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Gordon & Deba Peterson 
BY BETTY HUMMEL 

Deba (not Debra) 
and Gordon are 
still getting settled 
in their new home. 
Both are native 
Washingtonians; 
she lived in 
Puyallup all of  her 
life, and he grew up 

in Cosmopolis before moving to the Tacoma/
Puyallup area. They met over 30 years ago, were 
engaged but broke up before getting married. Both 
went on to other marriages and children. Seven 
years ago, after each was divorced, they met again, 
married and the rest is history! 

Gordon’s mother lives here which helped in their 
choice to move here. He worked for the Tacoma 
Fire Department for over 32 years before his 
retirement. After they re-met, Deba’s daughter 
remembered an incident when she choked on a 
piece of  candy at the age of  three. Gordon was the 
fireman who responded. She wrote him a note with 
the piece of  candy attached saying “Thank you for 
saving my life when I was three.” 

Before going to Bates Technical College and 
becoming a firefighter, he had watched his father 
volunteering as a firefighter in Cosmopolis. Deba 
had her own career as she raised her children 
working for Boeing’s Aerospace Military division in 
top secret assignments, requiring her to travel all 
over the United States. 

They enjoy their five children and five 
grandchildren. They try to visit the daughter in 
Hawaii at Halloween because of  the special way it 
is celebrated there. They also enjoy camping, 
hunting and fishing. Deba has a chronic back 
condition which limits her activities. She is looking 
forward to a radio frequency procedure in the near 
future which hopefully will permit her to become 
more active. Growing up as a tomboy she 

INTERVIEWS

Welcome New Residents!
welcomes the possibility of  being able to get 
her old self  back. 

They are very happy with the decision to move 
here and especially appreciate the security, the 
quietness and the beauty of  our campus. Both 
are impressed with how friendly and kind 
everyone is. ✦ 

Susan Cobb 
BY KATHY & CHUCK LEE 

Susan was born in Tacoma. 
Because her father was in 
the Army, Susan moved 
seven times before entering 
fifth grade. Susan graduated 
from St. Leo’s High School 
in Tacoma, earned her 
nursing diploma at Sacred 
Heart Nursing School in 

Spokane, and her college degree at Gonzaga 
University. She spent two years in the U. S. Air 
Force as a trauma nurse, then specialized as a 
geriatric nurse at Park View Acres in Dillon, 
Montana, where she retired after 20 years. 

Her daughter lives in the Lacey area. After 
Susan’s divorce, she and her daughter shared a 
home in Lacey. Susan liked walking through 
Panorama; the beautiful trees, plants, and quiet 
neighborhoods appealed to her. In 2016, she 
toured Panorama. When her daughter became 
engaged, Susan became a Panorama resident. 
Her son lives in Winston-Salem, NC. 

She volunteers three days a week at the Sacred 
Heart Parish clothing distribution center. She 
enjoys walking tours and plans to take the 
Panorama bus to her first opera, “Carmen.” 
She enjoys reading and traveling, including two 
pilgrimages to the Holy Land. 

We enjoyed talking with Susan and sampling 
her great zucchini bread during the interview. ✦ 

1936 Woodland Court x 5292
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Camille & Jack Curry 
BY ROSEMARY SHOLD 

Ever efficient, 
Jack greeted me 
with his 
biographical 
sketch. It is 
what one would 
expect from an 
engineer. He 
earned his 

bachelor of  science degrees in computer science 
and electrical engineering from University of  
Oregon and his masters in computer science 
from California State University, Chico.  

Although Camille received her bachelor of  
science in biology and education from Ft. 
Wright College in Spokane, she entered the 
occupational therapy field, retiring in 2017. 
After careers in developing computer systems 
for banks, serving in positions in higher 
education as faculty and administration, and 
consulting for small business development and 
e-commerce, Jack retired in 2012.  

Camille was honored by Klamath Falls, OR as an 
Outstanding Young Woman of  the Year for 
having founded assisted horseback riding therapy 
for children with disabilities. Jack, a runner, can tell 
you down to the second how long it took him to 
run the 2007 Portland Marathon––six hours, thirty 
minutes and ten seconds to be exact! 

They knew of  Panorama having visited friends. 
They moved here because it offers them the 
ability to chart a way of  life for themselves––
what action to take and when to do it. Camille, a 
fiber artist, has already sampled some of  the Arts 
Guild groups for the knitters, weavers and 
quilters. She is looking into the Tillicum Guild 
and has secured a spot in the Pea Patch. 
Although Jack has made beautiful furniture in the 
past, he is exploring his artistic side in the Clay 
Arts Studio. As Jack says, “I am learning mud.” 

Panorama is lucky to have such a talented couple 
as part of  our community. Please join me in 
welcoming them. ✦ 

4118 Circle Court (temporary), x 5166

Marilyn Dawson 
BY PEGGY JAMERSON 

Marilyn’s lovely new home 
reflects her passions: plants, 
gardening and collected 
souvenirs from living overseas 
in Korea and Germany. She 
moved here in February 
having lived in this area since 
1979. 

Marilyn was raised in Nebraska. A friend 
introduced her to her future husband which resulted 
in a 45 year marriage. She has been a widow for 10 
years. Her husband was a civilian employed by the 
Army to support missile sites and radar 
installations. As a result they moved frequently; 
their addresses included Alabama, Missouri, 
Michigan, New York, Korea and Germany, with 
three children in tow for many of the moves. He 
also served in Desert Storm, and his last assignment 
was at Ft. Lewis. After 40 years, he retired. 

Because they moved so often, Marilyn was a stay-
at-home Mom, but after the children were grown 
she worked at South Puget Sound Community 
College and then for the Washington State 
Employment Security Department for 20 years. 

Marilyn is very involved with her church. She has 
been president of the women’s group and 
coordinator for memorial receptions. She also 
belongs to a craft group which makes greeting 
cards. Her housemate is a Shih Tzu named “Lucy” 
so walking her keeps her active as she goes out an 
hour each day.  

Since moving to Thurston County, Marilyn was 
always aware of Panorama. She is thrilled to have 
no yard work or home maintenance to do, and she 
already knew several people here. She hopes to get 
involved with the genealogy group and attend art 
classes.  

Please join me in welcoming our delightful new 
neighbor, Marilyn! ✦ 

2238 Marina Lane x 5278
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Dick & Becky Murphy   
BY PEGGY JAMERSON 

After moving 
into their new 
home during 
the blizzard in 
February, this 
vibrant duo is 
thrilled to be 
living where 
the goal is 

“for each individual to thrive.” 

Though Becky is from Massachusetts, she was the 
thirty-ninth member of  her family to attend the 
University of  New Hampshire where she majored 
in occupational therapy. Dick, born in New 
Hampshire, also attended UNH where he majored 
in soil chemistry and met Becky. Their love of  
singing bonded them. 

Dick did graduate work at Iowa State and 
Rensselaer University and upon graduation the two 
of  them joined the Peace Corps. Their wedding was 
quickly arranged so they could attend the training 
and depart for Nepal where they would be stationed 
for two years. Becky taught home economics, and 
Dick was a supervisor for an experimental farm. He 
developed the growing of  corn for popcorn in the 
Nepalese conditions.	

Returning to the US, they settled in New Hampshire 
where Dick taught high school chemistry for 30 
years. After seven years of  teaching, and with two 
children in tow, they again joined the Peace Corps, 
this time in Borneo. Becky taught high school 
English, and Dick was the librarian who also taught 
physics and farm machinery at a vocational school. 

Returning to the US, Becky received her degree and 
became a high school registrar for 15 years. After 
retirement, they sold everything they had and spent 
a year going around the world using public 
transportation and two more years traveling 
throughout the US. 

The couple moved here from Mesa, Arizona, where 
for 18 years they spent their time when they were 
not in New Hampshire. It was in Arizona through 

tennis that they met Marcia Stearns, Panorama 
resident, and learned about Panorama. 

Dick is a genealogist and enjoys singing; Becky 
reads, enjoys tennis and pickle ball, and wants to 
learn to play the harp. Politics is a common 
interest. They have already attended several 
activities on the bus. Residents will really enjoy 

Judy Lindlauf   
BY ROSEMARY SHOLD 

As Judy says, “Being a native 
Olympian, my roots are 
here.” She is a graduate of  
The Evergreen State College 
(TESC) with a degree in 
business and computing and 
was employed by TESC in 
administrative computing 
until she retired in 1999.  

