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Notes from the Editor

BY BECKY ANDERSON 

Most Panorama residents name 
reading as one of  their hobbies. 
A major hurdle in downsizing to 
move into this community is the 
disposition of  books and 
reading materials in excess of  
the amount which will fit into 
the unit chosen for our 
retirement home.  

Our memories are filled not only with the books 
we have read, but also the people and places 
associated with reading them. Our first obsession 
was probably the library in our school or 
neighborhood; we progressed to the haunting of  
bookstores, and later joined groups formed solely 
for the discussion of  books. Eight moves and 51 
years later, I’m still in touch with the first book 
group I ever joined. 

The reading theme for this issue of  The Voice was 
chosen last summer when the world was very 
different. The timing was designed to pay homage 
to libraries and all things book related, to sync with 
the Panorama Library’s annual fund-raising 
campaign, and to celebrate Nancy Pearl’s annual 
visit to the campus. A year later, COVID-19 
threatens our world, postponing Nancy Pearl’s visit, 
canceling the Library’s 2020 fund raiser, and 
temporarily putting the Panorama Library off  limits 
to all residents. 

Sadly, since planning began for this issue, Panorama 
librarian David Forsythe has died. I spoke with him 
about the idea for this issue, and he was very 
supportive. A tribute to David appears on Page 12 
of  this issue which is dedicated to him. 

As coronavirus plays havoc with our ability to enjoy 
the full Panorama northwest retirement lifestyle, 
many residents chafe at different restrictions. 
Bibliophiles among us particularly miss the 
unfettered access to books at the Panorama and 
Timberland libraries. It is a measure of  just how 
much bookstores, book groups, and libraries mean 
to us that many people mention at least one of  
them among the top three things they miss during 
this time of  sheltering in place. 

One hundred percent of  the support for the 
Panorama Library comes from contributions from 
Panorama residents. In light of  the cancellation of  
the Panorama Library’s annual fund-raiser this year, 
consider making a contribution to the library by 
mailing your check, payable to the Panorama 
Library Association, to the following address: 

Panorama Library Association  
1751 Circle Lane SE, Lacey, WA 98503 ▪︎ 
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Calling all writers!

The Voice offers Panorama residents an 
opportunity to showcase their literary talent. 
Please share your unique stories and perspectives 
for all to enjoy! Priority will be given to those of  
less than 1,000 words. Include a photo or art 
work if  possible. Edits may occur for structure, 
grammar or space but not for content. The Voice 
is published quarterly and distributed to all 
residents. Deadline for the next issue is August 
15, 2020. Send submissions of  essays, short 
stories or poems to TheVoice@Panorama.org

Correction: Paul Littell’s name was misspelled in the 
April 2020 issue. We apologize for the error!
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Welcome New Residents!

Jon & Sharon Hubbell

BY BETTY HUMMEL 

This interview was 
done by telephone. I 
had met Sharon 
before the “shut 
down” and learned 
that their move into a 
one-bedroom 
apartment in the 
Chalet was actually an 

increase in living space for these two interesting 
people. Prior to coming here they had lived in a 
motor home for 17 years. During those years, 
they visited all 50 states, each Canadian province 
and even spent a year driving around Australia in 
a small camper, a total of  153,000 miles! They 
volunteered in national parks and enjoyed each 
place they worked. 

Jon and Sharon met at the University of  Idaho 
over 58 years ago. He was there from Wisconsin 
studying forestry, and she had grown up in Idaho. 
After marriage she dropped out of  school but 
finished her degree at Evergreen 30 years later. 

Association board of  directors where David 
was editor of  the CRA's newsletter. Georgina 
later founded the independent Carmel Advisory 
Board and authored an in-depth report on the 
impact of  climate change on the city of  Carmel. 
Now, they would like to pursue their interest in 
climate change mitigation in the South Sound area 
and participate in many of  the activities and 
events offered by Panorama. 

Join me in welcoming David and Georgina when 
they venture out in their new neighborhood. ▪︎ 

1404 Boulevard Park, x 5321 

David & Georgina Armstrong

BY ROSEMARY SHOLD 

David and Georgina 
arrived at Panorama 
in late January. While 
they have adjusted to 
"staying-in-place," 
their two cats, Oliver 
and Winston, seem 
dubious about the 
idea. The Armstrongs 

came to Panorama from Carmel, California. David 
originally hails from Pennsylvania and Georgina 
from "across the pond" in London. 

David, a journalist, has served as editor-in-chief  
for a weekly newspaper and a monthly arts 
magazine. He was also arts critic, feature writer 
and columnist for the San Francisco Examiner 
and the San Francisco Chronicle, and authored 
five non-fiction books. Later, he became a 
freelance travel writer, a profession that took him 
around the world. 

