
 

Coronavirus at Panorama 
   BY CLEVE PINNIX

The Voice

Came in without being seen 

  Overwhelmed medical facilities 

   Reached around the globe 

    Odorless, tasteless, colorless, deadly 

     Needed only weeks to devastate us 

      Attacked people of  all ages and races 

       Vicious in its effect on seniors 

        Invaded our homes, schools, and cities 

         Ravaged our global economy 

          Upset all our usual routines 

           Separated us from friends and family 

People working together to stay safe 

  An example of  a compassionate community 

   Never experienced this, we learn as we go 

    Open hearts and minds help us cope 

     Reaching out to neighbors, stronger together 

      April, May, however long it takes 

       Management and staff  support us all 

        A time to reflect––how fortunate we are ▪
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EDITOR’S NOTE

As I completed this special issue 
of  The Voice, Google Calendar 
reminded me that the week’s 
activities included Pub Trivia. 
This message normally causes 
anticipatory excitement; I enjoy 
dining with our trivia team, 
seeing 100 or more of  my best 
friends, and competing with 
them in Lifestyle Enrichment’s 

special brand of  torture. 

Today’s message brought new and conflicting 
emotions. First, astonishment that it had been two 
months since the last Pub Trivia night. On one 
hand, it seems like years and on the other, life is so 
different that I almost forgot what Pub Trivia was. 
The second emotion is sadness that this virus has 
stolen so many of  life’s joys from me and my fellow 
residents. 

We are missing not only Pub Trivia, but dozens of  
other activities important to our physical and 
mental well-being, the essence of  our life at 
Panorama. We miss the camaraderie of  our friends 
with whom we share activities, interests, movies, 
concerts, plays, books, and trips. And we miss the 
Panorama Staff. 

Life goes on: new neighbors, walking the campus, 
birthdays, anniversaries, holidays, births, deaths, 
broken bones, chemotherapy, and aging. 

But life has changed. My heart breaks for 
Independent Living residents whose spouse or 
partner is behind locked doors of  the C&R or 
Assisted Living. Likewise for residents behind those 
doors who are physically separated from all family 
and friends.  

We learn new coping skills. Some of  us order 
groceries by phone or online. Apartment residents 
contend with new rules which have caused drastic 
adjustments in their lifestyle. We have used this 
unplanned hiatus to attend to long-postponed 
projects; haven’t we? 

Neighbors develop new ways of  staying in touch. 
Residents phone friends who are unable to get out. 
Many activities hold meetings via Zoom; families 
visit via Zoom, FaceTime, and Skype. One group 
celebrated a member’s milestone birthday with a 
parade of  cars. Others improvise socially distanced 
meals, happy hours, and wine tastings. 

Residents attempt to comply with governmental 
and Panorama restrictions. Most residents wear 
masks outside; two ladies walk around campus, each 
holding one end of  a six-foot long stick.  

Panorama management has demonstrated adaptability 
and forward thinking in an uncertain time. The 
Panorama Staff  Parade was a highlight; residents were 
thrilled to see everyone and to show their appreciation 
and commitment via signs and noise. 

We do not yet know how long this will last; we all 
suspect that there will be a new normal at its end, 
with no return to our previous way of  life. The two 
things we do know is that we are all––residents and 
staff–– in this together and that Panorama is the 
best place to be. 

My gratitude to the more than fifty residents who 
submitted a story, poem, piece of  art, picture, 
suggestion, note, or advice for this special issue. I 
hope that this journal provides a welcome diversion 
and material for reflection on this unique time in 
our life at Panorama. ▪ 

Becky Anderson

 Page 2 | The Voice |  May Special 2020 CORONAVIRUS EDITION

mailto:TheVoice@Panorama.org
mailto:TheVoice@Panorama.org


 

STORIES

  May Special 2020  | The Voice | Page 3CORONAVIRUS EDITION

  5   When the Epidemic Subsides Michael Silverstein ................

  6   This and That Jean Garwood ...................................................

  7   The Best Easter Sunday Ever! Bob Bowers ...........................

  8  The Teddy Bear in the Window Joan Tenenbaum ................

10   The Grinch Almost Stole Springtime Judy Murphy .............

11   Staying Fit in the Time of  COVID-19 Tam Alden ..............

14   From Our Patio Betsy Olsen ....................................................

14   Haints at the Quinault Marjorie Herring ................................

15   Watching the Grass Grow Peggy Jamerson ...........................

16   The Wonderful Consequences of  Math Tim Alden .............

17   Bartruff  Burma Shave Multiple ...............................................

18   Surviving Coronavirus-19 Marian Lyon .................................

20   Small Things Matter Sharon Webb ..........................................

21   Home Confinement 2021–202? Sally Vogel ..........................

23   Pandemic Offers Opportunity Carolyn Treadway ................

24   Notes on Isolation Loretta Murphy ........................................

25   Making Lemonade Lucy Reuter ...............................................

26   Signs and Beer Jean Garwood ..................................................

27   Squirrel Wars Kathy Kidwell  ....................................................

28   Panorama Staff  Parade Dick & Diane Koeb.........................

25 MAKING LEMONADE 
Special delivery, mask marathon, 
freezer discoveries, exercising in PJs, 
fresh air…all bonus experiences in 
our altered living state. 
BY LUCY REUTER

5 BEING APART, NOT ALONE 
The challenges so suddenly 
apparent under the pandemic 
spotlight are awesome. What will be 
our roles when rebuilding begins? 
BY MICHAEL SILVERSTEIN

23 TO SEE MORE CLEARLY 
The virus has brought us to a 
sudden halt. The impact on the 
environment has changed. It’s our 
opportunity to reconnect to Earth! 
BY CAROLYN TREADWAY

18 SHELTERING IN PLACE 
Cabin fever has taken its toll on 
residents, especially those in the 
C&R. Life will forever change; 
young folks may be more frugal.  
BY MARION LYON

24 HIT TO DAILY LIFE 
The amazing feeling of  no schedule 
or responsibility and new freedom…
lead to habits of  a turtle? No…to 
badges and sunny days work. 
BY LORETTA MURPHY

10 ENERGIZED OR RESTLESS? 
Times are surreal! Are those real 
people on Skype or Zoom? Who 
are those masked people out there? 
Disengage. Relax. Eat ice cream. 
BY JUDY MURPHY

COVID-19 Bench. Photo by April Works.



   Page 4 | The Voice |  May Special 2020 CORONAVIRUS EDITION 

POEMS

  

  1   Coronavirus at Panorama Cleve Pinnix .............................

  7   Just a Day Sue Prince ..........................................................

  7   Our True Selves Sue Prince .................................................

  8   Where is My Place? Joan Tenenbaum ................................

  8   Whimsy Phyllis Clausen .......................................................

  9   Anthology of  Poems Ernesta Ballard ...............................

12   Freight Train Comin’ David Pelto ......................................

13   Still Comes Spring Jean Phillips ..........................................

16   What to Do Ann Risdon .....................................................

16   Coronavirus Haiku Kris Bartruff  ......................................

19  Patience Kristi Morrish ........................................................

19   Pandemic Pantry Mary Wilde .............................................

19   2020 Mary Wilde  ..................................................................

22   Wolf  at the Door Charles Kasler .......................................

22   Global Pandemic Carol Farnham .......................................

25   And This Challenge Too David Pelto ...............................

26   Ode to Corona Dennis Risdon ...........................................

26   Life in a Nutshell Kathy Lee ...............................................

27   On Being Quarantined Carol Horner ................................

27   Clear! Joan Tenenbaum........................................................



    May Special 2020  | The Voice | Page 5CORONAVIRUS EDITION

When the Epidemic 
Subsides

BY MICHAEL SILVERSTEIN 

About ten days after we began “social distancing,” I 
sent an email to some Panorama friends and neighbors 
pondering what this might mean for our lives: 

“It is ironic (not funnily but disturbingly ironic) 
that the immediate need is for ‘social distancing.’ 
It has abruptly disrupted the promise of  social 
contact which was the most important reason we 
moved to Panorama and the thing that has made 
us happiest about living here as we keep aging. 
All of  a sudden our main social lifelines have 
been cut––no more boot camp, yoga, readers’ 
theater, dog park, resident transit, green team, 
indivisible, movies, concerts and so much more 
––with no foreseeable timeline for resumption. 

