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Welcome New Residents!

Kay Schrag 
BY ROSEMARY SHOLD 

Kay does not have to worry 
about what to do with her 
free time. She divides her time 
between Lacey and North 
Seattle where she is very busy 
getting her house ready for 
sale. 

Kay, a native Washingtonian 
from the eastern part of  the state, came to 
western Washington when she attended Seattle 
Pacific University. After graduating with a BS in 
mathematics, she taught for a while, then 
became an instructional designer for IDX, a 
health care software company and for Safeco, an 
insurance company. She emphasizes that her 
career focused on the software element of  
instructional design, not the language aspect of  
it. 

Her knowledge of  Panorama came from a friend 
with a relative here. Panorama’s independent 
living cottages and the continuum of  care fit 
what she wanted in a retirement setting. Her 
interests are walking, reading and quilting. 
Although her on-campus time is currently 
limited, she has been able to enjoy the beautiful 
campus on some of  her walks and to attend the 
first-Monday quilting group. As Kay’s time 
constraints lessen, she plans to explore volunteer 
activities available on campus.  

Join me in welcoming Kay to the Panorama 
community. ✶ 

1406 Sleater Kinney Road, x 5082

piano and looks forward to meeting the cats and 
dogs of  our community. 

We extend a huge welcome to Rich and Ann who 
bring wonderful life experiences to share!  ✶ 

1872 Circle Ln., x 5554 

Rich Kalman & Ann Rockway 
BY PEGGY JAMERSON 

The enthusiasm 
of  this new 
Panorama couple 
was so intense it 
was difficult to get 
it all written down; 
they just have so 
much to offer as 
new neighbors. 

Ann graduated from the University of  Rochester 
(NY) with a master’s in psychology, and Rich 
attended New York University also majoring in 
psychology. He then received his master’s in 
special education from the University of  
Washington. Eventually their careers brought 
them to the Olympia area where they met in 1979 
through their involvement in environmental 
outreach. 

Rich’s career spanned more than 30 years working 
in special education mainstreaming students into 
the school system. He also worked for the Office 
of  Superintendent of  Instruction assisting teachers 
with hands-on science curriculum. Ann worked for 
Behavioral Health Systems for 25 years as well as 
at a regional support center working on the public 
side of  the agency in mental health services. 

Both are active in their spiritual community and 
have many interests: photography, sailing, cross 
country skiing, scrambling, and kayaking. Via 
home-stay opportunities, this couple has traveled 
to a number of  foreign countries where they 
experienced and appreciated diverse life styles and 
customs. 

After selling their home, they RV’d for six months. 
They wanted to live at Panorama where they would 
experience a sense of  community. Finally, the 
perfect home came available. They belong to 
hiking groups and have a pea patch where they 
grow dahlias. Ann plays the recorder and hopes to 
learn to play with clay. Rich is learning to play jazz 
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Jim & Carolyn Howell 
BY JEAN GARWOOD 

Carolyn and 
Jim are 
happily 
settled in their 
new 
Panorama 
home. After 
37 years in 
Hudson, 
Ohio, near 

Cleveland, they have arrived in Washington. We 
shared many Ohio stories, since I am an Ohio girl. 

Because of  the experience of  taking care of  aging 
parents, the Howells were looking for a CCRC. 
Friends recommended Panorama. The biggest 
catalyst for the Howell’s decision to move to the 
West Coast was their two sons, one of  whom lives 
in Portland and the other in Alameda, California. 
They will see them and their three grandchildren 
much more often. 

Since Ohio is such a long distance to ship goods, 
this smart couple brought just one chair. They 
engaged an interior decorator from Tumwater to 
furnish their home down to the linens on the bed. 
So when the Howells arrived, it was all done! 

Jim’s career was in commercial insurance; Carolyn 
was in education as a school teacher and librarian. 
Carolyn was also active in programming on their 
local public access TV station. 

Carolyn tells the story about arriving home one 
day to Jim’s announcement that he was getting 
closer to God. She wondered if  that meant going 
to church with her more often and he said “No, I 
just bought an airplane!” They owned a four-seater 
Cessna for 17 years and loved flying. Motorcycling 
is a current passion. The 20-year-old motorcycle in 
their parking space is used often.  

Carolyn is already volunteering at the C&R as a 
visiting friend for residents. Carolyn previously 
served with hospice so this is a perfect fit. They 
both attend Bible classes on campus and Jim, 
who has done a lot of  woodwork, may find 
himself  in the Panorama wood shop soon. Jim is 
also interested in volunteering for Resident 
Transit. They are both enjoying the many 
activities available at Panorama including the 
theater and the Aquatic and Fitness Center. They 

Steve & Janet Dobosz 
BY BERTA KASMAR 

“Panorama is 
one of  the 
best choices 
we have 
made in life,” 
agreed Janet 
and Steve. 
After caring 
for their 

parents as they aged, Janet and Steve looked for 
a place where their son and daughter would not 
be burdened by them as Janet and Steve grew 
older. “With all the amenities here, Panorama 
was an easy choice,” they said.  

Though the couple has been here just a few 
months, they already are involved in several 
Panorama activities. Steve is enjoying the 
Panorama wood shop; he previously had his 
own wood shop and made some of  their 
furniture. He also has become acquainted with 
the golfing group. 

Janet loves to cook and has learned to cook 
Polish food. (Steve is 100 percent Polish by 
ancestry.) Janet will join the Panorama ancestry 
group and the Panorama quilters. She loves to 
travel and has been to 28 states in her goal to 
visit all 50 states.  

Both of  them enjoy traveling and have been to 
Poland at least once a year for the last ten years. 
They visit Minsk Mazowiecki, sister city of  
Lacey, and have made friends there. Steve is an 
advisor with the Washington Business Week 
program in Poland.  

Both Janet and Steve were born and grew up in 
the Grays Harbor area. They met at Hoquiam 

love the area and the friendly and welcoming 
people. 

Look for this lively and friendly couple in their 
leathers on their motorcycle. ✶ 

1849 Circle Loop, x 5291
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Joe & Charlotte Palmiter  
BY BETTY HUMMEL 

Joe and 
Charlotte are 
settled 
comfortably in a 
temporary unit 
after moving 
here from 
Minneapolis. 
They were both 

born in Western Pennsylvania but did not meet 
until college at Youngstown University in Ohio. 
Charlotte graduated with a BA in music. She plays 
the clarinet and hopes to get involved in a chamber 
music group. Joe majored in electrical engineering 
which led to a career working with nine different 
companies in manufacturing, from Corning in New 
York State to PaR systems in Minneapolis. 

Charlotte is a weaver, and her loom is what you first 
see as you enter their home. There are exquisite 
examples of  her work on the couch and chairs. She 
is already involved in the weaving studio here. Joe is 
still employed, but stressed that it is very part time. 
He is an avid photographer, and examples of  his 
work is on the walls. They are both enjoying 
discovering this area of  the country and especially 
like being near the ocean. 

They have no children, but do have elderly parents 
back in Pennsylvania. They found Panorama when 
they searched the web for a not-for-profit place to 
retire. They look forward to traveling, being in the 
outdoors, and continuing their interests in music, 

weaving and photography. You can already find 
some of  their work in the gift shop. Joe’s years of  
project management may also find an outlet here.  

Join me in welcoming Joe and Charlotte. ✶ 

1844 Circle Loop, x 5772

High School. After finishing college at Western 
Washington University, Steve taught social studies 
for 30 years at North Thurston High School where 
he also coached track and soccer. Janet worked in 
banking, then became a school secretary. She now 
volunteers in the office at Fort Stevens Elementary 
in Yelm. 

Janet and Steve, who have been married for 51 
years and are aiming for 75+ years, are a welcome 
addition to Panorama. ✶ 

2323 Leisure Lane, x 5363

Martha Trupp 
BY KRISTI MORRISH 

Martha grew up in Chehalis and 
lived in Tumwater the last 25 
years. She, along with orange 
tabbies Millie and Mickey, 
welcome new beginnings. 

Martha had an expansive career, 
mostly in human resources, with 
several departments in 
Washington state government. 
In 1977, like many women of  

her era, she became a “first” when she accepted a 
position as District Administrative Officer for the 
Department of  Transportation in Vancouver. She 
became the first woman in management in DOT. 

