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BY BECKY ANDERSON 

The butterflies on the cover of  this issue remind us that, despite the recent 
snow in depths not seen in decades, the warmth and beauty of  spring is at 
hand. In literature and song, butterflies are a symbol of  life, survival, 
endurance, change, hope, recovery, and resurrection. Among the stories in 
this issue of  The Voice are some which speak to these topics as they address  
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Dennis Mullikin & Carol Dolliver 
BY MAVIS JOHNSON 

Panorama is home to such 
interesting people! Good 
examples are these two 
who came from only three 
miles away, having lived on 
a two acre farm complete 
with goats, chickens, pigs 
and an orchard and 
garden. They said they 

were tired. That was in December—but reviving 
quickly, they already have a Pea Patch, have scoped 
out a lot of  activities that beckon, and are “young”! 
Dennis said he was the youngest at the Birthday 
Dinner—63! He can expect a lot of  phone calls 
when volunteers are needed. 

Carol was born in Fort Worth but came to Seattle in 
1950 when her dad began working at Boeing. She 
graduated from UW as a clinical technology scientist 
(lab tech to the uninformed among us). Travels led 
her to New Zealand and the Solomon Islands (more 
on that later) after which she had a 36-year career at 
St. Peter’s from which she just retired. 

Dennis, a Chicago native, claims to have attended 
the first experimental high school in the U.S., the 
forerunner of  today’s charter schools. Naturally this 
broad education made Evergreen his choice and he 
completed an environmental studies degree 

INTERVIEWS

Welcome New Residents!

Editor’s Note continued 

the recovery of  a cancer survivor, the endurance and hope of  a Holocaust survivor, and the challenge of  life 
on the frontier of  the American Midwest. 

This issue contains a number of  poems and meditations for your consideration. For example, Charles Kasler 
takes us through the calendar by way of  the colors of  the seasons; in addition to nature, his inspiration 
comes from a unique source. Sue Prince offers an incantation (some might say prayer) to which we all can 
relate. We welcome all resident contributions to The Voice in story, poetry or prose.  

Since the publication of  the previous issue of  The Voice, most of  us have experienced Kya, the window to 
life at Panorama. Kya provides permanent storage for issues of  The Voice published in 2018 and 2019. We 
hope you’ve noticed that 2019 issues of  The Voice on Kya contain pictures in color. What a marvelous 
addition Kya is to life at Panorama! ✦

specializing in fisheries. He had been a fireman 
at Evergreen and met Carol on a blind date. 
He joined the Peace Corps where he served 
from 1979 to 1981 in the Solomon Islands. His 
island in this archipelago was the largest. 
Issued a small boat, he traveled all around it 
tallying types of  fish and fauna, identifying 
marketable species which could help people 
become more self  sufficient. When Carol 
visited him in the Solomons, their relationship 
deepened; the rest is history––they married 
and have one son. 

Carol and Dennis were destined for Panorama. 
As a teen living in Bellevue, Carol had a Girl 
Scout leader who is famous here, Jo Love 
Beach. Carol tells of  all the adventures they 
had with Jo Love, known as “Tigger” to them. 
Ask Jo Love about that! Carol also knows 
many St.Pete’s people now living here. Dennis’s 
early connection to Panorama included seven 
years doing remodeling here. 

Their traveling was curtailed once they had 
their farm, but, with their son, they 
backpacked, hiked and fished. They spar over 
the crosswords and love folk dancing. Carol 
has journaled for many years and enjoys 
writing. With his varied talents, Dennis is open 
to many volunteer possibilities. ✦  

4142 – 21st Ave SE, x 5434
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Dale & Diane Thompson 
BY ROSEMARY SHOLD 

Dale and Diane’s 
very mellow cat, 
Katya, bid me 
hello, quickly 
informing me that 
she was the one 
who really owned 
the place! Dale, a 
native 

Washingtonian, was born and raised in Seattle. 
Diane hails from Eugene, Oregon. They met 
through a dating agency, and will celebrate their 
twentieth anniversary this year. Between them 
they have four children and six grandchildren. 

Dale graduated from the University of  
Washington with a general degree. He retired in 
1994 from “Ma Bell” as an engineering manager. 
Diane states that “she worked in banking all her 
life,” retiring from U.S. Bank in Seattle as an 
operations officer.  

In their post-retirement years, volunteering 
became very important to both of  them. Dale 
was the crew chief  for the team that restored the 
B-29 at the Museum of  Flight. He also 
volunteered at the Museum of  Communications 
restoring telephone and switching equipment and 
radios. Diane volunteered at AARP as a fraud 
fighter and at the Ronald McDonald House at 
the Children’s Orthopedic Hospital. 

They heard of  Panorama through friends who 
live here. As a couple, their focus was on health 
and being in a situation that accommodates the 
aging process. Individually, Dale was attracted to 
the beautiful grounds which he does not have to 
mow and the wood and metal shops. Diane liked 
all the activities that were available to the 
residents.  

Although they say that they are trying to figure 
out what to be involved in, both are currently 
volunteering at the Stiles-Beach Barn. Their 
hobbies and interests mesh well with what 
Panorama has to offer. Please join me in 
welcoming them to Panorama. ✦ 

4126 Circle Court (temporary), x 5684

Jim Williams & Linda Clary  
BY BERTA KASMAR 

“Panorama 
appealed to us 
because of  the 
many activities 
here,” Jim and 
Linda agreed in 
explaining their 
choice of  a 
retirement 

community. Although they had been here just two 
months when interviewed, Linda already was 
working jointly with a neighbor on a quilt for the 
Benevolent Fund Silent Auction. 

Jim, who was born in Amsterdam, New York, 
spent his childhood at Great Sacandaga Lake, 
New York. For college he entered the U.S. Coast 
Guard Academy. During his 20 years in the Coast 
Guard, Jim explained that he traveled “all over.” 

Linda was born in Los Angeles. She moved to the 
Bay Area for high school and college, graduating 
from Cal State East Bay where she majored in 
English and speech. After living in New York, 
Linda returned to California to work in 
telecommunications. There she met Jim, who was 
telecommunications manager for Mervyn’s 
Department Store. The couple has three 
daughters and a son. Two of  the daughters live 
nearby, and a daughter and a son live in California. 

Jim and Linda like to travel with their recreational 
vehicle. Last summer they fulfilled a dream by 
spending a month exploring Vancouver Island. 
The couple has enjoyed travels in their RV for the 
past 20 years.  

At present the couple is working “in a sea of  
boxes” as they continue to complete their 
unpacking. Then, Linda and Jim intend to get 
more involved in Panorama activities. Jim is a 
model railroad fan and intends to join that group. 
He also is interested in ham radio. Linda will 
continue her quilting. Both want to contribute to 
disaster and emergency preparedness activities at 
Panorama. Be sure to meet this welcome addition 
to the Panorama community. ✦ 

2201 Sleater Kinney Road, x5397 
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Dotti Wilke & Mike Wills   
BY PEGGY JAMERSON 

Mike and  Dotti 
moved to 
Panorama in 
October from their 
Lacey home of  38 
years. Mike hails 
from Pennsylvania, 
graduated from 
Penn State, and 
went to graduate 

school at UW earning his degree in economics. (He 
had expected to see bears and experience Alaska-
type weather when he moved to Seattle.) His career 
began at Mathematica Policy Research in New 
Jersey where he evaluated studies of  public policy 
for the federal government. 

Dotti grew up in New Orleans where she attended 
Sophie Newcomb College, a women’s college then 
associated with Tulane, earning her degree in 
psychology. Her masters from the University of  
Michigan Ann Arbor is in social work. Years later, she 
moved back to New Orleans and saw an ad for 
someone to run a program for Mathematica. She met 
Mike at a Mathematica quarterly meeting for program 
directors, though Mike lived in Lacey by then. 

Fast forward, she moved to Lacey, they married and 
had two sons. He was then working for DSHS in 
the nursing home division evaluating the services 
provided by nursing homes. Dotti worked for 
DSHS in their aging services division. Over time, 
their departments merged and they actually ended 
up working next to each other! Their professional 
goals were to give the aged options as to how and 
where they wanted to age, still a passion of  this 
energetic couple. 

As a result of  his work over the years Mike met 
Dick VanWagenen, George Hinkel and John Giese. 
Little did he know they would all end up in the same 
community. 

Mike is involved with Big Brothers, CASA, and is a 
Capitol guide.  Dotti is a member of  “The Art 
Gluttons” group as she enjoys painting and her Pea 
Patch. They spend several months each year in the 
Tucson area where they enjoy hiking and 

educational opportunities. They are looking 
forward to traveling to Morocco next year.  

Conversations with Mike and  Dotti bear out 
their passion for helping others live their best life 
and we are so fortunate to have them at 
Panorama! ✦ 

3953 Holladay Park Loop, x 5684

Barbara Breslin   
BY BETTY HUMMEL 

Barbara was born in Crystal, 
North Dakota, but at age 10 
moved to Minot. She went to 
college there and got her 
degree in teaching. She 
remembers her grandfather’s 
telling the family that 
Washington was “God’s 
country,” so she followed her 
sister west.  

Barbara taught in Chelan before returning to 
school at the University of  Washington, getting 
another degree, and meeting the man she would 
marry. There was a break in her teaching career 
when her three daughters were born. After her 
husband’s death she felt very fortunate to be able 
to support herself  and her daughters in a field 
she loved. She began her career teaching first 
grade but ended up teaching fourth grade here in 
Thurston County. Fourth grade was her favorite 
grade to teach. 