Being here in our house with books, food and 
Netflix is pleasant enough right now, but over 
the coming weeks we could be experiencing the 
very isolation we came here to avoid––that is, 
unless we become creative about finding ways to 
be close at a distance.” 

It was stunning and gratifying that this struck a 
chord with many people who felt a similar need to 
share our way through a troubled time. Happily, 
Panorama has blossomed with creative ideas, some 
successful (Zoom cocktails, staff  parade) and others 
less so (outdoor boot camp). The fear of  isolation 
and social distance gives way to understanding that 
being apart is not being alone, that there are new 
ways for building relationships and friendships. As 
the weeks have gone by, we remain a vibrant, 
embracing community. Our choice to move here 
has been validated. 

With still no foreseeable timeline, the stresses of  
social isolation will become more challenging 
especially for those living alone, physically impaired, 
without Internet access or for those whose “cabin 
fever” has moved toward depression or substance 
dependence. And if  even a single case of  a 
COVID-19 infection emerges in our community, 
the demands will multiply. Our Panorama family 
will certainly adapt to even the worst scenarios of  
social isolation in an imaginative process of  
exploration and discovery. 

While our attention is naturally focused on day-to-
day adjustments, present adversity also brings a 
need to think into the future. Our instincts may be 
simply “getting back to normal,” but extreme 
circumstances have a jarring way of  shining light on 
problems hidden in the shadows of  our normal 
lives. The turmoil reveals fault lines in our social 
and economic systems so wide and deep that going 
back to normal cannot be an acceptable end game. 

The challenges so suddenly apparent under the 
pandemic spotlight are awesome: not ensuring health 
care as a right; a medical care system designed as a 
profitable enterprise instead of  a public service and 
now revealed as unprepared for catastrophes and 
unable to protect its own workers from harm; a 
hollowed out public health system that can’t fulfill 
basic functions of  surveillance, prevention and rapid 
response; and a grotesque failure to address poverty 
and discrimination while simultaneously relying on 
poor, disenfranchised, minority and immigrant 
peoples for our “essential functions.” 

These historic failures might seem insurmountable, 
especially in a period of  extreme polarization. But 
catastrophe and adversity have a way of  refocusing 
our vision. We find ways to rebuild our physical 
infrastructures after hurricanes, fires, earthquakes 
and volcanic eruptions. Will we now succeed in a 
sustained national undertaking to rebuild our 
economic, political and social systems? Keith Cori, 
an ER doctor in Providence RI posed the test this 
way in a recent article. “The cataclysm of  
COVID-19 offers an opportunity to reshape health 
care in ways that may not have seemed possible just 
a few months ago. Will we have the collective will to 
make public health, social justice, equity, workplace 
safety and the practice of  medicine greater priorities 
than financial success?” 

Such questions can make us each feel small and 
inconsequential. But many of  us at Panorama have 
learned that great things happen when individuals 
with insights, talents, and experience join together. 
Panorama is richly endowed with people who still 
have important contributions to make in times of  
need. Right now most of  us are reasonably safe at 
home with little ability to help those who are 
desperately ill, but it’s not too early to be thinking 
about roles we might play when the epidemic 
subsides and the work of  rebuilding begins. ▪
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This and That

BY JEAN GARWOOD 

I was thumbing through an old recipe book that my 
mother had given me. The book was compiled from 
the members of  her church in Ohio. Many tried and 
true recipes from times gone by. Nothing fancy, but 
the recipes bring back memories of  my Midwest 
upbringing––watermelon rind pickles, forgotten 
cookies, overnight meringues, sloppy Joes, 
Grandma’s oatmeal cookies (which I bake very 
often) and the all time favorite, molded jello salad.  

I noticed ingredients such as Miracle Whip, Cool 
Whip, Jell-O Instant Pudding, American cheese 
(Velveeta?), oleo, and Kraft Cheez Whiz. Oh my!  
One that I used often was hamburger and elbow 
macaroni casserole. My children declared they were 
vegetarians after that, and my cookbook collection 
began to have titles like Moosewood Cookbook 
(wholesome vegetarian), Yoga Cookbook, and 
Wholefood Nutrition. 

The beginning of  each section of  the church 
cookbook was a page of  helpful hints. I have 
included some of  them; the comments in 
parentheses are mine.  

• Use a metal ice tray divider to cut biscuits (clever 
idea)  

• Save the heels of  bread and put in a blender 

• When frying meat, try sprinkling paprika over it 
and it will turn golden brown (really?) 

• To make scaling a fish easier, try rubbing vinegar 
on the scales first (you bet, the next time I go 
fishing!) 

• If  your child has trouble swallowing a pill, place it 
in a teaspoon of  applesauce (maybe will work for 
your dog also) 

• A leaf  of  lettuce dropped into the pot absorbs 
the grease from the top of  the soup (who knew) 

• Clean CorningWare by dropping two denture 
cleaning tablets in water (now there is a novel use 
for those tablets) 

• Baking soda on a damp sponge will clean your 
iron of  starch deposits (do people still iron and 
starch their clothes?) 

• Vinegar will clean anything. (I think I will try it on 
my stainless steel pans that are discolored. Hey, I 
can still learn.) 

But the best recipe I found in the heading titled 
“This and That”. 

RECIPE FOR A HAPPY DAY 
1 cup friendly words 
2 heaping cups of  understanding 
4 heaping teaspoons of  time and patience 
Pinch of  warm personality 
Dash of  humor 
Spice of  life 

Measure words carefully, add heaping cups of  
understanding. Use generous amounts of  time and 
patience. Cook on front burner; keep temperature 
low; do not boil. Add a dash of  humor and pinch 
of  warm personality. Season to taste with spice of  
life. Serve in individuals molds. 

This seems to be a good recipe for this time of  
“Staying at Home,” being separated from friends, 
family and our Panorama community. Stay well and 
calm, my friends. ▪ 
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Just a Day  
BY SUE PRINCE 

The fridge gently hums  
into the quiet house.  
I am alone, pensive 

as I write. The words, phrases, 
empty onto the page 
without hesitation. 

Lit by the overhead beam, 
my hand creates a shadow 

on the white paper. 

It moves as I write, 
stops when I do. 
A separate story. 

Scenes with Paul, Connie, 
Thomas, Sarah, friends all dead 

so solid in my memory. 

The fir outside the patio 
knows, sympathizes. 

It sends a twig  

that scratches the roof  
as if  to relieve some 
unidentifiable itch. ▪	 

Our True Selves

BY SUE PRINCE 

have emerged: 
hair gone awry 

no makeup 
no bra 

Hello— 

I know you 
now without  

Mad.Ave. telling me 
how to conceal 

the real me. 

And I like you. 
It’s all good. 

And we are safe. ▪ 

The Best Easter Sunday Ever!

BY BOB BOWERS 

Easter has always been a favorite day of  mine—even better 
than Christmas Day. I was born March 22nd and that was 
usually the beginning of  spring or close to it. Flowers were 
beginning to blossom, and trees leafing out. In the church, 
Lent was waning and Easter Sunday was just around the 
corner.  

In the mid-1930’s and 40’s when I was a child, the church was 
the place to be on Easter Sunday. Women and girls dressed in 
brilliant white accented by lovely pastels. Color was 
everywhere. Bouquets of  flowers 
filled the chancel. My mother, 
the organist and choir director 
of  our little church, chose lively 
Easter music for the organ and 
choir. After church we gathered 
at my mother’s parents’ home for 
a sumptuous Easter dinner, over 
which Grandpa gave thanks to God. We cousins, freed from 
our Easter duds, had a great time playing on the greening grass 
in the front yard.  

Easter changed some over the years, but it never lost first place 
in my list of  holidays. It matured with my own maturity and 
changing life, but it was still Easter. This year I feared the 
Easter holiday might be ruined. The coronavirus was rising to 
its full stature in our society. Quarantines, hospitalizations, 
distancing, canceling gatherings of  humans, and shutting down 
churches were items sure to ruin our Easter.  