During her state career, she obtained bachelor’s and 
master’s degrees in social sciences. Along with those 
achievements, she also climbed most of  the major 
mountains in the Pacific Northwest. 

At age 40, Martha began law school. After that she 
took on the role of  caretaker for her parents, began 
writing a book, The Utterance, about a court case 
involving an Alzheimer’s patient, and became a special 
assistant/law clerk for the Public Employment 
Relations Commission. Following retirement from the 
state, she practiced law for 15 years. 

Since her 2015 retirement, Martha’s varied interests 
have included watercolors, a nonfiction book club, 
studying and attending conferences on World War II, 
traveling, swimming, bicycling, drawing caricatures, 
and following Il Volo, a “fantastic Italian group of  two 
tenors and a baritone.” Future plans include a 
horseback ride over the Andes. “I never know what I 
will be interested in from one year to the next,” she 
says with a smile! 

Welcome our new Panorama resident who lives her 
dreams! ✶ 

520 Quinault, x 5913
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Ken Fulmer 
BY ROSEMARY SHOLD 

Panorama gained another 
enthusiastic Seattle transplant 
when Ken moved here in June. 
He is looking forward to 
moving from his temporary unit 
into a larger residence soon. 

Ken hails from Indiana, 
Pennsylvania, famous as the 
birthplace of  Jimmy Stewart 

and Renee Fleming. He graduated from the 
University of  Pennsylvania with a BS in 
education and urban planning; then attended the 
University of  Maryland in computer training. He 
taught eighth grade geography for nine years, but 
decided that was not his passion.  

The rest of  his career included Planning Research 
Corporation (computerized realty system for 
MLS), Imperial Bank (automated property 
services) and Digital Equipment Corporation 
(disaster recovery for data centers) which all 
revolved around the aspect of  contributing to 
someone else’s success by providing customer 
service excellence. 

Ken is the author of  Business Continuity Planning 
(about data center recovery planning) which is 
still sold on Amazon. 

As it turned out, Dave Forsythe’s brother is a 
friend of  Ken’s and he got to know Dave and 
Kathy who introduced him to Panorama. He 
loves the natural surroundings and the ease of  
enjoying the out-of-doors here. 

Ken has an extensive collection of  Asian 
antiques. He enjoys exploring libraries and 
museums, working in his pea patch, walking, 
especially the beach at Long Beach, reading and 
the computer. He is looking forward to using the 
pool, doing some woodworking and volunteering 
at the Barn and for the Benevolent Fund.  

There is no doubt that Ken will find many areas 
in which to participate here and that his business 
background will be put to good use. ✶ 

317 Chinook, x 5750

Val Sukovaty  

BY BETTY HUMMEL 

Val, as she prefers to be called, 
began our conversation helping me 
learn to pronounce her last name, 
SU KO VA TY. 

While she grew up in Portland with 
ancestors who arrived in covered 
wagons, her husband for over 50 
years was born in Hungary. He left 
his home and family to escape the 

approaching Russian army. After his arrival in the 
United States, he attended college in Iowa where he 
majored in marketing. He and a friend were on their 
way to Alaska when their car broke down in Seattle; 
he stayed in Washington and got a job with Boeing. 
He and Val met on a double ski lift at Stevens Pass. 

Val attended college in Oregon before transferring to 
the University of  Washington and getting her degree 
in sociology. She shared a passion for the outdoors 
with the young man she had met on that ski lift and 
after their marriage they began looking for a place to 
put down roots. 

They fell in love with Twisp. This choice meant that 
they each had to do a variety of  things to survive and 
raise their growing family of  five children. Among 
other things, Val had an antique shop and was a 
caseworker for the Colville Indian Reservation. She 
loves the Methow Valley and continued to live there 
after her husband’s death eight years ago. 

A successful bout with cancer brought her back to 
Seattle for treatment. While recovering at a “for profit” 
nursing home, she heard about Panorama and in the 
end decided that she wanted to live in a “not-for-
profit” facility, and came here. She misses the Methow 
Valley but commented, “the trees here are wonderful.” 

With Val’s lifelong love of  the outdoors, the mountains, 
and trees, it is no surprise that she is very concerned 
about climate change and wants to focus on that while 
here. She has already become a member of  a Unitarian 
Universalist group which is very important to her. She 
plans to explore working at the Barn.  

Welcome to this vital, active woman. ✶ 

323 Quinault, x 5164
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Mark Dawber 
BY CAROL HARMA 

Organized person that he is, 
Mark presented me with an 
outline for his biography. 
Given limited space, I cannot 
include it all, so when you 
meet him ask more about his 
interesting life. He defines 
himself  as “very versatile,” 
and it shows. 

Mark was born in Florida, spent his childhood in 
the northeast, and migrated west during his 
career. This is his 42nd address. The strangest 
place he lived was on Ellis Island (as a small 
child) where his father was a Public Health 
Service physician. 

After a stint in the Air Force in Texas he moved 
to California and worked as a pharmacologist for 
Syntex, where he helped develop the drug now 
known as Aleve. He then moved on to NASA 
biotechnology projects, including two Shuttle 
research payloads and the Space Station program. 

Mark came to Panorama after investigating 
many retirement communities. He was 
especially impressed with the landscaping and 
independent dining. 

Walking directly into his leather shop when 
entering his home was my first clue about his 
most time-consuming craft. After hiking in the 
Olympics and suffering foot pain, he found he 
needed better boots; studied shoemaking and is 
now building his own. He was involved with 
amateur radio, sang character tenor with West 
Bay Opera in Palo Alto, and now plays the 
pennywhistle.  

Mark enjoys the Walk the Loop group and 
climbing stairs at the Quinault. A lifelong sailor, 
he plans to participate in the Model Boat Float. 
With so many opportunities to volunteer at 
Panorama, he is now determining where he can 
best contribute. 

Welcome to Panorama, Mark. ✶ 

4125 21st Ave., x 5960

Claire Creighton 

BY CAROL HARMA 

Claire retired from her 
second career in May, sold 
her house in June, and 
moved into Panorama this 
past July. Moving from a 
house three times as large, 
she is still sorting and settling 
in. Both she and her dog 
“Lord Byron” are enjoying 

life at Panorama.  

Claire was born in Canada and grew up in 
Seattle. To have a Canadian education, she 
attended McGill University in Montreal. She 
returned to Seattle and took a job with a 
benefit consulting firm. Later she moved to 
Los Angeles and found work with several large 
corporations as a specialist in employee 
benefits. She enjoyed traveling for her job, 
especially when it involved learning about local 
culture. 

She retired early to return to Seattle and be near 
her aging parents. She found Seattle had 
changed, so she moved to Whidbey Island to 
“explore her artistic side.” When her 
cardiologist suggested she get a dog and do 
more walking, Claire found Byron, a standard 
poodle, at the shelter. This led to her getting 
hired into her “second career,” managing the 
fund-raising campaign to build a new animal 
shelter for Whidbey Island.  

In looking at retirement options, Panorama 
seemed the right fit, being animal friendly and 
allowing for an independent life style, with lots 
of  activities and options to get off  campus. She 
is looking forward to eventually getting involved 
with some of  the art workshops here.  

Say hello to Claire and Byron when you see 
them out walking. ✶ 

4137 21st Ave., x 5658 
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Karen Verrill 
BY BERTA KASMAR 

“They really care about 
residents here,” remarked 
Karen. “All my neighbors are 
so friendly. How could I not 
be happy here?” said this 
newcomer of  a few months. 
Born in Tacoma, she was 12 
when she moved to 
Vancouver where she 

finished high school before heading to Portland 
for college. She then worked as an elementary 
teacher in Portland.  

Two years later Karen earned a master’s degree 
in social work. She then worked as a family 
counselor in a program for emotionally 
disturbed children who lived at a school five 
days a week. Thirty staff  worked with thirty 
children and their parents. 

On a vacation float trip through the Grand 
Canyon, Karen met her future husband, who 
worked at NASA’s Control Center in Houston. 
They were married for 41 years before he passed 
away five years ago. Karen has cousins in this 
area, and they do many things together. She also 
has brothers in Hawaii and Ellensburg.  

