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Welcome New Residents!

Jane Parks 
BY BERTA KASMAR 

By the time you read this, Jane will 
have returned from a three-week 
hiking trip to Norway, Finland, 
and Ireland. Jane has hiked in 
many places, including Patagonia 
and Chile. In addition to hiking, 
Jane’s interests include biking, 
knitting, weaving, and genealogy. 
“There is no other place with all 

of  these activities,” Jane said. “And Panorama has 
the nicest people on earth.” 

Jane was born in Pittsburgh, PA, and lived there 
until she finished her bachelor’s degree at 
Gettysburg College. She then earned a master’s 
degree in English at Arizona State University. For 
40 years Jane taught English to junior high and 
high school students in Arizona, Hawaii, and Utah.  

While on a hiking trip in Nepal, Jane became 
friends with a fellow hiker who was from 
Panorama. After visiting Panorama, Jane decided to 
sell her house in Utah and move here. She said, “I 
have pulled my last weed and will do no more 
snow shoveling.” Her son still lives in Utah; her 
daughter lives in California.  

Jane said she definitely will explore volunteer 
opportunities at Panorama. She would like to work 
with young adults who need a little mentoring. ✦ 

301 Chinook, x5668

volunteer in the Library. As avid hikers, they have 
signed up for hikes with Steve. They are delighted 
with the Library and the Aquatic and Fitness 
Center. 

They describe Panorama as “living in a garden,” 
and cannot believe their good fortune to have 
found Paradise. ✦ 

1414 Sleater Kinney Rd., x 5439 

Bruce & Nancy Hanson 
BY ROSEMARY SHOLD 

Bruce and 
Nancy feel like 
kids in a candy 
store! They are 
thrilled to be 
living in 
Panorama and 
love all that 
Panorama has 

to offer.  

They met as students at the University of  Colorado 
(Boulder) and will celebrate their 50th anniversary in 
2020. Bruce has a BA in psychology from the 
University of  Colorado (Boulder) and a MA in 
Library Science from the University of  Denver. 
Nancy has a BA and a MA in English from Temple 
University and the University of  Colorado 
(Denver) respectively.  

After a career in academic and public libraries, Bruce 
retired in 2014 from the Denver Public Library. 
Nancy says that her career has not been a straight 
line but has had several curves in it. She was an 
administrative assistant for the Doylestown, 
Pennsylvania, city government, worked in a law 
office, and taught English courses. 

They discovered Panorama through a magazine 
article about Olympia in American Craft magazine 
which closed with a brief  statement on the 
blossoming art community in nearby Panorama. 
Further investigation into Panorama confirmed 
that their hobbies and interests matched perfectly 
with the various activity groups and studios on 
campus.  

Nancy’s avocations are the fiber arts, writing and 
gardening. Currently, Bruce is learning to play jazz 
piano and to draw. Past hobbies have included 
photography and pottery. Nancy plans to join the 
Weaving Studio and the Pea Patch. Bruce loves to 
run on campus with its landscaped grounds and 
minimal traffic. He has already been recruited as a 
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Steve Tilley & Chris Parke  
BY PEGGY JAMERSON 

Since I had 
met Steve at a 
meeting prior 
to our 
conversation, 
I felt like I 
was visiting 
old friends as 
these new 

neighbors are so welcoming! 

Steve is from the East Coast; Chris from Iowa. 
They met when both were attending the 
University of  North Carolina majoring in Public 
Health. His master’s is in environmental science; 
hers in health administration. Steve spent two 
years in the Peace Corps in Malaysia doing TB 
control before receiving his master’s. They 
married after that. 

Their careers finally brought them and their two 
children to Olympia. Steve worked for several 
state agencies including the Department of  
Ecology in Shoreline Management. Chris 
worked in aging and adult services for DSHS for 
25 years.  

Prior to Steve’s retirement, he became a 
consultant in water quality planning in 
Indonesia. After Chris retired, Steve suggested 
they move to the small island country of  Saipan 
to work in shoreline management. 

Saipan is a US. commonwealth that relies on 
tourism dollars. When Saipan celebrated the 60th 
anniversary of  the invasion of  the island during 
WWII, Chris was asked to help plan the event to 
honor and recognize those who fought. 
Afterwards, she was asked to be the director for 
the Chamber of  Commerce which enabled them 
to travel to many countries in the Far East. 

They returned to the US. in 2009, fully retired. 
Their friends, Mike Wills and Dotti Wilke, told 
them they were taking a tour of  Panorama and 
asked Steve and Chris if  they wanted to join 
them. Both couples signed up that day. Steve 

David Pelto & Judith 
Anderegg  
BY JEAN GARWOOD 

David and 
Judith are 
“settled” in 
their small 
temporary 
place and 
have made it 
home by 
covering the 

walls with 
their Alaskan art collection. This active couple 
lived in Alaska for over 50 years each, moving 
with their families at a young age. 

David graduated from Linfield College with a 
theater major and a language arts teaching 
certification for grades 7–12. Judith has two 
master’s degrees and majored in sociology, 
public administration and elementary education. 
David taught high school drama and English. 
Judith taught second through fourth grades and 
worked as an administrator in both the Office of  
the Governor and for the President of  the 
Alaska State Senate. 

and Chris had an easy move since they sold their 
long-time home to their daughter. 

Steve is still involved as a Big Brother and is a 
mediator with the Dispute Resolution Center. 
Both enjoy hiking and gardening in their pea 
patch. They are also part of  a large group of  
residents who attend Olympia Unitarian 
Universalist Church. Steve is already involved at 
Encore, MYN, CERT training and the wood 
shop. Chris is looking forward to working in the 
Clay Studio. 

We extend a warm welcome to this charming and 
engaging couple! ✦ 

1932 Circle Loop, x5529
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Ted & Diane Seagroves  
BY KRISTI MORRISH 

Warmth and 
laughter greet 
any guest 
visiting the 
home of  Ted 
and Diane 
Seagroves. 
Equally happy 
are their cats, 

Woo (hiding) and Brother (curious). Ted and Diane 

describe their art collection of  paintings, pottery, 
and carvings as “eclectic.” Their own stories hold 
the same intrigue as their art. 

Diane’s health care career began in Phoenix, 
Arizona, immediately after high school 
graduation. She worked in radiation therapy, x-ray 
technology, and nuclear medicine, becoming 
nationally certified in the latter two. Working in 
large hospital systems in Phoenix, she was an 
early advocate for equal pay and parity among her 
colleagues.  

Moving to California in 1974, Diane became 
board certified in vascular ultrasound. Fifteen 
years later she was enticed by Surgical Associates, 
a physician’s group in Olympia, to help open a 
vascular lab. Diane moved to Olympia, started a 
new job, and met her husband Ted––all in 1989. 
She retired from the work she loved in 2008. 

Ted grew up in San Diego, graduating with a 
business degree from San Diego State University. 
He was impressed with the Northwest after 
visiting an Air Force buddy here in 1975. Ted 
moved here and began a 30-year career with 
Thurston County. Retired as an IT expert from 
the public works department, he recalls managing 
the first personal computer at Thurston 
County––an IBM PC on a cart! 

Ted and Diane came to Panorama from their 
home and garden in a secluded forest, high on a 
hill above the Skokomish Valley overlooking 
Hood Canal. They chose Panorama because of  
the excellent reputation, garden settings, and an 
option to live “high up” surrounded with light, 
sunsets, and terrace gardens. 

Diane is an avid gardener with lush deck plants. 
She is interested in the Pea Patch and the 
Pollinator Garden. Her love of  books, reading, 
and art are equal passions. Early in Ted’s career 
he did some technical illustration and loved it. He 
has been reviving his art talents and is letting 
them flourish here. 

Together, Ted and Diane often walk through the 
neighborhoods and on the Chehalis Western 
Trail. Their sense of  humor and laughter travel 
with them.  

