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Welcome New Residents!

Rob Creighton 
BY JEAN GARWOOD 

Rob moved here in December 
from Seattle. His sister Claire 
also lives at Panorama on 21st 
Avenue. 

Rob was born in Vancouver, 
British Columbia, and moved as 
an infant with his family to 
Seattle. After attending high 

school near Victoria on Vancouver Island, he 
headed south to Stanford University where he was 
a member of  the rowing team. 

After college Rob remained in the San Francisco 
Bay area, working as an employee benefits 
consultant to successful small companies. Several 
years ago he retired and became a volunteer high 
school tennis coach, first in Menlo Park, CA, and 
then in Seattle where he moved five years ago. 

Rob is a life-long tennis enthusiast and has 
recently transitioned to pickleball and ping pong. 
He plans on resuming photography, which was an 
interest of  his in the past. 

Rob’s son Andy and daughter Tori both live in the 
San Francisco Bay area. 

I hope you have the opportunity to meet Rob and 
get to know him. Welcome to Panorama, Rob. ✶ 

1924 Woodland Court, x 5730

feel that anyone moving here is upscaling their 
lives in every way. 

BJ does quilting and garment making and has 
joined the photography club and a book club. Bill 
enjoys woodworking and photography as well as 
videography. He works in the TV studio and is an 
Adobe Community Professional. Please join me in 
welcoming this fascinating couple to our 
community! ✶ 

1904 Woodland Court, x 5577 

Bill & BJ Sprague 
BY PEGGY JAMERSON 

Sonny, aka 
Fuzzy, is the 
very spirited 
miniature wire-
haired 
dachshund who 
greeted me at 
the door of  his 
“parents” who 

moved to their new Panorama home in November. 

Bill and BJ are Seattle natives. Both graduated 
from high school in Seattle; BJ went on to 
Whitman and Central Universities, receiving a 
degree in history and English. Bill also went to 
Whitman for a degree in economics and to UPS 
for a master’s in marketing. The couple met at 
Whitman, have been married 51 years, and have 
two children. 

Bill became a naval aviator which led to his career 
selling small aircraft in the Seattle area; he would 
take potential buyers up to do acrobatics as well as 
demonstrating seaplanes. Bill also managed condos 
for 12 years. After receiving her CPA designation, 
BJ worked with nonprofits all over the state, 
including Panorama. After taking early retirement 
they participated in raising their two grandchildren, 
now in college. BJ served as a debate judge for 
several years. 

They RV’d for 25 years, visiting every state and 
province and exploring history and culture. Their 
house showcases an extensive collection of  art and 
books by Thomas Mangelsen, renowned nature 
and wildlife photographer and conservationist. 

One of  their extensive trips took them to 
Normandy where they toured all the historic sites; 
Bill’s Dad served in WWII aboard the USS 
Nevada. 

Bill’s parents lived in the area in 1998, so the 
Spragues were already familiar with Panorama 
which they lovingly call a “retirement resort.” They 
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Steve Lundin & Linda 
Bondurant 
BY PEGGY JAMERSON 

Our latest 
Leisure 
neighbors, Steve 
and Linda, must 
feel pretty much 
at home and 
very welcome 
since they are 
already 

acquainted with so many of  their Panorama 
neighbors. Their beautiful cat Cedric, aka “The 
King,” was luxuriating in his favorite spot in front 
of  the fireplace on the rainy day I visited. 

They were already acquainted with Panorama; the 
private backyard was a big selling point as well as 
having a choice of  the interior palette and a home 
requiring less upkeep, having had two and a half  
acres previously. 

Both Steve and Linda grew up in Seattle; Linda 
attended Central Washington University and the 
University of  Puget Sound and Steve the 
University of  Washington. Steve received his J.D. 
degree from the UW law school. The couple have 
been married for 45 years. 

While Steve spent 30 years as senior counsel at the 
Washington State House of  Representatives, 
Linda’s career in education counseling ranged from 
a houseparent to delinquent girls, counseling in 
various school districts, teaching prerelease classes 
at the Washington State Corrections Center at 
Shelton and working in the state’s drug and alcohol 
treatment system. 

This is one very engaged and involved couple. 
Steve is on the outreach committee for the Capitol 
Land Trust and has published two books: A 
Complete Reference Guide to Local Government in 
Washington State and Griffin Area School’s History. He 
is currently working on two more books.  

He is also a volunteer with Sound Transit. Steve is 
the more avid traveler of  the two, having done a 
stint through Europe on less than $5 a day ($3.90 
to be exact!) 

George Sharp 
BY JEAN GARWOOD 

George moved to Panorama in 
October with his wife, Lucy, 
who died one month later after 
three years of  dealing with an 
incurable cancer. Before her 
death, she was intent on having 
him settled in their new home. 

George and Lucy were both    
born and raised in New York 

City until high school. They were married after 
college and had three children while he attended 
business school. They settled in one of  the 
northern suburbs of  New York City. 

George was a senior credit officer at an 
international bank for thirty years, traveling 
extensively to work with clients in many countries 
in the Middle East, Africa, and Asia, as well as 
with government institutions in Washington and 
abroad. After retirement from the bank, he 
continued consulting with several clients and was 
accompanied by his wife on many trips. 

He retired a second time in 2001, and they began 
traveling more extensively, especially to New 
Zealand, where they had developed close personal 
friendships. During this time, they moved to Gig 
Harbor, where they would be closer to two of  
their children and five of  their seven 
grandchildren. 

It was on one of  their cruises that Lucy was first 
diagnosed with her cancer in 2016. They had 

Linda originated the Griffin Neighborhood 
Association, was a hospice volunteer for nine 
years, taught cooking classes for the GRUB 
program, and wrote a cookbook to raise funds. 

Steve is the styrofoam recycler for the Green Team 
and Linda hopes to work in the “Kid’s Closet” at 
the NTSD Family and Youth Center. They will 
soon find other opportunities to use their energy 
and expertise for the benefit of  all of  us here at 
Panorama. Welcome, Steve and Linda! ✶ 

2500 Leisure Way, x 5506
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Paul Davallou & Susan Miller 
BY KRISTI MORRISH 

Paul and Susan 
live in an “art 
gallery.” Their 
home is 
brimming with 
exquisite 
designs, 
paintings, 
carvings, and 

fabric art in a tasteful display of  cultural diversity. 
After living and traveling worldwide, they moved to 
Panorama from Anacortes, Washington. 

Susan grew up in a small town in the Midwest. She 
is an Oberlin College graduate, specializing in 
music (pipe organ) with a Master’s Degree in 
English from Brown University. A life highlight was 
four years in the Peace Corps in Chiang Mai, 
Thailand, and four years teaching in a small 
international school of  100 students from 26 
countries. She helped many students discover their 
talents and build confidence to obtain advanced 
degrees. She stays in touch with at least 50 students 
who became doctors, pharmacists, educators, and 
professionals. They hold elaborate events honoring 
Susan when she visits. 

For 25 years Susan was a computer project 
manager for Nordstrom and Safeco. She then 
shifted to a career using all her talents––an index 
writer for technical, academic, and professional 
books. She loved the research, writing, learning the 

technical languages, and making all the 
connections that culminate in a completed index. 

Paul grew up in Atlanta. He is a graduate in 
business and computer science from the 
University of  Georgia, where he was on the judo 
team and learned to skydive; he has made 54 
jumps. He has developed software for Microsoft, 
Boeing, Nordstrom (where Paul and Susan met), 
Seattle schools, and for other businesses in ten 
different industries. 