Barbara has enjoyed traveling all over the world 
on summer breaks. She enjoys hiking and is a 
dedicated member of  the Tuesday Trotters. She 
joins other Trotters who live here at Panorama. 
She hopes to find folks here who like to play 
bridge as much as she does. The decision to 
leave her home in Olympia came as she was 
getting older. Panorama was her choice because 
of  her friends who are already here as well as the 
ability to be near one of  her three daughters 
who lives in the area. She chose the Chalet 
because she knew about the social interaction 
that can happen there if  one so chooses. We 
welcome her. ✦ 

Chalet 202 x 5597
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Carole & Rudy Ressler   
BY BECKY ANDERSON 

The Resslers were 
destined to live at 
Panorama, but it 
took them a while 
to get here. 
Marcene Oakley, 
then a Retirement 
Adviser and now a 
resident of  

Panorama, put them on the waiting list in 2009. 
They weren’t ready to move then, but this put them 
near the top of  the list when they were ready to 
move in 2017. 

Carole is a native of  New Hampshire and studied 
political science at Regis College and Fordham 
University. Rudy, born in Paso Robles, California, 
graduated from the US Naval Academy in 1960. 
They met when Rudy was serving as Supply Officer 
on the nuclear submarine, the USS Seawolf, 
undergoing overhaul in the Portsmouth (NH) Naval 
Shipyard. Two years later, they married, moved to 
Hawaii, and began a series of  moves typical of  
military families. Rudy retired from the Navy and 
began working for Lockheed Shipbuilding in Seattle. 
They have lived in the Puget Sound area ever since, 
raising their daughters here. 

With the peripatetic life behind them, Carole 
graduated from the University of  Puget Sound 
School of  Law (now part of  Seattle University). She 
spent her career in the Office of  the Washington 
State Attorney General where one of  her clients was 
the Secretary of  State when Ralph Munro held that 
office; Ralph currently serves as a Panorama Board 
Member. After Lockheed closed the shipbuilding 
enterprise, Rudy began doing consulting work, 
mostly in engineering, and he spent a year managing 
the Farmer’s Market in Olympia. 

With the experience of  caring for elderly parents, 
they began looking for a CCRC. After visiting 
many in Washington and Maine, they decided on 
Panorama. Their daughters live in Seattle and 
Vancouver, Washington, so it was a good choice.  

Carole is active in the AARP Tax Aide program, and 
serves at the Panorama site in the Chalet during tax 

season. She has also worked as Training Coordinator 
for the AARP Tax Aide program in Washington 
State and the Thurston/Lewis County District. 

Rudy enjoys outdoor exercise, especially biking, and 
they love the Chehalis Western Trail. Both are 
voracious readers, and Carole is a regular at Pub 
Trivia. These vibrant people are wonderful 
additions to Panorama. ✦ 

1655 Circle Loop x 5734 

Donna Snow 
BY KATHY AND CHUCK LEE 

Born in Aberdeen, Washington, 
Donna grew up in Hoquiam. 
She’s a graduate of  the 
University of  Washington, 
majoring in zoology with “a lot 
of  math and science courses.” 
The first four years of  her 
professional life was with a 
Seattle environmental 
engineering firm.  

Next came “an all-expense-paid adventure” job as a 
naturalist guide in Kotzebue, Alaska. While in 
Kotzebue, Donna enjoyed the wildlife and 
exploring many of  the villages of  northwest 
Alaska. She returned to Alaska for another summer 
working in the Pribilof  Islands.  

She then moved to Federal Way and worked 14 
years in information technology (IT) for 
Weyerhaeuser Company. In 1994, she began work 
in an IT position with the State of  Washington and 
took up residence in Olympia. She retired in 2014. 

Donna has a passion for animals and the 
environment. Currently, she volunteers at the 
Nisqually National Wildlife Refuge, Stream Team, 
and is on the board of  Wolf  Haven in Tenino. She 
also volunteers with animal rescue organizations 
with a goal of  strengthening animal cruelty laws. 
For exercise, Donna enjoys playing pickleball and 
hiking. She also enjoys travel to view wildlife which 
has included trips to Africa to see elephants and the 
mountain gorillas. ✦ 

2421 Chambers Lake Lane  x 5168
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Janet Pugh   
BY MAVIS JOHNSON 

Born on Vashon Island 
and raised in Tacoma, 
Janet has lived in Olympia 
since 1983. The University 
of  Puget Sound is her alma 
mater, graduating in home 
economics with a minor in 
art. Most of  her years were 
spent in Washington, but 
when living in Los Gatos, 
California, her career took 

a big turn. She attended and graduated from the 
Institutional Restaurant Management School. This 
led to supervising nutritional departments in 
Swedish Hospital (Seattle), St. Peter's Hospital 
(Olympia) and finally retiring after many years back 
at University of  Puget Sound keeping the students 
healthy. She loved it! 

Janet has two children: her daughter and four 
grandchildren live in Olympia, and her son is a 
pilot for Delta Airlines whose home base is 
Manhattan. He keeps an apartment in Seattle so he 
sees his mom often. He also owns a beautiful 
Spaniel-type rescue dog, Fiona, which Janet gets to 
“sit”. Fiona greeted me on my arrival––and what a 
lover! Thus Janet calls “Fi” her “part time 
granddaughter!” 

At Panorama only since November, she has 
attended many auditorium events and is in a water 
aerobics class. She enjoys her neighborhood and 
neighbors on her many walks. Not far away are 
former Olympia friends also living here who she 
says convinced her “this was the place!” She agrees 
wholeheartedly. 

She is interested in pursuing some art classes and 
mentioned an interest in the ceramics studio. She 
has done some oil painting, but considers water 
colors a challenge. Foods have been a passion since 
childhood. At one time, she and her daughter ran a 
Tea Room. Janet suggested that she thought that 
Panorama residents might enjoy some “theme 
teas”––a chance to dig into some unused closet 
items perhaps. Activities––listen up! ✦ 

2423 Leisure Lane x 5420

Willy Evans  
BY BETTY HUMMEL 

Willy, our newest 
neighbor in the Chalet, 
was born in Amsterdam, 
Holland, and lived there 
until she was 19. Her 
lifelong interest in 
languages began as a child 
hearing her mother speak 
French.  

As a result, she developed 
a “travel bug” and began 

searching for places to live where she could learn 
new languages, including London, Paris, Brussels, 
Colombia, and the United States!. While in Paris 
she began her studies at Alliance Francaise 
(University for Foreign Students); she received a 
Bachelor’s degree at Penn State and a master’s 
degree in French from Syracuse University.  

In 1959 Willy immigrated to the United States 
and arrived in New York City on a Holland 
America ship. Before starting on a long 
Greyhound bus trip to San Francisco, she 
remembers seeing the Rockettes at Rockefeller 
Center. In California, with a friend she had 
known in Paris, she went to a folk dance and met 
the man to whom she would be married for 59 
years. Folk and ballroom dancing became an 
important part of  their life. 

Willy says her husband caught the same travel 
bug which resulted in extensive travel as he 
followed his career as a chemical engineer. 
Anacortes, Washington, was their retirement 
home for 22 years where they enjoyed boating, 
dancing and more travel. She heard about 
Panorama from a friend whose in-laws live here. 
After her husband’s death early last year she 
chose to come here and moved in November. 
She is still getting settled and has enjoyed 
meeting many Panorama residents.  

Willy is a cat lover who volunteered at an 
adoption center for cats in Anacortes for 12 years. 
She enjoys the pool and is looking forward to 
hiking and dancing. Welcome Willy. ✦ 

Chalet 131 x 5655
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Janis Fegley  
BY BERTA KASMAR 

Having close neighbors 
was a desire for Janis 
when she moved a few 
months ago to Panorama 
from a home on acreage 
in Graham, Washington. 
Janis has almost 
managed to complete her 
unpacking while happily 
getting acquainted with 
residents living close-by, 

thus fulfilling her desire to be in a neighborhood. 

Janis was born and raised in a small coal town in 
northeast Pennsylvania. Her first career as a 
dental hygienist was followed by medical school 
graduation from Philadelphia College of  
Osteopathic Medicine. After exploring various 
medical opportunities, she decided that she 
receives the most gratification from the variety in 
practicing primary care. After 12 years of  family 
practice in Pennsylvania, she moved to Graham 
to be near a nephew and his family and to be 
closer to her brother in Yelm. After 30 years of  
family practice, she retired on March 8th, 2019. 

She already has a Pea Patch and is looking 
forward to growing her own vegetables. 
Walking and biking (with a new bike) are also 
on her agenda. Last year Alaska became her 
50th state to visit; she is looking forward to 
branching out to explore Europe and visit 
places she hasn’t seen before. 

When a friend living here invited Janis to visit, 
Janis discovered that Panorama has everything 
she wanted, including all stages of  care. Janis is 
looking forward to volunteering and 
participating in Panorama activities. You will be 
delighted to meet this energetic newcomer. ✦ 

4102 – 21st Avenue, x5581

Bill & Cathy Hainer 
BY KATHY AND CHUCK LEE 

Bill was born in 
Atascadero, California, 
near Camp Roberts 
where his father was 
serving, and grew up in 
Redlands, CA. Cathy was 
born in Bremerton, 
Washington, when her 
father worked in the 
Navy Yard, but grew up 
in Tonasket, Washington, 

where her family was in the apple business. 