321 Chinook x5433 

David and Judith built a log cabin on their remote 
property near the foot of  Mt. Denali. They 
particularly enjoyed being there during fall and 
winter as they are avid hunters and fishers. They 
still keep fish and game in their freezer. 

Adventure travel is a big part of  David and 
Judith’s life. Downhill skiing is one of  their 
passions which they plan on doing “until they 
can’t.” They also enjoy sailing, cruising, train 
travel and hiking. They typically plan two years 
out for many of  their adventures. 

When Judith and David realized Alaska was going 
to be a tough place to be without family as they 
aged, they started looking at CCRCs. They found 
Panorama to be the best place for them. They 
wanted an independent lifestyle, four seasons, and 
the proximity of  family. They miss the mountains 
and magnificence of  the north country, but they 
have fallen in love with the big trees at Panorama. 

Being active, this couple has already found the 
Green Team, Grey Resistance Indivisible, 
Democratic Study Group, and the Fitness Center. 
Judith hopes to join the recorder group when she 
finds it. They also hope to find a small group of  
folks interested in reading (rereading?) and 
discussing Freethinkers by Susan Jacoby. Anyone 
want to start a book group? ✦ 

1731 Circle Loop x 5396
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Elmer & Sharon Collins 
BY ROSEMARY SHOLD 

Sharon’s green 
thumb is very 
much in 
evidence as one 
approaches 
their lovely 
home. On 
display are 
colorful 

annuals, an enormous hanging fuchsia, lots of  
shade plants and a wind chime or two. It is a 
wonderful welcome to Elmer and Sharon’s home. 
Although both are originally from the Midwest 
(Elmer from Wisconsin and Sharon from 
Nebraska), their respective families moved to 
Washington when they were children. 

Elmer has a bachelor’s of  business administration 
degree from the University of  Wisconsin; Sharon 
graduated from Highline College as a registered 
nurse. In 1997, Elmer retired from the 
Washington Department of  Transportation where 
he designed computer systems in accounting. As 
Sharon said, “When Elmer retired, so did I.”  

Having lived in Lacey, they were familiar with 
Panorama and considered it a part of  “their long 
term plan.” Rather than place a burden on their 
son and daughter who live in the area to make 
age-related decisions for them, they elected to 
prepare for their future on their own. They are 
extremely happy with their choice of  Panorama. 

Music is a big part of  their life. Elmer plays the 
euphonium (an instrument similar to a tuba) in 
the New Horizons Band; Sharon is the master of  
ceremonies for the band. Sharon, a vocalist, has 
sung with Entertainment Explosion and WOW 
(Wrinkles of  Washington). Although they are 
currently active with community activities 
outside of  Panorama, they expect to become 
more involved in Panorama activity groups as 
time goes on. 

During their interview, out popped the most 
interesting tidbits. Sharon was a flight attendant 
for United Airlines until her marriage to Elmer. At 
that time flight attendants were “grounded” when 

they married. Elmer was a Navy sonarman on a 
destroyer, the USS Hunt. Musicians were especially 
chosen to be sonarmen because they could detect 
differences in pitch. Join me in welcoming this very 
interesting and lively couple to Panorama. ✦ 

3949 Woodmere Lane, x 5552 

Becky Sisler  

BY BETTY HUMMEL 

Becky joins us following a very 
interesting life. She grew up on a 
farm/ranch in Nebraska where 
her mother’s family had been 
pioneers. Becky has a rhubarb 
plant that originally came from 
Indiana. As she and her siblings 
left home, they were each given a 
start from the original plant; 

Becky’s is currently settling into her pea patch. 

Becky spent her college years at the University of  
Nebraska with undergraduate degrees in education 
and social studies, then followed up with a master’s 
degree in history, and time in the ROTC. 
Afterward, she was commissioned and began her 
US Army adventures: Germany for 3.5 years, 
followed by an assignment as a company 
commander in Okinawa, and her final posting as a 
ROTC instructor at a college in Tennessee.  

After her military retirement Becky chose the 
Pacific Northwest and came to Olympia where she 
began work in human resources with a series of  
state agencies. She especially enjoyed her 
involvement with the Department of  Natural 
Resources where she did management and 
supervisory training as well as developing training 
curricula. 

In 2014 Becky lost her “soul mate” partner of  27 
years and has been alone since. He was a Viet Nam 
veteran and began the Veterans for Peace 
organization here in Olympia. She is an avid reader 
and in the year after his death was invited to join a 
book club by a Panorama resident. This was her 
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Jeannine Mack 
BY JEAN GARWOOD 

Entering Jeannine’s home is 
like walking into the Old 
World. The apartment contains 
wonderful furnishings from 
Europe and Asia, beautiful art 
work, and tapestries from the 
15th century copied in 
needlepoint by Jeannine. 

Jeannine was born and raised in 
Paris. She experienced the horrors of  WWII as a 
teenager. Her father had been deported to 
Germany during the war, but was returned when 
he became ill. Her mother chose to stay in their 
apartment during the bombings since she deemed 
the shelters unhealthy. 

Jeannine met her Texas-born husband when he 
was stationed with the US military in Paris. They 
corresponded for four years during which time 
Jeannine worked as a secretary. They married 
when she was 30 years old. 

Stationed at Fort Lewis beginning in 1965, they 
settled in Olympia. Her husband was in the 
military for 20 years and was stationed in remote 
places. Jeannine remained in Olympia and did not 
relocate with him. During this period, she worked 
for five years at Panorama with Moe Loveless and 

Gerald Youngblood. She has many stories of  
Panorama when it was a for-profit enterprise. She 
then worked for the state of  Washington for 21 
years in the Department of  Labor and Industries. 
After her husband retired from the military, he 
worked for the Washington State Patrol. 

After the passing of  Jeannine’s husband, she 
stayed in her home at Cooper Point for ten years. 
When she felt it was time to move to Panorama, 
she waited for two and a half  years for the “right” 
unit. Her home is an expanded unit in the 
Chinook giving her lots of  light and space for her 
beautiful furnishings and art work. 

Jeannine has only been in her home for a short 
time and is still rather lost at Panorama. She 
reports that everyone at the Chinook has been 
very friendly and helpful. ✦ 

218 Chinook, x5935

introduction to Panorama. When keeping up her 
home became too much for her, she decided to 
move to Panorama, where other people take care 
of  those things. 

Becky is now in two book clubs and enjoys 
quilting, baking, cooking, and gardening. She 
helped with the Patio Sale and intends to use the 
pool when the gardening season is over. After her 
fall travels, she hopes to find a small dog to share 
her life. Welcome, Becky! ✦	

2512 Chambers Lake Lane x 5601

Kit & Carol Harma 

BY PEGGY JAMERSON 

The Harmas have 
had many life 
experiences 
worldwide. Kit 
grew up in 
Longview, 
Washington; 
Carol hails from 
Oregon where 

she graduated from Pacific University with a 
degree in education, then a master’s in library 
science from the State University of  New York 
(Albany). Kit spent two years in the Peace Corps 
in India helping to upgrade egg production and 
then finished his education in the social sciences 
at Washington State University. 

They met when they were living in the same 
apartment building in Oregon where Kit was 
working for Children’s Protective Services and 
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Carol worked as a librarian at Roseburg’s public 
library. The rest, as they say, is history. 

Later Kit worked for the housing authority in 
Oregon and Carol was an elementary school 
librarian. They lived in a cabin on Guemes Island 
near Anacortes part-time, then full time for 17 
years. There Kit was a land trust volunteer and a 
seastar wasting monitor. Carol volunteered with 
the historical society, wrote oral histories and 
founded a summer science camp for kids. 

The Harmas have one daughter who lives in 
Olympia; over the years they took in many 
exchange students. Spending a year in Australia 
through a teacher exchange, Kit was involved in 
the Australian Volunteer Coast Guard.  