As an active member of  the League of  Women 
Voters of  Washington, Karen has been project 
manager for many years of  the League’s textbook 
for civics and history, “The State We’re In: 
Washington.” This 160-page book for sixth grade 
and up is an educational guide to state, tribal, and 
local government in Washington State. 

Weaving and photography are Karen’s special 
interests. She has belonged to the Olympia 
Weavers Guild since 1987. Her loom is in the 
weaving room at the Quinault, but her yarn is in 
storage while she waits for a permanent 
Panorama home. 

Be sure to become acquainted with this energetic 
newcomer and Belle, her beautiful and friendly 
“rescue” cat. ✶ 

2024 Circle Lane x 5942 

Dave Plemons 
BY LINDA CRABTREE 

From Ponderosa country in 
Eastern Washington, Dave 
grew up in Spokane. He 
graduated from Santa Clara 
near San Jose, CA with a 
degree in physics.  

After college, he joined the 
Peace Corps and served in 
Malaysia teaching science, 

math and some English in a rural community. 
There, he met and married Kim, a Chinese woman 
who was also a teacher. Together they had two 
children, the first of  whom was born in Malaysia. 

Back in the United States, Dave had lifetime 
employment with Centennial Mills starting as a lab 
tech, eventually becoming a lead miller, and finally 
the milling superintendent.  

Dave’s interests include gardening, hiking, 
birding, photography, reading and music (classical 
and jazz particularly). He has an extensive 
collection of  LP records and music CDs which 
are all continually enjoyed.  

He was an active member in the local Audubon 
chapter serving on the board, participating in 
bird counts and many outings over the years. He’s 
already intrigued at the many birds he’s seen here 
which are rare or absent in the Spokane area. 

He enjoyed teaching himself  to read and write 
Chinese characters with critical appraisal from his 
wife. He had the opportunity with his job to 
travel to China to the Shanghai area to help 
commission a mill. He put his limited spoken 
Chinese fluency to use, much to the surprise of  
the Chinese staff  there!  

His wife Kim was an expert in Asian cuisine and 
versatile enough to prepare European dishes as 
well. Fortunately she bequeathed Dave some of  
that skill. For special occasions, she prepared many 
Chinese dishes without recipes and while 
conversing with her guests. ✶ 

2504 Chambers Lake Lane, x 5223 
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Christmas in Bacalar 
BY SALLY VOGEL 

My first trip away from the U.S. for Christmas 
spoiled me. After that, going to Latin America for 
the holiday became a tradition. 

With my children grown, I decided there was too 
much “fa-la-la,” commercialism and emotional 
expectation around the holiday here in the USA. 
What’s more, with four sets of  parents and step-
parents vying for my time, I chose Thanksgiving 
for my holiday time with my daughter and family. 

So each December when school let out, I headed 
south. I loved the simplicity of  the celebration in 
the poorer countries of  Latin America. At that 
point in the 1980’s, commercialism hadn’t yet fully 
invaded the lives of  the people. To an outsider, it 
was a wonderful, innocent time. (We saw little of  
the dark underside of  what was happening, 
although we were aware of  it in Guatemala.) 

That first year, while traveling by bus in the 
Yucatan between Playa del Carmen and Palenque, 
my friend and I found ourselves spending 
Christmas Eve in Bacalar, a small town on the 
Gulf  coast just north of  Chetumal and Belize. 
There was only one hotel and it hadn’t been open 
for business for some time. But we were able to 
prevail upon the good nature of  a caretaker and 
he opened it for us.  

Now this was not a 
tourist hotel. The 
shower and toilet 
were in the same 
space. There was no 
basket for toilet 
paper and you 
weren’t supposed to 
flush it down. But all 
that didn’t matter too 
much as there was no 
water anyway––
trouble with a water 
main somewhere. We 
were provided with a 
bucket of  water. 
There was no 

bedding, but fortunately we were carrying our 
own sheets for just such an emergency. 

Not wanting to spend any more time than 
necessary in the room, we headed out into the 
small town. We saw people in their homes, many 
of  them watching television, that insidious 
purveyor of  dreams unattainable by most of  its 
viewers. People who couldn’t afford a set were 
standing outside open windows looking in. We 
continued walking through the balmy night. 

It’s hard to miss a church in rural Mexico. We 
spotted the spire and headed for it. The simplicity 
and ingenuity of  the decorations touched my 
heart. Mary and the saints were caped in flowered 
sheets. A flashing star, powered by a car battery, 
hovered above the baby Jesus. Garlands of  aerial 
bromeliads, leaves and flowers were strung across 
the nave. It was perfect. 

Then came the knock at the doors. Outside you 
could hear the singing of  those asking posada, a 
place to shelter. “En el nombre del cielo, Os pido 
posada.” Voices inside sang the response. Back 
and forth went the singing as they went through 
the many verses of  the song. Finally the door 
opened and the supplicants entered. It wasn’t a 
real Posada, for there was no Mary, no Joseph, 
and the baby Jesus was already in his crib. No 
matter, I was thoroughly charmed and counted it 
as one of  my best Christmases ever. ✶
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A Man Out of Culture 

BY DAVID HINZ 

If  you've never had the opportunity of  luxuriating 
in a Japanese wooden soaking tub, sitting with your 
arms around your legs, water up to your chin, 
inhaling the moist scent of  cypress wood—well 
you're deprived! That is a bit of  an overstatement; 
nonetheless a Japanese bath is a unique and 
unforgettable cultural experience. 

In Japan, any public bath house, onsen (room for 
bathing), or hotel bathing facilities for guests, has 
specific do's and don'ts. Foreigners often run afoul 
of  prescribed behavior; for that reason they are 
provided with instructions about using the facilities. 
Japanese grow up learning the etiquette of  bathing 
because, if  their house has an ofuro, they have been 
taught what to do. 

A description of  an ofuro is necessary here. 
Generally, it's a small room with concrete or tile 
floor that has a drain in the middle. If  concrete, 
there usually are raised wooden slats over the floor. 
The tub, perhaps of  tile or Japanese cypress, is 
usually large enough for two persons and deep 
enough, when sitting with arms around one's legs, 
that water can be up to one's chin. Traditionally, the 
tub was filled with cold water and heated by an 
exterior water heater; nowadays most tubs are filled 
with hot water from the tap. A cold water tap is 
often above the tub to add extra water when 

needed. 

Usually there is an 
anteroom for 
disrobing. One 
then enters the 
room, sits on a 
low stool and 
takes a small 
container, dipping 
hot water out of  
the ofuro (or from 
the hot water tap) 
to wet oneself  
down and soap up. 
When soaped and 
cleaned, you dip 

hot water from 

the ofuro and rinse yourself  off. When fully clean, 
you can now step into the tub and luxuriate as 
long as you like—unless other family members are 
waiting. The same water for soaking is used by the 
entire family. (In a hotel, other guests also use the 
same water!) When finished soaking, get out and 
dry off. Some, myself  included, douse themselves 
with cold water to cool off  before dressing. 

Obviously this is different from what Westerners 
are familiar with. Pity the foreigner who 
immediately gets into the ofuro without cleaning 
oneself  first. Anathema to the foreigner who takes a 
bar of  soap into the ofuro! It has happened. 

A Western style bathroom is very different; we had 
one in our residence in the city of  Nagaoka, Japan. 
It had the usual sink and toilet. The bathtub was of  
normal size for Westerners, and tiled. One could 
either shower, using the shower surround, or bathe 
by filling the tub with water from the tap. The floor 
was tiled and had no drain. 

One summer we made arrangements for a two-
week stay in a cabin at Lake Nogiri in the 
mountains. Japanese custom is that one never leaves 
one's home vacant for any period of  time—even 
one day. Someone always has to be in the residence. 
If  an absence becomes necessary one arranges for a 
rusuban, literally an absence reliever. I asked 
around, and a male member of  our church, Mr. 
Abe, offered to spend the nights at our home. We 
were relieved; we would be worry-free during our 
vacation. We gave Mr. Abe our cabin address. 

About midway through our vacation, a person 
knocked on our door with an urgent message to call 
our house. We had no phone in the cabin so I had 
to go into town. Mr. Abe answered the phone and 
said he thought a pipe had burst and water had 
come through the walls of  my study. He requested I 
please return home immediately. 