Bill earned a master’s degree in public 
administration and taught junior high school before 
working at the Washington Education Association 
and overseeing collective bargaining and training 
for teachers. Later, he worked with public schools 
to develop a hybrid program that made classes 
available to home-schoolers. Cathy earned a 
master’s degree in English and taught middle 
school and high school for 34 years. 

Both Bill and Cathy like to travel, especially cruising, 
even living for six years on a 42-foot boat moored in 
Lake Union and at Palisades Marina in Seattle. They 
used it to explore Puget Sound, the San Juan Islands 
and Canada. Other travel has included visits to the 
Far East, Europe, Scandinavia, and the Americas. 
Both enjoy music, and Bill is in the Panorama choir. 
Cathy loves cooking, yoga, and “everything plant-
related.” 

Impressed with Panorama’s continuing care program 
and its beautiful grounds which they explore on daily 
walks with their dog, Katy, they moved here from 
Jubilee in September. They have three sons and nine 
grandchildren ranging from 3 to 19 years, who all call 
Washington state home. The couple will decide on 
volunteer interests after they have settled in. ✦ 

2604 Chambers Lake Lane x 5460

Maya Angelou on Aging 
“I am convinced that most people do not grow up … We marry and dare to have children and call that 
growing up. I think what we do is mostly grow old. We carry accumulation of  years in our bodies, and on our 
faces, but generally our real selves, the children inside, are innocent and shy as magnolias.” — Letter to My 
Daughter, October 2009.
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Phil Gutleben 
BY ROSEMARY SHOLD 

Phil Gutleben (last 
name pronounced 
“Goot-lay-ben”) is 
currently dividing his 
time between 
Panorama and 
Juneau, Alaska. Not 
only is he closing out 
his home there, he 
also guides hiking 
tours and whale 

watching excursions.  

With a Bachelor of  Science in mechanical 
engineering (UC Davis) and an M.B.A. 
(Cornell), he has had a variety of  jobs: 
manufacturing management for 20 years, 
high school science teacher for eight years 
and his last position for 17 years, a business 
manager for a 22,000 square mile Alaskan 
school district. He retired in 2011, and in 
2012 he began his career as a tour guide. As 
Phil says, “This is the most enjoyable job I 
have had.”  

As a result of  a multi-professional career, he 
has lived in ten different states in the U.S. 
He says that his move to Panorama is his 
twelfth and final long distance move. He 
heard of  Panorama through Pat Thielen 
when Pat made a presentation on Panorama 
while visiting Juneau. The active nature of  
Panorama and continuing care are what 
attracted Phil to Panorama. He also has two 
grandchildren living in this area.  

Since his retirement in 2011, he has traveled 
extensively. Phil’s interests in traveling, 
hiking, photography, science, investments 
and all kinds of  arts (music, theater and 
visual arts) blend perfectly with Panorama’s 
community. He says that once he is settled, 
he is sure to find a lot of  activities to interest 
him. When you see Phil around campus and 
especially at the Fitness and Aquatic Center, 
greet him with a sunny hello. ✦ 

1420 Boulevard Park, x 5517

Dennis & Linda Leuthauser   
BY BETTY HUMMEL 

Both Dennis 
and Linda 
were born in 
the Midwest 
and have 
lived in 
many places 
in the world. 
After 
visiting 
other 

possibilities for their last move, Linda says that 
they recognized that “this was it” and waited two 
years until they could move into their lovely 
home facing the park. After a lifetime with many 
Air Force sponsored moves, they knew when 
something felt right.  

Dennis is a graduate of  the Air Force Academy, 
with a degree in Aeronautical Engineering and 
was a test pilot for many years. He also was 
involved in designing new aircraft. He flew for 
Alaska Airlines for 17 years after his retirement 
from the Air Force. Linda has a graduate degree 
from Syracuse University in teaching and has 
taught students from kindergarten through adult. 
Most recently she has been an environmental 
education teacher in Pierce County. She has done 
crisis intervention work in the past. They have 
no children and no relatives in this area. 

During the many times on her own when 
Dennis was deployed, Linda experimented with 
many types of  crafts. Glass fusing, stained glass, 
silk painting, and paper art are only some of  
what she has explored. Her artistic talents are 
evident in their home. However, she got rid of  
those supplies when moving here and is looking 
for an opportunity “to help people.” Dennis has 
volunteered at animal shelters in the past; he is 
most interested in exploring woodworking. 
Neither has made any definite plans about what 
they want to be involved with here. 

Let’s all welcome Dennis and Linda on this, their 
final move. ✦ 

1659 Circle Loop, x 5005
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Cindy Morana & Jo Ramaker    
BY ROSEMARY SHOLD 

Jo and 
Cindy 
made 
their 
way to 
Olym-
pia via 
Mon-
tana 
and 

Pennsylvania respectively. Each has a PhD from 
the Oregon State University. Jo’s degree is in 
counseling while Cindy’s degree is in higher 
education.  

After thirty years at the Olympic College 
(Bremerton, WA) in various positions including 
the Dean of  Students, Jo retired in 2008. Cindy 
retired in 2008 as the Associate Director for the 
Council of  Presidents, an association of  the six 
public universities in Washington.  

Cindy says that, having lived in Olympia, one 
can’t help but know of  Panorama. Even with 
advanced knowledge, they found that Panorama 
still had a few surprises for them. They love 
Friday Share and the Library. Quincy, their 
Golden Retriever/Corgi mix, enjoys the dog park. 
When they were ready to downsize, Panorama 
provided the answer. Both said that living at 
Panorama is a “darn sight easier” than managing 
acreage and a large house.  

Cindy volunteers at the Food Bank; Jo 
volunteered at the Crisis Clinic in Bremerton. 
Although they are “waiting for their forever 
house,” Jo and Cindy are gaining a sense of  
community and getting to know the campus 
better. Right now they are looking into volunteer 
opportunities and activities. Jo, an avid 
photographer, has discovered the Photography 
Group. Cindy uses the Aquatic & Fitness Center 
everyday and practices yoga and meditation.  

Quincy is content to be the center of  attention! 
Welcome Cindy and Jo! ✦ 

1739 Circle Loop (temporary), x 5078

A Steer Named Sookie   
BY MARY JANE BOND  

Editor’s Note: This narrative is told from the point of  view of  
the sister in the family; Mary Jane Bond is actually the mother. 

Why would anyone want to have a cow, or more 
accurately, a steer, for a pet? Certainly not I. But that 
is exactly what my ten-year-old brother requested 
after proving to my father that he could be 
responsible by faithfully completing a month-long 
assignment of  daily chores. 

I knew my brother was overly fond of  animals, but 
this was too much. We had had a series of  animal 
projects over the years: goldfish, gerbils, white mice, 
rabbits, cats and kittens, and at least two dogs. He had 
spent one summer building ragtag bird traps in a 
futile attempt to catch a crow, which he was certain 
he could teach to speak. I won’t go into the 
wrenching experience with a big brown rat we called 
Ralph; it is too painful. 

My dad warmed to the idea and said that raising a 
calf  would be a learning experience for Dougie, and 
after a couple of  years or so we would be able to 
butcher the steer and have all that good meat to eat. 
Reluctantly, my mother agreed. 

After a call to a dairy farmer friend, we set out in our 
Country Squire station wagon, stopping at a feed 
store to get the items he said we would need: a bale 
of  hay, a bag of  calf  feed, and a metal bucket with a 
gargantuan nipple. 

There were about 50 loud spindly-legged little 
Holstein-Hereford cross calves cavorting in the 
farmyard pen. Dougie picked out a reddish brown 
calf  with white splotches. The farmhand placed him 
in a gunnysack with just his head sticking out and 
tightened the bag. Dougie said, “I want to name him 
Sookie, just like the calf  you had when you were a 
boy, Daddy.” Then we headed home.  

All of  a sudden there was a great commotion in the 
back; Sookie was kicking his way out of  the bag. 
Alarmed by the flailing hooves, Dougie dove over the 
bale of  hay, leapt across the seat back, and landed in 
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gaping green-edged holes made it appear that 
there had been an attack by a giant green moth. 
Thereafter, the door was kept securely locked, but 
Sookie continued to stand on the patio and gaze 
longingly inside. 

By far, the worst event was my fault. Dougie had 
gone for a week to camp, and in a weak moment, I 
had agreed to feed Sookie and keep his water 

trough filled. I had my own way of  
holding the water hose on full blast 

pointed at Sookie’s face while he 
lumbered after me as I walked 
down the hill and entered his 
cowshed to get the feed out of  

the covered garbage can. On the 
last day of  my assignment, Sookie 

disregarded the blast of  water, and came 
bounding into the shed after me. Alarmed, 

I tore out of  there. Alas, in my hasty 
departure I failed to secure the lid. 

The next morning Dougie shouted, 
“Oh, no! What’s wrong with 
Sookie?” There he was, lying on one 
side, two legs sticking straight out, 

his abdomen horribly distended. He 
was halfheartedly bellowing and moaning. He had 
gotten into his feed can, gorged himself, and was 
now grotesquely bloated. 

My mother quickly called our dairy friend, who 
recommended two bottles of  mineral oil and some 
medication. After the mineral oil was down, Dad 
managed to get two humongous blue pills into 
him with a long, tong-like apparatus. At that point 
Dad said that Mom would have to give the shot. 