Paul’s passion is whitewater kayaking. As a 
lifetime member of  the Washington Kayak Club, 
he is looking forward to upcoming kayak trips. 
Susan and Paul enjoy walking, reading, fitness 
center workouts, and the loving care of  two cats, 
Jordy and Ziwi.  

Paul expresses their gratitude for life, “We have 
had such rich and wonderful experiences, riding 
the crest of  the wave”. Susan and Paul are 
thrilled to pursue their interests and talents at 
new paces. Welcome to Panorama! ✶ 

1723 Circle Loop, x 5047

already decided to move to a retirement 
community and had visited and applied to a 
number of  CCRCs, both in Washington and New 
Hampshire, before settling on Panorama and were 
grateful that their number came up in 2018. 

George became a Master Gardener in 2004 and 
hopes to have a spot in the Pea Patch. He enjoys 
bridge and looks forward to volunteering at 
Panorama and continuing to travel. ✶ 

1945 Circle Loop, x 5279

Lou & Gail Burris 
BY BERTA KASMAR 

The number 
one favorite 
activity for Gail 
and Lou is 
traveling. 
Cruises top 
their list which 
includes trips 
taken to the 

Arctic and to Antarctica. Last year they did an 
around the world cruise. 

Gail was born and raised in Grand Mound, 
Washington, and attended Central Washington 
University. She worked as a computer technician. 
Most recently Gail was an administrative assistant 
in Washington State government; one of  her 
projects involved bringing a couple of  state 
agencies into compliance with the Americans with 
Disabilities Act. 
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Paul Littell & Candy Wooding 
BY KRISTI MORRISH 

Candy and Paul 
laughed as they 
shared stories 
about their long 
and involved 
journey of  
moving to 
Panorama from 
Ashland, OR, 

and Mesa, AZ, in March of  2019. They are happy 
to be here! 

Art and design surround Candy and Paul. Candy 
has a Bachelor of  Fine Arts degree and Bachelor of  
Science degree in art and psychology from Southern 
Oregon University in Ashland, Oregon. Paul’s 
degree in design and drafting is from Glendale 
College in California.  

Candy is an expert paper artist; her art and design 
include calligraphy; watercolor paste papers; 

Lou was born in Germany where his father served 
in the US Army. He was raised in California, 
Oklahoma, and Hawaii. Lou himself  was in the U.S. 
Army for 10 years. He received a business 
administration degree from California State 
University at Fullerton. Lou was national project 
manager for a computer firm. He and Gail met at a 
computer retail store. 

The couple continues to move things out of  the 
home they own in Shelton. Lou expects to have 
knee surgery in the near future, after which Gail and 
Lou will explore volunteering with the Benevolent 
Fund. Lou has volunteered at the Olympia Food 
Bank. Gail is interested in joining the quilting group 
and in adding to their genealogy histories. She 
would like to visit Sweden to gather more 
information on her ancestry. 

When you visit these new residents, be sure to see 
their extensive collection of  beer steins. ✶ 

2110 Sleater Kinney Road, x 5042 

bookbinding; handmade boxes of  all sizes, shapes, 
and colors; original cards; and tiny, delicate 
inspirational foldouts––all involving paper. 

In Ashland, Candy developed her own line of  
greeting cards expanding to more than 40 states, 
until downsizing her business in the early 90s. She 
then became a freelance calligrapher and graphic 
designer with her own studio at the Ashland Art 
Center. Here at Panorama, she continues to create, 
less as work and more as “play.” 

Paul had a design and drafting career. He 
remembers being skeptical about computer 
drafting until he learned it and quickly grew to 
love it. In retirement, Paul became proficient in 
jewelry making. He continues to expand his 
artistic pursuits. 

One must really see or touch Candy’s and Paul’s 
artistic creations in order to understand and 
appreciate them. Some are on display in the Pan 
Hall display case. 

Together Candy and Paul enjoy hiking, biking, 
cards, and reading. Candy loves to cook and Paul 
is quite happy with the cleanup tasks. 

They were referred to Panorama by two local 
artists who teach here. Candy and Paul did their 
research and discovered Panorama to be the “best 
in the Northwest!” Welcome, Candy and Paul! ✶ 

127 Quinault, x 5272

David Milne 
BY ROSEMARY SHOLD 

Designing a science education 
program for middle school on 
extraterrestrial life, teaching 
marine sciences at Evergreen 
State College, participating as 
“chief  scientist” on spring-
break cruises off  the 
Washington Coast for high 
school students and playing the 

piano for silent comedy movies––all of  these 
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activities highlight David’s description of  
himself  as a “lifelong teacher.” 

Although David received his PhD degree in 
entomology from Purdue University, he spent 
33 years teaching marine science at Evergreen 
State College, retiring in 2003. David says one 
of  the most fun and creative jobs was the result 
of  a 1990s NASA fellowship to design an 
education program focused on the sciences that 
you need to understand life on another planet.  

Early in his career he received a fellowship that 
allowed him and his late wife, Dee, to attend 
graduate school. As a result of  this opportunity, 
he feels an obligation to transfer the favor 
forward to others as a public service. 

Midwest and ended up in California as a 
computer system administrator. After visiting 
Seattle, she took a new job in Kirkland. 

After living in Bothell for 30 years, Rhoda started 
a search for continuing care retirement 
communities and found Panorama by the process 
of  elimination. After driving through the campus, 
they were impressed with the variety of  plants and 
trees. They said that they were “wowed” by the 
quality of  the property and the places to live.  

After attending an open house event, Rhoda and 
Barbara said they found Panorama to be a “lovely, 
friendly community.” They put their names on the 
wait list and three years later have found their new 
home on Sleater Kinney. 

Now settled into their new home, they are 
considering interesting activities: Pet Partners, 
Arts Guild, jewelry classes, Wood Shop, and 
weaving. Both like cooking, movies, and 
reading. ✶ 

2106 Sleater Kinney Road, x 5781 

Rhoda Besecker & Barbara 
Baugh 
BY BERTA KASMAR 

Rhoda and 
Barbara, 
who each 
had four 
pet rescue 
cats, 
became 
acquainted 
at a cat 

shelter in Kirkland. When they moved to 
Panorama from Bothell they still had two shy 
cats.  

Rhoda, born in San Francisco, was raised in the 
Bay area. She graduated with an English 
literature degree from Mills College and 
completed all but the dissertation for a PhD 
from the University of  Washington.  

Barbara was born in Indianapolis, and lived 
there until she was 26 years old. She received a 
degree in English literature and an arts 
administration Master’s Degree from Indiana 
University. Barbara moved around in the 

One of  David’s hobbies is playing the piano for 
silent comedy movies. He combines his hobby and 
service ethic by playing for benefit performances. 
The hiking group at Panorama, having the work 
order desk at his beck and call to “fix things,” the 
proximity to retail stores, and having no lawn work 
attracted him to Panorama. 

As soon as David finishes moving in, he hopes to 
work on his book on marsh cordgrasses, to study 
German, to join the Green Team, and to continue 
with the hiking group. His cat, Scottie, is content 
to explore the lovely area around their home. 
Please join me in welcoming this very talented and 
interesting gentleman to Panorama. ✶ 

1540 Boulevard Park, x 5305
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Sandra Elliot-Cortes 
BY BETTY HUMMEL 

Sandy, my vibrant new neighbor 
in the Chalet, is still getting settled 
in her new apartment. It is an end 
unit with wonderful light from 
extra windows which show off  
her many lovely paintings. Sandy 
is also a creative writer, a poet, 
and a ballroom dancer.  

