he, Will Pickup, will pick up what we 
are willing to pick up along the Beaver Lake 
roads if  we bag it and load it into a resident’s 



 

pickup and haul it to nearby Pine Lake County 
Park. Then Will will pick up the bags from the 
pickup and load them into his County truck for 
disposal. This roadside pickup project went 
smoothly under Will Pickup’s able leadership. ✦ 

I immediately pulled over to the shoulder and 
stopped the car. Something was wrong, and it was 
scaring me and others as well. 

Alice said, “You’re having a stroke; we need to get 
you to the hospital!” I was able to walk around to 
the passenger side of  the car while she got in the 
driver’s seat, and we were on our way. I was still 
doing okay, even reminding her to turn right on 
Martin Way when she hesitated for the correct lane. 

At the hospital, my brother and I got out at the 
emergency exit while Alice parked the car. Once 
inside, there was a couple in front of  us at the 
check-in desk. The receptionist saw us arrive and 
indicated that she would help us shortly; I 
acknowledged with an unintelligible response. She 
took a second quick look at me and told me to 
come take a seat in a wheel chair. I was immediately 
wheeled into an examining room. Within fifteen 
minutes of  the first symptom, I was in a bed, 
attached to numerous monitoring systems. 

Was I still scared? Thinking back, it was happening 
too fast that I was too numb to be scared, but I do 
remember the fear when Alice said it was a stroke; I 
wondered what would happen to me. 

So began my two-night stay in the hospital, subject 
to continuous monitoring and testing to determine 
the exact cause of  the stroke and the appropriate 
medication. They were able to identify a broken 
branch on a vein in the left side of  my brain that 
caused the stroke. While in the hospital, I had a 90 
percent recovery of  the paralysis on my right side; a 
slur in my speech remained, but eventually 
disappeared. 

After my release from the hospital, it felt good to be 
home in comfortable and quiet surroundings. 
Recovery was rapid, though I was chronically tired. 
At this point, there appears to be no lasting effects; 
however, after talking with the doctors, it appears the 
light-headedness and symptoms experienced during 
Walk the Loop were possible early stroke indicators; 
we are now more attuned to those signs. ✦ 

Editor’s Note: Know the 
symptoms of  stroke. 
Remember the acronym 
FAST: Facial drooping, 
Arm weakness, Speech 
difficulties and Time to 
call emergency services. 
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A Scary Moment

JIM DeYOUNG 

It was a comfortable summer Tuesday evening, a 
regular “Walk the Loop” night. There were many 
friends out walking as well as new faces to 
acknowledge and periodic pauses for short visits to 
exchange compound gossip. As we walked, 
something strange began to happen. There seemed 
to be a general tendency for me to wander to the 
right. It was not really noticeable at first until I 
wandered into the grass beside the road. Alice 
noticed it then and asked if  I was okay, and I 
responded, “Yes, but I seem to want to walk to the 
right and I have to keep correcting myself.” 

“We are coming up to a bench. Let’s stop and rest 
for a moment,” she said. “See if  that helps.” After 
sitting for a few minutes, she asked if  I was light-
headed. 

I responded with a vague, “I’m okay,” and we 
headed home without further incident. 

Soon after, during a regularly scheduled medical 
appointment, I mentioned the event to the doctor. 
He asked and I responded to his several questions, 
but he concluded that it could have been caused 
by one of  multiple reasons. There was no 
diagnosis or resolution. 

Later that summer, heading to a coffee shop for a 
break in a morning shopping excursion and as we 
approached a street crossing, I suddenly felt very 
light-headed and told Alice that I needed to stop 
for a moment. The feeling quickly passed, but it did 
cause Alice some concern. 

We had just finished our regular Thursday night 
dinner with my brother and were heading home 
from the Hawk’s Prairie restaurant by the back road 
when it felt like I had some threads or hairs inside 
my cheek. As I was trying to dig them out of  my 
cheek, Alice inquired, “What are you doing?” 
Without removing my hand, I mumbled a response. 
She inquired again and removing my hand, I again 
mumbled a response, then tried to explain that I 
was unable to talk. 
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THE CHRISTMAS PARTY 
BY LUCY REUTER 

My most memorable Christmas took place 70 years 
ago in a time and place far distant from where I am 
today. It happened in Germany where my father 
was stationed with the U.S. Army soon after World 
War II. We arrived in Germany during the summer 
of  1947. I was thirteen, and from the moment I set 
eyes on that war torn country, I was struck by the 
plight of  the children with their gaunt faces and 
sad eyes. 