Our church had been closed at least two or three weeks before 
Easter Sunday. We scrambled to provide an Easter service that 
would unite us in celebration. “That will never happen,” I 
whispered quietly to myself.  

With the aid of  modern social networking we had our Easter 
Service. It was the best Easter Sunday ever! Somehow the 
presence of  our leaders, the playing and singing of  our 
musicians, the familiar hymns and worship songs, and the 
mood of  celebration and thankfulness they conveyed made the 
day special—more special than usual. I was in my own 
apartment—simply me.  

But, the congregation and our preachers were there to help me 
feel connected to each of  them and loved by God. And, I live 
in a retirement complex that is dedicated to preserving my 
health and safety. What more could anyone ask for the best 
Easter celebration ever! Amen! ▪
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The Teddy Bear in the Window

BY JOAN TENENBAUM 

I arrived in the village where I was to do my field 
work on a rainy afternoon in August, the only 
passenger on the small bush plane which taxied to a 
stop on the gravel airstrip. A boy met the airplane and 
wordlessly piled my bags in his trailer and rode his 
three-wheeler into the village, me following behind.  

He stopped in front of  a little building, a kind of  
ramshackle house covered in black tar paper. This was 

where I 
was to live.  

The couple 
just 
moving out 
were the 
only other 
whites in 
the village, 
and they 
were 

moving into a house just across the gravel road. It 
was a bare room with a big space heater, a cable spool 
table, a couple of  chairs, and a box spring on the 
floor. One window looked out onto the lake.  

I had groceries coming by parcel post from 
Anchorage but no idea when those would arrive, and 
there was nothing to cook or eat on. It was a pretty 
stark reality. The woman who was moving out was a 
warm and generous person from rural West Virginia. 
I didn’t even need to ask; she said, “Come up and eat 
with us until your groceries arrive.”  

As she walked out the door I said, “How will I know 
you’re up to come for breakfast?” She thought for a 
moment, and said, “I’ll put my son’s teddy bear in the 
window when we’re up. If  you see it come on over.” 

It was a small gesture of  kindness, generosity and 
compassion that has stayed with me for almost fifty 
years. In a difficult time, it made all the difference.  

In our present reality of  no fun get-togethers, no 
classes, no hugs, feeling helpless to do anything, it is 
exactly the kind of  nonverbal gesture of  hope, 
comfort, solidarity and inclusiveness that we can 
share with our neighbors here in our Panorama 
community. ▪

Where is My Place?

BY JOAN TENENBAUM 

This is the year, 
All the pieces of  my life, 
Flew up, 
And settled back down in different 
patterns. 

Red with red, 
Blood with blood, 
Orange next to purple, 
But not near tawny or green. 

Connections and Separations, 
Which way shall I go? 
Is there still a path amid all the clutter? 

How shall I clear a place for my 
thoughts? 
Where are the familiar patterns? 

My mind seeks, searches, 
My body yearns, 
My legs want to walk, 
Only my hands know where they are 
going. 
Tell me, fingers, 
Where is my place? ▪

Whimsy

BY PHYLLIS CLAUSEN 

Oh what do I do 
When feeling so blue 
The virus has locked me in 

Read and re-read 
My favorite screed 
Cheat my way through a game of  Scrabble 

Let my walker decide 
To be my guide 
When sunshine beckons me out 

This plague will end 
I wish it would send 
Such welcoming signs right now ▪
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Day 25

BY ERNESTA BALLARD 

She is waiting 
What for? 
She is waiting for time to pass. 
She has a routine––experts advise 
Newspaper, dog walk, sweep the 
garage 
Surprised? 
The garage? 
A mindless chore for a woman 

untethering from her mind ▪

Front Line in Old 
Age


BY ERNESTA BALLARD 

When should I make my bed? 
Or, why? 
Coffee first, and then–– 
What then?  
Too much choice or too little to 

do. 
How do I know the difference? 
I avoid the news. 
I am helpless 
No, not helpless. Unable to help. 
My job is to stay healthy. 
I can do my job 
I will do it well 
I will start with my bed and then  
I will be busy with what I control. 
Laundry 
Chores 
Walks 
This is my front line. ▪

Corona Calendar

BY ERNESTA BALLARD 

Should I erase? 
Delete? 
Document these empty days? 
Or preserve the record of  my 

plans and dates? 
Affirm the old reality. 
I had a life that was full.  ▪

Quarantine

BY ERNESTA BALLARD 

What is alive? 
Not dead. 
Alone in a bed? 
Alone in a room with food at the 

door? 
Visitors on a small screen 
Held by a hand 
Disguised by a glove 
Is the hand connected to a heart 

somewhere? ▪

Zoom

BY ERNESTA BALLARD 

Dinner with the kids tonight 
Lots of  laugh and cheer 
One had bad reception 
His voice just was not clear 
Another had a bad delay 
Effect was very queer 
She started talking with her 

mouth 
Her voice was in arrears 
We zoomed for forty minutes 
Then a message box appears 
Our time is up, air hugs around 
Our virtual frontier. ▪

Summer Breeze

BY ERNESTA BALLARD 

Walking in glorious sun 
I listen to music 
Others are out.  
We keep our distance and smile 
The smiles are polite 
Not personal.  
In my ears a haunt from the past 
“Feel the arms that reach out to 

hold me” 
A personal memory 
I cry. ▪May Day Tulips


BY ERNESTA BALLARD 

Walking in glorious sun 
Hello friend Hello Hello 
We greet six feet away 
We ache to hug, we miss your smile 
we bring you flowers today 

The ancient festival of  Spring 
May first! The bacchanal 
Dance round the pole within your heart 
Our life sabbatical 

Please share our gift, divide the stems 
Your hear’s desire calls 
Take up our flag to widely share 
Our love a waterfall ▪



 

The Grinch Almost Stole 
Springtime

BY JUDY MURPHY 

Are you tired of  feeling angry, alone, anxious, 
eager for company? Join the club, bub! We are 
living in a surreal world. The swimmers and pickle 
ball players are sidelined, and the Woodshop 
habitués are suffering mightily. Woodworking 
requires tools, all in the Woodshop behind locked 
doors. Some artists can create their art at 
home; if  they work in ceramics they need 
clay and kiln. Weavers need their looms, 
and quilters their fancy sewing machines. I 
guess it just doesn’t pay to have a hobby, 
does it? How many times can you work 
the same jigsaw puzzle? 

Like most people, I’m experiencing 
the anxiety, fear, and sadness this 
pandemic has brought to the 
world. Yet for many of  us, in 
these days of  constant Internet 
connectedness, self-isolation 
and social distancing is less 
onerous than it would have 
been even five or ten years 
ago. I wonder, though, does 
it really help? 

I recall that when we 
adopted our border collie, 
she would bark at her 
reflection in our bedroom’s 
mirrored closet doors. She 
also barked when she entered 
the room in which there was a 
painting of  our previous dog. It 
amazed me that she could think 
a two-dimensional image was real; 
it wasn’t moving. Apparently, she 
recognized the reflection and the 
painting as dogs. Yet she has never paid 
any attention to animals on TV. 
Eventually our dog realized that the 
strange dogs in mirrors and paintings 
weren’t a threat to her and stopped 
barking at them. Or did she finally 
understand they weren’t flesh and 

blood animals? 

I remember 1964 when Picturephones debuted at 
New York City’s World’s Fair, an idea that came and 
quickly went. Now, some 50+ years later, I talk via 
Zoom or Skype to supposedly real people appearing 
on my computer screen. If  our sequestering goes on 
much longer, might I come to believe these blurry 
talking images are not real people? A surreal 
thought, huh? 

I tell myself––one day at a time––and today is not 
the day for such musings. The sun is shining, 
and it could be cold and rainy tomorrow; the 

breeze blows billows of  pollen from the 
trees. As I walk my formerly mirror-

challenged canine I see many more people 
out walking than I ever have before. 
Surely, this must be good for 

everyone––all that fresh air, seeing 
actual people and maybe hollering a 

greeting across the street. I realize 
it’s a challenge for the hard of  
hearing or those with poor vision, 

as they wave at my covered face, 
wearing sun hat and sunglasses, 
and ask themselves, “Who was 
that masked man?” 