She came here from Half  Moon Bay in California 
after hearing about Panorama from some 
residents she and her sister met in the San Juan 
Islands. Her sister moved to Panorama first and 
was helpful in finding the apartment in the Chalet 
which Sandy chose. 

Sandy is a retired English teacher with several 
degrees from the University of  California. She also 
has a Masters Degree from an International 
University in TESOL (Teaching English to Speakers 
of  Other Languages) and as a bilingual person has 
worked with students in ESL programs. She was a 
supervisor of  student teachers at San Francisco 
State University, a job she loved. While there, she 
and another professor wrote and published “Make 
A Difference In A Day,” a handbook for teachers 
and substitutes. The book had written suggestions as 
well as visual aids. Sandy did the very creative 
drawings sprinkled through the book. She has great 
empathy for people learning a second language 
based on her experiences living in several Spanish 
speaking nations.  

Except for her sister, Sandy’s extended family are 
all in California. Speaking of  family, she has 
recently discovered that one of  her mother’s 
ancestors, a great-great-grandfather, was a very 
active abolitionist in Illinois and was part of  the 
Lincoln administration.  

She has been exploring the smorgasbord of  
activities here as she decides the direction her life 
here will take. She is already involved with the 
Readers’ Theater and I am sure her choices will 
include dancing, painting, and writing. Sandy, we 
welcome you. ✶ 

101 Chalet, x 5229

Alone 
BY ERNESTA BALLARD 

I am spending the day alone. 
I take my dog for a walk. 
The sky is clear and the temperature dips at dawn. 
I make coffee and read the paper 
starting at the back as is my habit. 
It is not my habit to be alone. 
It was never my plan, 
thrust upon me by death. 
No, I am not dead. 
The man in the pictures on my wall, 
the man in my heart is dead. 
I am spending the day alone. 
Oh, there are texts and emails 
Announced by little dings,  
fleeting connections. 
No touch, no hug. 
I am spending the day alone. 
Is that good or bad? 
Does it show resignation, 
resolution,  
resilience?  
Or denial and despair? 
Renewal or retreat? 
Is alone the same as lonely? ✶ 
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Why I Garden 
BY JIM DeYOUNG 

My father was a gardener. By the time I was old 
enough to be aware of  his passion, he was too 
involved in establishing his drug store to allow time 
to garden. At one time, he had the empty lot behind 
our house plowed and rototilled, but the actual 
garden was very limited in size and pretty much 
grew to weeds. However, looking at his book 
collection, there was a strong interest in gardening 
and conserving the land. 

With that thought in mind, I probably inherited this 
interest and passion myself. I may have been six or 
seven years old when the idea of  gardening was first 
implanted in my soul.  

We lived in a small town (population 658), and I had 
gone to the local grocery store with my mother. As 
we were checking out, the clerk gave me a packet of  
sunflower seeds, the really tall kind. She told me that 
they were for me, that I should go home and plant 
them and grow my very own flowers. 

There had been an old wooden shed behind our 
house. When it was torn down, it left a nice plot of  
ground, free of  grass and weeds––an ideal place to 
plant my seeds. Without any help, after digging up a 
strip of  ground and planting the seeds, to my 
surprise and delight, some small green shoots soon 
appeared in a dictated line. I am told that rather than 
ignoring the plants, I was reminded that they did not 
need to be watered several times a day and yes, if  I 
pulled a plant out of  the ground to make sure it was 
doing okay, that I could not replant it and expect it 
to grow into a big flower. 

Most of  the sunflowers grew to maturity, eight to 
ten feet tall with massive heads. And I was hooked 
for life. The following spring, I had turned the entire 
plot (maybe ten by twenty feet). My dad went with 
me to the store and helped me decide what seeds we 
should buy for our (my) garden. And that was the 
first of  several years of  having a vegetable garden 
behind the house. 

Life eventually became more complicated and the 
idea of  gardening lacked priority. It was several years 
later, now married. We had just purchased our first 
home, located on a hillside with a beautiful view out 

the front window. The back yard was a perfect place 
for a small garden. This of  course, was the first of  
many small gardens. Our lives seemed to require 
continual moving because of  new jobs and work 
reassignments; but regardless of  where we lived, 
there was always time and space for a small but ever 
enlarging garden plot. 

The one thing that convinced me that Panorama 
would be the right move was the Pea Patch. Instead 
of  a 250 square foot garden, I would be able to 
have a 720 square foot garden that included two 
rows of  raspberries. The prior owner had 
left the plot in horrible disarray, but 
cleaning the plot just added to the 
thrill of  ownership. 

By midsummer, the plot had 
been cleaned, and the garden 
was producing more than I 
could possibly eat or give 
away. In the meantime, a 
friend asked me to help at the 
local food bank. That was an 
eye opener, and I realized that 
here was a place that was happy 
to take my surplus crops. 

When I mentioned this back in the 
Pea Patch, the woman in an adjoining 
plot told me that she was unable to 
continue maintaining her plot and she would be 
happy to give it to me if  I promised to only grow 
things on it that would be given to the Food Bank. 
After some easy negotiation with the powers that 
be, I was now the proud owner of  two plots. 

Looking back over the years, gardening is in my 
DNA, inherited from my father. It actually goes 
even further back to my grandfather who was a 
farmer in the old country before coming to 
America. And, by all appearances, my daughter has 
inherited this same gardening gene. 

Gardening has turned out to be a win-win situation 
for me. I continue to enjoy working in a garden, 
growing veggies en mass. Regardless of  the size of  
any crop, I know they will go to a good cause. In 
addition, other gardeners have heard of  my 
program and they in turn are willing to give their 
surplus crops to me to deliver to the Food Bank on 
a weekly basis. And that is why I garden. ✶
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Our Last Balloon Ride!

BY ELIZABETH OLSEN 

My husband and I had looked forward to visiting 
Turkey for a long time, and we finally got our 
chance in 2011 with an almost three-week tour with 
Grand Circle Travel. Our guide was excellent with 
in-depth explanations of  their unique historical, 
cultural, and religious heritage. 

Halfway through our trip we arrived in Cappadocia, 
a historical region in central Turkey. Early the next 
morning twenty of  us on the trip were excited to 
take a hot air balloon ride over the fairy tale 
landscape of  the famous area. Spectacular 
formations of  cones, pillars, and chimneys 
composed of  soft rocks called “tuff ” were all 
around us. Ancient volcanic eruptions had covered 
the area with thick ash which solidified into soft 
rocks over time and erosion created the unique 
formations. 

It was a perfect day for a balloon ride. We arrived 
there early in the morning and observed the men 
inflating the huge balloon and readying the large 
sectional basket in which we would ride. It was a 
busy morning, as there were probably a hundred 
other balloons being readied or already airborne. 

The ascent was quiet and peaceful, punctuated by 
puffs of  hot air into the balloon. It had been 
explained to us that the operator could adjust the 
altitude but not the direction the balloon takes 
because it was dependent on the wind. We all took 
lots of  pictures of  the formations and the other 

colorful balloons. Gradually after more than an hour 
airborne, it seemed like we should be landing soon, 
but there we were still up in the air along with the 
other balloons. Our balloon operator did not speak 
English so we couldn’t ask questions and he didn’t 
seem to have contact with the ground. So we waited. 

Then the real adventure began. The balloon started 
drifting away from the rock formations and was 
headed toward some hills in the distance. We drifted 
for quite a while and then we set down on one of  
the distant hills. The operator got out with the fuel 
tank and he indicated he would return, which he 
eventually did with a fresh tank of  propane. Up we 
went again. In hindsight we should have remained 
there but it wasn’t our decision to make. 