I left my family and returned by train. Arriving at 
the house, I found that water had indeed made its 
way into my study. At least half  of  my books were 
water-logged. Water had also damaged the 
hardwood floor. But no pipe had burst! My study 
was beneath our second-story bathroom. 

And then the story unfolded. 

Family ofuro, a wooden soaking tub.
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Fight or Flight in C Major 
BY ERNESTA BALLARD 

I am an amateur musician. I play the piano. Three 
times each year I join other amateurs in a recital. Our 
events are relaxed, in one another’s homes, 
accompanied by refreshments and full of  supportive 
smiles. Only performers may attend. Each member 
of  the audience takes a turn with her instrument. We 
have met regularly for thirteen years. Many of  us 
have attended every recital. We have in common a 
love of  music, fellowship and adult beverages. We 
also have in common shaking knees. 

We struggle to remember that anxiety is an ally. That 
is what we are told when we learn about the adrenal 
glands in our kidneys. When our brain perceives a 
threat it sends a message to these glands and they 
secrete adrenaline. 
Adrenaline keys up 
our bodies for fight 
or flight. Trouble is, 
in our sophisticated 
and very rich society 
we engage in safe 
activities that trigger 
the same chain of  
events. I mean safe 
in the sense that we 

are not likely to be chased down or clubbed to death 
by the piano we are about to play, or by our friends 
sitting nearby anticipating our song. 

It seems that the brain makes no distinction 
between performance anxiety and an on-coming 
train. And that explains everything. If  I am in the 
path of  a charging bear, a flood of  adrenaline is the 
primal defense system I will need to save my life. 
My rapidly beating heart will pump blood to the 
areas of  my body with which I will prepare for my 
fight or flight. My fingers apparently are not needed 
which explains why I have cold clammy hands as I 
open my music.  

My deepening and accelerated breathing is 
providing the extra oxygen my body will need to 
run as fast as I can, which explains why I feel a 
smothering tightness in my chest. My rapid    

breathing decreases blood to my 
brain which is why I feel detached 
from the music I know by heart. 
And my mind shifts its focus to 
the charging bear, which is why I 
cannot remember the first note. 
I'm sure this has never happened 
to you. So, just saying, I'm glad to 
know this adaptive function works 
so well. You never know when you 
might encounter a bear. ✶

Mr. Abe innocently assumed that our bathroom, 
though different from his ofuro at home, would 
function the same as his. He filled the tub with hot 
water, scooped out ample amounts of  water to 
soap up and rinse off, then sat in the tub to soak. 
Our bathroom had no drain in the floor. Water had 
no place to go than out the door, and down cracks 
in the tile into my first-floor study! 

Mr. Abe was devastated! I was chagrined and 
apologetic, because I had failed to explain how our 
facilities functioned. The fault was mine, but loss 
of  face was his. Sadly, our relationship never 
recovered. 

Mr. Abe was a man out of  culture in his own 
country when he volunteered to be our rusuban. 
He was a victim of  my negligence. It's not easy to 

live in a foreign land, or, in this case, for a Japanese 
to be comfortable in a Westerner's home. ✶ 

Onsen or public bath house. 



 

Grandfather’s Journey 
BY RUTH SHEARER 

My grandfather, William Jasper Gilstrap, was born 
July 5, 1870, on a farm near Unionville, Missouri. 
The farm grew corn, wheat, sorghum, cows, pigs 
and horses. Every fall his father went down to 
Blackbird Creek which crossed the farm, and cut 
enough coal from a seam on the bank to last the 
family for the next year. He hauled it to the coal 
bin in a horse-drawn wagon. Every spring he 
harvested maple syrup. Other wild foods they ate 
included turkeys, walnuts, hickory nuts, grapes, 
blackberries and raspberries. 

When Grandpa was seven years old, his parents 
sold the farm and moved to Kansas. They had to 
buy a second wagon for the trip, and buy bows 
and cloth to convert the wagons to covered 
wagons. They raised the sideboards to hold more 
stuff, and built a platform on top of  the new 
sideboards on which their beds were made. Four 
horses pulled the wagons with each parent driving 
one of  them. After the second team learned to 
follow the first team, Grandpa was allowed to 
pretend he was driving the second team so his 
mother could sit up front with his father. The 
destination was a few miles southwest of  Wichita, 
and it took them about seven weeks to get there. 

During their first winter in Kansas, they met a 
man who was planning to take his family to 
Oregon in the spring, and the Gilstraps decided to 
go along. They sold their wagons and teams and 
in April boarded an emigrant train. Their train car 
had a cookstove at each end and a supply of  coal. 
The families tended the stoves and cooked their 
own meals on them. They folded their seats into 
beds each night, using their own bedding. 
Grandpa enjoyed watching the prairie dogs along 
the railroad. 

The train went to San Francisco, so the two 
families had to take a boat to Portland. The other 
man had previously made arrangements for both 
families to stay in a house on the Walter Meek 
farm south of  Junction City, Oregon, so they took 
a train from Portland to Junction City. The two 
men worked for Mr. Meek for a year, after which 
the other family moved on to southern Oregon. 

STORIES

Grandpa’s family worked on rented farms until 
he was 18. When he was 13 he got his own team 
to work and care for, and felt quite grown up. He 
was the oldest of  six children. When he was 18, 
his father sold whatever he could and bought 
land west of  Junction City. Clearing that land was 
very hard work. 

During Grandpa’s youth, rural schools were open 
only from December through February, when the 
farm children were not needed at home. Terrible 
winter weather meant that Grandpa went to 
school only a few weeks at a time for a total of  
about 18 months. His last teacher encouraged 
him to think about going to college, something 
which had always seemed impossible.  

After finishing school, he went to work for a 
farmer who encouraged him to study during the 
evenings and rainy days. He saved his money 
carefully. After working there for four years, he 
was 23 years old and felt ready to leave for 
college. His parents were bitterly opposed to this 
and later disowned him. The farmer he worked 
for took him to Junction City in his wagon, and 
Grandpa took a train to Corvallis and enrolled in 
Oregon State Agricultural College. Because he 
had had only 18 months of  education, Grandpa 
had to enroll in one year of  college preparation 
courses. He then completed four years of  college, 
working at odd jobs and using loans from his last 
farmer employer who wanted to see him succeed. 

Grandpa did very well in his studies and excelled 
on the oratory team. When he graduated in 1898, 
he took short-term teaching jobs in local schools. 
He had met my grandmother when she came to 
Corvallis with her father and four brothers so the 
brothers could go to college. They were 
immigrants from the Netherlands. She kept 
house for them across the street from the house 
where Grandpa lived with three other men. After 
they were married in 1899, she moved across the 
street and kept house for both groups of  men! 

My mother was born in early December of  1900, 
and three weeks later the family moved to San 
Francisco so Grandpa could enroll in a medical 
college there. That summer he got a job 
operating a San Francisco streetcar and continued 
this almost until he graduated in the spring of  
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seven miles from Moose Pass at a small roadside 
park near Long Lake Fish Hatchery—twenty-two 
miles in all with 15 left for today. It would be a 
big day hiking. We would cover the 15 miles by 
noon if  nothing happened to slow us. Our trail 
camp was sponsored by the church we all 
attended in Anchorage. The pastor, a close friend, 
was one of  the counselors. Throughout the year 
the church sponsored camping trips and retreats 
for people of  all ages. 

My oldest daughter was in the group. It was fun 
for us to do things together when we could 
manage it with our busy schedules. She was 
working her way through college. I was an 
insurance agent in training with a schedule full of  
appointments—if  I could make them. 

During breakfast we filled up on bacon, eggs, and 
pancakes with syrup and butter. Big mugs of  

The Long Shot 
BY BOB BOWERS 

The sky above the Johnson Creek Trail was a 
glorious golden red that morning when we 
awoke. Our hiking group of  teens and adults was 
beginning the last day on the trail. We had come 
from Anchorage on Friday evening. We had hiked 
in five miles and made camp at a trail 
campground. Today we had another 15 miles to 
hike before we met the Seward Highway to return 
home. Some said the trail was the most beautiful 
and easiest on the Kenai Peninsula. 