Her interest in Panorama was encouraged by the 
people she knew who lived here. She was also 
attracted by the opportunities to socialize and 
the many activities available to residents. The 
move to Panorama was triggered by the 
availability of  the light-infused and airy home 
she now occupies. 

She likes the Holladay Park community to which 
she now belongs. The residents have formed a 
strong, welcoming community. Judy enjoys 
walking around the beautiful campus and 
attending events at the Auditorium. 

Her ties to her former community continue. She 
is the Treasurer for the Board of  the West 
Central Park in west Olympia. Her daughter, 
grandchildren, and brother live in Olympia.  

Music is a primary interest for Judy. After 
studying classical piano with Wolfgang Wortberg 
for ten years, she switched her musical talents to 
jazz. She is taking a jazz band class (theory and 
performance) at SSPCC. Jazz enthusiasts, listen 
up! Judy is very interested in getting to know 
other jazz musicians in Panorama. Join me on 
the upbeat, and welcome Judy to Panorama. ✦ 

3990 Holladay Park Loop, x 5428
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Mike Raich & Kristi Morrish  
BY BERTA KASMAR 

Kristi and Mike 
are ten-year 
“newlyweds,” 
enjoying the 
next chapter of  
their adventures 
at Panorama. 

Kristi, originally 
from Port 

Angeles, has lived in Olympia for 30+ years. 
Following two bachelor’s degrees, one in physical 
education from WSU, and another in human 
nutrition from The Evergreen State College, she 
obtained a master’s degree in counseling and 
guidance from Gonzaga University. Her Ph.D. in 
nutrition education is from Union Institute and 
University, Ohio.  

Her careers included teaching high school and 
community college; directing a large health spa; 
owning a counseling practice; and over 20 years in 
leadership training and executive coaching within 
four Washington state agencies.  

Kristi’s passion is writing, especially poetry. 
During her executive coaching years with the 
Washington Department of  Labor and Industries 
the agency published four of  Kristi’s “positivity 
poetry” books as coaching tools. 

She presented some of  her poetry at the 
International Positive Psychology Association 
Annual Symposium in Montreal the summer of  
2017. The presentation also included her coaching 
method and certain attributes of  poetry noted by 
others that seem to lead to desired changes in 
executives and managers. Currently, she has six 
books on Amazon. They are part of  her “UpSide 
Books” series. She is working on number seven, 
“The UpSide of  Moving.”  

Mike was born in Florida and lived there for more 
than 50 years. He earned bachelor and master 
degrees in psychology from the University of  
South Florida (USF) in Tampa. Mike left its 
doctoral program in industrial/organizational 
psychology as a PhD candidate. During his career 

he applied knowledge and techniques gained at 
USF to the human resource fields of  employee 
selection and compensation.  

Mike retired from Washington state general 
government in 2015 as a manager in the latter area. 
Courses taken after retirement at the University of  
Washington allow the daily pursuit of  his interest in 
relationships between well-being, motivation, and 
job and school performance, the subject of  Mike’s 
dissertation-related research at USF. 

Mike and Kristi enjoy walking daily. Mike does 
strength-training and Kristi swims. They enjoy 
brief  getaways to hike and explore new places. 
Both like jazz music. Good health and happiness 
are their ongoing interest. Kristi’s mom, Julia 
Morrish, a Chalet resident, introduced them to this 
happy, thriving community. ✦ 

2525 Sleater Kinney x 5021 

Kathy Nagai  
BY JEAN GARWOOD 

Kathy moved from Hawaii in 
October and is slowly feeling 
her way around Panorama. 
Shipping is costly, so Kathy 
moved very little and has 
become a fan of  Encore to 
furnish her apartment. 

Kathy was born and raised in 
Hawaii and has three sisters still living there. She is 
a graduate of  Michigan State and was working on a 
PhD in social psychology there when her mother 
became ill and she returned to Hawaii. She worked 
at the University of  Hawaii as Assistant Director 
of  a mainland semester program; she then worked 
in a vocational rehabilitation program coordinating 
services, becoming its director. 

She had never wanted to marry because, in the 
Asian culture, the woman is subservient to the 
man, but she fell in love and was married for 37 
years. The couple had no children, but she helped 
to raise her husband’s two children from a 
previous marriage. 
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Wayne & Betsy Olsen 
BY JEAN GARWOOD 

Wayne was 
born and 
raised in 
Olympia, 
graduated 
from 
Olympia 
High School, 
then 

received a BS from the U.S. Naval Academy and 
an MS from Scripps Institution of  Oceanography. 
For the majority of  his 30-year navy career, 
Wayne was a Special Duty Officer in 
oceanography and meteorology; he retired at the 
rank of  captain. 

Betsy was born in Laconia, NH, lived in 
Olympia from the third to seventh grade, 
graduated from high school in Juneau, Alaska, 

and received a BA in Political Science from the 
University of  Maryland.  

Wayne and Betsy met in the seventh grade and 
married in 1968. Betsy sacrificed a promising 
career to support Wayne, as she raised three 
children and moved 14 times to places including 
Belgium, Spain, Hawaii, and the mainland US 
(California, Florida, Virginia, Rhode Island, 
Mississippi, and Louisiana). 

Upon retirement, Wayne and Betsy returned to 
the Pacific Northwest, settling first in Bonney 
Lake. Wayne taught oceanography and 
atmospheric science courses part-time at Pierce 
College for nine years. His other interests include 
climate change and geology. His email address 
(oceanguyolsen@comcast.net) and the life ring 
hanging at their front door speak volumes. 

Betsy is an avid gardener, voracious reader, and 
quilter. Both Betsy and Wayne have been 
extensively researching their family genealogy, 
including DNA testing. Combining this research 
with their shared interest of  travel, they spent 
nine months in a travel trailer researching their 
ancestors’ migration routes from New England to 
the Pacific Northwest. 

Having most recently lived in Olympia, the 
Olsens had been aware of  Panorama for decades; 
Wayne’s mother was a C&R resident here in 2010. 
They have a daughter living in Olympia, sons in 
Seattle and the Portland area, and grandchildren 
they love to spoil. 

Betsy and Wayne are very happy to be at 
Panorama. They are looking forward to taking 
part in Panorama activities, and their calendar is 
full every month. They feel spoiled by Panorama 
buses (and no parking hassle) for productions at 
local theaters and walks with Steve.  

For several years, Betsy has been meeting 
monthly with her grade school Brownie troop 
friends, which include another Panorama 
resident, Sue Ballard.  

Join me in welcoming the Olsens to our 
community. ✦ 

2010 Cardinal Lane x 5720

Kathy has many talents. She taught high school 
students who did not fit in. She worked as a legal 
secretary and bookkeeper, recruited and trained 
foster parents in the judicial system, and worked 
as a public guardian. Kathy retired early to care 
for her late husband and parents. 

Kathy first visited Panorama in 2010, but could 
not begin the moving process until years later. 
She finds Chinook residents exceedingly friendly 
and feels totally at home. 

She has attended Green Team meetings, is 
considering ushering at the Auditorium and will 
work at the Patio Sale. The Intercity Transit 
Forum was very helpful since Kathy does not 
have a car; she is now the proud owner of  a 
Transit Senior Pass. Kathy’s brand new sewing 
machine will be unboxed soon so she can pursue 
her Hawaiian style appliqué quilting. ✦	

202 Chinook x 5707

mailto:oceanguyolsen@comcast.net
mailto:oceanguyolsen@comcast.net
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Dave & Trudy Ribacchi 
BY BETTY HUMMEL 

Mitzie, a 
miniature 
white 
schnauzer, 
greeted me 
as I met 
with Trudy 
and Dave in 
their latest      
home 

overlooking McGandy Park. Dave describes 
themselves as “wanderers,” having moved 22 
times in 54 years of  marriage!  

Because Southwest Washington was home several 
moves ago, and because they knew many local 
people, choosing Panorama was easy. Trudy’s 
development of  Alzheimer’s made them want to 
be near Dave’s sister and her partner who are 
skilled at caring for this condition. 

Dave was born in southern California and treasures 
the experience of  growing up in a community with 
many Chicanos. Trudy immigrated to Canada from 
Holland and then moved to the United States where 
she met and married Dave. Although being married 
to an American excused her from the more formal 
citizenship process, she chose to do it anyway by the 
more demanding way of  schooling and testing.  

Before her illness, Trudy was an award winning 
interior designer. While living in Alaska she 
worked for The National Education Association. 
Dave is a graduate of  California State Fullerton, 
the US Army Officer Candidate School and 
served in Vietnam. For many years he was the 
Operative Services Manager for America’s region 
for Intel. 