Georgina holds a degree in English Literature 
from Mills College (Oakland, California), and her 
professional career focused on education, 
running a large private school for over 37 years. 
She found expanding the programming from an 
infant center through sixth grade especially 
rewarding.  

They discovered Panorama when they researched 
life plan communities. David and Georgina stated 
that Panorama stood out as it felt like a "normal" 
neighborhood and had every step in place 
for a continuum of  care while aging. 

Georgina's daughter and son live in the Bay Area 
and Texas, respectively. David and Georgina have 
traveled extensively and look forward to exploring 
the Pacific Northwest. In addition to traveling, 
both are avid readers and walkers, love classical 
music and jazz, museums and the theater.  

Their community volunteer activities 
include serving on the Carmel Residents 
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Vicky Banks & Wendy King

BY PEGGY JAMERSON 

Being unable 
to do the 
interview in 
person, Vicky 
and Wendy 
graciously 
agreed to 
respond to my 
interview 

questions via email. 

Vicky was born in Idaho and finished high school 
in Spokane. She attended Western Washington 

University in Bellingham earning a BA in 
Communications with four minors. Wendy was 
born and raised in San Diego where she 
attended graduate school at San Diego State 
University. Her major was social work with a 
chemical dependency emphasis.  

Vicky’s career took her to L.A. where she 
worked in advertising and public relations until 
she graduated from law school and spent the 
next 16 years working in criminal defense as a 
trial attorney. She returned to school and 
received her teaching credential and retired in 
2019 from teaching high school history, 
government, and economics. 

Wendy’s profession was in grocery retail and 
management for 18 years. Then, with a degree 
in social work, she worked for San Diego 
county as a contract administrator for the 
Health and Human Services Agency for 15 
years. She specifically worked with multiple 
agencies on chemical dependency issues. 

Vicky joined the US. Army Reserve during 
college where she says “she met a great number 
of  colorful characters.” She also spent a 
summer on the Kenai Peninsula in Alaska 
working at a fish cannery and drove the entire 
ALCAN highway home to Bellingham with 
plenty of  adventures along the way. 

Vicky and Wendy have been married for 25 
years and have friends and family in the Pacific 
Northwest. 

The duo heard about the benefits of  Panorama 
from good friends, Lisa and Jim Toomey, who 
moved here in 2017. After visiting them, they 
signed up. They recognize that the community 
they are living in under the quarantine is a much 
different one in normal times. 

They have a “little black bundle of  joy” which 
brightens their days; Corky is a miniature poodle 
and the third arm of  their family. While each 
has many interests and hobbies, right now they 
are relaxing and will look for ways to enjoy their 
new neighborhood in the future. I am sure they 
will find just the right niche! ▪︎ 

2027 Woodland Loop, x 5793

Jon began a career in forestry but in his spare 
time studied computer science and ended up 
designing computer systems for the State of  
Washington. 

He retired first after 30 years. He then took a 
class in long haul truck driving with Sharon at his 
side for two years (another 2,400 miles). Both 
really appreciate the contributions truck drivers 
are making in these troubled times. Sharon 
worked 13 years as administrator for United 
Churches of  Olympia. 

The Hubbells have two children, a son in 
Arizona and a daughter who lives in Toledo, 
Washington, but works in Lacey. After their years 
of  roaming they chose to come to Panorama 
where they have many friends; they appreciated 
the many activities at Panorama and looked 
forward to resuming their relationship with the 
United Churches. They joined the Panorama 
Chorus even before moving in and are back in 
the church choir. 

Join me in looking forward to meeting Jon and 
Sharon in person and hearing more about their 
travels. They have even put together a Power 
Point presentation of  their year in Australia 
which they enjoy sharing. ▪︎ 

123 Chalet, x 5323
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in the US San Juan Islands and Canadian Gulf  
Islands. 

When the virus pandemic situation is solved and 
life returns to normal, Sheila would like to 
volunteer at the Panorama library and become a 
member of  a book club. Roy would like to 
volunteer at The Barn and do more biking with 
his Raleigh road bike. 

“We feel very much at home here,” the couple 
concluded. “We are looking forward to activities on 
campus and trips off  campus beginning again.” ▪︎ 

1861 Circle Loop, x 5485

Al & Betty Rasp

BY BERTA KASMAR 

(Due to Coronavirus 
restrictions, Berta 
Kasmar provided 
questions; the Rasps 
wrote the following.) 