The trail began at the Alaska Railroad right-of-
way outside Portage. It was a substantial 
unforested space with bare gravel along the 
railroad. Essentially it was a storage yard for 
railroad ties, tools and motorized equipment 
for year-round maintenance. It 
was several miles down a 
maintained gravel access road 
that began at the Portage gas 
station on the Portage Flat curve 
and ended at the railroad yard. 

The trailhead was on the far end 
of  the railroad yard. The trail 
through the mountains began by 
moving along a small pond and 
into the trees. The trail crossed the 
low mountains skirting Long Lake 
and ended at the Seward Highway, 

1903 with degrees in both medicine and 
pharmacy. 

Now with two small children, Grandpa took his 
family to Sheridan, Oregon, where he practiced 
medicine and pharmacy until my mother was 14 
years old. He did surgery on the kitchen table 
with my mother giving the ether. His practice 
extended over the coast mountains to the ocean, 
and included the lands of  the Grande Ronde 
Indian tribe. His memoirs tell stories of  sharing 
the patient’s tent with the Indian medicine man. 
He had scheduled places to change teams on the 
way to the coast and back. He was often paid 

with non-cash items. My mother reports that he 
once came home with nine baby pigs.  

In 1914 Grandpa traded practices with a doctor 
in St. Johns, Oregon, and moved his family there. 
That was the end of  kitchen table surgery as 
Portland had hospitals. He practiced there until 
his retirement in the late 1940s when they sold 
the big house and garden overlooking the 
Willamette River and moved to a small, newer 
home in north Portland. After Grandma died in 
1951, Grandpa continued to live with their 
spinster daughter who had been born in Sheridan. 
He died in 1957 at the age of  86. ✶	
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We resumed hiking at a much faster pace. We had 
hiked at least two miles when we rounded a turn 
and saw some coats and backpacks on the ground 
about 200 yards ahead of  us. We could hear loud, 
angry voices in the brush off  the trail. We stopped 
in our tracks. We could feel the fear rising in our 
hikers. John and I decided it would be better to be 
on the other side doing a speedy exit down the 
trail. We moved swiftly and silently past the 
backpacks; we kept moving silently and swiftly all 
the way to the parking lot. 

Near our car there was a small gathering of  
people. A Fish and Game officer came toward us 
from the group. He looked at me and said, 
"There's a fellow in that group that says you stole 
his gun out of  his jacket and he wants it back!" 

"He says I stole his gun?" I almost yelled. "l don't 
own a gun. I don't use a gun and I never even saw 
his gun!" I exclaimed. 

"Well," the officer responded, "He's fingered you 
and you'd better give up the gun if  you've got it." 

Suddenly a long shot way to prove I didn't have 
his gun floated into my brain. "Officer," I 
returned, "I know how I can prove I didn't take 
his gun. I'd be glad to have him search through my 
coat and backpack to find it. We can all stand here 
and watch him go through my stuff  piece by piece. 
After all, he's made the accusation." 

After the man valiantly protested that he 
wouldn’t do that, the Fish and Game officer 
persuaded him that it would probably be better 
than a false accusation lawsuit. The man began 
searching piece by piece through my backpack, 
finding dirty clothes, candy bar wrappers and 
empty food cans and packages. I turned my 
pockets inside out and took off  my jacket. No 
gun anywhere. It was a long shot, but it worked. 
The Fish and Game officer winked at me. Soon 
we were headed for home. 

My daughter gave me a kiss and said warmly, "l 
love you, Dad!" 

I said in return, as I always do when the kids call 
today, "l love you, too!" ✶ 

coffee were the chaser. The smell from the cooking 
mingled with the spicy smell of  the black spruce 
and birch forest. Around the campsite the Kenai 
Mountains raised their snowy heads. We were in a 
campground at the highest point of  the trail, giving 
us a spectacular view of  the mountains and of  
Long Lake in the distance. 

After breakfast, we packed our gear, counted 
noses, and headed down the trail. Blueberry 
bushes were full of  ripening fruit. Their greenish-
blue color indicated that they weren't ready to 
pick; it wouldn't be long. Flowers of  every 
description dotted the trailscape: white daisies, 
yellow dandelions, magenta fireweed reaching 
toward the sun, and patches of  blue forget-me-
nots, the latter the Alaska state flower. 

There were other hiking groups. Our group moved 
steadily down the trail, taking our time to savor and 
enjoy the land and each other. One group of  hikers 
impatiently ran around our group and didn't seem 
to care if  they trampled the woods or not. It's that 
kind of  hikers that makes forest rangers angry. 
They have no respect for others or for the forest. 
We stopped occasionally to let individual hikers or 
couples go ahead of  us; sometimes they stopped 
for a chat. We tried to teach our group good trail 
etiquette, respect for the land and each other, and 
thankfulness to God for his gift of  the outdoors. 

Only one set of  hikers caused us concern. Three 
rather rough looking men and two women seemed 
to be out of  the norm. In quite a hurry, they came 
out of  nowhere and didn't speak. They kept 
looking back at us as they continued down the trail. 
Quite a while after they left, we heard gunfire; that 
was disturbing. Having hiked this trail before we 
knew that exposed guns were not allowed. There 
was no hunting permitted on the entire trail. A 
permitted hiker could carry a gun in a holster or in 
a backpack. 

"What do you think of  that gun shot?" I asked. 

"l don't know what to think," John replied. "l know 
that there's a ranger stationed at the parking lot 
near the trail's end," he continued. 

"We'll be careful if  we happen to meet them again." 
I remarked, "but let’s get out of  here as quickly as 
we can." 
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What’s Your Name? 
BY BOB ANDERSON 

I’ve never been good at names; it is not a new 
problem in my advancing age. I can remember 
that I’ve met someone before, but I can’t put 
the face with a name from a memory bank. 

The Social Security Administration website 
reports the popularity of  baby names by decade 
since the 1880s. Panorama’s demographic is 
composed primarily of  residents 
born in the 1920s, 1930s, and 
1940s. It is not surprising that the 
names on campus conform rather 
well to the nationwide popularity 
of  names during those decades. 

A quick scan of  the Resident Directory 
indicates there are 19 men named Robert at 
Panorama. That doesn’t count eleven named 
Bob. Then there are the Jameses (9 of  them) and 
Jims (11). About 17 women are named, in one 
fashion or another, Jean. Twenty are named some 
form of  Ann; and more than 40 have a version 
of  “Mary” inscribed on their Panorama badge. 

Did you know there are 22 forms of  Carol, 16 
Bills and Williams, 14 Richards and Dicks, 13 
Dons and Donalds, 16 forms of  Judy, 19 Pats 
and Patricias, 12 Shirleys, 13 Susans and 
Suzannes, 9 Barbaras, 14 Bettys, 7 Helens, 20 
Davids, 10 Michaels, 8 Nancys, 7 Georges, and 7 
Lindas. These counts are not guaranteed and 
certainly were not audited by Price Waterhouse. 

My wife is named Becky, a familiar name in her 
native South, but not common in the 
Northwest. Would you believe there are 4 other 
Panorama Beckys besides the one I live with; 
and that doesn’t count a lady named Becca. 

Those others of  you fortunate enough to have 
distinctive names should not feel left out. That 
just makes you more memorable. 

When Becky and I moved to Panorama, I was 
happy to get a name badge and to see that my 

fellow residents had been issued 
theirs. At last, I’d be able to 
reinforce names with faces. 

We make a point to wear our 
badges every time we go out 
anywhere on campus. Alas, it 

seems that many of  our fellow 
residents do not. We wonder why that is. Are 
people trying to remain anonymous? Are they 
in the Federal Witness Protection Program? 
Are all of  them so forgetful that they leave the 
badge at home? Have they lost their badge? 

I am a very friendly person. When meeting 
someone I have never met before, I introduce 
myself, “Hello, I’m Bob Anderson.” Why is it 
that so many people say “Hello” in return, but 
do not reciprocate the greeting with their own 
name? I look for a name tag, but there is none. 

Can we all please agree to make an effort to 
wear our name badges whenever we are out and 
about on campus? It would help all of  us 
remember you and your name ✶

You are who…again?
Tomsk, Siberia

The Lizard House 
BY SANDY BUSH 

All we really tried to do, 
 Was keep the rain at bay. 
The southern door, a leaky sieve, 
 Allowed a lake to form. 