Growing up, unions were an important part of  the 
Ribacchi family’s life. When he was about six, he 
remembers his grandfather telling him “Republicans 
give you potatoes, but Democrats give you gravy.” 
He was uncomfortable living in St. George, Utah, 
with its very conservative atmosphere and 
anticipates getting involved in Democratic politics 
here. Dave and Trudy have two children: a daughter 
in Portland and a son in Denver.  

Arlene Billings 
BY ROSEMARY SHOLD 

Arlene felt that the stars aligned 
perfectly when she moved to 
Panorama. Her house sold and 
her beautiful Quinault apartment 
was ready at the same time.  

She made her way to Washington 
via California and Oregon. 
Having lost her husband in 2007 
and her son in 2017, she now 

considers Panorama her family. She heard about 
Panorama through her neighbors at Jubilee, and after 
some research which identified Panorama as a five-
star retirement community, she chose Panorama. 

The community presented multiple options she can 
pursue should she need help or quit driving. In her 
words: “Everyone I have worked with has been 
delightful; I can’t give enough accolades.” Being a 
“people-person,” Arlene was also attracted by the 
many activities on campus. She is an avid golfer, 
having won a trophy in Florence, OR in 2004. She 
plays duplicate bridge as well as enjoys walking, diving 
into a good book and attending theater presentations.  

At the moment she is volunteering at the Birthday 
Fridays at the Quinault, but will increase her volunteer 
activities as she discovers more of  what Panorama has 
to offer. As Arlene says, “I am a happy camper.” Her 
cat, Mollie, agrees. 

Join me in welcoming Arlene and Mollie to the 
Panorama family. ✦ 

426 Quinault, x 5504

His sister and her partner live near and are an 
important part of  their family. They are still getting 
settled. Although Trudy’s memory is failing, she has 
retained her social skills and hopes to find areas 
where she will feel comfortable.  

Please join me in welcoming this interesting couple. ✦ 

1727 Circle Loop x 5099
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Walter & Joan Lissner 
BY BETTY HUMMEL 

Joan, Walter, 
and their little 
dog, Abby, 
are settled in 
their 
temporary 
home waiting 
for a two 
bedroom unit 
to open up. 

Being in a space they can share with Abby is 
very important to them. They moved here 
from the home they had built in Tumwater. 	

Walter, born and raised in Wisconsin, retired as 
Deputy Treasurer for the State of  Washington. 
Joan grew up in New York City and worked as 
a secretary for St. Michaels School until her 
retirement. Walter and Joan married 34 years 
ago after each had lost a spouse to death.  

Both had children from their first marriage, 
many of  whom still live in this area. One 
granddaughter, preparing for the Olympics as 
a javelin thrower, will be having a competition 
soon to which they both are looking forward. 	

Because of  spinal stenosis, Walter finds 
walking difficult, and he will need a wheelchair 
for such outings. Joan is very active, taking 
Abby for walks every evening, doing water 
aerobics and patio gardening. Before his 
problems with walking, Walter was an avid 
gardener but has had to give that up.	

They are both very happy to be here and wish 
they had made the move sooner. They 
appreciate being able to continue in their 
church, keep their doctors and even shop at 
their favorite stores. They appreciate all the 
options for involvement here, but have made 
no definite decisions. Joan feels that she needs 
to explore a bit more but is enjoying Friday 
Share and Walk the Loop. ✦ 

1707 Circle Lane (temporary),  x 5295

Marjorie Herring  
BY BERTA KASMAR 

Panorama has become the 
fifty-first address for 
Marjorie. Both her father 
and her husband were 
soldiers in the U.S. Army; 
thus she lived in many of  
our states. In addition she 
spent time in Norway and 
Japan. She believes that the 
United States is the best 

place to live, but she found it exciting to learn 
foreign cultures. When she and her twin sister 
were in sixth grade, they lived in Norway where 
they learned the Norwegian language. 

While at Washington State University, Marjorie 
majored in anthropology. When her husband 
retired she decided to return to school to earn a 
medical assistant degree which led to work in 
doctors’ offices. 

“It was time to come,” Marjorie said about her 
move to Panorama. She moved from a large 
home on the water about half  an hour from 
Lacey. “It got to be too much for me. I knew I 
needed to be some place where there would be 
levels of  care.” She said that she didn’t know 
anyone at Panorama but decided to check it out. 

“This was absolutely the right place,” she said. 
Besides having assisted living and the nursing 
home, Panorama provides lots of  activities and 
opportunities to give back to the community, 
she emphasized. She started volunteering as 
soon as she got here by spending Sunday 
mornings visiting with four residents at the 
C&R. “We laugh and tell jokes,” she said. 
“People just need someone to talk to.”  

In conclusion, Marjorie said she loves the 
Panorama library. “It is my home away from 
home.” she said. ✦ 

126 Quinault, x5182
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My Favorite Place 
BY CATHY SMITH 

When I first came to Panorama, I was looking 
forward to growing vegetables in a garden plot in 
the pea patch. I did that but then another gardening 
opportunity came along and I also started growing 
flowers in the C&R Flower Garden to make 
bouquets for the residents living there.  

A while later, I began working in the Green Team 
Pollinator Garden. Unwittingly, I had become a 
“constant gardener!” And since I had done very 
little gardening before moving here, it has all turned 
out to be an incredible learning experience. 

I really have enjoyed all of  the gardening but it 
doesn’t take much thought for me to know what my 
favorite place is: the Pollinator Garden! I am and 
always have been an environmentalist at heart, 
primarily interested in all the creatures and plants in 
the world around us. I am especially concerned 
about how we, as humans, have affected the world 
we live in and depend upon. I worry about the 
creatures that try to live in a world we are 
continually trying to change for our own benefit, 
convenience, or pleasure.  

Here was a chance to make a little (a very little) 
space for those other non-human relatives. We try 
to provide them with a place where they have access  

to food and cover with no added pesticides 
(insecticides, herbicides, or fungicides).  

Many of  the plants are left unpruned over the 
winter because the seeds are a food source for the 
birds when there is not much else available. Hollow 
stems can become nesting places for insects. Plant 
debris and leaves are used as shelter for insects and 
nesting material for birds in the spring. Recently I 
saw a hummingbird collecting fluff  for its nest from 
a milkweed seed pod leftover from last summer. 
What may seem like clutter to us can turn out to be 
valuable resource material for pollinators. 

At the same time, because the pollinator garden is a 
Panorama activity, we try to make it a place that is 
pleasant and educational for people to visit and 
watch the garden change throughout the year. New 
plants are planted periodically and an identification 
tag added as time permits. Hopefully, visitors will 
not only enjoy being there but also develop an 
appreciation for the pollinators for whom the 
garden exists! 

The Pollinator Garden was the inspiration of  the 
Green Team. Panorama was good enough to 
provide the space; Cathy Brown and the grounds 
crew provided the design layout and installation. 
The garden is maintained and financed by the 
Green Team as well as contributions given on its 
behalf  to the Office of  Philanthropy.  

Hopefully this wonderful space will be a fixture in the 
Panorama community for many years to come. ✦ 

Photo by Neil Harris
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am an attached part of  that bike with the seat 
providing the perfect contact, and the low handlebars 
improving my aerodynamics. The endorphins 
provided at that moment brings an internal peace not 
found when relaxing on a lawn chair. 

Bicycling now became an almost weekly event with 
club rides ranging anywhere from 30 to 60 mile 
rides on trails, back roads or busy roads with wide 
shoulders which I now look at and wonder why I 
felt perfectly safe on a 24-inch or narrower 
shoulder. 

I had once considered a ride across country, but 
recognized the logistics made that an impossibility. 
However there were options within my skill level, 
and with my nephew and club members offering 
encouragement, there was no reason why I should 
not give them a try. The first was the STP, a two-
day, 200 mile ride from Seattle to Portland, which 
involves several thousand other fanatics. The much 
dreaded Puyallup Hill on the first day became a 
non-event. The several stops for nourishment 
were timely but almost took away from wanting to 
continue because I could.  

I remember the cheering of  the crowd at the finish 
line welcoming another tired, sweaty biker who 
had achieved his goal and now only wants a 
shower, something to eat, and a quiet place to rest. 
While I could have done without a thousand other 
such masochists, it was a challenge and a real 
satisfaction having accomplished this goal. 