Hello! We are Al and 
Betty Rasp, your new 
neighbors in 
Woodland Court. We 
were born in Fort 
Wayne, Indiana, in the 
same hospital one day 
apart; Al is older. We 

didn’t meet socially until high school. Married for 
over 65 years, we had two children, Tom and Ellen; 
sadly Tom passed away in 2012. Our daughter 
placed her name on the Panorama list several years 
ago and encouraged us to do the same. 

Al’s career field was education. He has degrees 
from Indiana University, Harvard, the U of  W, and 
spent a year as a National Fellow at Princeton. He 
taught students from high school through 
graduate school. He was a high school principal, 
and directed programs for the WA State 
Superintendent of  Public Instruction.  

Al enjoyed fishing, golfing, and card playing in 
their time, but now Japanese flower arranging and 

Roy & Sheila Pringle

BY BERTA KASMAR 

Sheila and Roy 
moved into their 
temporary 
Panorama home on 
March 17, Saint 
Patrick’s Day and 
Sheila’s birthday. 
The couple first read 
about CCRC’s in the 
Wall Street Journal. 
When Willy Evans, a 

former Anacortes neighbor and current resident 
of  Panorama, invited them to visit, they ended 
up applying for residency. They said that they 
wanted to move here to take advantage of  “all 
the wonderful activities Panorama offered.” 

Sheila was born and raised in England near 
London. She attended Homerton College, 
Cambridge, and California State University, Los 
Angeles. She taught high school math in 
Pasadena, CA, until she and Roy moved to Orcas 
Island, WA, in 1980. On Orcas she worked in an 
insurance office and operated her own 
bookkeeping business. They lived there for 24 
years until moving to Anacortes, WA, for the 
past 14 years.  

Roy was born in New York City and raised in 
Stony Brook. He served a tour of  duty in the US 
Air Force and was stationed at RAF Mildenhall, 
near Cambridge where he met Sheila while 
punting on the River Cam.  

Later he attended California State University, Los 
Angeles. After discharge from the USAF, Roy 
worked for Flying Tigers Airline, Los Angeles. 
He taught middle/high school woodworking in 
Rowland Heights, CA, followed by 19 years 
teaching at Orcas Island High School before 
retiring. 

The couple has traveled to many US states and 
different countries with Road Scholar and on 
cruises with Holland America and Viking. They 
have raced a Hobie Cat 16 in Southern California 
and cruised on their Alberg Bristol 27-foot sloop 
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reading are front and center. He hopes to use the 
wood shop and have a spot in the garden to raise 
a dahlia or two. 

Betty’s occupational interests were in the medical 
field. She managed doctor’s offices and worked in 
the WA Department of  Social and Health 
Services, primarily as a medical scheduler. She 
had great skill in typing and editing papers. Her 
hobbies are bridge and reading. Her eyesight 
does not allow her to drive, so she really plans to 
participate in campus activities. 

Over the years we have traveled to Mexico with 
friends, to Europe, and to Japan and Hong Kong 
on a sister city tour. We also have enjoyed several 
cruises. 

We moved to Panorama in the midst of  the worst 
public health problem in 100 years. We have not 
been able to get within six feet of  anyone or 
make use of  the great features that attract 
everyone to this community, but the day will 
come. We are happy we made the move to 
Panorama. We love our new neighborhood, our 
new home, and look forward to full participation 
in all that Panorama has to offer. ▪︎ 

2026 Woodland Court, x Phone 5535

Blaine & Susan Coppin

BY PEGGY JAMERSON 

There is still no face-
to-face interviewing 
in April. I sent these 
new neighbors 
questions via email 
and they responded. 

Blaine is from 
California, the eldest 
of  twelve children. 
His family moved 
several times over 

the years, and Blaine’s high school and college 
years were spent right here in Lacey at Saint 

Martin’s. Majoring in accounting, he quickly 
realized that was not his calling and went to 
work for Pan American World Airlines. 

Susan’s life began in Illinois where she worked 
in her Dad’s drug store during high school and 
then attended the U of  Illinois, majoring in 
elementary education, business education and 
accounting, While looking for a job in Chicago, 
she learned that Pan Am was hiring; she 
became a flight attendant and instructor for 21 
years. After United purchased Pan Am, she 
retired in 2004, having traveled to all six 
continents. 

Blaine and Susan have known each other as a 
result of  their careers since the 1970s; they 
married in 1981. Blaine was once awarded the 
Flight Attendant of  the Year over 22,000 other 
flight attendants. 

Both of  them have volunteered; Susan at NW 
Hospital and the two of  them for Special 
Olympics and Woodland Park Zoo as 
ambassadors while they were living in Seattle. 
They have cruised and hope to do some road 
trips in the near future. 