They were seasoned RVers for many years and 
are now active bikers. Kit is most interested in 

Bob & Maria Jensen 
BY BERTA KASMAR 

Fifty-one years 
ago Bob joined 
the Peace 
Corps and was 
sent to 
Ecuador. 
There he met 
Maria at her 
uncle’s 

birthday party. Six months later they were married 
and lived for two years in Ecuador before moving 
back to Seattle in 1968.  

Bob, who was born in Washington, had learned 
Spanish in high school. He received a degree in 
history from Yale University and then earned a law 
degree from the University of  Washington before 
joining the Peace Corps. 

When they returned to Seattle, Bob worked for the 
Attorney General of  Washington for 24 years. He 
then was appointed by Governor Booth Gardner 
to the Shoreline Hearings Board and the 
Washington State Pollution Control Board on 

which he served for 12 years. Maria, whose 
parents were teachers, taught Spanish to school 
students and served as a secretary at the Civil 
Aviation Office. 

The couple has two sons, one in Texas and one in 
Washington. Their daughter, adopted in Ecuador 
when she was five months old, lives nearby. Two 
years ago the couple’s children, 11 grandchildren, 
and two great grandchildren joined them in 
Ecuador to celebrate their 50th wedding 
anniversary. 

Both Maria and Bob are missionaries for their 
church. After Bob retired in 2004, the couple 
spent six months each year serving at jails in the 
United States and six months at jails in Ecuador 
ministering to inmates.  

In addition, Bob is involved in environmental 
work. He is interested in politics and was on the 
Lacey City Council for 10 years. Both like to play 
tennis and enjoy bicycling. Panorama welcomes 
this energetic couple. ✦ 

201 Chinook, x5642 

volunteering in the outside community and Carol 
in quilting, mahjong, and the Tillicum Guild. 

It’s a small world. Kit’s high school class included 
resident Wendy Taylor, and through the grapevine 
they heard she had moved to a place called 
“Panorama.” On their first visit, they were 
attracted by the pool, the activities, the bike trail 
and the fact that they had many choices of  
housing. 

You will enjoy getting to know these interesting 
people if  you can find them; they spend the winter 
months in Tucson where they volunteer at Saguaro 
National Park. Welcome Kit and Carol! ✦ 

2210 Chambers Lake Lane, x5540 
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After the company moved them several places in 
the Northwest they settled in Olympia 40 years 
ago. Despite their four children being scattered, 
they chose Panorama after hearing about it from a 
co-worker at Upjohn who came here to live many 
years ago. 

Marilou did some secretarial work before the 
children were born as well as after they were in 
school. Her longest employment was with Pat’s 
Bookery, a long time institution in downtown 
Olympia. As a family they did a lot of  hiking and 
skiing, but switched to golf  after the kids were 
gone. Tom’s vascular condition has made them 
give that up. 

Both are active members of  St Michael Catholic 
Church, Tom as a volunteer at the clothing 
ministry and Marilou at St. Peter Hospital. She 
enjoys her friends in the book club at church, 
several of  whom are residents of  Panorama. Join 
me in welcoming the Nolans to Panorama! ✦ 

221 Quinault x 5079 

Tom & Marilou Nolan 
BY BETTY HUMMEL 

Marilou and 
Tom are both 
native Wash-
ingtonians, she 
from Bremerton 
and he from 
Seattle. They 
met 64 years ago 
at Seattle 

University where he was studying chemistry and 
biology, and she was preparing for a secretarial 
career. 

For 36 years he was a sales rep for the Upjohn 
Pharmaceutical Company, a job he loved. For the 
final eight years with Upjohn he was their lobbyist 
in four Northwest legislatures. He commented that 
politics are very different from sales.  

I Thought I Smelled 
Something Good 
BY ERNESTA BALLARD 

Fannie Farmer visited our campus recently. She was 
joined by Irma Rombauer and Mrs. Simon Kander. 
Betty Crocker appeared, too, in the person of  her 
living trademark, Adelaide Cumming. They were 
not actually here, of  course; these icons of  early 
twentieth-century cooking were represented by their 
avatar, the late summer bounty of  fruit laden trees.  

They lingered near the time of  the full moon in 
August. If  you sat quietly in the early evening as the 
moon rose you might become aware of  
others–– grandmothers, aunties, 
cooks up from the galleys of  
working boats, spinsters from the 
kitchens of  their boarding 
houses. I thought that maybe I 
heard whispers but it was actually 
cascades of  laughter. Joy. Small 
shadows where one or two gathered. 

Ghostly comings and goings. There was a beautiful 
cinnamon breeze. 

This was a celebration. Perhaps a requiem. A flash 
mob suddenly seduced from well deserved rest. 
They came to see for themselves. They came 
because of  the applesauce. From kitchens 
unaccustomed to production cooking wafted the 
perfect aroma of  softly simmering apples. Peeling, 
coring and paring blistered old hands.  

Large pots were taken down from high shelves. Old 
recipes consulted, even some who had never tried 
before made applesauce. Behind this bonanza was a 
lovely old tree. And a pusher. Those who came 
anywhere near the tree were pressed to take home 

its fruit. It was impossible to decline. Bags 
to carry appeared. The best apples 

were offered. How does one 
decline?  

The ethereal spirits smiled. The 
applesauce was good. Their work 

was done. Nothing had changed in 
the century since their day. ✦
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What Does the Future Hold at 
Mount Rainier? 

BY CLEVE PINNIX 

Editor’s Note: Cleve Pinnix, a former NPS Park Ranger at 
Mount Rainier, serves on The Olympian’s 2019 Board of  
Contributors. This essay appeared in the 27 June 2019 issue 
of  The Olympian, and is reprinted with permission. 

 “If  you do not change direction, you may end up 
where you are heading.” - Laozi. 

Mount Rainier, the great icon of  our region, 
dominates our eastern skyline, rearing nearly three 
miles into the sky above tidewater. Its profile is 
instantly recognizable, even on our license plates. 
On sunny summer days, we jam area highways, 
drawn to the massive volcano for both recreation 
and inspiration. 

But what does the future hold for basic access to the 
National Park? In November 2006, a wet Pacific 
storm pushed inland, stalled over Mt. Rainier, and 
dropped 18 inches of  rain. The devastation was 
incredible. Roads, trails, and utility lines were cut. The 
entire park was closed for six long months. The 
repair bill came to some $36 million. 

The former Carbon River road is now a trail, closed 
to vehicles at the park boundary. The West Side road 
is now truncated, no longer allowing vehicle access to 
an entire suite of  trailheads along its former route. 
The Sunshine Point campground is no more, 
gobbled up by the rampaging Nisqually River. 

What’s happening in our beloved park? Mount 
Rainier carries roughly a cubic mile of  permanent 
snow and ice on its shoulders, more than all the rest 
of  the Cascade region’s volcanoes combined. But in a 
little over the past century, some 14.5 square miles of  
snow and ice have vanished. That’s about the same 
surface area as the entire city of  Tumwater––gone. 
The rate of  loss has accelerated in recent years. 

That snowmelt in turn exposes large expanses of  
glacial deposits, loose gravel and boulders, resting 
on steep slopes above the park’s rivers. As this 
material is washed into the rivers, the sediment 
builds up, causing aggradation.  

What’s that word? Time to learn a bit of  hydrology. 
We normally think of  rivers as cutting deeper into 
their channels. Aggradation is the opposite. When a 

river is overwhelmed by sediment, its stream bed 
actually rises as more material accumulates. 

Here’s a specific example: in the upper Nisqually 
River within the park, scientists measured the 
increase in height of  the river bed at over five feet 
after one storm. In that same vicinity, over about 
the last century, the river has aggraded 38 vertical 
feet. Picture a cross-section of  the river valley. It’s 
now filled with gravel and boulders to about the 
height of  a four story building above its former 
level. Where is this along the river? It’s right next to 
the main park road leading to Paradise. 