The shutter, built to fit in snug, 
 Contained a perfect ledge 
To hold the boards, so not to warp. 
 We never planned a lizard house. 

Weather patterns change in May, 
 Rain never more than sprinkles. 

So time to stow the shutters, 
 Ooops…a baleful jaundiced eye 
 Regards me as intruder. 

He’d come to see that ledge as home, 
 Protected from the wind. 
A treasure-trove with scuttling bugs, 
 A living pantry right close by. 

Gently I nudged him under the deck, 
 And hope a summer place he’ll find. 
‘Til clouds of  winter bring the rain again… 
 And, too, the lizard’s shutter home. 



 

A Passing Fad 
BY JIM DEYOUNG 

It had been a long day at work. Arriving home, all 
I wanted was a change of  clothes, a cool drink, 
some chips, the newspaper, and a comfortable 
chair on the back deck. I was getting a Pepsi out 
of  the refrigerator when the doorbell rang 
announcing the arrival of  our neighbor. 

"Hi!" he said, "Saw you come home and couldn't 
wait to see if  you got your Electronic Heath Kit 
catalog in the mail today. Remember we were 
talking about computers where we work? Well, 
this catalog has a kit where you can make your 
very own computer.  

“I remember you telling me that you had bought 
a couple things from this company and thought 
this would be something that we'd be interested 
in making. I think I'll buy one. It's sorta pricey, 
but it should be a fun project. If  you get one, we 
could help each other when we run into 
problems. Wadda ya think?" 

My son Mike, who was listening in on the 
conversation, grabbed the catalog, and after 
looking at it, said, "Dad, what's a computer? What 
do you do with it? Are we going to get one?" 

After the neighbor left, Mike was not ready to drop 
the conversation, so I explained to him about the 
computers the bank had for keeping track of  
customer transactions and their accounts, and that 
the bank had a large computer center just to keep 
these massive computers operating. And while it 
would be fun to build a computer, I didn't know 
what you could do with it once it was put together. 

With that, he was off  doing his thing and I had 
time to relax and read the newspaper; however, in 
the back of  both our minds… 

It was a couple years later that he and I read about 
a personal computer that could be used for playing 
games, and more important, had the ability to run 
your own basic computer programs. It was called 
the Commodore 64 (C-64) computer. It had 64 
kilobytes (1,024 bytes in a KB) of  Random Access 
Memory (RAM); and its Central Processing Unit 
(CPU) operated at one megahertz (MHz) or one 
million cycles per second. (Today's laptop contains 

more like 125,000K RAM and operates at 2,600 
MHz CPU speed.) 

At the same time, I was starting to see portable––
if  22 pounds is considered portable––personal 
computers appear in some of  the departments at 
work. I began to recognize their capability. Mike 
announced that there would be a computer class 
offered in school and wondered about taking it. 

After some hesitation and much discussion, we 
decided that it was time to buy a C-64 computer 
and monitor. It was a basic unit with no internal 
storage; however it did include a separate cassette 
tape drive for storing memory. This did not work 
very well so we purchased a 5 1/4-inch disc drive 
and eventually a dot-matrix printer. There was 
very little pre-packaged software available other 
than some games and a word processing program. 
And while the games were fun to play and he 
used the word processing program for class 
assignments, Mike's main interest was writing 
computer programs. This, with his computer class 
in school, created hours of  concentrated interest 
on his part. 

I don't recall how he came up with the idea, but in 
talking to the manager of  the local water district, 
he decided to write an address label program for 
mailing their monthly statements. He was doubly 
surprised when the manager offered to pay him 
for the monthly service of  producing labels. 
During this same time, I was keeping track of  
credit card activity and asked if  he could write a 
program that would match payment dates to 
purchase dates. It didn't take him long to present 
me with the requested report, which he was 
happy to maintain until he left for college. 

His degree at Western Washington University was 
in computer science and after graduation he was 
employed by a national insurance company as a 
programmer. He is still with the company and is 
now project manager for the Software 
Development and Management of  computer 
operations for their Bonding Division. 

While building your own computer became a 
passing fad, the concept of  computers became a 
growing interest for one individual. Thanks to a 
neighbor's introduction, this passing interest for a 
young man developed into a satisfying life career. ✶
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Is Resistance Futile? 
BY SHARON L. WEBB 

I have participated in public forums, school board 
meetings and marches both for and against issues. 
My participation may not have changed the 
outcome but it changed me and my perspective on 
the importance of  resistance. Though in truth, it is 
my children who helped me most. They taught me 
that resistance can lead to deeper reflection on the 
purposes (and results) of  resistance. 

Few individuals have escaped witnessing the 
resistance of  a toddler in a grocery store basket 
crying and screaming with an embarrassed and 
frustrated parent. Nothing the parent does or 
threatens to do comforts or distracts the child. 
The noise continues with others looking on in 
disgust or the look of  “I have been there” 
understanding. The one thing that works is taking 
them out of  the cart and heading to the familiar 
car in the parking lot. The child is suddenly silent, 
sometimes sobbing, as they are freed from the 
overstimulating 
environment. Resistance has 
worked, at least for the 
child. The parent 
acknowledges the need and 
limits of  the other person 
and learns new shopping 
strategies. 

Children are quite keen at 
interpreting their 
environment. In March 1976 
we moved from the Northwest to Colorado. My 
four-year-old daughter saw the sun and insisted on 
wearing shorts and summer clothes. No amount of  
persuasion could avoid these stressful, shouting, 
tearful mornings even though the thermometer 
registered 16° outside. Her artwork reflected her 
perspective with a big full sun, tall brown 
mountains absent of  trees. Slowly I came up with a 
compromise. She could wear the outfit with her 
big warm fur coat and gradually I removed all 
summer clothes from the closet to a high shelf  she 
was unable to see or reach. I learned that her 
resistance was a gift. For some people changes are 
difficult. Her resistance helped me see that 
adjusting to anything new is challenging for some. 

In Colorado we lived in a neighborhood where 
children often played together after dinner. Skate 
boarding, hula hoops, kick the can, and hide and 
seek were activities our three delighted girls were 
invited to join in. However, I began to notice new 
words entering our home. Not just “Yousems,” a 
curious word used in this area but cuss words and 
other coarse language they had not been exposed to.  

I did not want them to miss the fun and learning 
of  playing together but also did not want them 
using the “lingo” of  the group. After a couple of  
weeks of  continual home corrections and 
forbidden usage I came up with an idea. I sat down 
with the girls and made a list of  words their 
playmates used that could not be used in our 
home. We put the list of  words on the refrigerator 
and they were soon referred to as “Refrigerator 
Words.” Occasionally additions needed to be made 
to the list. I knew it was successful when they 
would occasionally hear their dad in the garage say 
a “Refrigerator Word” and with righteous shock 
would tell him and me what violation had 
occurred. Yeah! Resistance was working. They 

could still play with the 
neighborhood crowd without 
labeling or demeaning them. 

My then 13- year-old daughter was 
sitting in the back seat as I drove 
her to school. She said “I know 
you do not approve but I am 
going to start wearing eye 
shadow.” Green eyelids were “in” 
that year. I suddenly pictured my 

daughter with her current 1980’s crowd looking 
like the pop singer Madonna. I quickly recovered 
and said, “You are right I do not want you to wear 
eye makeup, but I know you can just apply it once 
you get to school and take it off  before you come 
home. Thank you for telling me because it is more 
important that we have an honest relationship than 
what you wear.” Her resistance worked for her and 
I learned to continue to tolerate uncomfortable 
makeup until that phase passed. 