We kept drifting in the wrong direction and, 
running out of  fuel again, we rammed into a rough 
hillside which was at about a 45 degree angle. We 
bounced a couple times, then the balloon began to 
deflate and threatened to drag us downhill from a 
perch where part of  the basket had settled. The 
operator furiously worked with the ropes and was 
able to get the deflated balloon to settle on the 
upslope side of  the basket. That deflated balloon 
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Dancing with the Stars 
BY TAM ALDEN 

The Panorama Giving Tree event kicks off  the 
holiday season in early December. Panorama goes 
all out with a bonfire, s’mores, marshmallows for 
roasting, a hot chocolate bar, and live music. Grace 
Moore had asked if  I would take a few photos to 
document the event. As I was squatting down for a 
better angle, I glanced at Grace and saw her having 
a “light bulb” moment. I thought she had an idea 
for another photo but instead she asked if  I would 
participate in Dancing With The Panorama Stars. I 
think my flexible knees impressed 
her. My immediate response was 
YES! I loved watching the show 
last year; it looked like so much 
fun. 

Grace then asked, “Would your 
husband Tim want to participate?” 
Dancing with the Stars was so far 
outside his comfort zone that my 
guess was no, he would not, but I 
suggested she that ask him. I 
couldn’t hear the conversation, but 
Tim’s shocked body language was 
priceless; and he said YES! 

Dancing With The Stars was slated for late January, 
so I put it out of  my mind; With global warming 
and current affairs, the world might not last that 
long. 

The rehearsal schedule arrived soon after the 
holidays; just reading it caused my heart to pound. 
Though Tim and I have never danced in our 50 
years together, I fancy myself  as a dancer. I had 
admired the seemingly effortless grace of  Fred 
Astaire and Ginger Rogers floating across our black 
and white TV screen. I remembered the quote by 
Ann Richards that, “After all, Ginger Rogers did 
everything that Fred Astaire did; she just did it 

backwards and in high heels.” 

The rains of  January came and 
soon it was time for the first 
rehearsal, a venture into the 
unknown. I couldn’t calm my 
heart, and my shirt was damp 
from nerves. We would rehearse 
an hour a day for five days, then 
magically perform on stage on 
Friday night. 

We met our dance partners and I 
was given a choice of  three 
dances, including the waltz. I had 
visions of  Ginger in her beautiful 

held us against the hillside. When the basket was 
steady, we all got out at record speed! 

We were up in the hills on crumbly rocks and no 
trails to guide us, but going downhill seemed 
sensible. We all helped each other in the rough 
spots and everyone was stoic about the situation. 
Some people slipped and fell on the crumbly rocks 
but there were only minor injuries. 

All of  a sudden we saw about six men running 
uphill from different directions all breathing 
heavily. They found us! The men led us through 
difficult terrain to a trail and then to a road where 
vans from the company met us with food and 
water. We were all glad to be alive. 

Our hot air balloon was not the only one in trouble 
that day. The explanation was that the wind had 
stopped; we were waiting for the wind to resume. 

When the wind 
did resume, it took 
us in the wrong 
direction and 
caused us to crash 
against the hillside. 

After this incident, 
we continued our 
travels in Turkey. 
Despite the 
accident, this tour 
was fascinating and 
one of  our favorite 
trips, but it was our 
LAST hot air 
balloon ride! ✶ 

Tuff  in Cappadocia, Turkey.



 

gowns; I’ll take that one, please! Andrew was my 
partner, guide, instructor, guru, and support. His 
smile was like the sun shining on my face; his 
words were always encouraging. All four of  us 
wannabe resident dancers and our professional 
partners were on stage simultaneously, desperately 
trying to learn our dance moves. I was so intent on 
trying to remember my steps that I was oblivious 
to everyone else. By the end of  the first hour I was 
exhausted, the nape of  my neck dripping with 
sweat and my glasses fogged over. My legs were 
jelly from nerves and multiple deep pliés. Tim and 
I headed home to compare notes. We both had the 
same thought: How on earth am I going to 
remember all this? 

Day two: I was desperate to remember Monday’s 
lesson. Let’s see…Andrew bows, I curtsy, then step 
back on right foot. Oh no! I forgot the “burst” 
move! Andrew’s beaming smile and his double 
high-five of  congratulations melted my heart. The 
most exciting part of  day two was costumes. The 
first gown I tried on was a black velvet and chiffon 
number glitzed with rhinestones; it fit like a glove. I 
could picture Ginger wearing this one. Gown 
number two was scarlet satin with precarious straps 
supporting a low cut bodice; fortunately everyone 
agreed that it wasn’t for me. Gown number three 
was a little too big.  

The cast and Andrew agreed that the black gown 
was “the one.” With that gown, could I summon 
my inner Ginger Rogers to Andrew’s Fred Astaire? 

STORIES

Rehearsal ended as Monday’s had; I dripped in 
sweat; my glasses fogged over; and I walked on 
jelly legs. I stopped to ask Karen Romanelli, 
Charlie Clarke, and Tim how their rehearsals were 
progressing. You would have thought they were 
describing my experience instead of  their own. 

Andrew emailed me a video of  the waltz routine 
to watch at home. I’d start watching the video, 
counting the time, noting right foot back, left foot 
forward, and by step five or six I was so enthralled 
with the beauty of  the waltz that I completely 
forgot that I was supposed to be learning. I tried 
to replay the steps in my mind but got lost. What 
had I gotten myself  into? 

Day three: Andrew continued to tell me how well I 
was doing; there were many more high-fives, a lot 
more sweat but thankfully, no tears. Andrew exuded 
such confidence in me. After 45 minutes he said, 
“You got this,” and sent me home with instructions 
to set aside all thoughts of  the dance for the day to 
let my mind rest. Day four rehearsal ended after 
only 30 minutes with instructions to return in the 
afternoon for our video interview, which proved 
more nerve-wracking than dance practice. 

Friday: performance day, with afternoon dress 
rehearsal at 3 pm. In the morning I followed my 
routine: house cleaning, laundry, and visiting my 
99-year old Mom. I arrived at the Panorama 
Auditorium at 2:45 to don my gown. Stage clothes 
aren’t as simple as the clothing we wear daily. 
Andrew and I practiced our dance routine once, 

Page 12 | The Voice |  April 2020



  STORIES   April 2020| The Voice | Page 13

Then, when he had to interrupt the 
music, he would shudder, smile, and 
apologize because he hated moving 
on before the full beauty of  the 
whole piece had been savored. 

The course was temptingly 
presented. The lecture wasn't in the 
least boring. It wasn't as though Roupen had 
carefully scripted himself  and his subject matter 
in the King's English. He didn't use a 
contemporary razzle-dazzle projector with high 
wattage that shows stunning photographs. Nor 
did we pass around magnificent photos of  
composers and the interiors of  church sanctuaries 
or views of  the orchestra and opera halls of  the 
world. He didn't put an ensemble before us to 
play superbly. He simply drew black squiggly lines 
on modern white presentation board as we 
watched, to show us how music developed. 

The Joy of Learning & Living 
BY BOB BOWERS 

Roupen Shakarian threw a worm into Panorama's 
Lake and I was one of  50 Panorama fish who took 
the bait and got hooked. What he offered us was 
essentially a brief  history of  music and musical 
composition. What we got was the enthusiastic 
musicology course we didn't have in college. 
Sounds boring doesn't it—like a course for uppity 
nerds? But, if  that's what YOU think, you are 
overwhelmingly wrong. 