My mother, who used to say 
she had a black cloud over 
her head, would have been 
among the miserable. Her 92-
year-old sister, always the 
opposite, is missing her 

exercise routines but keeps 
busy with projects, enjoys 
reading and likes to sit on her 

porch watching birds. I’m 
somewhere in between, feeling 

energized and blessed one day and 
restless for a change of  scene the next. 

It’s relaxing, though, knowing there is 
absolutely nowhere to go. So, take a hint 
from me: turn off  the computer, sit back 
and have a refreshing drink, eat some 
ice cream, and have a beautiful 
afternoon. There’s nothing surreal 
about that. And to think the Grinch 
almost hijacked my day. ▪ 
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Staying Fit in the Time of 
COVID-19

BY TAM ALDEN 

Have I really become more fit during the 
COVID-19 shutdown? Maybe it’s just that I 
simply believe that I’ve become more athletic. It 
could also be that I have only my love and 
companion in life of  50 years, Tim, to compare 
with and he has easily slipped into a relaxed 
routine involving hours of  bonding time with his 
recliner and his computer.  

I’m definitely doing more walking, trying to get out 
for three walks daily. I have fun checking the step 
count on my old iPhone but if  I’ve not done the 
magic number of  10,000 steps that day, I just shrug 
my shoulders. 

Tim and I have been smashing a pickleball at each 
other periodically as a stress reliever. The pickleball 
court has become a popular outdoor activity. We 
arrived one sunny afternoon to discover one couple 
leaving and another just starting play. They said they 
usually play 45 minutes to an hour. So we mounted 
our racket handles into the fencing to hold our place 
in line and moseyed over to the bocce ball court and 
played a game.  

Tim’s shots kept smacking the far back wooden 
bumper of  the court. I’m sure 
that Mark Wahlberg, Dean 
Johnson and Arnold 
Schwarzenegger have the same 
problem. It’s difficult for such 
manly men as them, and my 
Tim, to control their powerful 
muscles. Or at least that is what 
Tim was trying to tell me. I 
won, but I don’t like to keep 
score or brag. 

On the pickleball court we try 
to play nice, kind of, and 
don’t deliberately try make the 
other person miss. And when 
we can’t control that devil 
inside, we always say, “Oops!, 
I wasn’t really trying to do 

that! Sorry!” The evil, slightly maniacal snicker is 
hidden behind our masks.  

Just walking to the pickleball court and back gives 
me a feeling of  accomplishing 
something as I rack up brownie 
points on the old iPhone step 
counter. Hmmm ... brownies.  

If  I bake brownies, and the 
recipe makes nine and I eat 
five and Tim eats four, how 
many steps will it take to walk off  
the calories if  I add chocolate chips 
to the recipe and wash them down 
with coffee spiked with Irish cream? 

Erin Dorn has a great new fitness video 
on Panorama TV Channel 370. I saw it in 
progress and decided to record for later. That time 
was this morning. The exercises are simple and easy, 
and Erin moves slowly, gracefully, easily.  

I did a few warm-ups and joined in. Only twelve 
reps per set. Baby stuff. Why were my thighs 
beginning to burn at eight? Was I really beginning to 
breathe harder? Reality hit me in the face. If  I bake 
those brownies, I’m going to have to earn them! 
Erin, prepare to see me tomorrow morning, and the 
next and the next. ▪
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Freight Train Comin’

BY DAVID PELTO 

(slowly) 
Jan-u-ary, Jan-u-ary, Jan-u-ary… 

Freight train left the station 
Against a red light stack 
Picked up steam and rolling  
Some guy tried to wave it down 
Got blown right off  the track. 

We’re in a race  
To cross the tracks 
Hey, got no worries  
Train’s in China  
Prez has got our backs. 

Train came out of  Wuhan 
With a hazardous load 
Off-loaded a nasty cargo 
For the whole town 
It’s a local, we’re told.  

(a bit faster)  
Feb-ruary, Feb-ruary, Feb-ruary 

Freight picks up speed 
Really rolling now  
Korea, Japan, Singapore 
Hazardous goods  
Land any old how.  

Awful scenes on TV 
Ruin every meal 
Train left India crying  
Even jumped a ship 
Seems a scary deal. 
Still we’re at the crossing 
No rush to get on the way 
We’re snug, warm inside 
Got a cell phone 
Just call Triple-A. 

(even faster) 
March, March, March, March 
March, March, March, March 

Train just crashed all borders 
and smashed into Italy 
Whistled through the U.K. 
Ruined the Spanish station 
And rushed into Germany. 

Wheels spinning  
Guess we’re stuck 
Cell has only one bar 
If  we don’t get past this gate 
We’ll be sorry out of  luck. 

Train just stops in homeless camps  
and nursing homes you see. 
Only stops for other folks 
On ships or on the coast  
It won’t hit you or me. 

(sounding whistle) 
AAAA-PRIIIILLLLLLLL 

Whistle sounds its warning 
Through every city and town 
Engines pull load of  sorrow 
Freight doors fly open 
Deadly baggage strewn around. 

Dark line of  cars  
Races ’cross the plain 
No brakeman at the wheel  
No engineer at the throttle 
Signals can’t stop this train. 

Too late for a warning 
Chance was here and gone 
Put on mask and gloves 
You’ve got a free ticket  
On that runaway from Wuhan. ▪
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Still Comes Spring

BY JEAN PHILLIPS 

The whole world has changed it seems 
Society shaken off  its axis for just a bit 

City streets and buildings closed dark and empty 
Sirens of  ambulances echo in the stillness 

Fear and panic from the unknown 
and what we see on TV challenge us 

Drive us to our knees and into our burrows 
We try to keep ourselves and our loved ones safe 

Is this reality really taking over our world? 
A microscopic enemy laying us low at random? 

A pandemic sweeping away everything we know in its 
wake? 

We used to control worry and bury our dead 

Those of  us who have been spared 
hunker down in thankfulness, passing the days 

establishing new routines, finding order and stability 
to ward off  the chaos, searching for meaning in life again 

Yet the days grow ever so slowly longer 
The light coming earlier and staying later 

inching toward equinox 
The ancient star-wheel revolves again 

The red-winged blackbirds know, singing their hearts out 
throwing their heads back to trill to their mates at the pond 

The robins know, busy pulling worms 
that have surfaced in the lawn after rain 

The forsythia knows, its throbbing yellow glory 
blazing into the gray skies 
Tulips and daffodils know 

Poking up in spite of  a late snow 

Spring still comes––the urge for renewal 
deep in the heart of  the mystery 

Pulsing new life pushing up unbidden 
through the warming earth 

Animals wake from their winter sleep 
Rabbits and squirrels chase each other for fun 

unaware of  the sadness and longing 
just beyond my door 

Still comes spring––in spite of  our vulnerability, 
the awareness of  impermanence and unpredictability, 

in spite of  our sadness, loss and despair 
Spring comes to warm our hearts ▪
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From Our Patio

BY BETSY OLSEN 

Silence is in the air broken by the caws of  the crows who strut around like they own the place. 
No yard workers are around to disturb their dominance. 

The squirrels are investigating the gardens looking for buried or scattered 
nuggets of  food. They seem to be happy as they hop along oblivious to the 

coronavirus. No one disturbs their daily search. 

The birds fly in to look for bugs and worms. They are still very watchful, but 
the coronavirus is not their worry. 

All of  this is broken by the murmurs of  the occasional walkers in the distance. 
Frequently I see dogs accompanying their owners showing off  their bad weather 
finery. Everyone is safely maintaining their six-foot distance from each other which 

demonstrates that we are a wise community. 

Where once we wished for peace and quiet, it is now replaced by the wish for friendly interaction 
once again and the freedom to go places. May we all stay safe until we return to our normal life, 

whatever that might be. ▪

Haints at the Quinault

BY MARJORIE HERRING 

Honestly, no alcohol was involved in the following 
events. 

I am home after recycling and heard voices and 
music in my apartment. The door was locked so 
how did the party get into my place? I walked 
through the apartment saying, “Hello, is anyone 
here?” 

I even looked under my bed where I had tripped on 
the bed skirt just hours before. It was difficult 
trying to figure out where the noise was coming 
from. 

I finally discovered it was coming from the CD 
speakers, and the CD wasn’t even on! 