In 1948, we were living in Landshut, a town of  
approximately 25,000 population an hour’s drive 
from the city of  Munich. My father was the 
commander of  the small U.S. Army garrison there. I 
was the only American teenager in Landshut. I 
attended high school in Munich, boarded during the 
week and went home on weekends and holidays. 

This is a story about how the American Women’s 
Club in Landshut teamed up with some kind folks 
in Minnesota and Illinois and put on a glorious 
Christmas party for about 800 German kids, many 
of  whom were orphans and refugees. It is also a 
story about how God’s love can span an ocean, two 
continents, different nationalities and languages, 
and many other obstacles. I played a very small 
part in it, but it left a lasting impression on me. 

Germany was still in the throes of  recovery from 
World War II in 1948. Many items we take for 
granted today, such as sugar, white flour, candy, 
chocolate, butter, fresh fruit, etc. were in very short 
supply or even nonexistent in the local economy, 
and food was still being rationed. There were no 
malls, no supermarkets, no toy stores; in other 
words, toys were a great luxury. 

A young Army wife named Mary Skinner had the 
idea for the Women’s Club to give a party for all 

the German children in Landshut. She would write 
to her home church in Minnesota and her family’s 
church in Illinois and ask them to help with the 
toys. My dad agreed that the Army Mess Hall 
would provide the hot chocolate, cookies, hard 
candy and fresh fruit. They would also help with 
the logistics of  transportation and set up in the 
large barn-like German Youth Activities Bldg. Mary 
contacted the GYA director to ascertain the 
number of  children to expect. He advised that 
there would be at least 800 or more which would 
include the orphanage and children from the 
refugee camp. 

Mary wrote her letters and before long the 
Congregational Church in Downer’s Grove, IL, the 
Mayflower Church in Minneapolis, MN, and the 
Central High School in Minneapolis had shipped 
over 800 gifts across the ocean. They were small 
toys consisting of  teddy bears, dolls, toy trucks, 
jump ropes, games and others, but to a child who 
had very little, one of  these would be a treasure. 
Some of  the women, including my mother, sister 
and me, wrapped the gifts and filled bags of  candy. 

The word went out through the local German 
newspaper that there would be a children’s party on 
Dec. 23rd at the GYA activities building. Two were 
scheduled––one at 9 a.m. and one at 1 p.m. Those 
whose names began with A–L would come at 9:00 
and M–Z at 1:00.  

The GYA building was very difficult to heat, but 
the fires had been going all night to take the chill 
off. The women had decorated it with Christmas 
trees, wreaths, and red and green crepe paper; it 
was quite festive. The GYA director had promised 
that he would find a St. Nicholas suit somewhere. 

The children who attended were between the ages 
of  five and twelve, and most of  them had known 
nothing but war and deprivation in their short lives. 
Living conditions were still very sparse at that time. 
I would venture to say that most of  them had never 
been to a Christmas party. 

The day of  the party was very cold and we arrived 
about 8 a.m.. Many of  the children were already 
waiting outside the building and some were crying 
from the cold. When they came in and saw all the 
decorations their tears dried up and the excitement 
on their faces was something to behold. They lined 
up, and each was given a cookie and a cup of  hot 
chocolate and then they were escorted to their seats 
for the program.  



 

Mary welcomed them and told them the gifts they 
would receive had come from American children 
who wished to bring happiness to their Christmas. 
There were Mickey Mouse movies, a magician, and 
singing and music. St. Nicholas arrived looking like a 
Catholic cardinal in his red robes, lace skirt, and 
pointed hat; there were great cheers all around. He 
didn’t look like Santa Claus to me but they knew 
who he was!  