On the east side of  the park, the story is much the 
same. The White River, starting from the Emmons 

Glacier on the volcano’s northeast flank, is also 
aggrading. In places, the river bed is now 16 feet 
higher than Highway 410, the road that leads past 
the turnoff  to Crystal Mountain ski resort and 
through the park to the popular Sunrise area. 

Remember that 2006 storm that closed the park 
and caused so much damage? Over a decade later, 
the rivers in the park are even more impacted by 
enormous sediment loads. Their stream beds are 
higher. The upper areas of  their watersheds have 
lost more snow and ice cover, exposing more 
loose sediments. 

We are now one big Pineapple Express rainstorm 
away from major floods in the park that will destroy 
roads and other park improvements, cut off  access 
to this place we love, and cost millions of  scarce 
federal dollars to repair. 

People tend to choose up sides when the term 
“climate change” is used. That’s unfortunate. Facts 

Washout in November 2006 at Mt. Rainier.
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View Mount Rainier from 
Panorama 
BY VERL ROGERS 

Once in awhile in clear weather I like to go to the 
fifth or the top floor of  the Quinault and look out 
some 65 miles to the Mowich face of  Mount 
Rainier. We see the west side of  the mountain 
which is mostly snow, but it has two or three 
blotches of  rock. The rock makes a pattern the 
Chinook Indians called “Mowich” or “deer”, but I 
can't see any such animal in the blotches. 

Mount Rainier dominates the Puget Sound lowland, 
and seems to be a giant ice cream cone in the sky. 
Its snow cover is mostly white, but in the summer 
much snow melts and reveals wide areas of  rock. I 
climbed it in 1958 but went up too fast to become 
acclimated. At about 13,000 feet elevation, I found 
it hard to breathe and I barely made it to the 
summit at 14,411 feet. 

Looking from Lacey, on the left skyline we see 
Ptarmigan Ridge topped by white Liberty 
Cap. The skyline then dips to the right 
(south), then goes up a little to a round 
white blob which is a small summit crater 
called Columbia Crest, then another dip to 
the right, and a small rocky summit called 
Point Success, which leads down steeply in 
a ridge of  rock to the snowline at about 
8,000 feet. The Mowich face is a large 
triangle with its top at Liberty Cap. The left 
side of  the triangle is the skyline Ptarmigan 
Ridge and the right side is the Tahoma 
glacier in a trough. 

Geologists tell us there is a big ancient 
crater whose broken rim connects Liberty 

Cap, Columbia Crest, and Point Success, but it can 
only be seen on a map or from an airplane. 

A British Navy Commander, George Vancouver, 
captain of  the ship Discovery in 1792, spotted and 
named the mountain after his friend, Rear Admiral 
Peter Rainier. The ship at the time was on water we 
now call Puget Sound. In turn, Puget Sound was 
named after Peter Puget, a midshipman who in later 
years also became an admiral. 

There are active volcanic steam vents beneath the 
snowpack on the summit, and geologists tell of  
destructive mudslides that raced down the 
mountain, miles out from the base. The worst 
destructive potential of  Mt Rainier does not lie in 
an explosive eruption such as that of  Mt. St Helens, 
but rather a lahar, a violent type of  mudflow or 
debris flow composed of  a slurry of  pyroclastic 
material, rocky debris, and water which flows down 
a river valley. The present town of  Orting is built 
on an old mudslide between the Carbon and 
Puyallup Rivers. I would not live there. ✦

do not cease to exist, even if  they are ignored. 
There are careful studies documenting the change. 
The data showing what is changing at Mount 
Rainier is there to see, review, and debate. 

The dilemma of  climate change, and what we do––
or fail to do––to respond, is far beyond the scope 

of  this brief  essay. But for starters, we can educate 
ourselves to the reality of  change. We learn from 
examples, especially when those examples are 
something we care about. Next time you see The 
Mountain filling the sky, think about what it can 
teach us, if  we are willing to learn. ✦ 

Mowich Face of Mt. Rainier. Visible from 5th floor of Quinault.



 

Legacies 
BY PEGGY JAMERSON 

I suspect that most of  us did not meet our great-
grandparents, and, possibly, some not even our 
grandparents. But I often think of  them and the 
questions I would like to ask them. Many of  us 
may even know their stories because they have 
been passed down or have done some 
genealogical research to ferret out the history. We 
especially enjoy those versions that show some 
bravery or an infamous reputation. I personally 
don’t find any of  that in my ancestors’ history, yet 
I continue to wonder if  some of  their more 
positive traits have come through the bloodline to 
this generation. Where does our grit and 
tenaciousness come from? 

My maternal great-grandmother, Mary Ann Ross, 
was born in Ireland and immigrated to the United 
States when she was only 19, apparently by 
herself, since I have been unable to find any other 
information. I can’t even imagine how frightening 
that must have been––traveling to a new country 
without even knowing the language or having 
family here. It took a great deal of  bravery and 
resilience to make such a journey.  

Mary Ann ended up living in Michigan, married 
within a year and had a baby, my grandmother. 
And within a few years she had another husband. 
So far, I have been unable to discern what 
happened to her first husband, my grandmother’s 
Dad. I recognize the emotions she must have had 
as she tried to make a life for herself  and her child 
in a strange place without any family members 
close by. I have felt her confusion and loneliness 
from time to time in my own life. 

My paternal grandmother, Edna, was a dogged 
community volunteer during her married life. 
She was very active in her church where still 
today there is a guild named after her. I have a 
photo of  her in her Red Cross uniform during 
the First World War although I don’t know in 
what capacity she volunteered. My Dad told me 
she wasn’t home much when he was a child 
necessitating a nanny for him. I feel that some of  
her volunteering blood must have seeped into 
my DNA. 

STORIES

Unfortunately Edna was diagnosed with MS in 
her forties. She spent the next ten years bed 
ridden and passed away when I was two years 
old. There was no cure or even treatment for the 
disease then.  

When I think of  her in that situation for all those 
years it reminds me how very stoic and 

determined she must have been to make the best 
out of  a dreary situation that she knew was not 
going to have a good ending. She did have an 
excellent housekeeper and nurse during those 
years. After she died, my grandfather married the 
lovely Nora who had a very positive and long-
lasting influence on my life. 

So, as I think of  my heritage and those who have 
gone before me, I have to believe that a lot of  
who I am today had to have been passed down 
through the previous generations in many small 
ways. And I continue daily to be extremely 
grateful for those blessings! ✦	

Grandmother, Edna Jenny Rollett Willis (left), with 
another WWI Red Cross volunteers. 1918.
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•His mother, Mary O’Brien, was from Ireland. 
•He was an orphan. When he was about 12, 
his mother and brother Clifford were killed in a 
train accident on their way to visit relatives in 
New York. He ran away from home at age 14 
and returned to find that his father had taken 
his own life. 
•He said that he had worked as a hospital 
orderly although no one knows where or when. 
•He worked at University Cleaners, a Chicago 
dry cleaning establishment, and at one time 

dated the owner’s 
daughter, Mary 
Bickley. 
•He would 
occasionally go 
hunting in Maine when 
he was younger. 
The children and their 
mother were very 
skeptical and assumed 
most of  these were tall 
tales, but nothing 
could be verified. It 
was all they knew 
about their husband 

and father.  
I have been doing genealogical research on Lester 
Sr. for over 20 years. These were some of  the 
things I uncovered: 

•A copy of  an original Social Security 
Application from 1937 in the name of  Lester 
B. Hargrave, birth date of  August 12, 1907 
(NOT 1908), born in New Haven, 
Connecticut, not Norfolk, Virginia. His father 
was listed as Lester B. Hargrave and his mother 
was listed as Mary Ryan, not Mary O'Brien. His 
home address is listed in Chicago, as is his 
place of  employment, University Cleaners.  
•I requested birth certificates for Lester B. 
Hargrave from the Commonwealth of  Virginia 
and New Haven, Connecticut; both requests 
were returned indicating that no records were 
found under that name. 
•I did, in fact, find records that indicated he 
was in Chicago from 1937 on. The dry cleaners 
was listed in an old city directory, and a 

Unraveling a Genealogical  
Mystery 
BY ANNIE HARGRAVE 

This is my husband, Les Hargrave Jr.’s story, the 
20-year search for the truth about his father. 
Traditional genealogical research brought nothing 
but dead ends, but the development of  genetic 
data bases and researchers brought some answers 
and a new family. 