Self-exile had been in place for about a week, not 
nearly long enough to go stir crazy––right? 

The weird thing is that even when I turned the 
volume off, the sound came in loud and clear. I 
might have unplugged the speakers at that point, 
but I was afraid I would never get the CD player to 
work again. (That’s another sad story.) 

I didn’t know whom to call. It was hardly an 
emergency, only a nuisance. I finally thought of  
Adam at the front desk as he is all knowing. He 
suggested it might be a ham radio operator and said 
for me to call maintenance on Monday to see if  
they might troubleshoot the problem. 

It is now evening. The sky is darkening, and bushes 
are blowing in a stiff  breeze. It’s a little spooky. I 
would like to sleep like a baby, but I remembered 
they wake up every three hours, crying and wet. I 
don’t think I want to go there. I would rather sleep 
like a log and wake up in the fireplace. 

Stay tuned. ▪



 

Watching the Grass Grow

BY PEGGY JAMERSON 

Little did I know the true meaning of  this term 
until COVID-19 hit our beautiful community. 
And actually it has not been boring at all––it has 
been a wonderful experience. Just by paying 
attention we can see and be astounded by so 
much around us. 

The small red azalea bushes show a little more of  
their color every day; first it was just two buds 
showing, then six, and every day the shrub takes 
on a brighter hue. The blueberry bush’s buds 
which will eventually become luscious berries for 
my morning cereal are slowly swelling bigger and 
bigger every day; it looks like there will be a 
bountiful crop this year. 

The brightly striped toad lily which is planted in a 
bright blue pot on my patio with another 
perennial is the first spring flower to bloom. The 
upside-down tulip-shaped purple flowers are a 
delightful sign that winter has taken a hiatus. With 
the bright yellow Forsythia right behind. 

I have had the most fun watching young squirrels 
chase each other across the lawn, up the huge big-
leaf  maple, scampering across the branches and 
poking their heads into crevices. I wonder if  they 
really want to catch each other or this just their 
way of  getting exercise because their gyms are 
shut down. 
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A small brown rabbit raced across my patio 
hoping I did not see him (or her?), yet nothing 
was chasing it. Probably just practicing should a 
raccoon or the coyote come into sight. 

Then there are the flitting busy little black-capped 
chickadees who very seldom sit still. They too 
chase each other through the yard, up and down, 
here and there and such a delight to observe. They 
are just small enough to fit into the birdhouse in 
the backyard but haven’t built a nest––yet! 

A duck couple frequently stroll through the yard 
having come all the way from Chambers Lake. 
They must just be curious as what the landscape 
looks like further up the block. One late afternoon 
I was again mesmerized by what was going on in 
my backyard when the devoted twosome 
wandered through.  

A short time later, I looked over at the roof  of  
the house behind me and lo and behold, what 
did I see?  A ducky sight for sure––there was the 
male of  the pair sitting on the peak of  the roof  
all by himself. Do you suppose they got in an 
argument and he decided to do a flyover? I will 
never know.  

Who would have thought that one could 
encounter all of  this just by watching the grass 
grow? ▪
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The Wonderful 
Consequences of Math

BY TIM ALDEN 

After studying and receiving my license to become 
a licensed dispensing optician (LDO) in the early 
70’s, I was accepted as an employee of  Western 
Optical, a locally owned chain of  optical shops. 
Business was great for 28 years. 

I had joined the Opticians 
Association of  Washington 
(OAW) about this time to take 
classes on emerging technology 
and to mix and get to know many 
LDOs from around the state. They 
became very important later in my career.  

Now it’s 1998 and things are going downhill. The 
outside labs are starting to refuse orders unless 
pre-paid, the eyeglass frames we’re selling are of  a 
much lesser quality, and the lens choices are 
becoming quite limited. Things are starting to look 
a little grim. 

An OAW friend of  mine tells me about an 
opening at a private optical shop three miles 
from my home, AND I have known the owner 
for many years in the OAW. Since Diane, the 
owner, is very active in the OAW, she also knew 
of  an opening on the OAW Board, which is 
mostly volunteer, in evenings and weekends. I 
take both jobs.  

That April I left good old Western Optical after 28 
years. In July they thought they had a buyer, but 
that deal fell through. The employees showed up 
for work the next day, only to find chains and 

padlocks securing all the doors. Western was out 
of  business, and there were now 100 LDO’s 
looking for work. To give you an idea of  how 
many that is, there were a total of  900 licensed 
opticians in all of  Washington State at the time. 

And here is where it finally gets interesting, and is 
the main point of  this meandering story. Most of  
those opticians also belonged to the OAW and 
knew many fellow opticians, optometrists and 

optical lab people.  

The funny thing about the math is 
that all the surrounding optical 
stores that were NOT Western 

Optical suddenly found themselves 
busier. In fact, they were so busy that about 100 of  
them hired LDOs that used to work for Western. 
And as an active OAW Board member, I was able 
to witness the whole process. It was astounding, 
but in retrospect, logical. 

Why do I bring this up now? There is a distinct 
possibility that a great many of  the businesses that 
we all frequent will be gone by the time this whole 
COVID-19 emergency plays out. They are saying 
12 to 18 months for a vaccine. And, what, another 
six months to administer the shot to every man, 
woman and child in these United States. 

I’ll guarantee you that a great many of  your 
favorite businesses will be gone. BUT, most of  
those people within those businesses will still be 
here, as will the need for the services they provide. 
They will be opening up or working for new 
businesses. Because the company names don’t 
matter; the people do. 

Math is on our side. ▪ 

 Page 16 | The Voice |  May Special 2020 

What to Do!

BY ANN RISDON 

Stay inside, wash your hands 
Don’t touch your face 
Don’t visit friends 
Don’t congregate 
Don’t meet and greet 
What can you do? 
Drink wine and eat! ▪

Coronavirus Haiku

BY KRIS BARTRUFF 

RULES 
Wash your hands with soap. 
Hibernation is the plan. 
Please, keep your distance! 

TIME 
Time to see nature. 
Time to connect with old friends. 
Time to enjoy calm. ▪Keeping us safe!



 

Tho we’ve had sleet and maybe some hail 
There’s nature aplenty on C&W Trail 
Daffodils blooming despite clouds looming 
And the sun will soon prevail! ▪ 
BY JUDY MURPHY
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Bartruff

The sun rises, the sun sets 
Without worries without regrets 
You, at the end of  the day 
should let your troubles fade away ▪ 
BY FRANCES SNYDER

You wave at me with smiling eyes 
Are you a neighbor in disguise? 
I wave right back but have to ask: 
Who are you behind that mask? ▪ 
BY CAROL FARNHAM

April 6 Decree: Wear mask 
Not Lone Ranger; stripes and plaids 
Ears stick out; “this mask’s too tight” 
Glasses fog; I cannot see; Don’t like this 

new reality ▪ 
BY ERNESTA BALLARD

We miss our meetings; we miss our classes 
But know we must protect the masses 
And so we are with great consistence 
Practicing our social distance. ▪ 
BY CAROL FARNHAM

Bartruff-Shave signs, 
With amusing rhymes, 
Have brightened Pan faces 
Under masks tied with laces ▪ 
BY ANONYMOUS
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Surviving Coronavirus-19

BY MARIAN LYON 

For the future reader who may be unaware of  the 
ramifications and “fallout” caused by the 2020 
Coronavirus-19 worldwide pandemic, this writer 
will try to give a description of  the circumstances 
of  those of  us who are now living through it. 
Hundreds of  thousands are suffering, struggling 
to breathe, along with other miseries; thousands 
are dying in the USA and tens of  thousands 
around the world. As I write, the latest reports tell 
us that in the last 24 hours, over 3,000 have died 
in the US alone. 

We here on the Panorama campus are doing our 
best to follow the guidelines of  our highly 
dedicated management team. Most of  those 
measures were already in place, and ran parallel to 
President Trump’s recommendations for canceling 
ALL group activities where people meet face-to-
face, to practice “social distancing” by staying at 
least six feet from anyone else, to stifle coughs into 
our elbow, to sanitize/wash hands thoroughly and 
often, and to wear a mask when possible––at a time 
when masks and hand sanitizer are almost 
impossible to obtain. 