Only our two older daughters were allowed by my 
husband to see the movie “Footloose” which was 
rated PG-13. The youngest daughter brought this 
unjust decision up nightly at the dinner table for 
over a year! Her impassioned pleas to her dad were 
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Resistance is seen as futile only if  you make it 
binary––“my way or the highway.” Differences in 
philosophies, values, customs and methods will 
always be with us. Peace and peacefulness comes 
when we dig deep and listen to resistance. This can 
help us find understanding and common ground 
without nullifying the person with another 
perspective. ✶

creative and persistent. As her verbal resistance to 
the decision continued, I wondered if  we were 
training a child for a debate team. Her father never 
gave in; we just listened to the noise. It was a 
binary resistant decision. Then one Christmas 
when she was in college he gave her a DVD of  
Footloose. We all had a great laugh. Sometimes a 
line needs to be drawn and held. 
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Thoughts on Envy 
BY SUE PRINCE

Envy: a feeling of  discontented or resentful 
longing aroused by someone else’s possessions, 
qualities, or luck.  Synonym: jealousy. 

    I. 
Green with envy--     
It began with Shakespeare’s Iago 
who warned Othello 
“. . .beware, my lord, of  jealousy, 
It is the green-eyed monster. . . .” 
And thus it began. 

I am unashamedly a dark envious 
green, when in the dreary days of  winter,  
I half-heartedly smile, 
wave a tepid goodbye to travelers 
who sun in Hawaii, Arizona or Florida. 

I would pack my old pedal pushers, 
(now called crops), pair them with 
T-shirts that shamelessly reveal 
an upper arm shimmy, escape into the sun, 
watch that dark green fade into lime.  

No envy for expensive cars, huge houses, or 
500 pairs of  shoes. However, a lissome body 
to stroll the streets of  Prague, climb 

Coliseum’s steps, 
walk the Wall of  China 
will sparkle me emerald. 

       II. 
Francis Bacon said, “Envy knows no 

holidays.” 
It goes on and on in the quagmires of  our 

brains.  
I compare myself  to others who easily 
do things I no longer can.  
Jealousy for another’s qualities, 
or is this envy? 

“Envy is secret admiration,” Kierkegaard 
said.  

I greatly envy poets who can catapult 
ordinary language into thrilling, 
unexpected realms.  

I do not envy chefs who are 
masterfully food savvy.  
Could an ingenious chef  create something 
out of  peanut butter and foil wrap 
currently in my cupboard? 

I can’t deny envy. 
I can only guess how it feels  
to saunter through the rooms of  my mind, 
find that green envy door, peek in, 
choose to forcefully slam it closed, 
never once to look back. ✶
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Breathless in Seattle   

BY TAM ALDEN 

It started innocently enough with a momentary 
lapse brought on by good intentions and the 
sunny lure to be outside. The blessing of  such a 
day after a long dark winter can distort my 
otherwise reliable judgment. What is it about a 
bright sunny day that causes me to experience 
feelings of  omnipotence? 

I phoned my biking partner. “Are you available for 
a ride early tomorrow morning?” I asked. He 
replied with a question of  his own: “How early?” I 
tossed out the ridiculously early hour of  6:30 am 
only to hear the disappointment in his voice when 
he answered with another question: “That late, 
huh?”. I suggested to him that it would be more 
fun if  we were cycling in the daylight. 

Having committed myself  to a strenuous outdoor 
activity that would fill my musty winter lungs with 
fresh spring air, I returned to my previous activity 
of  baking chocolate chip cookies. Didn’t I read 
something somewhere about “carb-loading” 
before strenuous activity? Leave it to me to 
remember that bit of  trivia and give it my own 
spin. I eagerly tested that advice by savoring a half  
dozen cookies warm from the oven. Let’s see; I 
arranged a cycling partner and carb-loaded. Did I 
forget anything?  

Thinking back on my last cycling adventure, I 
realized that my bike had been gathering dust in 
the garage for at least six months, collecting spider 
webs, and losing inflation in the tires. As payment 
for all the cookies he had been sampling, my 
husband dusted the cobwebs off  my bike and 
inflated the tires until no sign of  my slothful 
winter remained. 

The alarm woke me at 6:00 am as the sun was just 
suggesting an appearance. I had allowed enough 
time to shimmy into my cycling ensemble which 
included skin-tight LYCRA® bike shorts with the 
redundant padded seat. And bless the legislature 
for the helmet law so I did not have to worry 
about my hair looking like I just crawled out of  
bed…which I had. My cycling partner arrived as I 
finished gulping down a glass of  orange juice that 
was to serve as my breakfast. 

With my bike joining his in the bed of  his rusty 
Datsun pick-up truck, we headed to the Burke-
Gilman Trail, just down the road a piece from 
our home. The streets at 6:30 on Saturday 
morning in early spring were deserted, as was the 
usually packed trailhead parking lot. His truck 
was the lone vehicle there. The air was cool and 
damp with the type of  early morning mist that 
burns off  before noon.  

Without bothering with such sissy rituals as a 
warm-up or stretching exercises, we mounted our 
bikes and cycled down the trail. Outfitted in my 
designer helmet, two-color bike shorts and 
fingerless gloves with padded palms, I hoped that I 
exuded such an air of  cycling skill, experience and 
confidence, that no one would notice my frozen 
purple knees, pink cheeks, and pained facial 
expression and suspect my amateur cycling status.  

My partner sat upright wearing his skosh-more-
room faded Levi jeans and plaid shirt, pedaling 
along entertaining me with his adventures as an 
acoustic technician at Boeing. I tried to keep pace 
by discussing the wonders of  life as a dental 
receptionist. Fortunately there aren’t many so my 



 

True Hero 
BY VERL ROGERS 

A proud father spoke to me at length one day. 
"My boy Hank is 13, has pimples, is skinny and 
was more shy than I wanted. He's a good kid but I 
used to wish he would speak up more. Yep, that 's 
what I used to worry about; no more.” 

The Seattle Seahawks football team was to hold a 
parade one Saturday in downtown Seattle. Hank 
and I went. We found a place, but it was in a 
second row on Fifth Avenue, and there were two 
big men in front of  us. Hank had to look between 
their shoulders to see what was on the street. 

Hank held a toy football in one hand. He said he 
wanted to get the signature of  a team member on 
the little ball. 

The parade started, and then came the 
professional team members themselves on foot, 
waving and passing out candy kisses to the people 
along the parade route. There was a float in the 
center with a big bin in front and the players kept 
going back to the bin and filling their 
pockets to give out candies. 

"Hey, Dad. There's Russell Wilson”. 
my boy yelled in my ear. "Maybe he'll 
sign my football!" 
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sentences were short and to the point as I 
struggled to talk and breathe. My cycling partner 
did not appear to notice that the conversation was 
one-sided. He was full of  interesting information 
about test flights, sound-proof  room tests, and 
wind tunnels, so I was only too happy to practice 
my listening skills. 

After several miles I began to feel more 
comfortable on the bike and my knees transitioned 
from deathly purple to a color more 
complimenting a living person. My goal was to 
give the appearance of  pedaling along, relaxed and 
carefree, without any strain. Pride would not let 
me reveal any signs to my cycling partner that my 
body was laboring from a winter of  neglect.  

My ego kicked into high gear. Did I mention that 
my cycling partner was my white-haired, 
comfortably overweight uncle who was 20 years 
my senior? With 20 years of  youth on my side, 
shouldn’t I leave him in my dust rather than be 
secretly panting to keep up? Then I reasoned 
that he had 20 years more experience! Yeah, 
that’s it. Lack of  oxygen clouds logic.  

Being out-pedaled by a gray panther is bad 
enough but I could just imagine the snide remarks 
I’d have to endure at the family reunions for years 
to come if  they knew that I was being out-cycled 
by Uncle Fred. ✶ 

In case you don't know, Russell Wilson is the 
team's lead quarterback, the best player among the 
highest and the mightiest. 

Hank jumped up and down, and waved his toy 
football as high as he could, pointing to it with his 
other hand, but he could barely get above the 
shoulders in front of  him. Maybe Wilson was 
looking for kids. Anyhow, that skinny, pimply 13-
year-old boy caught Wilson's eye. 

Russell stopped handing out candies and came 
over. He reached between the first-row shoulders 
and grasped the little football, took out a pen and 
signed the ball! 

Not satisfied with the signature alone, Wilson 
shook hands as well, and asked the boy's name. 
“Oh, I'm Hank,” the boy managed to croak. 

"Well I'm glad you came today, Hank,” said 
Wilson, “and I want you to cheer for us! Oh yeah, 
and have a candy kiss!" 