My husband’s mother was Margaret 
Anita Clark, from Lynchburg, 
Virginia. During WWII, Margaret’s 
cousin asked if  she would like to 
write to a friend of  his, a lonely 
Army buddy without family. She 
began a correspondence with 
Lester B. Hargrave Sr., and they 
met while he was on a furlough; 
soon thereafter, in 1943, they 
married. Margaret lived with her 
parents until her husband was 
discharged from the Army in 1948. 

The couple remained in Lynchburg 
where my husband and his sister 
were born. They then moved to Halifax, Virginia, 
where Lester Sr. was a building contractor as well 
as owner of  a carpet and tile retail store.  

The family moved to St. Lucie County, Florida, in 
the late 1950’s; Lester Sr. worked for the City of  
Ft. Pierce as a draftsman. As Margaret and Lester 
Sr. aged and needed more care, they moved to 
Charlotte, North Carolina, where they made their 
home with their daughter for their remaining 
years.  

These are the family story highlights, as told by 
Lester Sr. to his wife and children throughout 
the years: 

•His name was Lester B (no middle name) 
Hargrave, born August 12, 1908 in Norfolk, 
Virginia. 
•He had attended Maury High School in 
Norfolk, Virginia. 
•His father’s name was also Lester Hargrave, 
a lawyer of  German descent. 

“Lester Hargrave” and cousin, Clifford Wieden.
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She discovered my husband’s DNA match Christian 
Wieden’s grandfather, was Lester B. Hargrave’s 
brother––their pictures looked identical. My 
husband’s father’s name was actually Floyd Wieden! 

We were then able to connect with many more 
relatives living in Massachusetts, Vermont, Maine, 
and Florida. My husband found out he wasn’t 
German after all: he was actually Swedish. His 
father, Floyd Wieden, (AKA Lester B. Hargrave 
Sr.) was born in New Haven, Connecticut, (not 
Norfolk, Virginia) in 1907 (not 1908) and grew up 

in Maine.  

My husband’s grandfather, Oscar T. Wieden, 
had been a Baptist Minister and emigrated 
from Sweden. His grandmother, Selma 
Swanson Wieden, had also come from 
Sweden. One uncle had been the president of  
the University of  Maine; his aunt a member of  
the US. Army Nurse Corps during WWII. 

We have made trips back to Massachusetts, 
Vermont and Maine and have met most of  
the family that are still living. We walked the 
grounds of  the family farm in Maine and 

visited the gravesites of  my husband’s grandparents, 
great-grandparents, aunts and uncles. The family 
indicated it was always a mystery why “Floyd” left 
in his 20’s and was never heard from again. It 
appears he went to Madison, Wisconsin, in the early 
1930’s, then on to Chicago. Floyd’s brothers are not 
living so no one knows the answers. They all 
assumed he had died while in Chicago. 

Sometime in the mid 1930’s he changed his name 
and assumed a new identity. No one knows why. 
The search continues for final pieces such as his 
original birth certificate and answers to the 
mystery of  why he left the family and why he 
chose the name Lester B. Hargrave Sr. 

We are elated to have found this wonderful, 
welcoming new family. They have many pictures 
of  my husband’s father growing up, his 
grandfather, grandmother, aunts and uncles; what 
uncanny resemblances there are!  

In the final analysis of  this long, long journey, 
the important conclusion is that my husband and 
his children have found the truth and discovered 
their roots. ✦ 

newspaper article told about a Lester Hargrave 
who was working at a gas station in Chicago 
when it was robbed. The owner of  the station 
was the same as that indicated on his Social 
Security application as the owner of  the 
University Cleaners. 
•I obtained from the National Archives & 
Records Administration military information 
from WWII and his Certificate of  Release from 
Duty, indicating that he lived in Cook County, 
Illinois, at the time of  enlistment in 1942 in 
Washington, DC. His papers show he 
was born in 1908. Unfortunately 
many of  the military records were 
lost in the 1973 fire at the National 
Personnel Center repository in St. 
Louis, Missouri. 
•We hired a professional genealogist in 
2014 who did a tremendous amount of  
research without uncovering any 
information about Lester B. Hargrave 
before 1937 when he had applied for a 
Social Security card. It appeared this 
man had a secret to hide; we had hit a 
brick wall. 
•That’s all we thought we would ever know 
until my husband sent a DNA sample to 
Ancestry.com. Six months later he had a close 
1C1R match (first cousin, once removed). We 
discovered his match was Christian Wieden 
living on Cape Cod in Massachusetts. This was 
confusing as it certainly didn’t match the 
Hargrave name. 

I attended an Olympia Genealogical Society 
conference that spring featuring as guest speaker 
Cece Moore, the nationally known genetic 
genealogist. She suggested I should join two 
Facebook Groups (DNA Detectives and Search 
Squad) and post the information we were seeking. 
These groups are composed of  very accomplished 
genealogists available to assist; they do it just for 
the love of  genealogy. What a find! 

A genealogist answered my post, offering to help 
us. We communicated with her and gave her all 
the “knowns” that we had, as well as pictures of  
Lester B. Hargrave Sr. Within 12 hours she had hit 
a gold mine. 

Lester Hargrave Sr. 
AKA Floyd Wieden
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The Temporary Fix 
BY CANDY BERNER 

The all-time champion of  temporary fixes is 
duct tape, especially useful while away from 
civilization, such as when hiking or camping. 
Though a roll of  it is somewhat heavy to carry 
in a backpack where ounces count, a small 
amount could save a lot of  misery. I once had a 
friend who used duct tape to make an ankle 
brace for his companion who had sprained his 
ankle while hiking; this improvisation allowed 
him to walk back to the trail head, thus avoiding 
the need to be rescued. 

As I carried my hiking guidebook with me to 
follow trails at Mt. Rainier National Park, it 
became so overused between the years 1987 
and 1997 that it fell apart. I reinforced the spine 
with duct tape and it still holds in 2019. 

Duct tape should be declared the eleventh 
essential to carry while hiking. I once cracked my 
water bottle and repaired it with DT. It can also 
be used to treat a blister as well as act as a brace 
for broken ribs. Tent zippers are notorious for 
getting stuck or going off-track; DT can quickly 
rectify the situation before too many mosquitoes 
enter the tent. It can easily remove a pesky 
splinter or repair a hole in a down sleeping bag 
which could let feathers escape. A small tear in 
the side of  a tent can let in weather and bugs, but 
can quickly be repaired with DT. 

Duct tape can be used as fly paper, to make a 
sling, hold a bandage in place, make a belt, 
repair eyeglasses, fix rain gear, repair torn 
clothing or hiking boots. It's great for keeping 
snow or pebbles out of  hiking boots. 

It can even be used to mark a trail while hiking 
cross country. If  brightly-colored reflective duct 
tape is available, it can be used to signal a rescue 
team by making a giant arrow that points to a 
campsite, or a giant SOS. 

Besides outdoor situations, it has many other 
uses, limited only by imagination. It can be used 
to fix a broken window screen, hem a new pair 
of  pants, make handcuffs, repair a plastic 
swimming pool or a small boat, remove warts 

or fix leaking pipes. I have even seen it used to 
make a piece of  original artwork. 