Although it’s hard to believe, this morning’s 
news informed us that 90 percent of  
Americans are “sheltering in place” by staying 
at home. Getting groceries quickly becomes 
top priority. Many people order online for 
themselves and a friend, then pick them up in 
the parking lot. For many, this quarantine 
means being out of  work which translates to 
no funding to buy anything.  

The government is developing temporary 
emergency funding for workers and businesses. 
The world economy is being severely tested; we 
pray that by some miracle, we avoid total 
financial collapse. As for my husband and 
myself, everything we own is either in this 
apartment or in “the market,” a very precarious 
position. We felt that barring total international 
economic failure, our retirement was secure, 
never imagining anything like Coronavirus-19. 

For me, this quarantine means that I still, after 
more than two weeks, cannot visit my husband 

who has been in our Convalescent Center for some 
seven or eight weeks. No visitors are allowed except 
“essential” caregivers or support personnel. My 
dear husband is there because at 91, I can no longer 
care for him in our apartment. With severe arthritic 
joint deterioration, he’s under heavy pain 
medication which takes a toll on his powers of  
concentration and reasoning. 

Because he is such a social person, isolation takes 
another toll on his morale, rendering him one of  
the first to suffer “cabin fever.” For the past week 
of  this seemingly never-ending quarantine, he’s 
been delusional and incoherent by turns, awful to 
watch, but perhaps more merciful for him than to 
be acutely aware of  everything going on. 

It’s a forgone conclusion that after 2020’s 
COVID-19 pandemic, life as we know it will be 
enormously changed. Those of  us who lived 
through the Great Depression and World War II 
learned to be cautious with our resources. Today’s 
young people will look at life differently than they 
have in the past. Likely, they will start to think and 
act more frugally. This may be one good thing to 
come out of  this horrendous experience. Let us 
hope so. ▪



 

2020

BY MARY WILDE 

If  I did construct a Covid poem 
First there'd be the teens,  
Indolent, brash, assuming, 
Filled with bravado 
And immortality. 
They'd rush the beaches, crowd the clubs 
Dancing, laughing shamelessly, 
Searching for their happiness. 
They'd cough alike on baby lettuce leaves, 
Arugula, cilantro–– 
Knowing in their cavalier camaraderie 
And rude expansion into life, 
No virus could unseat them. 

The aging draw their shades 
Contracting into well-worn homes, 
Safe in chairs and beds  
Upholstered with their history. 
Here, no sharp edged decor, 

Pointy metal corners, industrial motif  
Intrude upon their calm, made up of  years, 
Carrying scents of  decades. 
This is home, the shelter. 
It is place, personified. 
Monograms reveal themselves on linens, glasses. 
Family photos cluster in their frames. 
This corner of  the world is theirs. 
Retired, they are practiced in conserving, 
Making do with what they have. 
They have grieved through many losses. 
The old excel at lockdown. 
They've given up their millions and their PhDs,  
Their writings and inventions,  
To sit in this warm haven. 
And if  the virus creeps in through the cracks 
To settle on their crinkly skin, 
To sit upon their eyebrows or their smiles 
Or nestle, like dust, in furrows of  their afghans, 
They surrendered long ago. 
And this is happiness. ▪
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Pandemic Pantry

BY MARY WILDE 

What is it in a global threat 
That brings us back to basics? 
And which reptilian cells sat down 
To write this grocery list? 
Gone quince jelly, mascarpone 
Rarest wines and spices. 
Just flour-butter-sugar-yeast, 
Along with rice and beans. 

There's nothing in the lockdown rules 
That tells a soul to bake. 
But something in us knows and wants 
A risen, healing peace: 
Biscuits made from scratch, 
A slice of  warm banana bread, 
Molasses cookies, thin and crisp, 

From great-great-grandma's cookbook. 
All of  this more powerful  
Than graphs and maps of  Covid 
And all of  this will hold us safe, 
Under the new blue sky. ▪

Patience

BY KRISTI MORRISH 

We each have our own lessons, 
our daily curriculum. 

But in a world pandemic, 
there is a collective ONE. 

PATIENCE can be a challenge, 
yet an answer to a need. 

PATIENCE is what we must have, 
despite what we see and read. 

PATIENCE with each other, 
far beyond whom we meet. 

PATIENCE about situations, 
far beyond those we see. 

I know from my own lessons, 
that through PATIENCE can come PEACE. ▪ 

"Patience" is one of  twelve poems or thought pieces in Kristi 
Morrish's new and timely book, The UpSide of  Uncertainty. For 
your free copy (in pdf  format) please email Kristi at 
kamorrish@comcast.net
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Small Things Matter

BY SHARON L. WEBB 

The 2020 Pandemic has confirmed what I was told 
as a child: “Small things matter.” My PhD biotech 
engineer son-in-law in Boston told me that the 
COVID-19 virus is 100,000 times smaller than a 
speck of  dust I can see in the air. This virus can 
only be seen with an electron microscope. Wow! 
That is small.  

COVID-19 needs a host to replicate and has put the 
world on notice it has now chosen humans. Man-
made boundaries on our globe or pronouncements 
by leaders about what should or should not be done 
are not heeded by this virus. It silently searches out 
human hosts and prunes those in its way. 

I don an unfamiliar face mask, gloves and shelter in 
place to avoid becoming a targeted host. Collected 
societal accolades, financial assets, political views, 
trophies of  human accomplishments, grand homes 
or huts are disregarded by COVID-19. Graduations, 
reunions, globetrotting, cruising and accessing 
flights to familiar places are now put on hold.  

The sudden stillness gives me a long pause from 
commitments, busyness and increased time for 

reflection. It is clear that my relationships with 
family, long-term, and new friends are at the top of  
my list.  

Those of  us fortunate enough to have electricity, 
water and access to the digital age technology can 
maintain these relationships safely from afar. Family 
and friends checking in, scheduled Zoom meetings 
where we can share an unmasked smile, an 
unexpected note––yes by snail mail––are all more 
important to me now. Kind words from a neighbor, 
the ability to help or cheer someone dear to me, 
also buoys my spirits. 

Viewing spring’s fresh leaves unfolding on trees, the 
largest full moon of  the year, birds making nests 
(despite the virus), flowers in full bloom, and longer 
days of  light also brighten my days. An unexpected 
gift is completing tasks set aside for “someday.” 
Viewing saved news clippings, papers and photos 
brings a rush of  long forgotten memories. Some 
help me know I made it through tough times, 
others bring tears of  joy. 

Sheltering in place cleared my calendar, giving me 
more time to reflect, read, write and enjoy 
observing nature. My parents were right. Small 
things do matter. ▪

Mask Making	Over 60 sewers; 3,000 masks! Supplies on Judy Pitts’ front porch. Ginger Sarver sews.
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BY SALLY VOGEL 

OK, so what did I do with my time when every 
activity was canceled? I would like to say that I 
finally tackled my clutter, transcribed my 
parents’ love letters, weeded out clothes that 
don’t fit, practiced my music, organized my 
shelves and took inventory of  food on hand. 
Well, I did inventory the pantry. I did play my 
recorder a couple of  times, but... 

You see, I took this online series of  free art 
workshops called Sketchbook Revival. Every day 
there were two sessions. I was really excited 
because I have a s***load of  art supplies, and art 
is one of  the pursuits I have always wanted to 
have more time for. So here it was. TIME and 
workshops for inspiration. Just what I needed to 
get me going. Which I did. 

One could pick and choose which workshops 
you wanted to do. I didn’t need to spend ALL 
day at it. So there was time to feed my Spider 
addiction (fellow addicts will know what that is) 
and help Ernie with picture puzzles, take the 
occasional walk and talk with people while out 
and about, pull a few weeds and even cook 
sometimes. 

But I found in the workshops that I didn’t have all 
the supplies I needed, and that my plus or minus 
fifty-year-old media were dried out. So there’s the 
internet, right? Today I had three deliveries. I’m 
spending a small fortune (not really) on more 
supplies that some poor volunteer for the Barn will 
ultimately have to decide what to do with. (Let’s 
see, there are tools and supplies for the pastels, the 
water color, the jewelry, the needle felting, the 
paper quilling…oh, and the fabric and paper scraps 
I was saving for various projects yet unrealized. 
And the yarn; I did use some of  that to make dryer 
balls.)  