This opened the door to more STP rides and other 
seven-day rides with RAW (Ride Around 
Washington). Riding along the Columbia River to 
Walla Walla was my first cross state ride; and later I 
pedaled over Stevens Pass to Spokane along and 
parallel to US 2. Most memorable was biking over 
the North Cascades Highway, not only because of  

A Long-Term Love Affair  
BY JIM DeYOUNG 

When does 
something like 
this start? It did 
not get off  to a 
very good start by 
rejecting a 
Christmas gift of  
a bike and asking 
for comics 
instead. I do 
recall that once I 
learned to ride a 
bicycle, it gave 
me the freedom 
to explore our 
small community 
and the 

surrounding countryside. 

Many years later I acquired an old bike from some 
friends and began short rides with my kids. It was 
the start of  long ten and fifteen mile rides on quiet 
country roads, sometimes with friends or my kids, 
more frequently on my own. As we moved from 
place to place, a bike was always moved too, but 
not always used regularly. 

It was not until we moved back to Washington 
State and lived close to a nephew, a dedicated and 
avid biker, that biking became an active part of  my 
life. We lived in the small community of  Dupont 
which had miles of  quiet roads and dedicated bike 
lanes where it was easy to go out for a quick ten or 
twenty mile loop after work and before dinner. 

I was encouraged to join Tacoma Wheelmen’s 
Bicycle Club that offered weekly rides of  varied 
difficulty and distance, plus camaraderie of  others 
with like interests. Of  course, that required the 
acquisition of  my still favorite bicycle: a Bianchi 18-
speed road bike; one of  those things that a non-
biker looks at and wonders how anything with that 
skinny seat and a hunched-over position with too 
low handle bars can be considered a great way to 
ride. But it is!  

Clipped into my pedals and rotating at 70 rpm, my 
calves pumping iron make me aware of  my effort. I 
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The Baptism of Sister 
Florence 
BY FRANCES SNYDER 
Some people are born cool; some achieve coolness, 
and others have coolness thrust upon them. 
Unfortunately, none of  these three situations 
remotely describes my early life, or much of  my 
adult life for that matter. 

I attended Sacred Heart Grade School from first 
through eighth grade. I started in 1954 at the age of  
five, and graduated in 1962 at the age of  thirteen. 
Sacred Heart was administered by nuns, the Sisters 
of  Charity of  Providence (Providence nuns for 
short). They were an order founded in Montreal, 
Canada, by Mother Gamblin in the 19th century. 

Each order of  nuns had some distinguishing 
element to their habit. For instance, Dominican 
nuns wore white, the Maryknoll order wore gray, 
and the many other orders wore primarily black. 
The Providence nuns were distinct in that they 
didn’t wear veils. Instead the head was covered by a  

bonnet and surrounded by a white wimple and 
headband. The wimple was heavily starched linen 
formed into a tube and wrapped around the face. A 
crucifix hung as a pendant from the neck and a 
large rosary made of  wooden beads was looped 
through a black belt. The rosary was a handy item 
for us students. Nuns don’t walk, they quietly glide 
and the noise of  the rosary beads served as an early 
warning a nun was approaching. Wherever they 
went, and whatever they did, the nuns commanded 
a great deal of  respect. It just wasn’t worth it to 
rebel or misbehave in any circumstance. It was fatal 
to push it, either at school, or at home. 
We worked quietly in our classrooms, but lunch 
time was a different matter. Set free from raising 
our hands, standing to give answers, and 
memorizing an endless list of  catechism questions, 
we became exploding bundles of  energy on the 
playground. The school’s playground was really the 
church parking lot and covered in asphalt. I spent 
many days with a Band-Aid on my knees from close 
encounters with the asphalt. I could run pretty fast, 
but my feet didn’t always keep up with my speed. 

the scenery, but the challenging climb to the top of  
Washington Pass and the easy 20 mile downgrade 
on the east side of  the Cascades. All of  these rides 
had their specific challenging hills and good tail or 
headwinds. And there is nothing more satisfying 
than riding on the shoulder of  an interstate freeway 
and drafting traffic for the bonus five-to-seven mph 
boost. All are memorable experiences.

Several rides in Europe left good memories because 
we were riding where bicycling is a common form 
of  transportation. Wherever we rode, we were 
respected and considered part of  traffic, different 
from riding in the states where bikes are considered 
an obstruction to normal traffic flow. 

And, of  course, I can’t forget my Vietnam ride. A 
good biking friend had signed up and wanted me to 
go as well. After missing the first deadline, I jumped 
at the chance to go when a cancellation occurred 
and have never regretted it. Seeing a different part 
of  the world and visiting first hand in that 

community would never have happened but for my 
love of  biking. 

Today I look back on these experiences with 
pleasure and good memories. I realize that the idea 
of  riding cross country or even weekly rides are 
best left to memories rather than further efforts at 
this time. For now, twenty or thirty mile rides are of  
more interest to me, at a leisurely pace and usually 
with a goal in mind, such as a bakery or a late 
breakfast. And in most instances, a short sixteen-
mile ride down the trail to an overlook on the river 
and the opportunity to appreciate the fresh air and 
the scenery is a worthy reason for a ride. 

So yes, I have had a long-term love affair with biking. 
It offers fresh breezes blowing on my face, 
invigorating exercise, and the peace and solitude of  
being a part of  my bike. It is the memory of  places 
seen, the quirks of  the different rides, long and short 
term friendship of  fellow bikers with like interests, 
and even the sweat and sore muscles of  the too long 
rides that were repeatedly done with enthusiasm. ✦
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bus stop, I went around to the back. The coast was 
clear; nobody lingered near the fountain. I placed 
the forefinger of  my right hand over the hole and 
turned the knob with my left. Aiming the water 
wasn’t as easy as it had looked. It just squirted in 
several directions at once. I adjusted the position 
of  my right finger and tried again. This time it was 
much better. A nice steady stream jetted to the left. 
The problem? That nice steady stream hit the 
person passing the corner. It was Sister Florence 
and in a matter of  a few seconds, her head had 
been bombarded with a fair amount of  water. As 
soon as I realized what happened, I released the 
knob and the flow of  water stopped. 
Unfortunately, the damage had been done. I 
looked at Sister Florence and saw her wimple, now 
soaking wet, sag and droop across her face. 

Sister Florence grabbed me by the arm and took 
me into the convent. After she wiped her face of  
water and liquefied starch, she spent time giving 
me a few words of  wisdom. However, other than 
missing my bus and getting home very late, I didn’t 
have to suffer any dire consequences. But Sister 
Florence did have some good advice for me. I 
needed to think of  what might happen when I 
attempt to do something unadvised. While I 
learned to appreciate her advice, I have to admit it 
wasn’t the last time that I tried to do something 
cool and it backfired. ✦ 

The playground on the north side of  the school 
was for the lower grades—it had a swing set, a 
teeter-totter, and monkey bars. In the fourth 
grade, we moved to the south side of  the 
school. It had a basketball court (dominated by 
the seventh and eighth grade boys) and a tether 
ball pole (used mostly by the sixth-grade boys). 
For the girls, there were jump ropes, several 
hopscotch outlines, and markings to play four 
square. The fifth-grade girls had a special job. 
On laundry day, they worked with the newly-
washed wimples. After Sister Florence (cook 
and housekeeper nun) applied copious amounts 
of  starch, the wimples needed to be stretched. 
While it was cool to be picked to help the nuns, 
stretching the wimples was a messy job. I liked 
helping the nuns, but with jobs like sorting 
papers, not getting my hands covered in wet 
starch. 

One day while I was in the fourth grade, I 
watched some sixth-grade boys having fun with 
the water fountain. It was located next to the 
corner in the back of  school. A cement bowl 
held a white porcelain ball in the center. The 
ball had a hole in the top middle. When a metal 
knob below the bowl was turned, water bubbled 
up through the hole. That day, the boys were 
playing with the fountain. Someone would hold 
his finger over the hole, and when he turned the 
knob, water would 
squirt out sideways, 
usually hitting 
another boy. It 
looked like a lot of  
fun to me, but of  
course, I had no 
chance to get close 
to the fountain—it 
was the property of  
older boys. 

So, I waited until 
after school. 
When the bell rang 
releasing us from 
school, instead of  
leaving by the front 
to walk up to the 



 

Appreciating Light 	
BY SHARON L. WEBB	

“There is a crack in everything. That is how the light 
gets in.” Leonard Cohen 	

In second grade my family took me to an eye doctor 
who quickly identified my need for glasses. I was 
amazed the day I bounded out of  the doctor’s office 
with my first pair of  glasses. I said to my parents, “I 
can read the signs across the street!”	