As frequently happens, Blaine visited a college 
friend who lived here and during that visit, 
recognized the benefits of  the Panorama 
community. Once Susan saw the campus, they 
were smitten; after 3.5 years on the wait list, 
they moved here in December. 

The couple is interested in volunteering once 
the restrictions are lifted; they had already 
begun to play water volley ball and sing in the 
chorus. They are very impressed with the 
friendly people they have met and give high 
accolades to Matt and Bill for taking such a 
proactive approach to the pandemic. 

They sound like another delightful addition to 
our community; just think of  all the new 
residents we get to meet once the campus 
opens again. ▪︎ 

1419 Northwest Lane, x 5464
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Sharon Rindal

BY PEGGY JAMERSON 

Due to our mandated “stay at home,” I 
interviewed Sharon via phone; despite the fact 
that this is not my preferred method of  
interviewing, it worked well this time. 

Sharon is a true Seattleite having been born 
there and lived there until moving to Panorama 
last December. She was living in the White 
Center area on a steep hill which required a lot 
of  energy for home maintenance. 

Previously married with one son and one 
deceased, she received a degree in legal assisting 
and court reporting. She had her own business 
as a court reporter for 33 years, then became a 
partner in a medical malpractice business – 
both high stress jobs. 

Sharon’s athletic experiences include white-
water and sea kayaking, rock climbing, 
mountain biking, hiking, trekking and long 

she was able to present the village with a dictionary 
of  their endangered language. In addition, she 
compiled a book of  traditional Athabaskan stories 
which is now in its third edition. 

Making jewelry has been a lifelong passion. In 
Alaska, she began in earnest her journey as an 
award-winning jeweler. Arriving in Washington 
State in 1990, she continued teaching and 
conducting jewelry workshops. Her unique work 
as an anthropological jeweler interprets aspects of  
a culture through jewelry.  

Joan became acquainted with Panorama through 
one of  her private jewelry students. The 
community aspect of  Panorama reminded her of  
the Alaskan village community where everyone 
looks out for each other. Being an artist, Joan is 
attracted to our robust art community. She stated, 
“watercolors came out and ambushed her.” Please 
join me in welcoming this exceptionally talented 
and interesting person to Panorama. ▪︎ 

1515 Boulevard Park, x 5370 

Joan Tenenbaum

BY ROSEMARY SHOLD 

In the Kya Resident 
Directory, Joan describes 
herself  as a linguist, an 
anthropologist, a goldsmith, 
an artist, a poet, an 
anthropological jeweler, and 
jewelry teacher. As you get 
to know Joan, all those 
descriptions fit.  

She has a PhD in 
Anthropology from Columbia University. Her 
dissertation led her to a remote village in Alaska, 
where she researched the grammar of  the 
Athabaskan Language. While in Alaska, she 
taught in various academic settings and set up a 
program to train native Alaskans to become 
certified teachers. 

When Joan began her dissertation research, there 
was no written documentation of  the Athabaskan 
Language. Upon the complete of  her dissertation, 

distance running. She has even traveled to New 
Zealand and Russia to do so. She has climbed Mt. 
Rainier. Unfortunately these endeavors required 
her to have five surgeries in four years. To meet 
her goal of  regaining her strength and physical 
fitness, she now uses a stationary bike in her 
garage. 

Sharon has two rescue dogs, terrier mixes Grayson 
and Sadi, who love the Dog Park; Sharon hopes to 
become involved with Pet Partners. 

Sharon happily has two friends at Panorama who 
introduced her to the benefits of  living here; she 
now understands why they were so enthusiastic. 

An hour after our phone interview, who did I 
meet out walking on Chambers Lake Lane? 
Sharon! I got to put a face to the voice! Sharon is a 
great addition to Panorama; please introduce 
yourself  to our new neighbor who walks 
frequently with her two pals. ▪︎ 

2541 Marina Lane, x 5604
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Donald Ulrich

BY BETTY HUMMEL 

Although Donald has 
lived in the Northwest for 
many years, he still 
considers himself  an 
Easterner. Born in 
Philadelphia, he studied 
chemistry at Dartmouth 
where his roommate was 
future US Senator Paul 
Tsongas. After graduate 
work in chemical 

engineering at MIT, Donald’s first job was in 
research and development at Proctor and Gamble 
in Cincinnati where he worked on consumer 
products such as Tide and Cascade. He 
understands the importance of  rigorous new 
product testing. 

In 1972, he moved to Shelton to enjoy mountains, 
ocean and mild weather. He began a 20-year career 
with Rainier Research Center. When they went out 
of  business, he returned to Cincinnati where he 
taught chemistry in several colleges. In 2002, he 
returned to the Northwest with his new bride and 
taught chemistry at a local community college. 