If  you have ever wondered why you haven’t 
been invited into my home beyond the living 
room, this photograph will show you why I am 
too embarrassed to let you come upstairs. And 
I haven’t even mentioned my office. So 
COVID-19 may end up making us all sick or 
broke or both, but I have had a lot of  fun in 
the early weeks of  confinement. ▪︎

Home Confinement 2020–202?

Vonnie King & Pat Morton showing off  
masks. Sign by mask sewer Jan Gilmore. 

Gary Reid & Tater out for a breath of  
fresh air!



 

CORONAVIRUS EDITIONPage 22 | The Voice |  May Special 2020 

Global Pandemic

BY CAROL FARNHAM 

She has a fever, 
She’s coughing; she can’t breathe. 
Her temperature is rising. 
She’s ill and getting worse. 

She must not succumb; 
She’s our mother. 

She nourishes us, watches us grow, 
Plays with our children, 
Embraces us with her sunshine and her tears. 
She teaches us life, love, delight, beauty, 
Amazement, friendship, community,  
Interdependence. 

Still we respond with neglect, ignorance,  
Blindness, arrogance, denial, 
And business as usual. 

She’s ill and getting worse; 
Her temperature is rising. 

She can’t succumb now. 
She must get better. 
She’s our one and only mother. 
Planet Earth. 

We need her. 
She needs us 
 to wake up 
 to care 
 to change our ways. 

Can we? 

P.S. We’re all in this together! ▪

Note: “In around 2020, a severe pneumonia-like illness will spread 
throughout the globe, attacking the lungs and the bronchial tubes and 
resisting all known treatments. Almost more baffling than the illness 
itself  will be the fact that it will suddenly vanish as quickly as it 
arrived, attack again ten years later, and then disappear completely.” 
from End of  Days: Predictions and Prophecies About the End 
of  the World by Sylvia Browne, published in 2008.

“I saw a werewolf  with a 
Chinese menu in his 
hand”, Warren Zevon, 
Werewolves of  London 

     1 
knock knock 
who's there?? 

     2 
the wolf  is always at the 
door, 
at the door 
don't answer the bell 
don't look out the window 
don't look in the mirror 
don't stare at the sun 
avert your eyes 
from the face of  
God 
and wash wash 
wash your sins away 

at the door 
the wolf  is 
always 
close the curtain 
turn out the light 
fasten the shutters 
lower the latch 
send out the dogs 
look, don’t touch 
shelter in place 
wear a brave 
face 
hat on your head 
heart on your 
sleeve 
whistle a happy 

tune 
shivering in your 
shoes 

the wolf  is 
at the door 
always 
no fire escape 
the rules keep 
changing 
a plague of  locusts 
a cloud of  blackbirds 
ransom your soul 
to the highest bidder 
and notify your next 

     3 
always 
the wolf  is 
at the door 
place candles in the 
window 
sage upon the 
fire 
flax above your 
doorway 
so he will pass on by 

seek blessings from 
the oak tree, 
mistletoe and ash 
solitude 
penance 
and this too, 
this too will pass ▪ 

Wolf at the Door

BY CHARLES KASLER



 

Pandemic Offers Opportunity

BY CAROLYN TREADWAY 

Panorama. April 30, 2020. Rhododendrons and 
azaleas are in breathtaking bloom, cherry blossoms 
blow around like pink snow, and spring is in full 
glory. We are so fortunate, sequestered here amidst 
such beauty––while the COVID-19 pandemic rages 
across our globe. Thanks to the wisdom, care, and 
fast-acting leadership of  our administrators who 
closed our campus on March 12, we have been safe 
and secure in our homes, without one COVID-19 
case thus far.  

All of  us have had difficulties adapting to new, 
rapidly changing realities. But compared to so many 
whose very lives, income, and housing are at risk 
daily, we are privileged indeed. Despite the necessity 
of  physical distancing, social connection in times of  
crisis is crucial. Numerous residents have found 
safe ways to connect, support each other, and 
cooperate on projects such as sewing thousands of  
face masks. Such webs of  connection offer a model 
for our planetary future. 

These are liminal times— “in between” times, in 
transition between the old and the new. The past as 
we have known it is likely gone forever, and the future 
is uncertain. Not-knowing is scary, and we long for 
the security of  a predictable “normal.” But what 
“normal” will allow us (humans and other species) 
to survive and thrive, into the 
future? 

A tiny virus has brought our world 
to a sudden halt. This enforced 
pause gives us an opportunity to see 
things we might have been too 
busy to notice: our ecosystems are 
in crisis; our economic and social 
systems are not equable for all; 
climate change is rapidly becoming 
increasingly catastrophic; 
“business as usual” is unraveling; 
our economic model, based upon 
constant growth, is impossible on 
a finite planet; and on and on. 

We notice, astonishingly, how 
quickly the world can come 
together to change when it is 

imperative. As most of  the world shut down to 
slow the spread of  COVID-19, human contribution 
to climate change became dramatically visible. As 
greenhouse gas emissions plummeted, air quality 
improved, smoggy skies cleared, and dolphins came 
back into the canals of  Venice. Our choices and 
actions do make enormous differences. 

What kind of  a world do we want? Returning to our 
previous “normal” will continue to endanger the 
Earth, our matrix of  life, our only home. What 
needs to change to create a sustainable world? 
COVID-19 clearly shows how intricately we are 
interconnected, and what is and is not working. 
More of  the same will not “save” us; nor will 
technology. 

We need shifts in the perceptions and behaviors of  
humans. We ARE the Earth, part of  the integrated 
ecosystem of  Earth, but we are the only species 
deliberately destroying it for personal gain. To 
survive, we must learn to live in harmony with the 
Earth and each other, as indigenous elders could 
well teach us. Natural systems survive and thrive by 
cooperation, not by separation and competition. 

Let us not waste the opportunity of  this unique 
liminal time to see more clearly what is happening 
across our planet, to reconnect with the Earth, and 
to work together to preserve it and each other. ▪ 
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Notes on Isolation 
BY LORETTA MURPHY

As a news junkie, I got the feeling that life was 
about to change in a big way when Governor Inslee 
spoke in late February, but by March 11th, 
Panorama made it official; there were going to be 

changes 
involving my 
personal life. 
The early 
morning drive 
to the pool for 
my daily swim 
was coming to 
an end. The 
dark mornings 
in winter had 
been my big 

complaint but nothing would equal totally stopping 
the one thing I counted on to start my days. The 
physical act of  swimming laps and the exchanging 
of  greetings to the core gang at the AFC each 
morning had become necessary for my well being. I 
understood the logic of  closing the pool but the 
emotional hit to my daily life was not easy to 
accept. 

The other change was the end of  weekly gathering 
with other gardeners on late Friday afternoon for 
an hour of  shared drinks, a treasured time of  
chatter and friendship. 

For the next two weeks there was an amazing 
feeling of  no responsibility, new freedom not to go 
to bed at a reasonable hour, sleeping late in the 
morning and lounging around until noon before 
showering. Then it began to sink 
in that this is not short 
term and there had to be 
a new system, or I 
would slide into habits 
of  a turtle. So I 
began daily walking, 
and it sometimes 
proved challenging in 
the cold rain of  
March. I mentally 
awarded myself  Girl 
Scout badges for days that I 

was caught in cloudbursts or heavy downpours. I 
earned two badges the last week of  March and 
actually looked forward to completion of  each day’s 
routine. 

Of  course, the computer became a time eater in 
times of  isolation; one day I got an email 
demanding my attendance at a meeting that meant I 
had to download a new program called Zoom. Oh, 
how I hate the thought of  screwing up something 
like that, but to my surprise it was a breeze to use. 
Zoom is one more by-product of  social distancing 
and the evolving world of  today. 

In early April a friend recommended a video by a 
doctor in New York City working with the most 
serious COVID-19 patients. It was a game changer 
for me. He explained the safety guidelines from the 
front lines. Just follow the rules. This led to my 
wearing a bandanna on my face; it felt cutting edge 
on this campus that first day. Then a gardening 
friend gifted me masks, a generous gift. 