My mom loaded the medication into the biggest 
hypodermic needle I had ever seen, then plunged 
the needle into Sookie’s hip. He let out a whoop, 
struggled to a standing position, and took off  
running, with my dear mother alongside, holding 
onto the needle tightly until all the medicine was 
delivered. Sookie recovered and seemed frisky as 
ever in a day or so; it took a little longer for us. 

By now Sookie was almost two, approaching the 
end of  his stay, yet he still had time to learn 
another trick. He began getting out of  the yard 
and walking around the neighborhood. That 

the front seat. I scrunched down on the floor, 
hoping no one would see me.  

After enduring bellowing sounds and pungent 
odors, we finally pulled into our driveway. Dad 
said, “April nights are just too cold for him to sleep 
outside, so let’s put him in the garage for a while.” 
Dad and Dougie fixed up a cozy little area for 
Sookie, who had quieted down 
considerably once the car stopped. 

It didn’t take long before we realized a 
garage was not a proper place 
for a cow. Dad and Dougie 
proceeded to build a cowshed 
in the farthest corner of  our 
yard. It wouldn’t have won any 
architectural awards, but Sookie now 
had his own home. 

Sookie quickly adapted, maybe too 
much so. The first casualty was my 
swimsuit which had been hanging 
on the clothesline. Thereafter he 
ate all the shingles off  the dog 
house, a picnic table, dog and 
cat dishes, logs from the wood 
pile, most of  the grass, and anything else he 
could find. The crowning blow was when he broke 
through the electric fence around the garden and 
left only slimy potato pieces in his wake.  

One day Dougie called to us, “Come out quickly.” 
Sookie had swallowed a long stretch of  garden 
hose; when Dougie turned on the faucet, Sookie 
became a Grecian fountain, spewing water in all 
directions. Mom was screaming, “Turn it off. Turn 
it off. He’ll drown.”  

You would think things could not get worse, but 
they did. Our family room had a sliding glass door 
opening onto the back yard. Sookie often stood on 
the patio, peering in and licking the glass. Although 
we kept the door shut, there were times when he 
got into the house anyway. Like the time we caught 
him licking the piano keys, while standing on the 
remains of  Great Grandma Bond’s knitted afghan. 
Or the time we found him energetically chomping 
on the white drapes. We pulled the fabric from his 
mouth and shoved him outside, but the damage 
was profound. When the drapes were closed, the 
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The Original Hip-Hop 
Princess Clytie  
BY JUDY MURPHY 

She hippity-skippity hops down the sidewalk, excited 
by the chill breeze and the whiffs of  dog on the 
neighbors’ bushes, her silky white Samoyed fur 
flowing in the wind. Clytie’s exuberance belies her 
lame legs, so that when she comes running towards 
you, she looks like a carefree yearling. Only as she 
passes do you see her funny hip-hop walk and hear 
her insisting: “Not old! Not me! I’m a pup, I am still 
young!” 

And in that moment it seems to be true. Tongue 
hanging out with effort, panting her high whine of  
joy, she forces me to smile. I am compelled to join 
in her happy pleasures even though I know her 
walks will end before long. Her rear legs sometimes 
fold beneath her weight, but always she wants to go 
on. “I have another corner to visit!” she tells me. 
“There are squirrels yet to be chased!”  

More than she loves walks, Clytie (short for 
Clytemnestra) loves to eat. For fourteen years, she has 
waited impatiently for her next bowl of  kibble. Meat, 
even better. Carrots, a favorite snack. Dog biscuits, 
well, if  that’s all you have, they’ll do. Saliva spills down 

the sides of  her mouth as 
she circles, pants, paces, 
whines, so eager to get at 
her dinner that nothing 
could stop her once the 
dish is on the floor. 

She watches as I cook, 
and when I move across 
the kitchen, she pivots, 
using her rear as a fulcrum, her front legs paddling 
around to reposition her into prime viewing. Finally, 
banished from the kitchen because the drool is 
creating slippery conditions on the floor, she 
watches from afar, ready to catch the odd tidbit 
thrown her way. She rarely misses a catch no matter 
how tiny the crumb. If  I botch the throw, she 
pedals madly forward to find the treasure, her 
powerful nose guiding her path. 

I never need a clock. An hour before any mealtime, 
or even before snack time, Clytie is staring and 
panting at me, noisily interrupting my activity to let 
me know that her time is approaching, and I’d 
better not be late. If  I’m playing the piano, she 
approaches and places her snout under my right 
arm, and snapping her nose upwards, she pops my 
hand off  the keys. This can go on for some time, 

seemed impossible without someone opening the 
gate for him. 

Following several of  these escapes, our neighbor 
said that while eating breakfast that morning, she 
had seen the gate slowly open “and who should 
come prancing out but Sookie himself.” Sookie had 
figured out how to open the gate’s hasp. Dad made 
the necessary repairs, but soon afterward, we came 
home to a notice on the front door from the Pierce 
County Humane Society. It read, “This is not open 
range country. You must keep your animal 
confined.”  

It was time. A half-ton steer is no longer a pet. Dad 
and Dougie made arrangements to meet the 
butcher at the house. The butcher had a winch and 
loaded Sookie quickly into his truck. 

Dougie was unusually quiet that night. We all felt a 
sense of  loss and relief. Life gradually returned to 

normal. The backyard was cleaned up, the cowshed 
dismantled, the drapes replaced, and grass again 
grew in the back yard. Without question Dougie 
had learned from his experience; he had never 
forgotten to feed his calf, and he reliably kept the 
offensive stuff  shoveled. Truthfully, although glad 
to have that adventure behind us, we all felt we had 
had a special opportunity to entertain an 
extraordinary guest––a steer named Sookie. 

We had a standing rule thereafter that no one was 
to mention Sookie at the table. A few weeks later I 
had neglected to inform my friend, Nancy, about 
the rule before she came for roast beef  dinner. 
Halfway through the meal she said, “What ever 
happened to that cow you guys used to have?” 
When none of  us spoke, she looked down at her 
plate, and said, quietly, “Oh.” ✦
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When the Holocaust Becomes 
Personal  
BY RICH FRIEDMAN 

On November 23, 2018, the day after Thanks-
giving, I received an email from an unknown party. 
The subject line read “Being Thankful,” a title 
which sounded suspiciously like yet another 
charitable or political solicitation. The text, how-
ever, brought my own sense of  family history to 
another place entirely. It read:  

Dear Mr. Friedman, 

I am searching for a Richard Friedman, who is 
the son of  Israel Friedman of  blessed memory. 
In these days of  thanksgiving, I am very 
thankful for the compassion and empathy Israel 
Friedman showed my father, Ben Fainer, when 
he found him in 1945 in Cham (Germany). I 
have included below some of  what my dad 
wrote in his memoir Silent for Sixty Years, co-
authored by Mark Leach. After this excerpt, Ben 
went on to talk about the time he and Israel 
spent talking hours at end over several days: 

As the combat troops continued moving forward with the 
tanks, support units arrived. The American soldiers 
came up and started telling us things in English. I spoke 
Polish and Yiddish (German, Hungarian and bits of  
other languages), but not a word of  English. One of  the 
guys came over, and I will never forget his name, Israel 
Friedman. And he said to me in Yiddish, “What is 

your name?” He was 
Jewish! I couldn’t 
believe it. I had 
thought a great deal 
about the American 
soldiers, but I just 
never imagined that 
some of  them were 
Jewish. 

I blurted out, “Bendet, 
my name is Bendet”! 
He told me that I was 
safe now. I was going 
to be okay. I sat down 
in the wet grass utterly 
and completely 

eventually forcing me to give up and move on 
to some activity that is less easily disturbed. 

When she was young, she was ebulliently 
energetic. She burrowed into mounds of  snow, 
pouncing on unseen varmints hiding in her 
territory, dug deep holes in wet dirt to cool 
herself, and sounded her irrepressible high-
pitched yippy bark at passing rabbits. She loved 
to cool off  in her plastic swimming pool or with 
a dip in the river, though with her short legs and 
long fur she never mastered the art of  the dog 
paddle. On summer evenings, she would detect 
a scent in the grass at dusk, and leaping up on 
all fours like an arctic fox she would happily 
pounce on her imaginary prey. It was a beautiful 
dance, she a luminescent leaping princess in 
flowing robes.  

On hot summer days, Clytie and her companion 
Kido perch atop a picnic table in our back yard, 
a study in opposites. Clytie, in her white fur 
coat, squeals and wriggles with girlish 
impatience, wishing to be on the ground 
cruising for crumbs; Kido, in his smart black 
and tan short-hair suit, coolly lies with his 
floppy ears hanging over the edge of  the table, 
methodically studying the black ants crawling 
around below. 

At night, Clytie performs her Nana routine, 
lying in our bedroom until we are all in bed and 
the lights are off. She then slowly leaves the 
room to pass the night in the living room in her 
guardian position. The first one up in the 
morning, she places her nose against the 
partially opened door and slams it into the wall 
as it opens. “Good morning, everyone! Get up! 
Get up! It’s time to eat!” she announces as she 
circles and pants impatiently.  