Donald chose Panorama after his wife’s death in 
October. He was her full-time caregiver after her 
Alzheimer’s diagnosis, and their home was too 
large for him alone. He hopes to join Panorama’s 
grief  group when things return to normal. He 
knew of  Panorama from eating at the restaurant as 
well as knowing people from his church who live 
here. He has three children; only one lives locally. 

Donald and his wife shared a love of  ballroom 
dancing; they even met that way. He also enjoys 
hiking and skiing and belonged to a group called 
“Golden Gliders.” He has a lifelong fascination 
with Rome, Egypt, and Renaissance art. He has 
visited Italy twice, the first time after college using 
the book “Italy on $5.00 a day.” He has also visited 
many US National Parks.  

What an interesting life Donald has lived! You will 
enjoy getting to know him when our world 
reopens. ▪︎ 

408 Quinault, x 5549

Karren Lore

BY KRISTI MORRISH 

“I’m a farm girl at heart!” 
After living in many large 
cities, Karren looked for a 
bed & breakfast to 
purchase when she retired 
from Hewlett Packard in 
the San Francisco Bay 
Area. Fulfilling a longtime 
dream, she went to 
Sequim, WA. Plans 
changed so she bought a 
100-year-old farm home 

with a breathtaking view of  the Olympic 
Mountains where she spent 15 happy years. 

When Karren was ready to leave Sequim, she and 
her dog, Eva, started a new chapter here at 
Panorama. Laughing, Karren says she is entertained 
daily by all the new appliances in her home with 
bells and whistles that “beep and tweet.” 

Karren began her academic career at UCLA and 
graduated from the University of  Texas. Her 
master’s degree is in library and information 
science & technology. 

She describes her career in technical writing, 
training, and project management as a wandering 
pathway throughout the world.  

For many years, Karren made annual trips to Norway 
and Europe. She has a special interest in 
Scandinavian dance traditions of  the 1800’s. She is 
also interested in social/partner dancing of  all kinds. 

Karren’s passion is quilting. Her quilts go to two 
very special groups: children and wounded 
soldiers. She sends them to organizations 
providing quilts to children and to Madigan Army 
Hospital (American Hero Quilts) providing quilts 
to battlefield wounded soldiers. 

Currently, Karren is using her quilting materials 
and skills to create masks for residents. She puts 
them in a container in her driveway for residents 
to “walk by and take” during this time of  social 
distancing. Thank you Karren! ▪︎ 

2308 Leisure Lane, x 5344
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Helen Morris

BY BETTY HUMMEL 

Helen moved to Panorama 
from Olympia just before the 
virus shut everything down. 
After her daughter’s recent 
death she found her home was 
too large and the 
neighborhood lonely. Her son 
came from Virginia to help her 
find a place to live, and they 
both agreed that Panorama 
was her best option. An 

apartment became available quickly and she had to 
make decisions about what to bring and what to 
dispose of  much faster than she had planned. 

Helen grew up in New Jersey as the daughter of  
parents who came from Germany in the 1920s. At 
thirteen, she visited Germany and was there when 
Poland was invaded. All of  her family was very 
opposed to Hitler. Through a friend who had 
married a sailor, Helen met the man she married 

who was also in the US Navy. Many years were 
spent as a Navy wife which she loved, especially the 
sense of  community that existed with each move. 
He worked mostly in early computer areas. Both her 
children were born during those Navy years.  

When time came to leave the Navy they chose 
Olympia, and he used his computer skills to work 
for the State of  Washington. Helen also was 
employed with the State, first with the Department 
of  Personnel for three years and then in the 
Secretary Of  State’s office for 27 years. There she 
was the director of  the Corporate Division. She 
started a Brownie Troop when her daughter was 
young and did volunteer work with a local 
elementary school as well as the health department. 
She enjoyed traveling with her daughter. 

When things open up Helen plans to finally learn to 
use a computer. She is very happy in her apartment 
and has enjoyed walking around our beautiful 
campus. Please join me in welcoming this interesting 
woman to Panorama. ▪︎ 

306 Quinault, x 5212

Merle Hom

BY CAROL HARMA 

When I first spoke with 
Merle on the phone, she 
had been at Panorama only 
a few weeks. She’d arrived 
during the early days of  the 
quarantine and was 
enjoying the quiet time to 
downsize into her new 
home. 

Merle was born in Canada 
and holds dual citizenship. 

Her grandparents emigrated to Canada from the 
Ukraine and homesteaded on the prairie. Merle 
grew up in a log house on a farm, and she treasures 
those years.  