It wasn't the music that primarily excited my soul, 
although, honestly, it did. The music came from 
many disks played on a tiny Bose. I had heard 
many of  them on my own tiny Bose. Roupen had 
them laid out before him and selected each 
illuminating sample as it became appropriate in his 
course outline. He would give us a smattering of  
lecture and illustrate it with a tiny sample of  music. 

and he was pleased; I pleaded for one more run 
through. Then we learned our performance order 
and practiced our stage entrance and exit. 
Andrew and I would dance last. Time to change 
out of  costume to enjoy the wonderful lasagna 
dinner provided by Panorama. NO EATING IN 
COSTUMES! No one ate much; throwing up on 
stage would not garner extra votes. Then back 
into costumes.  

SHOW TIME! Katherine Billings walked through 
the green room and called “15 minutes,” to which 
we were to reply “15 minutes thank you.” Then 
what seemed to be a half  hour later she appeared 
again and called “10 minutes.” Being in the show 
meant that we dancers didn’t get to see the show. 
Each performing duo exited the stage, stumbled 
into the green room, and visibly relaxed with a 
HUGE sigh of  relief, thankful to have their 
performance behind them.  

I waited with my hands on my hips, not to make a 
bold statement of  confidence, but to try to keep 
my underarms dry! Finally it was our turn. We 
walked onto the quiet stage and faced each other; 
he beamed his sunshine smile at me and 

whispered, “You got this.” We floated, glided, and 
spun to the tune of  “Moon River.” I don’t 
remember the post-dance questions, much less my 
answers or the judges’ comments. All I remember is 
wishing that I could dance again! I was exhilarated, 
filled with a warm glow from the encouraging 
Panorama audience. I do remember thinking that I 
could have done better. 

I knew Charlie Clarke would win. His routine was 
so funny and filled with personality, and I was 
happy for him. So I was shocked to hear my name 
as the winner. Wow! Our routine must have looked 
as beautiful as I felt floating on stage in that 
amazing ball gown. In the weeks before the show, 
when Tim and I saw the trophies on display in Pan 
Hall, I jokingly warned Tim not to win because, 
“Where would we put the trophy?”  

Standing there and hearing my name as the winner, 
I know I levitated; it was magical. In fact, I was so 
buoyant and filled with endorphins that I barely 
slept. I continued to float through the next day. 
Was it true what the master of  ceremonies said? 
“Winning Dancing With The Stars will change your 
life ... FOREVER!” ✶
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hometown. My grade average was 3.67. From 
Drake I went to Garrett, a graduate school of  
theology of  the Methodist Church. I was ordained 
in 1961. My new bride and I moved to our first 
full-time appointment in the Methodist ministry. 

I wrote many sermons in the ministry. I enjoyed 
writing them and, to some extent, preaching them. 
But, sermons are designed to teach the Biblical 
story and inspire holy living, but not necessarily to 
inspire the writer to bare that which is deeply 
inside him. Whenever I was moved to let what was 
inside out in the hopes of  being either 
inspirational or pedagogical, the act of  preaching 
inspired some of  my parishioners to try to be 
pedagogical with me. I wasn't any more 
enthusiastic about pedagogy from them than they 
were to receive what I had to give. 

I've found since being 
in Pan Writers under 
Bryan Willis's gentle 
guidance that writing is 
about letting the 
deepest emotion of  my 
soul breathe free. It's 
about releasing the 
observations, loves, and 
hates of  the author's 
life. Writing is a way of  
opening one's self  in 
interaction with other 
humans. It's about 

naming what thrills and moves us in our lives. 
Writing is an emotional act, a releasing act, a 
creating act. Good writing is like all creative 
endeavors: It breathes and has a life that can 
inspire more life. It moves us to name our loves 
and conquer our misconceptions and hates. It 
swerves us from the path of  “my way is right and 
yours is wrong” to the road of  “let's help each 
other find a way that works.” 

So, Roupen, your little class was an inspiration to 
spur me to do some thinking about who I am and 
why I write. I caught something from your 
presentation that moved me beyond myself. I've 
got a few more years to think about it…a few 
more years to explore this amazing world…a few 
more years to write. Thanks! ✶ 

What was striking about his presentation was 
Roupen! His intense eyes… his warm smile…his 
obvious enthusiasm for music…his deep 
knowledge of  his subject…and the way he gently 
bared his soul to us about his life's work of  
composing, teaching, and continuing to learn. He 
was so infectiously earnest about what he was 
attempting to do in this brief  course that we came 
away with little flecks of  enthusiasm on us to use 
wherever we might in life. What a rich experience 
for those of  us in our older years who think we 
know everything and, then, gently learn through 
teachers like Roupen what delights still lie before us 
and how much we have yet to learn. 

Roupen Shakarian helped me look at my own art 
of  writing and telling stories in a different way. 
Why do I write? Why do I love writing? I've been 
literally writing all my life. I was encouraged to 
write by two English teachers 
in high school. They thought 
I had budding talent. They 
urged me to become a 
journalist or author. 

Mom and Dad didn't 
encourage me to write 
because she didn't, and Dad 
couldn't. Mom was a church 
musician who played piano 
and organ at our small 
Methodist Church. She had 
sung solos in her college 
years and after. Mom didn't make time to write 
anything except letters. She wrote lots of  them to 
friends and family. She wrote a letter every week to 
our family for forty years until she became a 
resident of  a nursing home. She wanted me to be a 
musician and sing solos. She pushed hard. 

Dad was not encouraged to read or to write. His 
poor farm family had little education, and none of  
them except Uncle George graduated from high 
school. Most of  them went to grade school, if  they 
got that far. At an early age they were put to work 
either at home or on loan as farmhands or 
housemaids. 

Dad insisted I go to college. He didn't care what I 
took. The Drake University College of  Liberal Arts 
introduced me to life beyond Mitchellville, my little 
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A Drop of Luxuriance 
BY SANDRA ELLIOT-CORTES 

If  I had a tiny bottle 
that might hold all 
Those moments of  
Absolute luxuriance, 
I would have to drain 
From its container 
All excesses that 
Could dilute 
Their purity. 

Each drop, a distillation 
Of  joy 
Of  sorrow 
Of  longing 

Contained in the 
Tremor of  leaves 
That shiver, almost sigh 
In a shimmer of  green and gold 

Or held on a rocky shore 
Assaulted by waves 
a serenade…offered 
like a beating heart 
always with a promise to return 

Or cradled in the quiet 
Of  an early morning 
a hymn of  silence 
to find true solitude 
Away from one’s own voice. ✶

When the Bats Come Out 
BY SANDY BUSH 

It’s so peaceful when the bats come out, 
 At the ending of  the day. 
The supper things all cleaned and put away. 
The sun is gone but left behind 
 Are fading pastel hues against the trees. 

The wind that howled all day has died, 
 And night things make so little sound. 
A flash of  frantic dark goes by, 
Beware you busy insects 
The bulky-bodied bat darts into the coming 
night. 

For years I’ve said I’d build a house,  
 Just for my furry friends. 
But time is filled with busy things 
And I wonder would he find it, 
 Or even like it? 

The light is all but gone now, 
 And drifting with my quiet thoughts, 
I feel the flutter of  disturbed air 
 As TWO of  them flash by, 
Saying, “Hurry! We could use it!” ✶



 

Cotton Candy 
BY WILLIAM CLOW 

My last story introduced to you my granddaughter, 
the greatest kid who ever lived. This story will tell 
you about another facet of  her marvelous 
personality. 

Actually, I’m going to change her name to 
“Miranda,” which means “a girl to be wondered 
at”. I am making this change partly to protect her 
identity and partly because Miranda is one of  my 
favorite names. 