In her younger days she rarely sat still for 
petting, but now a little massage feels good. I 
gently scratch her flabby sides, and she begs 
for more, pinning my hand beneath her front 
paw with a surprisingly strong grip. She seems 
so brave to me in her old age of  pain and 
limitation, almost heroic, but I don’t imagine 
she feels that way. To her, life just is what it is, 
and she is Princess Clytie of  the present, 
happy moment. ✦



 

stunned. Was this a dream? My heart was filled with 
overflowing joy, but my head took a little while to catch 
up. For six long years I thought of  one thing and one 
thing only, staying alive. Over and over, every moment of  
every single day, I repeated the same thoughts: “Keep your 
eyes down. Keep your mouth shut. Keep working. Keep 
walking” 

Then in a heartbeat it was over. The horror was over. I 
was free! I was free to look at the sky. I could look 
directly at people. I could look right into the eyes of  this 
wonderful American soldier named Israel Friedman. I 
could do all this, and nobody was going to hit me in the 
chin with a rifle. Nobody was going to put a bullet in my 
head. It was a wonderful moment! My 
heart was singing, but my mind was 
spinning. 

I sat and watched in amazement, as the 
Germans were loaded into trucks. They’d 
loaded my family onto trucks and now it 
was their turn. The American soldiers 
were firm … but treated their (German) 
prisoners with respect. The American 
soldiers treated us like kings!” 

At the end of  the email Mr. Fainer’s 
daughter Sharon said she wanted to 
include a photo of  Israel Friedman on 
the website (www.hannahfound.org) 
she and her sister had set up to honor 
their father’s legacy and to continue 
his work in Holocaust education. 

Attached to the email was a fuzzy, pixilated, photo 
of  Israel Friedman – my Dad – who was attached to 
the Army’s 120 Evac Unit, the first medical 
personnel to reach the Buchenwald Concentration 
Camp in April 1945. 

I knew my father had been at Buchenwald. He 
would talk about it if  asked, mostly to acknowledge 
how unprepared his unit was to deal with this kind 
medical crisis. He never, ever claimed any heroism 
or personal accomplishment. But this was different. 
And it was very personal. My dad had run into a 
specific young man, who had a name, Bendet (Ben) 
Fainer, who was interred for six long years in, as it 
turned out, no less than five different concentration 
camps. Ben’s initial imprisonment at eight years old 
came within a week of  Hitler’s invasion of  Poland 
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which ignited World War II and wasn’t liberated 
until a couple of  weeks before Hitler’s suicide 
which effectively ended the war in Europe in 
1945. 

And, because of  my dad’s ability to speak Yiddish 
he gave comfort to a young man damaged by 
surviving almost half  his life in unspeakable 
horror. A young man who had lost his mother, 
brother, and two sisters in other concentration 
camps. Later, as an elderly gentleman, Mr. Fainer 
was persuaded to document his personal tragedy 
through his book and lecture into living 
testimony about the Holocaust. 

And after 60 years of  silence he 
recalled his time in Yiddish 
conversation with my own father! 
For our whole lives my brother 
and I always assumed that the only 
reason my parents occasionally 
spoke Yiddish was to keep secrets 
from our childhood ears. Now I 
learned that through that skill my 
father offered to young Ben the 
comfort and reassurance he so 
desperately needed. And through 
that skill, Ben’s story apparently so 
touched my Dad that he offered to 
adopt Ben in order to bring him to 
America. My brother and I never 

knew any of  this. 

The fact that Mr. Fainer and my father’s lives 
intersected at that moment 74 years ago has 
overwhelmed me and my wife since 
Thanksgiving. In his book Mr. Fainer writes, 
“I’ve recently been trying very hard to track 
down Israel’s family. I’d love to learn more about 
him and tell his family members all he did for me. 
I’d love to talk with his children, to introduce 
myself  as the adopted brother they almost had!” 
Through the diligence of  Ben’s children, Sharon 
and Sandy, in tracking me down, 74 years later, I 
guess Ben’s wishes have been met. 

Ours was not a religious household. Neither my 
brother nor I had a Bar Mitzvah. Neither did my 
father and, if  I remember correctly, neither did 
his father. Of  course we knew our Jewish cultural 
connection and I’ve always been proud of  it. We 
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Jews just can’t shake our ancestry – and we 
shouldn’t. Now, I also have a strong personal 
connection with the Holocaust itself. 

As for my father, Israel Friedman, I always knew 
he was a good man and a wonderful father. But, 
this is like learning one of  your parents had an 
entire secret life that you knew nothing about. 
I’ve always been proud of  him, but never more 
than now. I wish he, or my mother, or my 
brother, or our daughter, were still alive to share 
this experience. 

Over the last month I’ve exchanged a number of  
emails with Ben’s children. When emailing, we 
sign off  by acknowledging how pleased we are to 
learn that we each have discovered new almost 
“relatives” and that we’ve become something 
different from mere casual acquaintances.  

But, all this is really about Bendet (Ben) Fainer, his 
lost and living family, and all the other victims and 
survivors of  the Holocaust and their families. The 
important lessons of  this dreadful period in our 
human history are the disastrous conse-quences of  
hatred and intolerance – and the courage, loss and 
survival of  so many innocents. ✦ 

Editor’s Note: Rich Friedman wrote this article at the 
urging of  Ben Fainer’s children who wished to include it in 
the family quarterly publication and newsletter.

Simple Act of  Kindness   
BY ROSALIE MELNICK 

Last month when Panorama folks living along 
21st Street between Sleater Kinney and Beta 
Street learned about the pending traffic 
disruptions for work on 21st, I sent out the 
following story along with the disruption notice 
to District 4A folks, aka the Beta Blockers. 
With the encouragement of  several Beta Street 
residents, I decided to share this human interest 
story with readers of  The Voice. This is a true 
story. 

In 2005, a few years after we moved to Beta 
Street, Lacey rebuilt the south half  of  21st, a 
major project at the time. They dug a trench 

about two feet deep the full length of  21st 
from Sleater Kinney to Golf  Club Road. For 
about one week to walk to Pan Hall from 21st, 
Beta, Marina or Leisure, you had to walk either 
along 21st to Sleater Kinney or to Golf  Club 
Road to cross 21st, or walk south from your 
home to Chambers Lake Drive and then head 
to Sleater Kinney or Golf  Club Road. 

At the time there was a really sweet, small in 
stature, elderly lady (90+years, I believe) who lived 
in the Marina/Leisure loop area. I doubt she 
weighed more than 100 pounds. She would 
regularly put her bag of  recycle materials on the 
seat of  her walker and push it to the recycle 
center near the Chalet. People would offer to help 
but she would say, “No, this is my exercise.”  

When the road was disrupted I saw her walking 
near Pan Hall with her walker and recycle bag. I 
asked her “How did you get here?” as I knew the 
additional distance to Sleater Kinney would be a 
problem for her. She responded, “Oh, the nice 
man guarding the road picked me up and carried 
me across the trench. He told me that he would 
be working there until 4 p.m. and that he would 
carry me back across if  I got there before the end 
of  his shift.” 

Now, I had talked with this man as I reached 21st; 
his duty was to watch the area of  Beta, Marina/
Leisure and 21st for problems. I am sure that as a 
construction worker he had to occasionally carry 
things heavier that the sweet lady, but I am also 
quite sure that carrying elderly ladies across a 
trench was not in his job description. I was really 
impressed with his simple act of  kindness!  

I did note that he had NOT offered to carry me 
across; I wonder why. ✦
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Panorama Through the Years  
BY VERL ROGERS 

Editor’s Note: Verl Rogers has lived at Panorama since 
1993. We asked him to document his recollections of  his 
life and the changes at Panorama. 

The event that triggered our move to Panorama in 
1993 was that my wife’s doctor was retiring. Janet 
had a rare chronic disease, acromegaly, that was 
under control with the aid of  an endocrinologist. 
Living in Anacortes at the time, we dealt with the 
extra travel caused by his being in Seattle. After 
learning of  his upcoming retirement, we decided 
to look both for a new specialist and a new home. 
A series of  events took us to Olympia where I 
looked through the yellow pages, found Panorama 
and phoned. May we take a tour? “Oh yes.” The 
phone book showed three endocrinologists in 
town. Later, Janet selected one, and she was very 
pleased with his care. 

We moved to a Chinook apartment on November 
3, 1992, but rented month-to-month until a 
sunnier unit was available. We signed a lease on 
February 11, 1993. Thus we arrived in Panorama 
in 1992 but became official in 1993. 

About 1987 the Panorama Corporation had 
switched from profit-making (more like money-
losing) to not-for-profit status under the 
leadership of  a former state senator from 
Aberdeen named J. T. Quigg. He worked wonders, 
but money was still tight. The lobby furniture in 
the Chinook needed renewing. In general, 
whenever we asked the building manager to spend 
a dollar, she frowned at the idea. She was a good 
manager but had a tight budget. 

Quigg later died of  cancer. Joe De Santo took 
over as president of  the Panorama Corporation 
and remained in office for many years. De Santo 
did well and retired recently. Bill Strader and Matt 
Murray now are co-leaders. 

Janet and I moved in 1993 from a temporary 
apartment on the ground floor to a permanent 
one on the second level. Later, that lower 
apartment was occupied for many years by 
residents George and Doris Cox who became our 
good friends. Both have died, and that brings me 
to a reflection. 

A neighbor remarked that he keeps losing friends 
here because they die off. Yes, that’s true and 
unavoidable in a retirement village. In a manner of  
speaking, we move here to die. Myself, I am glad to 
see each morning arrive, and I must be doing 
something right for I have reached age 91. However, 
the loss of  friends continues. Reuben Matter, about 
96, was an old friend who went recently. 