I was unaware of  what I 
had been missing. The gift 
of  sight can be taken for 
granted. It is easy to check 
off  tasks on my “to do list” 
and forget the natural 
wonders around me. As 
daily darkness approaches I 
forget to look upward to 
the heavens which often 
provide light and personal 
perspective.	

One of  my grandsons, 
Andrew, born in 2000, helped me appreciate the 
light in the night sky. At age one I would take him 
out of  his cumbersome car seat in the back of  the 
car and hold him in my arms. If  it was night he 
would always point to the sky and say “moon, 
moon.” So together we would try to find the moon 
that evening. Sometimes we could find it and 
sometimes not. He was always seeking the bright 
light the moon provided whether it was a sliver of  
light or a full moon. His interest delighted me. I 
remembered my first science classes in elementary 
school when we studied the stars. Now I had 
someone with whom to share my fascination of  the 
night skies!	

Each late summer in the Seattle area I noted on my 
calendar the dates of  night sky events including our 
favorite––the shooting stars of  the Perseid Meteor 
Showers. Andrew and I would drive around until we 
found a dark place in an area for observation. 
Sometimes we would lie on the ground with our 
blanket to watch the “show.” Unfortunately one 
evening we were on the ground when a sprinkler 
system came on in the pasture. Another night after 
we were out for a while he said, “Nana, I think my 
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Mom wants me to come home now.” It was clear 
my enthusiasm exceeded his that night. When he 
was 16, I gave him a special lawn chair that tilts 
back so you can more easily watch the night sky. 
Andrew will not allow anyone else to use the 
chair––a sign that he truly appreciates it.	

An annual tradition is to gather our many 
families in Sun River, Oregon for the 4th of  July. 
There is an active group of  volunteer 
astronomers there who provide evening lectures. 

They share artifacts, 
stories, information and 
new celestial events that 
will take place that year. To 
our delight each year they 
added telescopes with 
increasing sophistication 
and power to observe the 
night sky. This was always 
one of  the highlights of  
the week.  

There is something 
profound and humbling in 

knowing this nighttime light shines for all around 
the world and has guided centuries of  those 
before us.	

When the August 2017 big event of  the full 
eclipse of  the sun was being touted, I started 
strategizing how our now 17-year-old grandson 
and I could see it. Fortunately, one of  our 
daughters, her husband and eight-year-old 
daughter lived in Greenleaf, Idaho, right in the 
path of  99% projected viewing. They graciously 
invited us to stay with them for the big event.  

We planned our trip with Andrew to help drive 
as my husband’s driving days had diminished 
and I do not enjoy freeway driving. We 
expectantly loaded the car and headed toward 
Idaho. I drove the first section. We stopped at a 
rest stop to turn the driving over to Andrew, 
who now had his driver’s license.	

What a surprise we had! The one-year-old I had 
lifted out of  the back seat was now 6’5’’+ tall and 
wore size 14 shoes. We were unable to adjust the 
seat, steering wheel and roof  so he could fit to 
drive our Toyota RAV4. Of  course he was 
embarrassed and we wondered why we hadn’t 
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figured this out before the trip. However, onward 
we journeyed with Andrew as our navigator in the 
back seat with his cell phone.	

The heavens did not let us down that August day. 
We gathered expectantly in mid-morning to watch 
the amazing event, the full eclipse of  the sun. We 
were prepped with sunglasses and blessed with wide 
open spaces and a cloudless sky. It is difficult to put 
into words those moments. The six of  us watched 
together in awe. The bright orange of  the full sun 
was lighting all the trees, homes and vegetation 
around and it was very warm. The moon looked 

especially large that day as it started to cross the 
sun.  

As the moon slowly moved to cover all but just a 
crack of  light the birds stopped chirping and a 
sudden temperature drop made us feel suddenly 
cold. Stillness and darkness came upon us. It was a 
totally quiet moment in our lives. I experienced this 
eerie feeling with both awe and reverence. The 
moment was a sacred pause helping me appreciate 
my small place in the universe and the light 
provided by the heavens. ✦	

Tales from my Dad: Mark  
BY LOU ANNE HOUCK 

The picture had been folded, leaving a white gash across 
the top third of  the picture, just above my father’s head 
and through the palm tree that still stands on the 
property. 

I squint at the snapshot. The young boy in the picture has 
the same face my father has always had, a serious grown-
up face, small deep-set eyes cast in shadow, a crooked 
nose, straight-lined, unexpressive lips that hide a flashing, 
big-toothed smile. 

He wears a white shirt, a big fat neck tie, a large cardigan 
looking very hand-me-down, jodhpurs, long socks, and 
dusty, laced, ankle-high boots.	

His left hand loosely holds the 
collar of  a huge dog––the dog’s 
head high and alert, his tongue 
lolling out of  his mouth, great 
large eyes, strong, strong as a dog 
can be, a mixed breed of  who 
knows what – part German 
shepherd, but something more. 
The dog’s feet look as big as my 
father’s, and his head stands as 
high as my father’s chest.	

I show the picture to my dad and, 
to my surprise, he bursts into 
tears. “Oh, Mark!” he cries, wiping 
his eyes and laughing sheepishly at 
himself. “Oh, shoot! How can I be 
so silly!”	

I pry. He blows his nose and shakes his head. 
“How I loved that dog. Pshaw!” He actually uses 
such words, though you hardly notice as they 
seem so natural.	

I grew up in Perris, a small, dusty, southern 
California town named for a railroad engineer. My 
father lived his whole life there, moving with his 
parents, grandparents and brothers from 
Tennessee in 1908 when he was four years old. 
Perris was a farming town, surrounded by dry 
wheat fields and later potato fields, and the town 
did not change substantially between his 
generation and mine. My family did not farm; they 
established the town’s general store.	

“That dog was the best darn dog 
that ever lived! And old man 
Masterson killed him, I know he 
did!” My father’s dander is up. It is 
as if  the dog had died yesterday.	

“Haven’t I ever told you about 
Mark? He asks, incredulously. 
“Well, Mark belonged to two boys 
who lived up on the hill, about 
two miles out of  town, where the 
old Palomar School used to be. In 
fact, their house became part of  
the school. They were rich, or so it 
seemed to me, and every day they 
came to the store to buy 
supplies––chicken feed or meat or 
groceries ––and they always 
brought this dog hitched to a 
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wagon to carry home their load.  

That dog was strong and well-trained, and the 
boys never had to carry a thing. I thought that dog 
was wonderful! I would wait for them in front of  
the store and when I saw them coming, I would 
go inside and ask the butcher for a bone, and then 
while the boys were inside the store I’d feed the 
dog. So the dog and I became friends.”	

“Well, one day the boys decided to go over to 
Lake Elsinore to go fishing, and they tied up the 
dog so he wouldn’t follow them. Somehow they 
got an old boat, went out on the lake, and 
drowned.”	

“What!!” I interrupt the story, thinking of  my own 
son, appalled at my father’s casual tone. I needed 
some recognition of  this terrible loss.	

“You know,” he continues, “people used to say the 
lake had no bottom and that there were strange 
currents in the center. ‘Course, when the whole 
lake dried up in the sixties––you remember––that 
proved not to be true! But there were lots of  
drownings in the early days. Anyway, apparently 
the boys couldn’t swim.”	

My father pauses; the story is about the dog.	

“The parents were heartbroken and just let the 
dog wander; eventually they moved back east, 
leaving the dog behind.	

Wouldn’t you know, that dog showed up at the 
store, skinny, neglected, looking for a bone. So I 
coaxed him home, and he became my dog. That 
dog was so smart; we’d play tag around those two 
palm trees in the front yard. And he knew the 
rule: you had to stay on the grass. I’d run until he 
caught me, and then he’d turn and I’d chase him 
until I caught him. Well, I guess he would let me 
catch him, and then we’d start all over.”	

“He was my dog! And he wouldn’t let anyone 
touch me, either! I’ll never forget, one day my 
brother Curry came home and said, “You think 
that dog’s so great, but he won’t protect you!”	

“Oh yeah!	

“Yeah!”	

“Oh, yeah!”	

“You know Curry. He was eight years older, and I 
guess he thought I was getting too big for my 
britches. Anyway, I said, “Mark! Sic ‘em!” and you 
should have seen Curry run! Ole Mark was right 
behind him, and just as Curry leapt up to the front 
porch, Mark grabbed the seat of  his pants and tore 
‘em right out!”	