I am a baseball fan. Miranda is a cotton candy fan. 
I don’t have to tell you that baseball and cotton 
candy go together; and you won’t be surprised 
when I tell you that Miranda and I have attended 
several Seattle Mariner baseball games. 

One day, as we were watching a game, after I had 
allowed Miranda to have three vitamin-enriched, 
organic cotton candies, the Mariners were trailing 
three to nothing as they came to bat in the bottom of  
the ninth inning. The first Mariner came to the plate. 

“Grandpa,” said Miranda, “can I have one more 
cotton candy?” 

“No, Miranda. The game will be over in a few 
minutes.” 

“What if  he gets on base?” 

“Then you can have a cotton candy. But 
remember, Grandma says you can’t eat cotton 
candy in the car!” 

“Ball one,” said Miranda. 

“Whoa! You can’t call the balls and strikes before 
he’s even pitched them!”  

Miranda rolled her eyes at me. The first pitch 
came. Low and outside. One and O. 

“Ball two,” predicted Miranda. The second pitch 
was in the dirt. Two and O. 

“Ball three,” said Miranda. The pitch was high and 
wild. Three and O. 

“Ball four,” said Miranda. The pitch was again in 
the dirt. The batter undid his shin guards and 
trotted down to first base. 

“Okay, Grandpa. Can I have some money?” Stern 
grandfather that I am, I gave her a five-dollar bill 

and she skippity-hopped over to the nearest 
cotton candy vendor. 

The next batter grounded out to second base. So 
did the next one. Two out. The game would be 
over in a minute. I had a vision of  Grandma 
getting into the passenger seat and asking, “Why is 
everything so sticky?” 

Miranda came back, pinching off  pink wads and 
stuffing them into her mouth. “Ball one,” she said 
as she took her seat. 

“Oh, you think you can predict the pitches again!” 

Ball one crossed low across the plate. With sudden 
shock, I realized what Miranda was doing. I 
couldn’t believe it! 

 “Ball two,” called Miranda. Ball two almost hit the 
batter. 

“How do you do that?” I said. 

“I just concentrate and somehow it happens,” said 
Miranda. “Watch! Ball three.” The pitch was wide. 
Ball three. 

“Are you a witch?” I asked. 

“Hardly. I only wish good things for good 
people––like the Mariners.” She looked at me and 
then back at the batter. “Ball four,” she said. Ball 
four was low and outside. 

“Hey, you’ve got two men on! If  the next guy 
walks, the bases are loaded.” He walked, just as 
Miranda called it. Bases loaded. Bottom of  the 
ninth. Three to nothing in favor of  the Yankees. 

Miranda looked at me and smiled. Slowly and 
deliberately, she pronounced “Home run!” She 
smiled and winked at me and then turned her 
attention back to the game. 

I don’t have to tell you what happened next. I will 
tell you though that, right after the game, I bought 
season tickets for the two of  us. For years to come, 
people will talk with wonder about when, as if  by 
magic, the Mariners came alive halfway through the 
season and went on to win the World Series. 

And, oh yes––there was an unexplainable uptick 
that year in the sales of  cotton candy. 

(By the way, if  you are a Mariners fan and you 
don’t remember this season, just wait till next 
year!) ✶

Page 16 | The Voice |  April 2020 STORIES



 

First Crush 
BY CANDY BERNER 

Daffodils. My favorite flowers. Were any starting to 
bloom yet this early in the season? Maybe in a 
special sunny, protected spot, and I knew just the 
place. At the end of  our quiet street was an old two-
story rental house. It changed occupants frequently; 
nobody stayed long enough to make improvements. 
The weed-filled dirt yard was surrounded by a 
broken fence that badly needed painting, as did the 
house. The front gate didn't close properly, but that 
was where I knew the morning sun chose to shine 
and an early cluster of  daffodils 
grew, bright yellow against the 
drab. 

Tomorrow is my ninth birthday. I 
live with my mom and dad and have 
a brother, seven years older. I don't 
see him much because he's usually 
off  with his friends somewhere. My 
dad is always away at work, so 
mostly it's just my mother and me. 
Now that I'm almost nine, I know 
she expects me to act more like a 
little lady, but I like to escape to the 
woods as often as I can. 

After birthday cake and ice cream 
tomorrow, my mother promises to 
teach me to knit. I will enjoy the 
quiet and closeness of  our time 
together when she isn't so busy 
with housework and cooking. She 
knows how to do lots of  things 
and is slowly trying to teach me 
stuff  like setting a proper table and ironing a 
pillowcase. I have yet to learn to cook. But she 
doesn't enjoy being outdoors and doesn't understand 
my love of  it. Granddad does, though. He would 
understand about the daffodils, but he is old and 
lives far away. I'll mention it in my thank-you note 
for the dollar he tucked into my birthday card. 

I'm out of  the house early the next morning after 
promising my mother to be back in time for lunch. 
When I rounded the corner, there was the sun 
shining on just-bloomed daffodils, as I had hoped. 
But there was something else. A moving van sat in 

the driveway. Several small children were running 
about, checking out their new surroundings. I 
saw a boy about my age, helping his father carry a 
big box. Maybe I'll gain a new friend today on my 
birthday. I hope he doesn't mind that I'm a girl. I 
like to do boy things more than girl things and I 
can run as fast as any boy. 

I stopped to watch the proceedings. After they 
set the box on the porch, they noticed me 
standing there, so I walked closer and introduced 
myself. As his dad walked away, he told me his 
name was Billy. He was a little taller than I and 
had the most beautiful eyes. He wasn't fat, but 

neither was he skinny. He was 
wearing a pair of  overalls that 
weren't quite long enough, 
stopping just above his ankles. 
I noticed his plaid flannel shirt 
was well patched, which didn't 
matter because he was really 
cute! He reminded me of  a 
teddy bear with his curly mop 
of  brown hair. 

I sensed an immediate 
connection as my heart 
fluttered. Maybe I should not 
have worn my jeans with the 
hole in the knee, though that 
had never bothered me before. 
I hoped I didn't have a dirt 
smudge on my face. I 
wondered if  Billy liked girls in 
pink dresses, or girls who liked 
frogs and could throw a 
baseball. 

It turned out Billy had a cat. I 
adore cats. He told me his family moves often, 
but didn't say why. I just hoped he'd stay here for 
a long time. I knew I needed to get back before 
lunch, but it was hard to pull away. Then Billy 
said he needed to help his dad and that he hoped 
he would see me again soon. As I walked away, I 
looked back once and caught Billy looking my 
direction. I wanted to skip and knew I had a huge 
grin on my face. 

Billy and I became good friends. I showed him 
the path through the woods and a secret fern-
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as often as we could, as long as his dad didn't have 
chores for him around the house. Then I might not 
see him for days. 

Later that summer, I didn't see him for almost a 
week, so I walked to his house. A “For Rent" sign 
was on the fence once again. Had they left in the 
middle of  the night without notice? He never gave 
a hint he might be leaving. Were there things he had 
kept from me? Questions circled in my mind. 
Would I ever find out where he went and why? And 
did he think of  me? I went to the woods, this time 
not in childhood exploration or wonder-filled days 
with my best friend, but to comfort my broken 
heart. Now whenever I look up at the tree tops or 
clouds, I will forever think of  Billy and our time 
together. And whenever I see a daffodil, my heart 
misses a beat and I get butterflies in my stomach. 
Billy was special and will always remain in my heart. 
My first crush. ✶

filled spot next to a bigleaf  maple tree. There we 
found a trillium in bloom, the first of  the season. 
We continued to the meadow, where we sat on a 
log surrounded by tall grass and warm sun and 
watched the clouds. Billy loved to explore as much 
as I did. We had long conversations about nothing 
in particular, though he didn't talk much about his 
family. He seemed a little sad and a little too 
serious. I thought it was probably just shyness. 