Long ago a neighbor named Minnie Olts warned 
me. “Don’t let the flow of  deaths overwhelm you. 
Each one who goes is like you. I cry for every 
friend who dies.” The same attitude is held by staff  
workers here. A peril rises for some workers when 
they care too much for their residents; burnout can 
follow. Carolyn, a worker, set me straight. “I don’t 
worry about getting too close. When a patient dies, 
I cry and feel sad. But I’m not burned out, and I 
get over it. If  I didn’t feel that way I would not be 
giving my best care” 

The original Convalescent and Rehabilitation 
Center (C&R) was an X shaped building of  
concrete blocks on the ground of  the present west 
parking lot. The new C&R took a long time to 
build, and has many safety features. All walls are 
built from studs of  steel, not wood. Sprinklers 
cover every room. All doors and walls resist fire, 
though it’s best not to call them fireproof. 

A few years after 1993, rents went up and the 
amounts of  security deposits were raised. 
Corporate purse strings felt looser, and we got new 
furniture in the Chinook lobby. Janet and I felt we 
had a bargain for our security deposit had been 
only $42,000 in 1993. Monthly rent was $545. 

The present aquatic center and auditorium were 
built later; for many years before they were built, the 
empty ground was used to grow sweet corn, a crop 
always in high demand at the garden Friday Share. 

Noise seems to be worse these days, particularly in 
three areas: the lawn mowers are very loud; the 
leaf-blower backpacks scream; and the restaurant is 
the noisiest place in Pan Hall. Conversation there is 
hopeless. Can our management find a way to 
reduce all the noise? I’m talking about noise in 
general as well as in those three items. 

After I had lived here ten years, it dawned on me 
that Panorama Hall is a round building, and the 
view from a round building is a panorama. Was 



 

that the reason for the name selection in 1963? 
Some years ago, Panorama City, a city in the San 
Fernando Valley of  California complained to the 
Post Office about the duplicate name. The board 
here changed our name to simply “Panorama.” 

Individuals stand out in my memory: Linda 
Crabtree, Sue Ballard, Bob Bowers, Kathy 
Houston, Betty Jankus, Jim O’Dea, and Pete Smith, 
ordinary residents now, were presidents of  the 
Resident Council in earlier days. 

Other notables in my memory, now gone, were 
Tom and Helen Goldsmith, Russell and Marjorie 
Day, Mary Kelley, and Doris Yarborough. The 
Goldsmiths made a mark on us. Helen wrote a 
book, now in our library, about the Wilcox family 
farm. Tom, an engineer, had worked on the first 
television broadcasts in New York City. He told of  
attending a meeting where the manufacturers 
agreed on the number of  pixels to be the standard 
on picture tubes. I think that was when Dumont 
Television was new, about 1935. 

Russell and Marjorie Day were world travelers. He 
told me they had gone around the world three 
times. I remember when they came back from 
Yemen. They had been regular tourists, but were 
threatened by rebels. Marjorie died a few years ago, 
and Russell died recently, at age 107. A long 
obituary was printed in The Olympian. 

There are so many people here in their 90s, but last 
year I found a white-haired lady who reminded me 
of  a dumb blonde. “Who is our oldest resident 
now?” I asked her. “Oh we don’t have one any 
more. She died last week!” 

As a matter of  current interest, our oldest resident 
as of  February 2019 is Cherrie Marcus, born 
November 1910, now age 108. She lives in the C&R; 
I tried to visit recently, but she was asleep. 

Mary Kelley taught us to live one day at a time. 
Severely limited, in a wheelchair, barely able to feed 
herself  with one hand, she welcomed every 
morning as a little victory. Doris Yarborough broke 
a hip, did rehabilitation exercises, and, unlike many 
such victims, she recovered completely. Later she 
was elected president of  the Resident Council. 

With age, Janet and I found walking difficult, and 
we moved to the Quinault building where there are 

many services, and it is easy to live. A few years 
later, Janet died and I moved within the Quinault, 
to Assisted Living. I now share a common fate that 
comes with age, the loss of  short-term memory. 

It encourages me daily to find a number of  people 
I can visit to exchange comments about our small 
affairs. We have a few hermits who seldom mingle, 
but I find many more sociable folks who enjoy life. 
Ginny Ray is a cheerful regular in the Assisted 
Living Dining Room. Today she said, “My failing 
short-term memory makes me forget your name, 
but I like your smile!” ✦ 

Walking the Cat  
BY KATHY KIDWELL 

Everywhere I look there is work to be done in the 
yard. I stand on the patio, garden tools in hand, 
uncertain about where to begin. I'm overwhelmed 
with the need to do it all at once. It's April, and 
Panorama's army of  gardeners have not yet come to 
tame the jungle of  ferns and shrubs and weeds that 
live among the rhododendrons. Even though this 
tangle of  growth seems to double in size overnight, 
I have never minded helping care for the beautiful 
grounds surrounding me.  

Last summer, I did 
very little yard 
work and nothing 
in the fall. Cancer 
has a way of  
shifting your 
priorities, and 
treating cancer 
steals your 
strength and 
energy. But the 

worst is over now. Surgery, chemo, and radiation 
took almost a year. With the final treatment a 
month ago, I'm feeling good and ready to take 
control of  my life again. For some reason, I've 
become obsessed with getting rid of  the weeds. 

The patio sliders are open to the spring air, and the 
cat watches me from behind the screen door. She's 
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getting down on hands and knees, and reaching, 
digging, pulling, but three months ago this would 
have been difficult. Getting onto the ground would 
not have been hard, but getting to my feet would 
have been a struggle. So, I'm pleased that I'm not 
out of  breath as I work and feel I will be steady and 
strong when I stand again. This is progress. 

There are weeds I cannot easily reach, so I crawl 
under the maple's delicate branches until I'm 
completely enclosed, looking out through a veil of  
burgundy. Now I see what the rabbits see, and 
breathe in the musty scent of  freshly disturbed 
earth. There are weeds hiding here and I attack 
with a vengeance, imagining for a moment that this 
is what chemo and radiation have done to my 
cancer cells, destroying them in hidden places. 

The cat is getting restless and meows to be out with 
me. For awhile I ignore her and go about my 
business, digging out weeds and smoothing over 
the dirt. The tree's base is soon clear and purple-
tinged foliage stands out against the dark soil. But 
Tango is not happy being ignored, and she begins 
to climb up the screen door. A twelve-pound cat 
climbing a flimsy screen brings me quickly out 
from under the maple's shadowy sanctuary, away 
from my reveries and into the sun. 

Annoyed, I enter the house, attach her harness and 
snap on the leash. Our ritual is that she does not 
cross the threshold on her own so I pick her up, 
carry her onto the patio, and set her down. She 
advances ten paces to the yard, tail in motion, ears 
alert. Now she has lost all interest in me, and walks 
onto the grass and crouches down to watch 
whatever catches her attention. This is the way it 
usually goes; even when I tug gently on the leash and 
urge her forward, she only moves when it suits her. 
When she moves again, it is to go behind some 
bushes where the leash gets tangled and I have 
trouble following. Then she leads me out into the 
grass again for more crouching and looking around. 
I want this “walk” to be over so I can get back to my 
weeding. There is so much to do in the yard, as well 
as in my life. After all, I'm a year behind. 

We follow this pattern for ten minutes and I grow 
impatient, ready to scoop her up and deposit her 
back behind the screen door so I can get on with 
my work. How can she possibly enjoy just lying in 

hoping I will ignore the yard work and bring her 
outside to explore. Tango has been cooped up too. 
I respect the need to keep cats from roaming 
freely on our grounds, but I've always felt guilty 
keeping her inside with no chance to experience 
the world beyond the windows. I plan to bring her 
out later, harnessed and leashed, for a walk around 
the yard. This always seems to satisfy her, but first, 
I must get something accomplished. 

I look around and realize that the small bed next 
to the patio will be easiest to work on, but I'm 
drawn instead to the territory around the Japanese 
maple, directly across the patio. Compact and 
elegant, the sun has opened the maple like an 
umbrella. Tango likes to watch for movement 
under its low canopy where the squirrels, rabbits, 
and juncos visit. The juncos find things to eat 
there, and the squirrels use it as a highway, but the 
rabbits have been dining on the tender young 
leaves, reaching up to nibble those hanging closest 
to the ground. They routinely ignore my shouts 
and thumps on the patio windows, my vain 
attempt to scare them away. The wildlife, and to 
some extent my antics to discourage the rabbits, 
have been the cat's entertainment lately as spring 
has awakened more than just plant life. 

I don't know why I am so obsessed with working in 
the yard. Perhaps it symbolizes a recognition of  my 
return to health and a more normal life. Radiation, 
28 sessions over five-and-a-half  weeks, was not a 
walk in the park, but it was easier than the 
chemotherapy. By the end of  treatment, I was 
exhausted in body and spirit, and burned and 
blistered across my chest and under my right arm. 
It's healing well now, itchy and peeling, and I no 
longer have to plan my days around appointments. 
The promised fatigue is present and will be for a 
few more weeks, but it is tolerable, and hasn't 
interfered with my desire to do things. Following 
through, however, is a problem, and today I'm 
desperate to accomplish something. That is why I'm 
standing on the patio, wondering where to start. 