My father chuckles, reliving the ancient victory. 

“What happened?” I interrupt his happy musing.	

“Well, you know, we were poor. Dad and 
Granddad––now that’s my granddad, your great 
granddad––they weren’t well and getting old; the 
store was struggling, and my dad said to me one 
day, “John Willard, we just cain’t afford to feed that 
dog; that dog eats more’n any of  us, we cain’t 
afford to keep ‘em. Now, old Charlie Bailey has a 
farm and needs a good watch dog, and he can 
afford to keep ‘em and he’s willing to take the dog 
and be good to him. And we just hafta do it and 
you just hafta let him go.”	

My dad sighed. There were lots of  things he gave 
up as a boy.	

“So, Charlie Bailey took the dog and tied him up 
inside the barn and fed and watered him every day, 
but kept him tied up for two weeks. Old Mark was 
just as docile and nice as he could be, ate his food, 
drank his water, so one day Charlie untied the dog 
before he fed him. And you know, Mark didn’t 
even stop to look at his food, he just ran out of  
that barn and straight back into town and there he 
was, waiting for me when I came home from 
school!”	

My father sighs with satisfaction and his eyes mist 
over once more. 

“So, what happened,” I ask. 

“One day Mark just wasn’t there. He didn’t show 
up. He was gone. I searched all day, and finally I 
found him down by the railroad tracks. He’d been 
poisoned, and old man Masterson did it, I know! I 
never did forgive that man!”	

“Well, how long did you have the dog after he 
came back? Was he yours for a couple of  years? 
How did you feed him?”	

The details are lost in time. 

“I don’t know. But that was one swell dog. That 



 

A Year in the Life of  
an Army Wife 

BY LUCY REUTER 

My husband Bob and I had many interesting and 
challenging experiences during his 30-year 
military career, but his nine months in the Army 
Flight Training Program in 1954-55 proved to 
be both. It was definitely a lesson in "learning 
to roll with the punches."  

In July 1954, practically newlyweds, we had 
just moved into a nice clean duplex at Ft. Hood, 
TX when Bob learned that he had been accepted 
for Flight School beginning in September. The first 
half  would take place at Gary Air Force Base 
near the small college town of  San Marcos, 
TX, and the last half  at Ft. Sill, OK. There 
was no housing on base, and the Army would 
not ship household goods as this was 
considered temporary duty. We needed to find 
a furnished place.  

San Marcos was only 90 minutes from us 
so we drove over one Saturday. The 
housing situation was grim. Most of  the 
apartments were already rented by college 
students or did not allow pets; we had Bugle, 
our beloved Beagle. We finally found a realtor 
who had a vacancy at the end of  August, and he 
didn't mind Bugle. It looked okay from the outside, 
so we put down a deposit. We had survived the 
cricket infestation and a few scorpions at Ft. Hood 
so we figured San Marcos couldn't be 
much worse. Famous last words! 

On moving day we loaded the car and 
headed for San Marcos only to find that the house 
was beyond filthy. The landlord would not 
refund our rent. There was nothing else 
available so we set to cleaning with 
Clorox, soap, steel wool, bug spray, and 
mouse traps. The grease in the bottom of  
the stove was so thick I scraped it out with a 
spatula. We threw out the disgusting rug. The 
bedroom ceiling had a definite dip so we 
moved the bed in case it fell in. The one 
saving grace was that there were no bed bugs.  

We scrubbed down the furniture and after two 
days it was habitable. An added attraction was the 

armadillo that frequented the back yard, but he was 
harmless and liked bugs. I registered for a couple 
of  classes at the college and spent a lot of  time in 
the library while Bob was at the airfield. 

I was looking forward to Ft. Sill and post housing 
when Bob learned that the last half  of  the school 

had been moved to Camp Rucker, AL, a 
small Army post recently reopened after 
being closed since 1946. Today Fort 
Rucker is a large thriving Army post 
similar to JBLM, but then it consisted 
of  hastily constructed prefabs and 

termite-infested wooden barracks. No pets 
were allowed on post. The Army in its 
infinite wisdom had overlapped the 
classes by a month; housing was going to 
be very tight. The nearest town was 
Enterprise, about 2000 population. 

Enterprise's claim to fame was a statue 
of  a boll weevil in the center of  town. We 
figured that whatever we found there 

couldn't be worse than San Marcos. Wrong 
again! 

The class graduated at San Marcos in 
January; and we loaded the car and drove 
to Enterprise. We stopped by the local 
greasy spoon for supper, and, while Bob 

was walking Bugle, I overheard the woman at 
an adjacent table say, "Pa, I hear tell these pilots 
comin’ to the camp are gonna need places to live. 

We got that apartment where Junior’s stuff  is 
stored. He ain't gonna be back fer awhile. I'll 
put up a fer rent sign in the winder.” I was out 

of  my seat in a minute; approaching their table, 
I introduced myself, explained our situation and 

asked if  we could see the apartment. We set an 
appointment for the next morning. 

The apartment was adjacent to the house. 
A single room contained living room and 
bedroom furniture with a path between the 

two leading to the add-on kitchenette and 
bathroom, both of  which had sloping floors. It 
was comparatively clean, had its own outside 
entrance, and Bugle was welcome. One door in 

the apartment joined the landlords’ living 
room with a two inch space at the bottom 

through which we discovered they watched TV 
until all hours. Bob had to be on the flight line by 
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more rats, and thank goodness one didn't die 
behind the stove.  

We had a lizard living on the venetian blind, but 
lizards like bugs so he was a plus, as there were 
plenty of  bugs. After we rid ourselves of  the rats 
and the weather turned warmer, things were pretty 
livable. 

Bob graduated and received his orders for his next 
assignment in Baumholder, Germany. Though 
isolated, the post offered newly built apartment 
houses, big concrete structures on a hill above the 
town. The property was devoid of  trees and had 
little grass, but that didn't bother us. Our brand 
new unit was on the first floor and had new 
furniture.  

We didn't have a bootlegger landlord, crickets, 
scorpions, rats, mice, roaches, an armadillo, or a 
lizard; it was clean and warm. Upon seeing a 
picture of  the apartment buildings in our 50th 
anniversary album, my son-in-law remarked that it 
looked like a prison. Maybe it did, but it was like 
paradise to us. ✦ 

6:00 a.m. so we stuffed a blanket under the door 
and figured we could survive for four months.  

Our first Friday night there, they invited us in to 
watch TV; I kept hearing something like sizzling in 
the fireplace. After going to bed we heard several 
cars stop by. The next morning I met the gal who 
rented the upstairs apartment. She clued me in 
about the landlords; the woman dipped snuff  and 
spit it into the fireplace (that explained the 
sizzling), and she was sure they were "rum 
runners" because it was a dry county, and there 
were cars stopping by all night. After informing 
Bob of  this, he said "We have to get out of  here; 
if  this place is raided, we could be implicated." 

Back to the realtor! We got addresses of  two 
empty units but both had outdoor plumbing! Back 
again! The couple who owned the local cleaners 
had an apartment currently rented to a pilot; it 
would be available at the end of  the month. It had 
two rooms upstairs and a bedroom, kitchen and 
bath downstairs. The only catch was that there was 
no heat upstairs and the downstairs had a kerosene 
heater with a tank that lasted about twelve hours 
and heated only the bedroom and kitchen. We 
could keep Bugle and it had a nice backyard. We 
took it and hoped the police wouldn't get wind of  
our current landlord until we had moved. By then 
we had a slight suspicion of  Junior’s whereabouts. 

The couple had left the place clean but the rug 
looked questionable. Lifting the corner, I 
discovered roach larvae, so we hauled it out to the 
clothesline. The bathroom was always freezing for 
Bob in the morning because it was heated from 
the main house and their heat didn't turn on until 
7:00. Bob left for the airfield at 5:30. We survived, 
even through a February storm.  

About two months into our stay I noticed that 
Bugle's food was scattered around his bowl every 
morning. One night we took him for a walk and 
the dog food was scattered when we returned. I 
told the landlady who replied, “My goodness, 
honey, I bet those wharf  rats have uncovered that 
hole behind your stove. Here is some rat poison. 
Mix it up with the dog food, roll it into balls and 
drop them behind the stove. After a couple days 
my husband will block the hole again." This was a 
new kind of  cooking lesson, but it worked. No 
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Brehani 
BY RUTH SHEARER 

Brehani was born into a nomadic tribe in South 
Sudan near the border with Ethiopia. When she 
was about six months old, she was accidentally 
dropped in the cooking fire, badly burning her 
feet and lower legs. She probably would have died 
soon, but her parents cared enough to make the 
long trek to the mission hospital in Dembi Dollo, 
Ethiopia. They left Brehani there and returned to 
their tribe. 