Before long, I noticed my feelings for Billy were 
growing more complicated. One afternoon he gave 
me my first kiss; I thought my knees would buckle. 
He was more than just a best friend now. He 
became my first thought every morning and my last 
thought at night. I knew he felt the same, though he 
never spoke of  it. I could tell by the tender way he 
picked a wildflower and held it out to me on one of  
our walks. And the way he looked at me made me 
blush. We were only nine years old, so we couldn't 
go out on dates, but we spent our free time together 
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Camino de Santiago 
BY ERNESTA BALLARD 

The well-worn path of  my life 
Did not include Iberia. 
Footprints on the dirt road look like mine. 
The soles of  my boots are familiar, the 
cadence of  footfall the same. 
Who is walking here? 
Is it me? 
Miles become kilometers and pass in simple rhythm. 
Days are simpler still. Sleep, eat, and walk. 
Without a call to action my heart and soul awaken. 
This solitude is new to me. 
Interruptions defined my life. 
Flexibility was my currency. 
Here is my body carrying memory and dream 
now effortless players in my mind. 
My old path obscured by the ancient stones of  my trail. 
Thousands before and after smooth the way 
I recognize myself  in their company.  
I am a pilgrim. ✶
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A Little More Than a House  

BY FRANCES SNYDER 

Wawickshire is a county centrally located in 
England, not quite a hundred miles north of  
London. One of  its more famous cities is 
Stratford, a market town along the River Avon. Of  
course, its best-known resident was William 
Shakespeare. Not too far away, to the west and the 
south a bit, is an imposing structure, Warwick 
Castle, also located along the River Avon. It's been 
there a long time. 

The medieval castle developed 
from a wooden fort, originally 
built by William the Conqueror 
during 1068. The fort was 
rebuilt in stone during the 12th 
century. Through the ensuing 
years it was refortified and 
expanded to meet the needs of  
England's defense, such as in 
the Hundred Years’ War. 
During one of  the most 
turbulent times for the 
monarchy, the Wars of  the 
Roses, Richard Neville, the 16th 
Earl of  Warwick became known 
as the “Kingmaker,” because he 
was instrumental in the 
deposition of  several kings. 

It was used as a stronghold until 
1604, when James I granted it to 
Sir Fulke Greville who became the first Earl of  
Warwick in 1759. The family owned it until 1978 
when it was purchased by the Tussauds Group. 

I first visited Warwick Castle in 1982 on my first 
trip to England. Naturally, I was impressed. I 
hadn't been in the country long enough to lose my 
awe at the sight of  castles liberally strewn about 
the countryside, and Warwick Castle was no 
exception. It occupies a sizable section of  land 
(more than the area of  two football fields), and is 
built on a sandstone bluff  overlooking a bend of  
the Avon. 

After crossing a bridge over the river, occupied by 
paddling swans, we entered through the main gate 
and found ourselves surrounded by several 

centuries of  castle living. To the right and down a 
flight of  stone stairs we discovered the medieval 
dungeon, equipped with ancient tools of  torture, 
including a rack and several branding irons. I did 
learn some gruesome bits of  history in the dank 
and dark underground, but was quite glad to 
climb back up the stairs and be once again in the 
light of  day. Crossing the grounds, I encountered 
a “knight” on horseback. The horseman was 
dressed from head to foot in a chain mail suit and 
sat on a sturdy steed. I spoke with him for a few 
minutes. While he enjoyed being part of  the 

castle tour, his days were numbered because his 
horse, which had been specially trained, was 
getting too old to carry the burden of  all the 
trappings of  a medieval warrior. A little farther 
along, four women dressed in Elizabethan 
costumes wandered by, singing madrigal songs. 

About halfway across the interior grounds and to 
the left was a row of  newer buildings—the 19th 
century apartments of  the Greville family. Once 
inside, stanchions and velvet cords served to 
guide us through the rooms of  the Greville 
aristocrats. They were decorated in Victorian 
style with authentic furniture and accessories. 
The rooms were peopled with wax figures. The 
persons depicted were guests at the 1898 
weekend party hosted by Frances, the Countess 



 

Dad & the Buzz Bombs 
BY PEGGY JAMERSON 

Not everyone who served in World War II enlisted 
in the military. There were many who served the 
war effort with distinction, and my Dad was one 
of  them. 

The following was dictated by my Dad when he 
was 93 years old living in an assisted living facility. 
A volunteer interviewed him and recorded his life 
story. Subsequently, I transcribed the tapes and 
created a booklet on Dad’s life. (I have been so 
happy that the volunteer was able to get Dad to 
talk about his life since he never voluntarily talked 
about it, and my sister and I didn’t ask!) 

He was hired by Boeing in Seattle in 1941 as an 
aeronautical engineer. It wasn’t long before he 
became a field service representative, a job which 
required him to go out into the field and contact 
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of  Warwick. The principal guest was the Prince of  
Wales, later Edward VII. A young Winston 
Churchill was also present. It wasn't just the main 
drawing room that contained wax figures. When I 
entered one of  the bedrooms, I was startled to see 
a gentleman in the process of  getting dressed; my 
first thought was that he was real. 

The rest of  the castle and its grounds include a 
“folly,” several towers, the battlements, and of  
course, the gift shop. Warwick Castle was 
memorable, not only for its size and splendor, but 
also because it has played such a huge part in the 
history of  Great Britain. 

I returned to Warwick Castle with a group of  
students in 1998. What a difference! Great changes 
had been made in the experience for tourists. 
Twenty years had passed since the castle became 
the property of  entertainment companies. The 
historical nature of  Warwick was no longer there 
to be discovered; its “historical” nature was 
thrown into our faces. Instead of  a few madrigal 
singers and a knight on horseback, there were 
costumed entertainers everywhere we looked. A 
man dressed in ragged clothing greeted us at the 
main gate. He carried a small cage fixed to a tall 

pole. It contained small furry stuffed animals. He 
was the castle rat catcher and the stuffed animals 
were his prey. Different venues for entertainment 
were located all over the grounds. Where a visit to 
the apartments had been a highlight of  my first 
visit, it was now diminished by the spectacles 
taking place all over. 

Much of  the current entertainment has nothing to 
do with Warwick and its genuine history. “Flight 
of  the Eagles” is a bird show of  eagles, vultures, 
and sea eagles. There are archery displays, and 
jousting. In 1989 a huge catapult was built, based 
on a design from Denmark, where a show is 
performed regularly along with a performance, 
“The Sword in the Stone.” Musical events at the 
castle have included Victorian caroling and 
performances by bands such as the Royal Spa 
Brass. In the summer, events are accompanied by 
projection light shows and fireworks. 

While my students thoroughly enjoyed their visit 
to Warwick Castle, I was very much much 
disappointed and disheartened. A valuable 
historical experience had become what I could 
only think of  as a piece of  “plastic history,” some 
Cheetos for the mind. ✶ 

the users, the Army Air Corps, about the B17 
airplane. He would describe the airplane to them, 
tell how the airplane 
should be used and ask if  
there were any problems. 
Any issues would be 
reported back to Boeing. 
He went to various bases 
around the United States 
for three months at a 
time to work with the 
Army Air Corps. 

In 1944, Boeing sent him 
to England to work in 
the same capacity visiting 
22 air bases. Boeing 
furnished him with a 
very fine uniform, the 
same as an officer, except 
it had no military 



 

insignia. His position was comparable to that of  a 
reporter or journalist in the field with a simulated 
rank of  Captain. If  you were captured by the 
enemy you would not be considered a spy because 
you were in uniform. You were treated according 
to your simulated rank as dictated by the Geneva 
Convention. 