I knew someone who wouldn't be without DT. 
He stored a roll in his home, in his garage, in 
each of  his vehicles, and even in a suitcase 
while traveling. 

It was invented during WWII for the military to 
use as waterproof  tape to keep moisture out of  
ammunition cases. Since it repelled water, it was 
referred to as duck tape and came only in 
military green. Soldiers found they could also 
temporarily repair jeeps, guns and aircraft, and 
even use it to close wounds in emergencies. 

When soldiers returned after the war, the 
housing market was booming and DT was used 
in many new homes. The color was changed to 
silver and the name became “duct” tape.The 
assumption was that it could be used to repair 
and seal duct work. However, tests showed that 
it did not work since it reacts poorly to heat and 
temperature fluctuations common in duct 
work; the tape turned brittle after about a 
month. DT is now prohibited in building codes 
across the US. 

A Walmart store in Springfield, Missouri, sells 
more duct tape per person than any other place 
in the world. (I was unable to find out why.) 
"DUCK" brand duct tape is manufactured by 
more than eight different companies, the largest 
of  which is in Hickory, NC. 

It is proper to refer to DT as either duct or 
duck. Now you know everything you always 
wanted to know about duck tape. ✦



 

Entanglement 
BY MARTI RUTISHAUSER 

I push the tapestry needle up through the mesh 
and back down diagonally. I’m working on a 
Christmas stocking and very close to finishing. 
Needlepoint is relaxing, and I can get into a 
mental zone that is similar to meditation. When I 
stop and turn the canvas over to tie off  the 
thread, my peacefulness is broken by 
astonishment and irritation.  

There is a large bunch of  threads that have 
tangled together and cannot be pulled straight. I 
try to detangle them, but they have become 
knotted. I have to pull the threads out and start 
again. I can’t fix the mess of  knots without using 
scissors. Clipping out the 
rows and redoing most of  
the design is my only 
solution. 

Many entanglements can 
temporarily cause a bit of  
exasperation. A laundry 
episode with a pant leg 
knotted around a long shirtsleeve; a mass of  
tangled Christmas tree lights; and hairs tangled in 
a vacuum cleaner. These are entanglements with 
objects, but we can also be in a similar situation in 
our needs and demands of  others.  

The stickiness of  human interactions can be a 
source of  such complications. A job can be 
stressful and bring frustration in our 
communication with others. A bad relationship 
entangles attitudes and expectations that are not in 
agreement. 

Not all entanglements are negative. We tend to 
migrate to those family and friends with whom we 
can comfortably be ourselves, knots and all. Your 
mother and father entangled their DNA to create 
you. Our place in the world is entangled with 
every living and non-living thing and detangling 
ourselves is not without consequences. We have 
some understanding of  this idea, when we use 
these descriptive words: Tying the knot; That is a 
knotty problem; When you get to the end of  your 
rope, tie a knot; cut the Gordian knot; and oh, 
what a tangled web we weave. 

Now, to add more depth to our perception of  the 
world, we have proven that there is something 
called “Quantum Entanglement at a Distance.” 
Ok, here comes the love of  science stuff  that 
satisfies my curiosity and leads to more fun 
speculations. You could say that I entangle myself  
in this nerdy world. 

Here is the definition of  Quantum Entanglement: 
the physical condition of  two or more particles or 
physical systems being in quantum states each of  
which may only be described by reference to 
others, especially when the particles or systems are 
separated in space. Or as Einstein said, “spooky 
action at a distance.” As an aside, it is not proved 
that this happens except at the atomic level. Thus, 
no Spock Mind Meld, or wondering if  your 
classmate, spouse, and neighbor knows what you 

really think of  them. 

This brings me to a big 
theory about our universe. 
I’ll paraphrase from an 
article in BBC Science 
Focus, Christmas Issue, 
2018 titled, “What 
Connects Christmas and 

the Death of  the Universe.” 

When you pull the Christmas tree lights from a 
box of  decorations this year, don’t be surprised if  
they’re in a hopeless tangle. It’s actually a Law of  
the Universe. A 2007 study at the University of  
Chicago found that strings longer that 18 inches 
will spontaneously tie themselves into knots if  
they are shaken randomly in a box. This is a 
consequence of  entropy, which is a measure of  
the disorder of  a system. The second law of  
thermodynamics states that the entropy of  the 
Universe is always increasing––in other words, 
things are more likely to tangle than disentangle. 

The Universe will reach maximum entropy in 
roughly 10 to the 106th power years. For example, 
10 to the 14th power is a hundred trillion years. At 
maximum entropy the universe will be in full 
entanglement, with no interactions possible. This 
“death” as a result of  entanglement is one of  the 
potential ultimate fates of  the Universe.  

So what can I do about all this? Get out the 
scissors and cut the knots. ✦
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My Visit to North Korea 
BY BETSY OLSEN 

My trip to North Korea started in Seoul, South 
Korea, with 19 other military officers’ wives on a 
“shopping trip” to South Korea in 1990. My 
husband, Wayne, was in the Navy with a 
Command at Pearl Harbor, Hawaii. The trip was 
arranged by Air Force wives stationed at Hickham 
Air Force Base next to Pearl Harbor but was open 
to other military officer wives. I had never 
experienced a shopping trip on this scale but it was 
fairly common for military families stationed in the 
Far East. I was, and am always, ready for a 
shopping trip so with my husband’s encourage-
ment, I signed up for the trip. 

The first morning in Seoul we headed en masse to 
Itaewan, a well-known shopping area located close 
to the US Yongsan Army Base and catering to 
tourists and local US military families. We spread 
out and visited the large number of  small shops 
and vendors offering a wide variety of  items. 
Clothing, purses, accessories, celadon items, and 
quilts were high on my shopping list. There were 
many other places to shop for a wide variety of  
items throughout the Seoul area, but Itaewan was 

our focus during our short visit. I do have to admit 
that our group resembled a small “feeding frenzy” 
of  fish! 

How did we get our plunder home? The Army 
Base had a pack and wrap facility next to a military 
post office so we could mail our boxes home at US 
mailing prices. What a boon for serious shoppers! 
Packages began arriving at home before we did! 

There had been mention of  a visit to the 
Demilitarized Zone (DMZ) dividing North and 
South Korea. Wikipedia reports that the DMZ is 
160 miles long across the peninsula and approx-
imately 2.5 miles wide. Though the zone separating 
both sides is demilitarized, that strip is one of  the 
most heavily fortified borders in the world.  This 
visit had been arranged in advance through the 
military and was quite special because at the time, 
only one busload of  people was allowed to visit 
each day. On the specified morning we boarded a 
bus, heavily packed with visible and invisible 
fortifications, and headed to the DMZ. Located at 
the border between the two countries, there was a 
small conference building which we would be 
visiting. The building straddled and still straddles 
the border and held a large conference table which 
was intended for use during peace talks. We were 

 October 2019 | The Voice | Page 17STORIES

The building in the back is Panmungak in North Korea. It’s used as an office and as stand-by meeting rooms. The black 
line between the blue buildings separates North and South Korea in the UN Conference Row.



 

in a museum. It was amazing how fast the busy 
morning traffic cleared the main streets, and people 
disappeared into bomb shelters. At the same time, 
the military arrived outside the museum with their 
defensive equipment and soon had charge of  the 
situation. It was an impressive example of  military 
preparedness. 

This trip left a deep impression of  how lucky we 
are to live in the United States. I felt honored to be 
one of  a select few to experience this unique visit 
to the DMZ. ✦

warned in advance that there would be live 
microphones hanging from the ceiling recording 
everything we said. In the past, some visitors were 
featured on North Korea’s TV evening news 
because of  something they unwittingly said in that 
room. At each end of  the small room were two 
armed soldiers standing guard on their respective 
sides. We were able to walk around the table to the 
North Korean side of  the room and thus I can 
claim that I have set foot in North Korea. 