The mission surgeon had to amputate Brehani’s 
legs above the knees in order to save her life. She 
healed well and was soon rolling and 
bouncing around with a happy 
disposition and an easy smile. She 
became the darling of  the hospital 
staff  as the weeks and months 
went by with no one coming to 
claim her. At first, they wondered 
if  Brehani had been forgotten, but 
as she grew, they realized that a child 
without legs would be unwelcome and unable to 
carry her load in a nomadic tribe. Her parents 
were thinking of  her welfare when they left her 
with the strange foreigners who knew how to 
cure the sick and mend broken bodies. 

In the summer of  1968, I got a call from my 
husband’s cousin Mary, asking if  I would be 
willing to accept and deal with their mail for three 
to six months while she and her husband, Wes, 
and three children flew to Ethiopia to volunteer 
in a mission hospital. Wes was a surgeon in the 
U.S. Public Health Service and had earned three 
month’s vacation after which he hoped to take 
leave without pay for another three months. He 
had heard of  the need for a surgeon there from 
his brother who was a missionary in southern 
Sudan. I quickly accepted the task of  financial 
secretary knowing I would be in close 
communication with them during their 
adventures. 

When Wes and Mary and their children arrived in 
Dembi Dollo, they met Brehani and quickly fell in 
love with her. By then the hospital staff  were 
looking for a better home for her as she was about 
three years old. Our cousins offered to adopt her 

into their family and bring her back with them to 
their home in Bellevue, Washington. After three 
months, the Public Health Service would not give 
Wes permission to take leave without pay on the 
grounds that such an arrangement would be a 
violation of  the separation of  church and state! 
The paper work for bringing Brehani to the 
United States was not completed and they had to 
hurry home without her. 

After several more months, the papers were 
finally ready, and a missionary coming home on 
leave brought Brehani to her new family. She 
remembered them and was as delighted as they 
were. Soon after, we were invited to meet the 
new member of  our extended family. She was a 

busy little girl, bouncing across the floor 
and into the laps of  her family members, 
and even up and down stairs. Her long 

arms were very strong and could 
propel her wherever she wanted 
to be. She didn’t yet speak 
English, but seemed to 

understand it quite well. 

Wes soon had Brehani fitted with 
artificial legs, but she didn’t want 
to wear them. They slowed her 

down too much. She was not 
bothered by the fact that other people 

had legs and feet until she started to 
school. Then she was willing to wear them 

to be more like the other children. She was still 
a very black child in a very white neighborhood, 
but with three older siblings looking out for her 
welfare, no one dared make an issue of  that. She 
was an able student and graduated with her class. 
She went to a college in southern California and 
found a job with an airline in Phoenix, Arizona. 

We did not see Brehani during her high school 
and college years. Then Mary and Wes invited us 
to their fiftieth wedding anniversary reception. 
All of  their children were there, including 
Brehani. She was a very poised and beautiful 
young woman, happy with her job, her friends 
and her home, now doing office work for an 
insurance company. Brehani is not at all out of  
place in the diversity of  a large American city like 
Phoenix in spite of  her humble origins and 
disastrous accident. ✦ 

SOUTH

SUDAN



 

Travel 
BY RUTH W. SHEARER 

Through all the years I 
worked for pay, 
I traveled frequently. 
In cities’ fine hotels I’d stay, 
Alone with lonely me. 
Sometimes there’d be a 
minute free 
To wander down the street; 
But shopping’s not my cup of  tea 
And cities not my beat. 
The jetting life got harder when 
My back got weak and sore; 
My husband chose retirement then; 
Now travel’s not a bore! 

We drive to Elderhostel sites 
Where welcome is so warm. 
Each class our interest would ignite 
And friendships quickly form. 
In San Clemente hostelry 
We studied birds and whales; 
We learned of  cosmic mystery 
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Bizarre Happenings? Really!   
BY MARY JO SHAW 

Bizarre things are happening here in Washington 
State–– Lacey, Parkland, Olympia, Tenino, 
Centralia, and Sumner…and in churches, halls, 
college campus grounds. I kid you not! I have 
proof  from fellow residents at Panorama who can 
verify my stories. We pay between $25 to $75 to 
reserve a place. It’s usually worth it! 

Only on weekends do these experiences take place. 
We pack up snacks and drinks (no liquor…we’d 
never do that…it’s bizarre enough! We must be 
really alert in order to get the most out of  our 
encounter). Once I ran out of  my supplies in the 

And Spanish mission tales. 
Borrego Springs RV was fun; 
We studied desert lore, 
How beasts and Indians beat the sun 
And mammoths roamed of  yore. 

At Glacier Bay we lived on a boat 
And watched the humpbacks play; 
Dahl’s porpoises, and seals afloat 
On icebergs filled each day. 
We watched a Mardi Gras parade  
At Mississippi Beach; 
Black gospel music, art, and trade, 
And sea life they did teach. 
Lake County, Oregon, RV 
Showed lava caves, and lakes. 
With ranching, birds, and history,  
A grand loop tour it makes. 

At Elderhostel in Nogales 
We studied Mexico. 
Its music, crafts, and art still call, 
But we’re too old to go. 
Our last adventure, we explored 
Aboard a schooner tall; 
We toured the San Juan Islands where 
We learned the sails to haul. 
Each Elderhostel’s so unique 
We’d not run out of  spots 
Where local color we could seek 

first two hours of  a six-hour stay in Parkland. I 
could not leave. In the fall, one event lasted a 
long eight hours! 

Yes, my friends are Panorama residents Chuck 
and Kathy Lee. (She’s the author of  those darling 
children’s and tweens’ books, including her 
newest hard copy of  When Grandma’s False Teeth 
Fly.) She and I scout out the various bazaars. 
Chuck drives us and stays to assist as she sells her 
books and I sell my Convent to Catwalk books. 

Bizarre?? (Pardon the pun.) For sure! When I had 
four more hours to go and I was clean out of  my 
26 books. Ms. Lady-in-charge remarked, “I bet 
everyone here wishes for that kind of  problem!” 

BAZAAR?!? Yes, in a bizarre kind of  way! ✦
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Under The Yellow Umbrella II 
 BY JEAN PHILLIPS 
Preparation, hauling, weeding and clearing out, 
Head filled with visions and plans, memories of  

past gardens,  
3–D Kodachrome colored 

expectations. 
My garden––a promise, 

a chance to 
start anew. 

A clean 
slate––
well, 
not really clean, let’s just say blank.  

Another season of  growing––a hope–– 
For bounty and beauty. 
Creating something new from “not much.” 

I feel the familiar warmth of  sun on my head and 
back.  

It feels good to stoop and bend, stretching long 
under-used muscles,  

Working out the kinks and fuzzy thoughts of  
winter. 

In spring a dormant unmet need arises from 
within; 

I recognize it as an important avenue to 
creativity. 

This is what I have been missing. 
Some call it a hobby, even an obsession. I see it as 

a need, 
A pathway, a spiritual connection––me and the 

earth. 

The fun of  planting seeds and choosing starts, 
A veritable United Nations of  vegetables, 
Brussels sprouts, Swiss chard, French haricot 

verts,  
Humble peas, bush beans, six varieties of  

tomatoes, lettuce and squash; 
Roses, cosmos, lavender, zinnias, peonies and 

dahlias, 
A place to sit, and a water feature for the birds, 
Herbs brought from other places, planted in new 

spaces, 
All nurtured by the sun, good soil and love. 

The thrill of  first growth––soft sweet leaves of  
spring lettuce, 

Yellow squashes peek out from under spiky 
green canopies, 

The crimson stemmed leaves of  Swiss 
chard glisten in the sun, 

While bees dart in and out among scarlet 
blossoms. 

Soon green beans will dangle down, near 
their luscious sisters–– 

Juicy red tomatoes, 
enticing––ready for the 

picking. 
Peas have already 

been harvested 
and eaten,  
Making way 

for a second crop of  beans and collard 
greens. 

Sun, hotter now, full summer is upon us––
the garden responds. 