Finally, I decide, I'll work under the maple first. 
Decision made, I end up on hands and knees in 
the grass, reaching under the tree with hand tools. 
It feels good to be on the ground, testing whether 
my body is up to the task. Such a simple thing, 
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the grass when there is so much out here for a cat 
to see and do? Then, for a moment, I watch her, 
really watch her. She's oblivious to anything but 
what is in front of  her. In this small piece of  her 
world, she paws at a bug, eats blades of  grass, 
observes a bird in the tree overhead, sniffs the air, 
blinks in the bright sunlight. She seems to be 
enjoying exactly where she is, in the moment, 
without needing to go bounding off  as I think she 
should. She is content. 

It occurs to me that perhaps this is what I should 
be doing, enjoying what is in front of  me. I can't 
get back the time I gave last year to fighting cancer. 
That particular battle is over, and it dawns on me 
that all that matters now is savoring the moment I 
am in. There will be plenty of  time for cleaning up 
the yard and for everything else that overwhelms 
me. With this realization, I grow more relaxed, and 
I'm grateful for this unexpected sensation. The cat 
is teaching me to slow down and pay attention to 
small things. I continue my walk with her, and 
when she stops again after a few paces to flop 
down and sniff  something in the grass, I stop too. 
As I wait, I'm conscious of  the warm sun on my 
skin. I notice how blue the sky seems, and I enjoy 
looking at the new green life around me. When 
Tango gets up to move again, I patiently follow her 
lead. ✦

General Secretary Brezhnev had been 
completed with the signing of  agreements for 
scientific cooperation in fields including health. 
One of  the areas of  emphasis in the health 
cooperation was to be cancer research. I knew 
this would be significant to my career, but I 
never dreamed just how significant! 

President Nixon would fly home the next day 
and go directly to the Capitol by helicopter to 
address a joint session of  Congress. Dan and I 
decided we would like to attend that historic 
occasion. I knew that passes to observe 
Congress could be obtained from 
congressional offices, so the next morning we 
walked to the congressional office buildings. 
Receptionists for our representative and one of  
our senators told us they had no tickets for us. 
The second senator’s receptionist was more 
helpful; she told us there were never any tickets 
for the public for joint sessions. Most seats in 
the balcony were assigned to the diplomatic 
corps; the rest were allotted to Congress, two 
per senator and one per representative for their 
family members or staff. Dejected, we walked 
back to our hotel for lunch. 

I was ready to settle for live TV in the hotel, but 
Dan really wanted to attend the joint session. 
He thought I surely must know another 
congressman. Then I remembered that Brock 
Adams, a congressman from downtown Seattle, 
had recently toured my laboratory and seemed 
very supportive of  my work. We set out for his 
office. I introduced myself  to his receptionist as 
a Seattle cancer researcher and told her how 
much I had enjoyed Rep. Adams’ visit and 
appreciated his interest in cancer research. Then 
I told her how much we had wanted to be 
present when the President reported on the new 
accord for cancer research, but we had not been 
able to find tickets. She excused herself  to talk 
to another woman in the back room. When she 
returned, she explained that Brock Adams had 
gone home for the weekend and she and her 

Historic Occasion 
BY RUTH SHEARER 

A year after I had begun independent research on 
the mechanism of  carcinogenesis, I was invited to 
participate in a May 1972 discussion of  collaborative 
research at the National Cancer Institute in 
Bethesda, Maryland. I accepted the invitation. My 
husband Jack and I then decided this would be a 
great opportunity to show our oldest son, Dan, the 
nation’s capital. Dan was a high school junior and a 
member of  the school debate team. 

Dan and I flew east and spent a day in Bethesda. 
Then we moved to a hotel near the Capitol. We 
turned on the evening news and learned that the first 
Moscow summit between President Nixon and 
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My Grandmother 
BY MAVIS ISAAK JOHNSON 

Family history provides us with a window into the 
lives of  our ancestors, as well as perspective on 
world history. Born in 1869 in Leipzig, Bessarabia, 
on Russia’s southern steppes, my grandmother 
Maria was the second oldest child and the oldest girl 
in a family of  eight. This area had been populated 
in the late 1700’s when Catherine the Great, who 
was German herself, wanted the Russian peasants 
to learn the farming methods of  her native country. 
She offered Germans free land in the Ukraine and 
Bessarabia. In addition, she promised them oxen 
and basic tools, assured them they could keep their 
language and customs, and, most importantly, 
offered them freedom from the draft. People long 
tired of  their sons marching off  to endless wars 
responded by making the arduous journey and 
starting a new life on the clay sod of  the steppes. 
They were known as German-Russians. 

Most came in the early 1800’s, breaking the sod, 
learning water conservation methods, building 
homes and communities, establishing churches and 
schools. By Grandma’s time, there were stable 
towns. They had prospered with hard work, thrift 
and their faith in God. But one problem arose. The 
early promises had been forgotten, and once again 
the young men were being called up to fight for 
Russia along with other indignities.  

With unswerving faith in themselves and God, 
many in Bessarabia made the decision to leave a 
familiar land for the unknown perils of  America. 
Word had come back to them of  free land in the 
“American Desert” as described by Lewis and 
Clark, admittedly during a drought year. 

My sister Doris prizes a heavy earthenware pitcher 
holding just over half  a gallon which came over on 
the ship with Maria. Daily, Maria would fill it from 
the cows aboard the ship and bring it to her family 
in the crowded family spaces below decks. Then she 
would use it to get the family’s ration of  soup. 

Once in the Dakota Territory, the really hard work 
began breaking the sod and removing heavy stones 
with “boats of  the desert,” platforms pulled by 
oxen. The first homes were built of  sod and often 
were little more than a cave dug into a protective 

colleague had other plans, so we could have their 
ticket! We thanked her with great enthusiasm and 
walked back to our hotel. 

Dan assured me that he wasn’t at all afraid to go by 
himself. He shined his shoes, put on his suit and tie, 
and started for the Capitol in the late afternoon 
before the helicopter was due to land. I watched the 
historic event on TV. President Nixon’s speech was 
very interesting to me, as I was already familiar with 
some important work being done by Russian 
scientists in my field. 

When Dan returned, he was walking on air. On 
reaching his seat in the balcony, he found himself  
next to the fifteen-year-old daughter of  Repre-
sentative Lee Hamilton of  Indiana. She was his 
personal guide to the people and the protocol. After 
the session, she took Dan downstairs and 
introduced him to her father, who then introduced 
him to other congressmen. Then Rep. Hamilton 
asked Dan where he was staying and offered him a 
ride home. Dan followed his new friend and her 
father down to the congressional garage and they 
took him to the door of  our hotel. 

Three months later, I received this letter from 
Moscow, in Russian: 

Dear Doctor Shearer, 

 A symposium on the “Molecular Biology 
and Genetics of  the Cancer Cell” will be 
organized by the Institute of  Experimental and 
Clinical Oncology, Academy of  Medical 
Sciences of  USSR. The symposium will be held 
in Moscow November 29 – December 1, 1972. 

 It is our pleasure to invite you to attend this 
symposium and to give a talk on any topic 
related to the program. We will be grateful for 
having your answer at your earliest possible 
convenience. 

          Yours sincerely, 

          V.S. Shapot, professor, 
          Institute of  Experimental and Clinical 

Oncology ✦                 

Editors Note: Ruth Shearer did not attend the 1972 
symposium in Moscow because of  U.S. government foulups. 
She did, however, attend the sequel in 1975.
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hillside. Temperatures varied from forty below 
zero to well above 100. But the good seed they 
had brought with them grew, and once again they 
prospered. 

Maria was soon employed by the family of  a 
physician connected with the US Indian Service. 
She daily came in contact with the Mandan 
people, still feared in the area. She told the story 
of  two rowdy braves, very drunk, banging on the 
door when she was home alone. Afraid though 
she was, she realized they needed food, and 
provided it quickly. Soon they fell asleep, the 
physician’s family returned, and Maria was much 
relieved! 

She learned some of  the Mandan language which 
endeared her to them. They gave her many 
presents. I had a wonderful, soft black leather 
beaded pouch which had been given to her. My 
mother always kept it in her cedar chest as 
something very special. We would get it out and 
marvel. 

When Maria was to be married, the Mandan 
women made her an Indian dress of  chewed 
deerskin. Whether she wore that for her wedding 
has been debated, but I know she always had love 
and respect for them, never allowing disparaging 
remarks to be made in her presence 

Maria married Solomon Isaak in 1889 and they 
moved to Eureka in South Dakota which became 
a state in the same year. Formed in 1887, the town 
was just coming into its own as a wheat center 
because the railroad had arrived. Grandpa left 
farming to become a prosperous wheat merchant, 
eventually owning grain elevators. Grain came by 
wagon load to be shipped everywhere; locals 
started a flour mill. This history was documented 
in a large Life magazine article in August 1937 
when Eureka celebrated its 50 year jubilee. The 
article contains a picture of  Maria and Solomon. I 
remember well the excitement of  the jubilee, with 
parades, fireworks, concerts, etc.  

Maria was busy raising a family. Fourteen children 
were born to Maria and Solomon. The first, 
Pauline, died at age seven of  diphtheria. My father 
was a twin, the other dying at birth. With all those 
children, Grandma had a system; each was 

expected to look after a younger one. Each Saturday 
the house was thoroughly cleaned, especially the 
chairs bearing residue of  sticky fingers. I never 
heard her raise her voice and it was said that it never 
happened. She was a calming influence on everyone, 
but when she reached her limit, she would point to 
a strap that hung by the kitchen door. That meant 
that the offender would be punished with some 
whacks upon Grandpa’s evening return. 