When it was time to leave, and when they lined up to 
receive a gift, their eyes danced when they realized 
they were also going to receive a bag of  candy and 
an orange or apple. My sister and I handed out the 
candy and I will never forget the smiles and thank 
yous they gave us. By the end of  the day over 800 
kids had been entertained.  

It was a grand party, and it holds a special place in 
my heart. For that day taught me that the real spirit 
of  Christmas is not the gift that you receive, but 
what you do for somebody else. For as Jesus said in 
Matthew 25:40 , “Assuredly, I say to you, in as much 
as you did it to one of  the least of  these my 
brethren, you did it unto me.” 

How do I remember the minute details after so 
many years? Fortunately my father saved copies of  
his correspondence. After his death, as I went 
through his papers, I discovered copies of  his thank 
you letters and Mary’s letters to the churches and the 
school with descriptions of  the event. ✦
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Gingerbread House 
BY CAROL HORNER 

After waiting over 80 years, I made my first 
gingerbread house at the Cama Beach State Park 
Winter Festival this year. My friends Sandra and 
Gary and I drove up to Camano Island early on a 
Saturday morning and checked into our cabins. 
Then we hiked up to the new Cama Center 
building where a surprising number of  children 
were making small houses of  gingerbread pieces 
cut and baked by Alice, the gingerbread lady, and 
helped by her husband, Bill, both volunteers. 

In the evening it was the adults’ turn to make 
houses. Sandra and I gathered our gingerbread 
pieces, cups of  candies, fat pastry bags of  frosting 
and settled at a table with others where we all 
shared candy canes, gum drops, and some tools 
and candy that the other people had brought. 

First I walked around to find inspiration from 
some obviously experienced old timers well on 
their way to building masterpieces. 

Back at my table, the first challenge was anchoring 
two sides of  the house to the cardboard base with 
frosting. The I added the end pieces. I don’t like 
messy drips, so I made the mistake of  trying to 
remove frosting that oozed out of  the joints. 
Whoa! I found that’s part of  the necessary 
architecture. Evidently I didn’t put on the roof  
panels correctly either, because Alice’s eagle eye 
caught me before the frosting hardened and 
helped me do it right. 

After that whatever way I stuck on the candy was 
called “creative.” I learned how to cut candy canes 
to size for the corners. I saw how to cut gum 
drops crosswise and place them shiny side out to 
make glistening red roof  tiles. I tried to make a 
tree of  green gum drops, but gave up when it 
toppled into a gooey mess of  over-squeezed 
frosting. 

I was slow to finish, but at last Sandra and I made 
our way down the steep path to our cabins, 
holding our gingerbread houses in front of  us as 
Gary lighted the way with his flashlight. 

My cabin was quite small, one of  some 36 lined up 
and down the beach. They were built in 1934, 
about the time Sandra’s parents married and 
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opened the place as a fishing 
camp. Sandra and her sister 
grew up in a bigger cabin 
attached to the camp store 
where they helped out when 
they weren’t cleaning cabins or
climbing the hill to catch the 
school bus. 

In 1994 Sandra and Gary 
donated most of  the land for a 
state park. Therefore all the 
employees and volunteers know who they are. I 
was awed by the many people they introduced me 
to––older retired men and women who 
contribute so much to the park. Quilt Club 
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members have made quilts for every 
bed in every cabin and matched them 
with window curtains. Men drive the 
vans that tote the guests and their 
luggage from the parking loops down 
to the cabins. They put up lights and 
decorations for holiday weekends. They 
cut greens for the wreath making 
activity, and Alice has made hundreds 
of  sheets of  gingerbread over the 
years. 

All I did was make a little gingerbread house, but 
to me it is a treasured symbol of  a community of  
kindness and togetherness on a small island in 
Puget Sound. ✦

Calling all writers! 
The Voice offers Panorama residents an
opportunity to showcase their talent. Please 
share your unique stories and perspectives for all 
to enjoy! Include a photo if  it adds to your piece. 
Edits may occur for structure, grammar or space 
but not for content. The Voice is published 
quarterly and distributed to all residents. Send 
submissions of  essays, short stories or poems to 
TheVoice@Panorama.org.