The miracle of  tiny seeds a few months 
ago, now plants 

Big enough to throw their own shade.  
Sparsely filled rows and pots, now 

overflowing, 
Flowers everywhere, adding to the summer 

show.  
Everyone here in a contest to give away–– 

Friday Share 
Or just with our immediate garden 

neighbors.  
How can anyone be stingy amidst such 

abundance? 

I have a cozy sitting spot with a chair, pots 
of  flowers, and a yellow umbrella–– 

A shady connection with my former 
home––  

But I rarely sit down, there is so much to 
do. 

Yet I know it is important to stop, 
appreciate these moments. 

Glorious diversity, community, each garden 
and gardener unique, 

pouring a bit of  themselves into their own 
little plot of  space; 

What a wonderful way to know each other.  
The cycle of  life plays out in microcosm–– 

The magic of  summer emerges as I watch 
from under my yellow umbrella. ✦ 
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The Devil's Nose	
BY SALLY VOGEL 

We climb the cold steel rungs of  a ladder	
that takes us to our perch atop a freight car  
 loaded with cement and planks	
	 and the miscellaneous paraphernalia of  living 	
whose destiny is somewhere 	
	 in the warmer lands below. 

Back-to-back along the rooftop spine, 	
we crowd in amongst youthful wanderers, 	
who are here because the guidebooks say it's a 

must. 

Uncomfortably seated on cushions rented for one 
dollar, 	

We anxiously await the start of  a journey with no 
destination	

	 Merely along for the ride,	
	 Voyeurs of  lives that are not ours	
	 In a land we do not call “home." 

Past muddy yards where pigs and dogs 	
search the detritus for a mouthful of  something…

anything…	
Past towns where children laugh 	
and a man lies drunken in a doorway	
And around the lake totora, cut for cattle feed. 

Past Puyas and silky ichu 	
 glistening in the hard Andean sun 
Past men in red ponchos 	
 and women in pink blouses and black mantas 
 whose loose disheveled hair escapes from 

under a tan bowler 

 (where did the proud braids go?) 
Past fields of  corn growing in lush green perfection	
And past freshly tilled black soils	
still rich from their recent volcanic past. 

Past straight-stemmed begonias,	
Scarlet punctuations on the gray-green hillsides,	
And along canyon walls, death-drop steep,	
Where we zig and zag our way 
to the safety of  the canyon floor. 

While on the roof	
the diminutive vendor, black hair, black eyes 	
 and cheeks a brown mosaic beneath his railroad 

cap, 
Makes his way along the edge	
Sustained by foreign hands.	
But few will buy his lollipops,	
 Ten for a dollar. ✦ 

AUTHOR’S NOTE: This was written after riding atop a 
railroad car in Ecuador down “The Devil’s Nose,” a famous ride.

The Sacred: Seven 
Possibilities Inspired by Rumi 
BY KAREN SHANOWER 
One:  Of  course, your own deep and rich 

meanings are sacred; and yet—and yet—
the cosmic sacred swirls beyond you and 
beyond meaning. 

Two: The sacred is my soul encountering your 
soul;  the connecting link vanishes.  

Three: The sacred invites us to approach the 
silence. 

Four: The sacredness of  life washes around 
you while washing away nothing; bathe 
in it. 

Five: Poetry is sacred when it attempts to 
express the inexpressible. 

Six: Sacredness infuses a place or building—
or your heart—because of  what occurs 
there. 

Seven: Perceiving the sacred is like watching hair 
turn silvery gray. At first, a few strands 
glimmer among the dark;  but if  you 
look long enough, the dark will soften 
into shimmering silver. ✦
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A Mother’s Memories
BY KAREL METCALF 

My little girls too used to be like those  
Obediently standing 

by the side of  the road  
Lunch box in one hand, 

papers clutched in the other  
Waiting for the bus that 

took them away from their Mother  
But now they’re half  grown 

soon to be on their own 

I, a mother, watch my daughters enter “teendom”  
 Their little girlish ways are fading 
Their breasts like swollen buds 
 push out from their spindly frame 
Like a deepening shadow  
 the hair gradually appears 
A shyness of  their bodies 
 their bedroom doors begin to close 
Their minds ignite  
 their independent thoughts express 
And I am no longer the sole molder  
 of  this precious clay 

Her room has never seemed so vacant  
Though I’ve walked in before when she was 
absent 

Her bed so finally made  
 Her books and pictures carefully laid 
No expectations in this room 
 of  my daughters return soon 
No pile of  clothes in careless heaps  
 to soon be washed and folded neat 
An emptiness, a loss; such strife 
 A dancing joyful spirit gone from my daily life 

They leave to live their own lives  
 but my need to give still lives 
Grown and gone  
 How sad the song 
Letting go is full of  pain 
 Joy and sorrow wax and wane 
My life meanders on 
 My child sings out a distant song 

My darling little Hannah 
My precious Jesh 
You’ve gone and grown up on us 

your worried parents left  
I cry for you, I’d die for you 
I want your life complete 

with love, and joy, 
 and strength to meet defeat 

Oh will you ever know my dears  
 the tears, the grief, the pain 
 of  letting go of  daughters  
 for their independence gained 
Your early years I cherish 
 those carefree childhood days  
 when love between us easily flowed 

not filtered through a maze 

Your Mom will always love you 
 no matter what or who or why 
Your happiness means all to me 
So please before I die  
 come sit and hug your aging mom  
 and let her have her cry. ✦ 

EPILOGUE: One never really knows the love, the joy and willing 
sacrifice for children until you have them yourself.

Fog 

BY SUE PRINCE 

Mysterious fathomless grey. Enter. Allow that strong 
nerve 
of  memory to echo from icy cave ceilings, a frozen 
dagger 

that pierces the pool of  mind sediment. A street lamp 
burns brightly near a house with foggy windows 

and a red door. It cradles forgotten narratives  
that shine flickers of  light into soul-robbing 
emotions. 

The mysterious veil may lift in one corner  
like a book’s ear-marked page to which one must 
return. 

The force that stirs sluggish minds to blossom, 
flourish, 
also allows a fragile newness to emerge just as the 
atmosphere  

sweeps the pewter gloom into invisible dustbins 
to polish the sky a bright, blue topaz. ✦
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Imagine! 
BY KRISTI MORRISH 

Look at change through a new lens. 
Step inside your imagination. 

Let your thoughts float to pretend. 
Change is bringing an end to an end. 

NOW is your time to begin again. 

Create new thoughts…a new view of  you. 
You’re on an adventure––not even you knew! ✦ 

EDITOR’S NOTE: These two poems were contributed by 
new resident Kristi Morrish, both from her volume of  poetry, 
The Upside of  Change, now available in Gifts, etc. Written 
earlier, they particularly reflect her reinvented life at Panorama.

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  possible. Edits may occur 
for structure, grammar, clarity 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. Deadline 
August 15, 2019 for the October issue.

Reinventing Yourself 
BY KRISTI MORRISH 

Wondering, Pondering, 
Lingering, Wandering, 

All part of  slowing the pace. 

Breathing, Releasing, 
Unleashing, Relieving, 

All part of  creating more space. 

Reinventing, Rediscovering, 
Reminding, Rewinding, 

All part of  beginning anew. 

Opening, Revealing, 
Stretching, Reaching, 

All part of  being a New You! ✦

More from the Editor 
BY BECKY ANDERSON 

Life at Panorama brings us 
closer to nature, regardless of  
the season. We live in an 
arboretum, tended by the 
Panorama gardening staff; a 
large number of  residents tend 
gardens in their homes, at the 
Pollinator Garden, and at the 
common garden acreage, the 
Pea Patch.  

This July issue of  The Voice arrives in the middle of  
the summer season; vegetable and flower gardens 
are burgeoning with gifts from nature which offer 
us the best of  taste, nutrition, and beauty to 
maintain our good health. 

The Pea Patch has a newly constructed grape arbor 
social space named The Blue Zone by those who 
built it. Blue Zone refers to the five zones identified 
around the world as places where people live much 
longer than average. Perhaps Panorama will become 
a sixth Blue Zone. Here we certainly experience 
good nutrition, healthy physical activity, and social 
engagement, three of  the hallmarks of  Blue Zones. 

Linda Crabtree is responsible for the new look of  
The Voice. She has been bringing her talents to the 
design and production of  this journal since the 
April 2018 issue. This quarter, she has received the 
blessing of  Panorama management to produce The 
Voice in color. Thank you, Linda for your 
commitment to this publication. Thank you, 
residents, for your support of  our efforts; we 
welcome all resident contributions to The Voice.  
Enjoy the summer! ✦
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