None of  her family had an education, but Merle 
was determined to go to college. She graduated 
from the University of  Alberta with a degree in 

education. Her first teaching job was in Edmonton, 
but after a year she decided to explore the world. 
With a friend, she hitchhiked through Europe for 
five months. This trip ignited her sense of  
adventure. 

She returned to Calgary and her teaching career. 
When offered a scholarship, she came to the US to 
study at the University of  Oregon where she met 
her husband George. They were married for 36 
years until his death in 2006. They moved often, 
following his career, and finally ended in Olympia. 
They traveled extensively to countries around the 
world.  

Merle calls her career “amazing” and enjoyed 
challenging her students. But she is still “not 
finished” and plans to begin a new life venture at 
Panorama. She wants to learn a new language, stay 
healthy, and get acquainted with all of  the interest 
groups when they resume. ▪︎ 

4130 21st, x 5952
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Diane Darling & Mary 
Douglass

BY CAROL HARMA 

Diane and Mary 
moved from West 
Seattle three days 
before the Stay-at-
Home order was 
issued. As a result, 
they have not yet 
met many residents, 
(except a few 
masked walkers) or 

experienced any 
Panorama activities. 

They are both originally from the East Coast. 
Mary grew up in South Carolina and was a 
reluctant “Southern Belle.” Be sure to ask about 
her debutante days. Mary got a degree in parks 
and recreation, came to the University of  Oregon 
for graduate work, and ended up in Seattle 
teaching in her field. After getting a second 
masters in library science at UW, she finished her 
career at the Central Seattle Public Library as a 
reference librarian. 

Diane was born and raised in Connecticut, earned a 
degree in music and religious studies from Penn 
State and came west to attend divinity school in 
Berkeley. In 1981 she was ordained to the ministry 
in the United Church of  Christ, and has served 
congregations in Modesto (CA), Sayville (Long 
Island NY), and retired in 2018 after 17 years with 
Alki United Church of  Christ in Seattle. 

They first visited Panorama eleven years ago when 
their friends Sue and Dave Morris moved here. 
Several years later when Diane’s friends from 
California days, Wendy Taylor and Ellen Sweetin, 
moved here, they decided it was time to get on the 
wait list. 

Mary is the extrovert and loves outdoor activities: 
skiing, kayaking, biking, etc. She is hoping to find a 
pickleball partner, and to begin horseback riding 
again. Although an extroverted pastor, Diane is an 
introvert by nature. She has been an avid sailor, 
loves to kayak, and is looking forward to enjoying 
activities that her career didn’t allow time for. They 

both love to travel. Five years ago this month they 
walked the Camino de Santiago (500 miles across 
Spain), and will continue to spend time each year 
on land they own in the beautiful West Kootenays 
area of  British Columbia. ▪︎ 

2006 Woodland Loop, x 5474 

Russell Fox

BY ROSEMARY SHOLD 

Russ, an urban planner, said 
that Panorama was a model 
for our generation. Living 
here means that we can 
make our choices on how we 
live. He began teaching at 
The Evergreen State College 
(TESC) in 1972 after earning 
a master’s in urban planning 
from the University of  
Washington and a stint in the 

Peace Corps. He taught at TESC until he retired in 
2011. His most satisfying programs were those that 
connected students to the community. 

As a result of  his Peace Corps time in Chile and 
Peru, he travels extensively in South America. His 
son Cedrus works at TESC and his daughter Kena 
teaches at the University of  Puget Sound. He has 
five grandchildren. A highlight of  his life was 
taking his seven-year-old grandson John Paul on an 
exchange program to Nicaragua. Another highlight 
was marking a milestone birthday in England with 
28 family members and friends. 

After his wife Carolyn Dobbs passed away in 2014, 
their home and 17 acres became too much to take 
care of. He was attracted to Panorama by the 
community aspect and its facilities and activities. 
His volunteer work includes the Olympia Senior 
Center, Community Farmland Trust and Vital 
Ground, a land trust in the northern Rocky 
Mountains. Other interests include baseball, hiking, 
skiing, and travel. As he learns more about our 
community, he will participate in the various 
activities available. Join me in welcoming Russ to 
his new community. ▪︎ 

1412 Sleater Kinney Road, x 5987
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BY ROXANNE NELSON 

Many of  you 
will recall the 
Panorama 
Library as it 
used to be––
functional, yes, 
but also dark 
and cluttered 
and not 
especially 
welcoming with 
a ramp to 
nowhere, a 
clunky big 
furnace, and a 
tall leaky 

window. You checked out a book by pulling out a 
card from the book’s pocket, writing your name 
on it, and dropping the card in a box on the desk. 
There was no easy way to tell what books we 
owned.  