So that's how my boy met Russell Wilson. He went 
home and built a little shelf  for his bedroom wall, 
and the signed toy football and the uneaten candy 

are there. Hank will talk about them all day 
if  you will listen, and he’s not shy at all 
anymore. 

If  you want my idea of  a true hero, it's 
Russell Wilson! ✶



 

 1 

silver tears 
trickle down the windowpane  
raindrops glisten 
like icicles on a 
Christmas tree  
the porch glows raspberry  
red from the taillights  
of  a passing car 

the streetlamp is a 
bellwether in the  
gloom 
like gaslight 
on Baker Street  
it flickers a few times, 
then fades 

first light is blue-gray 
as if  shining 
through an iceberg,  
floating 
in frigid waters, 
mostly 
beneath the surface  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asparagus gray,  
gargoyle blue  
like the Blue Forest 
of  Vienna 
or the Blue Grotto 
of  Guatemala 

     2 
dawn is a Boston 
Harbor- 
pewter-clapboard-hull of  
the ship–– 
kind of  gray: 
gray as the shutters 
of  Old North Church 
gray as the sign 
of  a Back Bay bar 
gray as the ghost of  a 
Puritan preacher 
cobblestone alley  
door left ajar 

gray as a gull on the  
mast of  a ship 
abandoned, alone  
in need of  repair 

gray as the barnacles  
under the bow  
gray as the geese 
glide through the air 

gray as a gloomy Red 
Sox 
loss 
seeing the sun is a 
thing of  the past  
gray as a mood that's  
given up hope  
abandon ship 
lower the mast 

     3 
then gray lightens  
to blue 
to pink 
to a spectrum of 
sparkles, 
a sunrise that 
softens the 
worries 
of  the world ✶	

Reverie 
BY CHARLES KASSLER

Seasons 
BY JEAN GARWOOD

Summer is a time 
for basking in the sun 
of  enjoying the new me 
and joyfully declare all is done.

Spring is a time 
for fresh renew 
of  stepping slowly forward 
and shaking off  the cocoon and dew

Fall is a time 
For letting go 
of  all habits not needed 
and making amends with those we know

Winter is a time 
for quiet mending 
of  putting all in order 
and leave nothing behind or pending.

For now 
and the seasons continue. ✶
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Birds of a Feather
BY CHARLES KASLER 

a stork delivers  
babies after  
hours 
kites fly high  
in the breeze 
Baltimore Orioles head  
south for spring  
training 
woodpeckers tap like  
mad typists on a  
deadline 
road runners race, 
turkeys trot through 
the corn  
a cluster of  cliff swallows   
returns to the mission  
in Capistrano 

nightingales sound the  
hours  
a parliament of  
owls  
studies the  
scripture til dawn 
larks exalt the morning  
chill  
doves emanate peace, 
flying over Market  
Square 

a conclave of   
cardinals,  
radiant red,  
roost like  
rooks  
in The Vatican 
flamboyant flamingos 
tiptoe in ankle-deep  
water, 
pirouette 
on Swan Lake  
hummingbirds shimmer  
and preen like  
parakeets reflecting  
in a mirror 

a squadron of  pelicans 

scavenges the shoal 
skimmers scoop the water  
fishing incessantly 
a colony of  gulls 
makes its living 
from the sea 
cormorants sun themselves  
after a swim,  
drying their wings 
like morning 
laundry 
ducks paddle  
their rafts 
and cranes dance in the  
shadows, 
dance in the shallows 
like sandpipers - 
a spurt and a sprint 
before the surge  
of  the next wave 
quail bevy and covey, 
drift and draft, 
dart, feint  
and flush 
as a heron 
watches passively,  
blue as a dyed  
Easter egg,  
and gray as your grandfather's  
whiskers 

a convocation of  eagles  
converges  
like The Blue  
Angels on 
The 4th of  July 
a gaggle of  geese  
flies in formation  
V for Victory 
a flock of  falcons 
stands ready to ambush 
a nest of  pheasants 
mallards march 
in matching suits 
like Daffy Duck 
in Yankee Doodle Daffy 
a platoon of  
penguins secures  
the southern  

perimeter, 
waddling back  
and forth 
like wooden  
soldiers 
in the Nutcracker 

blackbirds cast shadows 
on the hillside 
a congress of  ravens 
chatters, 
a cauldron of  crows  
clatters 
kraa, kraa  
a cloud of  starlings 
swirls overhead 
like a dark tornado  

catbirds purr,  
eyeing chickens  
brooding in the  
barn  
hawks give their prey  
the evil eye 
and vultures await  
the wake 
warblers strike 
terror into 
trembling finches  
sparrows quarrel with 
a scourge of  starlings  
parrots create  
pandemonium, 
scolding jays  
in the asylum of   
loons  

plovers in Dover 
rove over  
clover 
Dover plovers 
dove over  
clover 
over 
and over, 
and birds of  a feather 
flock together 
forever 
and ever ✶ 
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Lower Antelope Canyon 

BY JANE PARKS 

In high desert Arizona along the Mogollon Rim, 
scorching winds blow sandstone swirls around our bare 

legs. 
We approach a wide dark hole on our desert path and 

descend dozens of  metal steps into the chasm—a 
reprieve from  

punishing heat above. 

Lower Antelope Canyon,  
 carved by wind and rain over millennia, 

sacred to the Navajo, holds mysterious secrets. 
We enter a sandstone wonderland of  

spirals, corkscrews, and waves. 
Our necks crane upward to nature’s skylights. 

Navajo pathways weave through this narrow slot canyon. 
A mix of  light and shadow coats the rocks with orange, 

red, yellow, and purple hues. 
Around every outcropping more of  nature’s beauty is 

unfurled. 
Neck, head, long straight hair streaming as if  in a breeze,  

Wind Woman appears. 
 Abe Lincoln-- chin, nose, and forehead. 

Lion, eagle, heart --all carved by nature’s scalpel into 
sandstone walls. 

Imagine no tourist platoon along the path. 
Imagine complete solitude in this amazing chamber. 

Majestic 
Calm 

Spiritual 
Sacred 	

Completely unforgettable ✶

Antelope Canyon is a slot canyon in the American 
Southwest, on Navajo land east of Page, Arizona. 
Lower Antelope Canyon is Hazdistazí (called 
"Hasdestwazi" by the Navajo Parks and Recreation 
Department), or 'spiral rock arches.’ It is in the 
LeChee Chapter of  the Navajo Nation and is 
accessible by guided tour only.

It’s Contagious 

BY KRISTI MORRISH 

Smiling is the first symptom. 
Chuckling is the next. 

If  you don’t catch it in time, 
it’s outrageously contagious. 

It’s a healing epidemic, 
that you can help spread. 

Smile your way to laughter. 
Let others catch the good. ✶

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Slot_canyon
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Southwestern_United_States
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Southwestern_United_States
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Navajo_Nation
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Page,_Arizona
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Arizona
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Slot_canyon
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Southwestern_United_States
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Southwestern_United_States
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Navajo_Nation
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Page,_Arizona
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Arizona
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Birthday Musings 
BY JEAN PHILLIPS 

Time––concept, measurement or experience––which one? 
Pondered by philosophers, described and measured by scientists, 
Experienced as history, future, or as the now. 
Linear, circular, or cyclical? 
Ordered and recorded by calendars, 
sun dials, clocks, and day-planners. 
Spoken of  as centuries, years, months, days, hours, 
minutes, seconds and birthdays. 
Mysterious relativity, worshiped by ancients, 
perceived as seasons and stars. 
Regarded in regretful amazement––my how time flies––or–– 
the older I get, the faster it goes! 
Sometimes in exasperation––when will this day ever be over? 
––or––there is never enough time! 

Twenty-four hours each day––paltry few or overflowing basketful 
Our perception of  the gift? 
What we do with them and how we live each day 
determines our story and, at the end, how rich our memories will be. 
Present, past and future, all created by our minds, 
help us measure our days. 
Past is present in our memories, 
future in our anticipations, 
present is our attention in the eternal now. 
Spending too much time in the past or future 
robs our days of  their present joys ✶ 

Calling All Writers

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 April 2020 issue is February 15, 2020. Send submissions to TheVoice@ 
panorama.org. The Voice is published quarterly and distributed to all residents. ✶ 