April 6th the notice from Panorama declared the 
shut down would last until at least May 31. By now 
I know better; it will last a long time. I have made 
peace with myself  that I am in a two-year period of  
change. Spring gardening has begun, and I’ve 
learned to shop with covered face and hands. It’s 
one day at a time; sunny days are better but healthy 
days are the best. ▪
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And This Challenge Too

BY DAVID PELTO 

We are the sons and daughters of  Sacajawea, Abigail Adams, Lewis and Clark, Harriet Tubman, Chief  Joseph, 
Susan Anthony, Teddy Roosevelt, and the Tuskegee Airmen. 

We have been starving Irish, Russian serfs, Chinese railroad builders, and “the tired and hungry.” 
We are the descendants of  slaves, of  slave holders, of  immigrants, of  native peoples. 
We came on foot from Mexico, Central and South America. 
Our families came ready to work hard, ready to build a life.  
We survived a civil war, two world wars, and an awful 1918 flu. 
We endured ocean crossings, mountain passes, desert heat and winter snow. 
We built bridges and dams, farms and factories, schools and universities. 
We took jobs no one else wanted and then sent our children to those universities. 
Every one of  us is a builder and a survivor. 
And this pandemic? 
We will solve.     We will share.     We will support.     We will care.     We will survive. ▪

That dreaded word “quarantine” brings back memories of  my childhood when my best friend and I couldn’t 
play together because her house had a big sign with that word on the front door. But, hey folks, we have 
made lemonade out of  lemons.  

Our wonderful staff  is doing everything they possibly can to keep us safe and well, even entertaining us with 
a drive-by. Besides the latest updates on Channel 370 and Kya, there are some interesting programs to watch. 
We apartment dwellers are treated like royalty, with everything being picked up or delivered to our front 
doors; there is an added bonus: no construction noise or water shut-offs. 

Josh and the restaurant staff  delivered some tasty take-out meals for our enjoyment. The Mask Angel, Judy 
Pitts, organized a Mask Making Marathon and transformed her front porch into the supply center. It was a 
team effort with cutters, sewers, and elastic attachers. Together, we far exceeded the goal of  1,500 for all 
Panorama employees and residents in the C & R. 

At the Quinault, we wave and make lots of  noise from our balconies on Saturday mornings (at 11:30). I knew 
our camel bell from Egypt would come in handy some day. 

I enjoyed exercising with Reath and Jenny in my pajamas, and I did a lot of  creative cooking from my freezer. 
Amazing what one finds there; the frozen grapes were pretty good. There was time to read some good books 
and to clean my deck. 

I learned some new skills such as sanitizing groceries and making homemade hand sanitizer from that long-
neglected bottle of  aloe vera and alcohol. Those ads you see on TV about Bounty towels are actually true! I 
stopped at ironing the mail which was my daughter’s suggestion. 

There was no quarantine on fresh air so we got out and walked, rode bikes, and waved and enjoyed our 
beautiful campus. And most of  all we learned to appreciate this community we live in, the friendships we 
have made, and, of  course, the three T’s that the grocery stores couldn’t deliver. ▪

Making Lemonade

BY LUCY REUTER 



 

Ode to Corona*

BY DENNIS RISDON 

We sleep until 10 and live in our 'jamas 
We eat all the time and are going bananas 
We nap like we’re all going into a coma 
and when someone coughs we yell ’Is that you ‘rona?’ 

Ashley and Grace and Matthew and Bill 
It seems like it’s all some fantastic quadrille 
We see the Prime truck coming fast round the corner 
And when the bell rings we think ‘please don’t be ‘rona’ 

We all wash our hands many times every day 
And have to use Zoom since at home we must stay 
Now there’s a good chance that we will win over 
Just play it real safe and avoid that old ‘rona 

We know very soon that this too shall pass 
And we’ll all be thankful we weathered the dash 
Maybe we’ll still take that planned trip to Roma 
And we’ll say goodby (for now) to sneaky old  ‘rona.’ ▪ 

* The Corona Blues when set to music.

Life in a Nutshell

BY KATHY LEE 

A mouse 
In the house 

Disease 
In the breeze 

Fear 
Inside and out 
Sadness all about. 

First, I cry 
Then frown and pout 

The mouse 
Ran away 

Disease 
Now at bay 

Cheer 
Inside and out 
Happiness all about. 

First, I smile 
Then walk a mile 

Soon I grin 
Life begins, again 

Amen ▪
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Signs…and Beer

BY JEAN GARWOOD 

I watched the video that the two ladies from 
Holladay Park put together about the shut down at 
Panorama. They had pictures of  people waving 
from their porches and balconies. I noticed that one 
window had the Emergency OK sign posted.  

I thought that was a funny idea so I put ours in our 
window. My husband, Chuck, decided we needed a 
NEED BEER sign under the OK sign or maybe I 
should have hung the HELP sign.  

That afternoon, as we went out for our daily walk, we 
found a large can of  Olympia beer on the porch 
railing. Now I need to post a sign that says. THANK 
YOU FOR THE LAUGH AND BEER. ▪

Easter 2020

Easter flowers. Easter 
rock hunt. The BEST 
Easter basket. 
Neighborhood yard signs 
instead of  plastic eggs 
with candy kisses in 
them as traditional. ▪



 

Squirrel Wars

BY KATHY KIDWELL 

A few feet away in the planted area outside my office 
window a Japanese Maple stretches towards the sky. 
Now fifteen feet tall, it rises elegantly up and out. Sturdy 
stems support fine delicate limbs in the high places. In 
summer its lush leaves shield this side of  the house from 
late afternoon sun. In winter its nakedness allows light to 
pierce the gloom. 

In spring when I sit at my desk watching for tiny green 
buds to appear, I know the seasons are turning and all 
will be right with the world. But in this Coronavirus 
spring, nothing feels right in my world or anyone else’s. 
Still, the tender buds are swelling and give me hope. 

Taking a break from gathering nesting material, a 
squirrel climbs the maple, slithers out a thin branch and 
begins to make a meal of  the new leaves. I pound the 
window and off  he goes, complaining, but chastened. I 
continue my work only to see him back moments later. 
More pounding from my side, more skittering from his. 

And this is how it goes for several days. I pound and 
yell, he returns and eats and breaks more branches. 
He's even learned to get onto the roof  and hang upside 
down to get to his treasures, thinking I can't see him. 

It is a battle I know I can't win. He won't eat enough to 
damage the tree, but I look forward to our little 
confrontations. He even looks for me through the 
window, and sometimes I can wave him away before 
his next mouthful. 

Uncertainty may be the cloud we live under during 
these times, but my little gray adversary is there when I 
need him. The battle continues. ▪
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On Being Quarantined

BY CAROL HORNER 

I would be restless, 
if  it weren’t for that bag of  wool. 

I would be antsy, 
if  it weren’t for the washing. 

I would be fussing, 
if  it weren’t for the carding. 

I would be stewing, 
if  it weren’t for the spinning. 

I would be fretting, 
if  it weren’t for the plying. 

I would be unbearable, 
if  it weren’t for the knitting. 

So thank you for leaving 
that bag of  dirty shearings 
on my doorstep. 

The sweater is humongous 
is the funnel neck a mask? ▪

Clear!

BY JOAN TENENBAUM 

Clear! 
Clear the air, 
This is a new start. 
Clear! 
Clear your thoughts, 
This is a new page. 
Clear! 
Clear your memories, 
This is a new perspective. 
Clear! 
Clear your dreams, 
This is a new beginning. 
Clear! 
Clear your desires, 
This is a new true. 

Clear! 
Ready for takeoff.  

“Clear!” references what pilots of  small aircraft say 
before starting their propellers. It feels appropriate 
for a period of  intense change and uncertainty. ▪



Panorama Staff Parade

BY DICK & DIANE KOEB 

The sun came out for us to enjoy our Parade of  
Staff  on April 2nd. And yes, it was clear that “We 
Are In This Together,”  because not only did we 
see our staff, in their decorated cars, driving 
down Marina Lane, we also saw all of  our 
neighbors, on their driveways, cheering and 
waving and supporting our wonderful Panorama 
Staff! What a bonus Thursday afternoon! ▪
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