All that began to change when 
David Forsythe became 
president of  the Panorama 
Library Association Board of  
Trustees in 2013. David had a 
vision for the Panorama 
Library. He saw no reason why 
we could not become the best 
CCRC library in the country, and he would settle 
for no less. 

Before coming to us, David had many years’ 
experience working in diverse libraries and library 
network services around the country. He earned an 
undergraduate degree in economics and business 
administration from Muskingum College in Ohio 

and a master of  science degree in library science 
from the University of  Illinois, Urbana. He held 
increasingly responsible library positions in 
Pennsylvania, Michigan, and New York before 
relocating to the Seattle area and ultimately to 
Panorama in 2005.  

He spent many years working with Resident 
Transit at Panorama and was instrumental 
in acquiring and implementing the 

scheduling program now used not only by RT, but 
by the Library, PAN TV Studio, Auditorium, and 
the Computer Learning Center. David was an avid 
railroading fan and volunteered weekly at Amtrak’s 
Centennial Station in Lacey. For many years, he was 
also a volunteer part-time office manager for the 
Northwest Dharma Association in Seattle. 

David was elected to the Panorama Library Board 
in 2013 and was immediately chosen as president 
by the other Board members. His first major 
project was developing a strategic plan for the 
Library which would guide multiple changes in 
library operations. 

The Board, led by David, 
determined its first priority 
was to modernize the 
checkout system. As noted 
above, until 2015 our Library 
was still using pocket cards to 
check out books. The Library 
had an inventory file with 

books listed by author and title, but there was no 
efficient way to determine whether we owned a 
book or if  it was in fact checked out.  

David took the lead in evaluating potential 
automation software, and once the Board decided 
to purchase the selected program called Apollo, he 

David N. Forsythe (1940-2019): An Appreciation

 He saw no reason why we 
could not become the best 
CCRC library in the country, 
and he would settle for no less.”
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directed the conversion and testing processes. 
This was enormously labor-intensive––every 
individual item in the Library had to be barcoded 
and entered into the new catalog. He recruited 
additional help and developed intensive training 
for volunteers and Panorama residents. Our new 
electronic checkout system came online in March 
of  2015. 

The next priority for the Board under David’s 
leadership was the selection and rollout of  
Axis 360, our eBook application. Again, he 

and the Board researched options, interviewed 
vendors, developed educational materials, and 
offered individualized training sessions. 

In 2016, the Board, with David’s direction, planned 
and implemented major renovations to the library 
space. That involved interviewing and working 
with architects, Panorama staff, and multiple 
contractors.  

In the process, all-new library shelving and 
furniture were purchased and installed. Additional 
fundraising was required as well, to meet the 
expenses of  upgrading the Library’s space. 
Although the Library was shut down for months, 
the final result was a beautiful, open, airy space 
with lots of  light, comfortable seating, and an 
inviting atmosphere. 

After David’s vision helped to bring the library into 
the 21st century, he rotated off  the Board and took 
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on the Librarian position which he occupied 
until his passing in September 2019.  

David was the heart, soul, and guiding light of  
our Library for years. His gentle spirit, warm 
smile, and kind nature inspired us all. He has 
been––and will continue to be––greatly 
missed. 

He did not want any kind of  funeral service 
following his passing, but David’s legacy lives 
on in the Library he cared about so much and 
worked so hard to build. Its open, welcoming, 
revitalized space brings to mind a quote once 
applied to the great architect Sir Christopher 
Wren, but could just as easily apply here 
(although on a considerably smaller scale): “If  
you seek his memorial, look around you.” 
What could be more fitting? ▪︎ 

David, an avid railroad fan, volunteered weekly at Amtrak’s 
Centennial Station in Lacey.

Taken July 2019, David examines books in the lobby of  
the Heathman Hotel in Portland, OR which features more 
than 2,700 volumes signed by their authors. These signed 
editions from Nobel Prize and Pulitzer Prize winners, 
U.S. Poet Laureates and a former U.S. President as well 
as a cross section of  genres and styles represent more than 
30 years of  guests who have signed their books to contribute 
to the collection.
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You Do not Need to Knock