His transcribed words: “I was in London in early 
1945 for a company meeting and had 
accommodations at a small bed and breakfast on 
the south bank of  the Thames River. 
My room was long and narrow with 
one window. I had gone to bed and 
the air raid alert blew. Buzz bombs 
started falling in the area and they 
were very close, rattling the window. 

 “So I thought, what should I do? 
Should I go to the air raid shelter or 
what? So I just stayed there, and the 
bombs kept landing for about an 
hour. By that time they blew the “all 
clear.” I was so tired from the strain 
of  listening to the bombs, I slept well. 

 “The next morning I got up; I was 
fed up with being in London. I was 
going to get out of  there so I went 
down and got the company car and 
stopped at a gas station to get gas 
before heading out of  town. Just as I 
was gassing up, the air raid warning 
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started blowing again. I was headed for the south 
approach of  the Thames River bridge and as I 
approached it, an aid raid warden stopped me. He 
gave me some directions to get me out of  there. 
Suddenly a warden signaled for me to stop and as 
I did, the buzz bomb engine cut out which was a 
signal that it was coming in to blow up. I thought 
well, what am I going to do now? Maybe if  I 
watch the warden he’ll tell me what to do. He 
started for the building on my right across the 
street from me. I got the engine shut down and 
headed for the same building. I bet there is a print 
of  my forehead on those bricks of  the building I 
moved so fast. The buzz bomb had landed and 
blown up by this time. 

 “I got back in the car, and much to my surprise, I 
had set the brake, turned off  the engine, and done 
everything right! 

 “The subway tunnels had all been equipped with 
four-decker beds so Londoners could go down 
there and be relatively safe from the buzz bombs. 
The bombs got on your nerves because of  the 
fact that you hear them coming and if  the engine 
cut out, you knew it was going to come in and hit 
something. And you didn’t know where. There 
wasn’t anything you could do except wait for it to 
happen, and that really got on people’s nerves.” ✶

Blitz in London.
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Memories of Normandy
BY CLEVE PINNIX  

I never met my father. By the time of  my birth in 
the spring of  1944, he was in Boston, waiting to 
board a ship to England. The 79th Infantry 
Division, the “Cross of  Lorraine” Division, had 
distinguished itself  in France a generation before. 
Now, in another even more terrible conflict, he 
and his brother soldiers were on their way to 
England.  

The First Battalion, 314th Regiment, came ashore 
at Utah Beach on June 15, 1944. The fighting 
there was over. Just west of  the invasion beaches, 
the Cotentin Peninsula juts northward. At its tip 
lies the vital port of  Cherbourg, a major objective 
of  the Allies. Capture of  the port would open the 
flood of  troops and supplies coming from 
England to support the invading armies. The 
Germans understood that as well. 

The 79th Division was ordered north with other 
units, fighting up the peninsula to take the port. 
Soon, the 314th suffered its first casualties. The 
training was over; each day now brought combat. 

My father was now First Lieutenant Cleveland 
Pinnix, second-in-command of  a rifle company, 
nearly 200 men. At 30, he was older than most of  
his men. He had been working for the recently 
established Social Security Administration. All 
that changed with Pearl Harbor. He enlisted, went 
through Officer’s Candidate School, received his 
commission, and began long months of  training 
with the 79th Division, including desert warfare 
tactics in the Mojave Desert of  California.  

As the 314th neared Cherbourg, German 
resistance stiffened. Artillery duels began. The 
objective was to take Fort de Roule, a massive 
fortification that was the key to Cherbourg. The 
fighting took place first on the approaches to the 
fort, then level by level within, to finally silence 
the German guns. After several days of  bitter 
struggle, the Port was in Allied hands. Engineer 
units began the crucial work of  clearing the 
harbor of  wreckage and mines.  

Now the 79th turned south, retracing its passage 
down the Cotentin Peninsula to join other units 
engaged in the hedgerow fighting. German 
defenders had prepared defenses in depth in the 

Memorial at Omaha Beach
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countryside. Low-lying regions had 
been flooded to stymie the advance. 
The “hedgerows” were small, steep, 
forest and brush-covered ridges 
separating the sunken fields. Artillery, 
machine guns, and tanks were 
concealed in the hedgerows, their 
muzzles trained across the killing 
ground. 

The German defense intended to stop 
the American advance along a line 
running from St. Lo west to the coast. 
The western end of  the defensive line 
was anchored by the town of  La Haye 
du Puits. The 79th Division was 
ordered to take the town. 

The first Battalion of  the 314th 
moved out in a drenching rain at 0530 
hours, July 3. They soon ran into 
heavy artillery and mortar fire that 
stalled the advance. For days, the two 
armies fought a brutal battle of  
attrition. Casualties mounted. The 
Battalion commander, the legendary 
Colonel Olin “Tiger” Teague, was 
shot by a sniper, but refused 
evacuation and fought on. 

On July third, Col. Teague relieved a 
company commander and placed Lt. 
Pinnix in command. Slowly, at terrible 
cost, the 314th gained ground. But the 
Germans had fully occupied the town. 
At the end, the fighting was house to 
house. Finally, early on the morning of  
July 9, the rubble that had been La Haye du Puits 
was in American hands. The 79th Division had 
suffered over 2,000 casualties in the battle. Later, a 
Presidential Citation would commend the First 
Battalion, 314th, for extraordinary gallantry in the 
operation. 

But there was no rest for the 314th. On July 9, 
the unit pushed south, facing continuing heavy 
resistance. On the evening of  July 11, Lt. Pinnix 
took a jeep and driver to check the disposition of  
his company and for the night. He failed to 
return. The following morning, July 12, 1944, 
comrades found the two men, shot by snipers. 

My father’s remains lie today in the American 
cemetery on the bluff  overlooking Omaha Beach. 
9,386 of  his comrades rest there as well. Down the 
bluffs, the concrete pillboxes and gun 
emplacements still mark what happened at this 
place. The flat, wide beach stretches into the waves.  

Walking the orderly rows of  grave markers, the 
visitor sees the names of  men and women of  all 
ranks, from many places. Not far away, a German 
military cemetery holds more than three times their 
number. How long will we remember? ✶	

Marker for Cleveland Pinnix in the American cemetery overlooking Omaha Beach along 
with 9,386 comrads.
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At 3 a.m. 
BY SUE PRINCE 

I wonder why my heart is doing 
one of  those stomping Celtic numbers 
while ghosts crowd the room— 

To keep those pesky thought-gremlins 
at bay, I amble into the kitchen–– 
ignore the sink full of  dishes, 

then into the living room 
stunned by the brilliance of  the lilies 
in the pewter stillness. 

I return to my rumpled bed 
settle back onto the pillow–– 
My mind wanders: 

money that disappears, 
a car needing care, earthquake supplies, 
not enough soup, socks with holes, 
books I should read, TVs I should  
turn off, Oreo cookies. 

I try to soothe a wildly nomadic mind, 
breathe into the quiet–– 
ease into the origami folds of  night. 

It’s hard to lie to yourself  at 3 a.m. ✶

Please Contribute Your Perspective!

Special Issue of  The Voice – July 2020 

The Voice will publish 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 ours), librarians, reading, and any 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  appropriate. 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 future issues. The Voice is 
published quarterly and distributed to all residents. While we are self-isolated to protect ourselves from 
COVID-19, consider putting your thoughts and/or memories on paper and submitting them for 
publication in a future issue of  The Voice. ✶ 