On the North Korean side of  the demarcation line 
there was (and still is) an impressive looking 
building, rumored to be six feet deep. The 
area behind and around this building 
looked like a small town, but there were no 
people on the street and the concrete 
structures did not have windows. A tall 
pole held a speaker aimed to the south and 
loudly blaring propaganda. In 2018 both 
sides agreed to discontinue propaganda 
broadcasts. 

We were told about the discovery of  
North Korean tunnels that went under the 
border and into the south side of  the 
DMZ. These tunnels were deep and large 
enough for troops and military equipment 
to traverse with ease. After the discovery 
of  these tunnels, ground-sensing 
equipment was placed along the border, and 
more tunnels were discovered. 

We got back on the bus and went to visit 
one of  these tunnels. We walked down a 
steep incline in the tunnel until we reached 
the dividing line which was blocked with 
large boulders. A US armed soldier stood 
guard in front of  the stone wall beside a 
caged canary, the time-honored way to 
check the oxygen level. If  the canary dies, 
you have a problem. 

One other very interesting event took 
place on the day we were touring  
Seoul. We were told that sirens would 
sound that morning for a monthly test 
requiring all people to clear the streets 
quickly while the military set up defenses 
in order to be ready for an invasion from 
the North. We watched from the windows 
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Sirens sound monthly for all citizen defense drills. Streets clear and 
people disappear rapidly.

Deep, large tunnels from north to south were discovered in 1974–
1990 with power, lighting, weapon storage and sleeping areas.
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Full Circle: 1973-2018   

BY MAVIS JOHNSON 

Rainer. That was his name (pronounced Rhine-er), 
not to be confused with Mount Rainier. He was an 
AFS student coming from Bremen, Northern 
Germany, to live with us for his senior year in high 
school. We eagerly awaited his arrival. For several 
years I had the job of  finding homes for the AFS 
students coming to Redlands (California) High 
School, a task that was not always easy. It was 1973 
and daughter Lisa had convinced us that it was our 
turn with her being a sophomore and big brother 
Joe away at college. 

We were determined to show him our 
ways. On the morning of  his arrival at 
Los Angeles International Airport, we 
met Rainer and his Brazilian counterpart, 
Jose Manuel, for the first time. What 
better intro than a pancake house for 
their initial breakfast here. They were 
polite, but hesitant. 

Tall, slender and very blond, Rainer soon 
became a part of  us Johnsons, along 
with Jose Manuel who lived with another 
family. Rainer’s English was perfect, and 
he soon felt comfortable voicing his likes and 
dislikes. We learned that he thought our pancakes 
were terrible, not at all like the crepes he had 
enjoyed in Europe. Our big green Chevrolet 
station wagon was one of  the ugliest cars he had 
ever seen. (It was pretty ugly.) And he didn’t like 
our oatmeal; he ate it uncooked, like Muesli. 
Strange, we thought.  

In October, we surmised that this athletically 
inclined young man would be impressed with the 
World Series. I will never forget all of  us raptly 
watching our small black and white TV as he 
stretched out with his long frame trying to grasp it 
all. Finally, he could stand it no longer. “Boring!” 
he disgustedly exploded. In retrospect, wasn’t this 
often so? 

But he adjusted, and so did we. It took him awhile 
to understand my husband’s humor, but once he 
did, Lowell could do no wrong. That is, until 
Lowell sternly corrected Rainer. He knew swearing 
was a definite no-no, but he slyly would use the 

word ‘Mierde’ whenever he thought it 
appropriate. Lowell turned to him and said in no 
uncertain terms, “I know that word in seven 
different languages and it will never be used here 
again!” “Oh, Mierde,” I’m sure was Rainer’s 
immediate thought. 

We taught him to ski and he was a natural. 
However, he liked to head straight down hill, 
once clattering right over a class standing parallel 
to the slopes. Ski Patrol told him “Do that once 
more and we take your lift ticket!” But the year 
went well and it was a sad time when time came 
for farewells.  

Several years later, his whole family came 
to visit. They bought a used car in New 
York and drove across the United States 
visiting the high spots. When they 
arrived, weary and happy to have 
survived the long trip, his mother’s first 
words were, “Such a BIG country!” We 
got to know them well. His father had 
fought for the Germans and had had the 
“million dollar wound” that took him 
safely out of  combat. Lowell had been 
an infantryman with Patton’s Army. It 
was amazing how those two could relive 
the war with hands and expressions and 

very little German or English. We visited their 
family in Bremen. We had so much in common, 
and it was wonderful that the war was well 
behind us. 

Years later, we planned another visit, but before 
visiting Rainer, we reserved a timeshare in the 
mountains of  southern Germany. While 
watching a Danny Kaye movie in German, 
Lowell had a heart attack; there was no mistaking 
that because I had been a nurse. The ambulance 
took us over icy one-lane roads at breakneck 
speeds to the local hospital; I have never been so 
frightened. They took great care of  him; the only 
trouble was that almost no one could speak 
English. Rainer was living in Berlin. I called him 
and he immediately came down to become our 
interpreter, staying until Lowell could be safely 
discharged. Then the three of  us boarded a train 
to Munich from where we could fly home. How 
grateful we were to Rainer as we said our 
goodbyes again. 



 

Fear of Submarines 
BY JUDY THOMPSON 

Submarines hover stealthily off  the shore. 
Look quick! A glimpse of  black appears 

Then softly disappears without a sound beneath the waves. 
Sometimes they go in quiet circles, like children playing, 

But usually . . . back and forth, back and forth, back and forth  
As if  waiting . . . waiting. 

Sometimes they are not there, leaving one wondering . . .  
Are they lurking just below the surface? 

Or are they in deeper water on maneuvers? 
If  surprised by a boat coming too close 

They quickly submerge . . . the water whirls and swirls 
And a great splash can be heard far and wide! 
The “submarines” are the four foot long carp 

That live in Chambers Lake 
The boat is my kayak. 

The kayaker that jumps out of  her skin every time that happens 
Is me. ✦
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When the Berlin Wall came down, he sent us a 
piece and described that momentous day. 

Fast forward many, many years to the 
summer of  2018. Rainer, aged 62, 
with his 24-year old son, Rafael, 
came back for his first visit since 
1975. Lowell had passed almost 20 
years before, but the rest of  us had 
such fun reliving the trials of  that 
high school year. Laughter reigned. 

So I introduced them to Panorama! 
We started with the Pea Patch in 
early afternoon. Hardly anyone was 
there, but whom did we meet-- 
Therese Sprunger and her beautiful 
roses. She is Swiss, so a German 
conversation quickly ensued. They were impressed.  

We proceeded to the Quinault basement. The 
wood shoppers were gathered for coffee and 
seeing us peering through the door, beckoned. I 

introduced them as my former German AFS 
student, etc. Immediately, that brought a host of  

comments regarding many of  their 
experiences in Germany, etc. etc. – and 
again all enjoyed every minute.  

Further on, a number of  people were using 
the exercise room; I made introductions. 
Another amazing small world thing ensued; 
Bob Anderson, working away on a 
machine, stopped. He had been part of  the 
Berlin Airlift bringing supplies into Berlin 
from Bremen during the Blockade! He and 
Rainer could have talked for hours. 

The next day, it was time for perhaps my 
final farewell. Rainer was anxious for 
Rafael to see all his old California haunts, 

including the Redwoods and even Disneyland. 
They saw all of  that and more. 