Many of  these lively children were gifted musically. 
Grandpa took in a German music professor who 
gave music lessons to the children in exchange for 
room and board. They had a family orchestra which 
entertained for dances and other occasions. At 
length some of  the girls decided the orchestra 
wasn’t “their thing.” So they invited an accordionist 
to join them; he was a farm boy named Lawrence 
Welk. My uncle Henry taught him to play the 
clarinet. Lawrence needed money and “hocked” the 
clarinet to my father. My sister now owns it—a 
silver one. Some years later when Lawrence had 
established his own band, he asked my father to join 
him as clarinetist and soloist. Family and business 
responsibilities made him say no. 

By this time, my parents lived in Hillsview, SD, only 
ten miles from Eureka. Each Sunday, we and all the 
aunts, uncles, and cousins, would gather in Eureka 
at the family home of  which Maria and Solomon 
must have been so proud. In my time it had running 
water and two bathrooms! In Hillsview, we had an 
outhouse and a cistern. We got our drinking water 
from a neighbor’s well with a hand pump. 

After dinner, everyone took a nap. The home 
contained numerous snooze places with nooks and 
crannies for us children to explore and tell ghost 
stories—as long as we were quiet! After resting, 
we’d all gather in the parlor across from Grandpa’s 
room and sing. By then he was bedridden with 
severe arthritis, Grandma and a hired girl caring for 
all his needs. Daddy and Aunt Erna would play the 
piano. There were trios, solos and all the old favorite 
songs. I sat cross-legged absolutely enchanted. 
Hearing all this, Maria and Solomon were in their 
element and giving thanks to God. 

Grandma Maria was, of  course, active in her church. 
There were regular quilting bees in the extra-large 
dining room which accommodated several large 
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Memories of  My Father 
BY RUTH WHISLER SHEARER 

My father is gone; I shall see him no more, 
But the memories he left me of  good times of  yore 
Are vivid as yesterday, forming a treasure 
Of  incidents past which have brought me such 

pleasure. 

I remember Dad’s tales of  his childhood and youth, 
Going barefoot to grade school; I’m sure it’s the 

truth 
How he rode on a bike while delivering a chair, 
And became champion pole vaulter, high in the air. 

Dad told me of  life in the Merchant Marine, 
Of  Panama, England, other places he’d seen, 
How he worked in the orchards, then chose his 

career, 
And at Stanford he studied to be an engineer. 

Electrical power distribution became 
The support for a wife and the daughters who 

came. 
I remember instead of  a compass and charts 
He used major power lines for guides in strange 

parts! 

I remember my dad on my Campfire Girl outings, 
Always showing the girls what’s of  interest about 

things. 
I remember the Saturday family trips 

To cut wood for the furnace; we played with the 
chips. 

I remember long walks just to see what’s ahead, 
Up the tracks, down the beach, or wherever fate led. 
And the way we would beg Dad to show us again 
Acrobatics on bars at the park where we’d been. 

I remember so well how Dad sang and was pleased 
When I played the piano; and all tensions were 

eased  
When he played his harmonica without any score; 
The tunes were so gay that we asked an encore. 

I remember each Sunday my dad made pancakes; 
I remember our swims in the river and lakes; 
I remember the rowboat rides, quietly noting 
The beaver at work, undisturbed by our boating. 

Dad loved the outdoors, and the feel of  fresh air, 
The beauty of  water, the trees everywhere. 
So when the time came for retirement, he chose 
A house on a lake where the cool clean air blows. 

For eight years Dad lived in that beautiful spot 
Where he and my Mom saw their grand-kids a lot. 
He gardened and swam, and to keep his mind spry 
He maintained the community water supply. 

I remember my dad on our last day together 
In Amsterdam, walking in nice sunny weather 
To find Mom a melon to go with her dinner. 
If  a prize went for thoughtfulness, Dad would be 

winner. ✦

Poems

quilt frames. One project was a quilt for each of  
her 12 granddaughters. Before she died she had 
started a second round. I have two of  her quilts, 
one very tattered. 

During World War II, my family moved to 
Portland to become part of  the war effort. 
Grandma moved from the big house to one next 
door as Grandpa was gone. For high school 
graduation, my gift was a trip back to Eureka for 
the summer and a job at my uncle’s drug store 
before college in the fall. 

Grandma was probably not thrilled with the 
responsibility of  a teenager, but was gracious as 
always. She taught me to make noodles, soap, 
kuchen and borscht. Oh, and how to hang wash on 
a line properly! On our little lot in Portland drying 
was done in the basement. When there was a spare 
moment she would sit reading her German Bible. 

I remember that summer vividly and feel so 
privileged to have known her and her quiet 
wisdom. ✦
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Local Color *  
BY CHARLES KASLER


LILAC LUSTER  

Feb. 10 and the first 
azalea blooms! 
it's like the Polar Bear 
Club 
when people jump into 
the ocean 
on New Year's Day 

cherries bloom on 
bare branches  
as winter sprouts 
into spring 

showers bring flowers 
in April or 
May 
petals line the ground 
like a trail of  breadcrumbs,  
white leads to the forest  
and red to the river 
now it's raining raspberries  
a spring rain out of  
control 
then a rhododendron 
invasion 
just breathe the morning 
air 
drink in the bird song 
intoxicated 
with spring 

* Subtitles from Silver Swirls, a 
pack of  24 silvery Crayola crayon 
colors. 

August 11th 
flowers are fading now  
I take some petals 
to lay at the feet  
of  the Buddha 

AZTEC GOLD   

the waning of  summer 
comes with a waning  
of  the moon 
we amble into autumn 
riding the wave of 
summer's cool 
mornings 
warm afternoons  
clear evenings 

a wet growing 
season 
followed by a dry  
autumn 
cool nights  
sunny days 
no frost 

yellow leads the charge  
blatant with brilliance  
like a flock of  canaries  
in the treetop 
painting the larches  
gold 

huckleberries 
explode with red, 
summer flowers fade 
squirrels gather acorns 
for Thanksgiving 
dinner 

tree shadows 
from orange moonlight,  
cattails and thistles 
apple cider 
perhaps an owl 
on the prowl 
a charcoal sky  
full of  dragonflies  
the crackle of  leaves 
cackle of  crows 
snapple of  twigs  

MISTY MOSS   

good morning!  
the sun sparkles on 
shamrocks 

July 5th 
summer arrives 
wind chimes reverberate  
with a mourning 
dove 

red birds, black birds 
swim through a pink  
horizon 
dipping like  
dolphins 
bluebirds decorate  
a garden with 
razzle-dazzle roses 
hot as Tijuana 
Tacos 

the land is warming 
windows stay open all 
night 
dawn unfolds like 
the opening credits  
of  a movie 
light appears in Technicolor 
and Cinemascope 

summer comes drifting 
down the river 
like a Mardi Gras float  
with a lazy banjo playing  
under a pale summer 
moon 

this is the heart  
of  summer 
a rare rain in 
fire season, 
soothes the soul 
the land soaks it up 
like a sponge  
animals drink their fill 
colors are saturated within 
an hour 
the steady drip is hypnotic  
it's still twilight at 10 pm 
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the yellow of  straw, 
yellow of  corn 

WINTERGREEN DREAM  

the wind whimpers and 
wails 
weeps and 
moans 
blowing the last  
of  the leaves 

rain turns to 
snow turns to 
rain turns to 
snow 
falling like confetti 
a ruddy entrance  
into winter 
dark 
darker 
darkest 

the moon is a wisp 
among shadows  
the stars are a river of 
diamonds 

someone walks their dog 
little footprints 
on the road 
evergreens bow from 
the weight of  snow 
moonlight filters  
through barren trees  
white frosting forms  
flowers of  frost  
with frosting beards  
like cake decorations  
ribbons of  ice  
hang from the eves 

and then Winter Solstice  
a crack in the dark 
awaiting the first  
footprints of  spring  
like waiting for 
the Messiah 
and the light slowly 
returns ✦

Incantation Before My Children Fly  
BY SUE PRINCE 

May the pilot have slept soundly, 
 awakened without morning hangover, 
May his shorts be comfortable, his pants pressed. 
May he have a decent breakfast, 
May his favorite brew be perfect. 

May the plane have recently passed all inspections, 
 all flight deck gadgets be finely tuned. 
May the co-pilot know how they work.  

May the flight crew be well rested, 
May they like one another, 
May they have shoes that don’t pinch, 
May their eyes smile as well as their lips. 
May all passengers have only clean underwear  
 and chocolate in backpacks, carry-ons. 
May they bear no grudges against 
 parents, siblings, partners or bosses. 

May all gizmos that ring, make tinkly sounds,  
 buzz, talk, blink, be switched off. 
May all babies have peaceful dreams. 

May salty peanut packs be opened easily,  
  liquids ordered wisely. 
May all read, watch, nod off  
 to the drone of  healthy engines. 

May the plane greet the earth 
 gently with a quiet thump, 
 taxi smoothly to the gate. 

May no one be knocked unconscious 
 when overhead bins are emptied. 
May all exit quietly, respectfully, 
grateful to depart safely 
into the amorphous terminal.  

Then this mother can spread some brie 
on a cracker, munch a few cashews 
and ease into a glass of  wine. ✦
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