I treasure this great chapter in our family’s life 
which has now come full circle! ✦ 

2018. Rainier (left) and son. 
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The Flavor of Fall
BY CHARLES KASLER 

the land is parched, 
dry as the bones 
in Ezekiel's dream 
awaiting the butterflies' 
annual return 
clouds shadow the cliff 
it's summer’s end 
and the party's over 

morning is still as a 
pond without a ripple  
a bird soars like a glider,  
casting reflections 
on the surface  
raindrops form patterns  
among cattails  
and finally,  
months of  pent-up drought  
dissipate 
in a few hours 

after the downpour 
the land is refreshed 
morning dew returns 
the air cool, 
light soft, 
like cream-colored clouds 
on a rainy morning,  
or the moments before  
a snowstorm 
patches of  light ignite  
tree tops 
and the change of  seasons  
begins 

these are the golden 
days 
bask in this luxury 
blue sky 
long shadows  
the light retreats a little more  
each day  
a calm before the storm 

yellow is first 
to welcome the equinox, 
a pale lantern in morning fog,  

a lemon transition 
from green and gold 
leaves fall in the eves, 
like a pot of  goldenrod 
on the rooftop,  
a soft invitation to fall 
maybe winter won't come  
this year 

red soon follows  
like flames from the  
heart of  the earth,  
blooming like carnations  
under a spider web sky, 
radiant as roses 
relaxing in the sun 
soon the hills are on fire  
roll out the red carpet  
as leaves begin to fall 

orange-tinted trees are  
like pumpkins 
in the mist, 
a little cinnamon 
in the harvest stew, 
served up against a 
bed of  evergreens 
a few trees are multicolored 
in transition 
how do they do that? 

and we're off 
how many days left 
until a Halloween ghost  
peeks through barren branches  
and the temperature  
d 
  r 
   o 
    p 
     s 
      ? 

leaves are getting dry now  
holding on to their last  
moments, 
blowing in the wind 
like tiny kites 
but they can't stop the  
timetable  
they make a delicious 
crunch underfoot 

starlings perch on a 
latticework of  tree limbs 
brown angels at the  
filigree gates of  heaven 
they give way to the ashen 
skies of  winter. ✦ 

Digital photo “Fall” by John Giese.
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AMD* 
BY BRUCE FREELAND 

Who is that person? 
I wish I could see, 
But there’s only a blur 
Where a face should be. 

I’ll smile, say “Hello” 
And wait till she’s near; 
Is her voice one I know? 
Thank God I can hear. 

If  I don’t know her, 
She won’t stop to chat; 
At least I was friendly, 
Can’t blame me for that. 

That looks like a nice 
book. 

I wish I could see; 
Only fragments and 

spaces 
Where words there 

should be. 

If  the print’s really large 
And I hold it quite near. 

I can make most of  it out, 
Even if  it’s not clear. 

But now all that’s changed, 
I don’t have much hope;  
Things won’t get better, 
I’ll just have to cope. 

That’s what my first love, 
My mother, went through; 
And it’s hereditary, you see, 
It’s come for me, too. 

Inexorably slow, 
It’s all a waiting game; 
You know that eventually 
It’ll never be the same. 

I remember the day 
When I had to admit 
I could not longer drive. 
All I could do now was sit. 

But, I will not surrender, 
It’s not in my being. 
Be positive about all; 
Just think what I’ve seen. 

Great mountains, cathedrals, 
The surf  running wild, 
The smile of  a bride, 
The birth of  my child. 

In my mind I still travel, 
I go here, I go there; 

My imagination still burns, 
There is so much to share. 

My brain is still active, 
Creative as hell; 
I’m not giving up. 
I have stories to tell. ✦ 

* Age-related macular 
degeneration

The Ebb and Flow
BY BETSY OLSEN 

Cheery people going to and fro 
With things to do and places to go, 
So many things to do 
Keeping busy at Panorama. 

The sprinklers come on and 
The yard crew goes to work, 
Remodeling is done, 
So much hums at Panorama. 

People are fed and 
The gym is open, 
Repair trucks are out, 
So much is done at Panorama. 

Trips are planned, 
Entertainment is free, 

Classes are given, 
So much for you at Panorama 

Life is meaningful, 
The grounds are beautiful, 
Help is always nearby, 
Enjoy yourself  at Panorama. ✦

July 4th picnic in McGandy Park. One of the many meaningful 
events at Panorama.
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Lowered Flags 
BY CHUCK MAGNUSSON 

No decent Nation needs to swim in an ocean of  guns — 

 But we are — 

No civilian needs a military-style rifle, a gun designed for the evil 
purpose of  efficiently killing humans — 

 But a civilian got one, an AR-15 — 

Schools now have active-shooter drills — 

 But no school is safe from the civilian and his AR-15 — 

The civilian and his AR-15 will soon kill more kids, cause more thoughts 
and prayers…and more lowered flags — 

 But when will a decent Nation decide that swimming in an ocean   
of  guns will only kill more kids…and lower more flags? ✦

Geraniums 

BY SUE PRINCE 

Out my kitchen window 
past trees and telephone wires, 

the sun reigns mellow   
on the familiar horizon, 

glides down, 
rests on the tired geraniums  

whose redness contrasts 
with dun-colored grass. 

An impish breeze teases 
their sturdy petals, 

yet how still 
how thoughtlessly beautiful 

they remain. 

An inspiration 
for my unquiet days. ✦
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How to Say I Love You on 
the Fourth of July 
BY BILL CLOW 

On the evening of  the Fourth of  July, my 
granddaughter, Alex, and I were sitting in lounge 
chairs on the backyard patio, waiting for the 
fireworks to start in the park several blocks away. 
She started a game that we sometimes play with 
each other. 

“I love you, grandpa.” 

“I love you more than you love me.” 

“No, grandpa. I love you lots more than you love 
me.” 

“I love you more than there are fish in the sea.” 

“Well I love you more than there are stars in the 
sky.” 

“I love you more than there are neutrinos in the 
subatomic universe.” 

“Yeah!” she said. ”Whatever that means. I love 
you more than there are warts on a frog.” 

“Well,” I said, “I love the bejeebers out of  you.” 

“Bejeebers! What are bejeebers?” 

“I’ll show you. Just lie back in your chair, arms at 
your side. And keep watching. Its almost bejeeber 
time.” 

Calling all Writers––and Readers! 
Special Issue of  The Voice – July 2020 

The Voice is planning a themed issue in July 2020 about books and our relationships to 
them. We're looking for essays, articles, and poems by Panorama residents about books, 
book groups, bookstores, libraries (including the Panorama library), librarians, reading, and 
other related topics. Please share your unique perspectives for all of  Panorama to enjoy. 
For this special issue, submissions (1,000 word maximum) will be accepted until May 15, 
2020. Send your digital material, preferably in WORD format, to 
TheVoice@panorama.org. Include a photo if  possible. Edits may occur for structure, 
grammar, or space, but not for content. 

We continue to solicit material in the above forms on any topic for all other issues of  The Voice. The deadline 
for submissions for the January 2020 issue is November 15, 2020. (Send to TheVoice@panorama.org) The 
Voice is published quarterly and distributed to all residents. ✦

Then, something amazing happened. What 
seemed to be a sputtering white-hot coal, the size 
of  a golf  ball, squeezed out of  her nose and 
bounced across the patio and onto the lawn, 
where it extinguished itself. 

Alex sat up, caught her breath and looked at me, 
astonished and terrified at the same time. “Was 
that a bejeeber?”  
“I think so. Sit back and let’s try it again,” I said. 

This time, we got a stream of  about a dozen 
bejeebers from each nostril. 

“Now you try it with me,” I said and sat back, 
relaxing with my arms at my side. Soon bejeebers 
were pouring from my nostrils, my ears and my 
mouth. 

We looked at each other and began to laugh 
uncontrollably. The sky began to fill with huge 
bursts of  yellow, red, white and green fireworks. 
It was, after all, the Fourth of  July. ✦ 

I LOVE YOU! I LOVE YOU! I LOVE YOU! I LOVE YOU!

STORY