BY ERNESTA BALLARD 

I am the story of  my life.  
I live in a book.  
My family wanders through.  
A dog from my childhood has ripped some pages.  
Scotch tape weathers, turns brown and falls away.  
My book has no dust jacket.  
If  there was one it was lost many years ago.  
My cover is faded along the spine where the sun shines through the window. 
Many people read my book.  
I read theirs, too.  
I am proud of  the times others quote from my book.  
Our stories mix, mesh and merge into the fabric of  our shared days.  
I do not need Google Translate.  
My book moves magically in any language, in any land.  
Later my book will be as ancient as the ancients’ books are to me.  
Accessible and mysterious.  
Between my pages I press memories.  
I share my shelf  with companions whose stories are big––biography, history and war.  
These are as bold as the strong coffee I sip as I read.  
Scattered are music and a large assembly of  bonsai.  
Below me are the gentle ones and my favorite, “Goodnight Moon.” 
On the very bottom, with stiff  spine lies language, the currency of  our soul. ▪

Word by Word

BY SUE PRINCE 

I am many years on earth 
Still I search 

word after word 
phrase by phrase 

across barren moonscapes 
of  random thoughts. 

After beginning and beginning 
I wander the editing maze  

travel among vast countries 
to find that elusive oasis. 

Yet, here I am 
mired with paper and pen 

waiting for the powerful 
improbable cry of  victory ▪
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free library for Iowa residents. It also had a 
traveling division that connected its bookmobile to 
many small towns and schools throughout the 
state. I had never seen so many books! We checked 
out five books and took them home for me to 
explore. I mastered reading easily and fell in love 
with books. My parents also bought books for me 
occasionally using their hard-earned cash. 

I graduated from high school, earned a 
bachelor's degree from Drake University's 
Liberal Arts College, graduated from Garrett-

Evangelical Theological Seminary, and earned a 
Master of  Public Administration Degree from the 
University of  Alaska, Anchorage. Books were my 
companions through those academic efforts. Now 
that I am nearing my twentieth anniversary of  
retirement, books are still at the top of  my list of  
favorite things. I have learned through living how 
books bind us together. I've learned through reading 
to use books to inform, guide and shape my life. 

I am writing this on the seventh anniversary of  my 
wife's death. On my dresser is a small insignificant 
book. It was given to me by my wife on December 
11, 2002, when we were about to celebrate our 

second anniversary of  
living at Panorama. The 
inscription she wrote in 
her distinctive 
penmanship is the 
following: “This may 
look like a book for 
children, but it is really 

an honoring husband's book. I found only one and 
I grabbed it right up. To my honored husband. 
Love, Beverly—your "B" loved.”  

I am grateful for this one little book among all the 
books in the world. To me this is more than a 
small insignificant book. Each day I look at it and 
remember my remarkable wife. Memorable books 
bind us to those we love and express what should 
be the goal and aim of  all our strivings: “to love 
and support one another no matter what may 
come.” I learned that first from my parents who 
practiced it through thick and thin. I began to 
practice it with my wife, children and associates, 
and still do, as my quirky lump of  humanity will 
permit. ▪ 

Ahhhh . . . Books

BY BOB BOWERS 

The title expresses everything: I love books! My 
love of  books goes deeper than a simple 
fascination. Books are doorways to life. They are 
windows that let in light for the soul. They are 
pathways that lead to understanding and stimulate 
us to search further for new trails to explore. 
Books have power—power to bring us mortals 
together to celebrate the joy of  living or to divide 
us into angry, battling legions seeking to overrun 
and destroy one another. 

It was my mother's wisdom that introduced me to 
my friends, the books. For a few years she worked 
as a nanny for a doctor and his wife in the capital 
city. She saved her money carefully. She had saved 
$600 and was ready to spend it on college. The 
Great Depression was looming as she was 
preparing to enroll at Northern Missouri State 
Normal School. She had arranged to stay with her 
Aunt Ellen and Uncle John and reimburse them 
for room rent by taking in washings from the 
wealthy in their town. Then the Bank Holiday was 
declared. The bank back home in Iowa closed and 
never opened again. The $600 was gone; her father 
refused her a loan. By sheer grit she managed to 
obtain three years of  college by teaching in a one-
room school and using her salary of  $60 per 
month for college tuition when she had time or 
made time to go. 

Then, Dad came along. He was the oldest 
son of  a poor farmhand. He was a bright 
child and wanted so much to learn! He 

managed to get three years of  country school 
behind him before schooling gave way to farming. 
He never was able to go back. He worked hard as a 
farmer and trucker. He met Mom in the middle of  
the Great Depression, and they fell in love and 
married. I was born thirteen months later. The 
main thing I remember Dad saying was "you are 
going to college! Don't think of  anything else." 

One day when I was four years old Mom took me 
to the Iowa State Traveling Library located on the 
bottom floor of  the Iowa Historical Building 
across Grand Avenue from the State of  Iowa 
Capitol Building on Capitol Hill. The library was a 

 A house without 
books is like a room 
without windows.”  
― Horace Mann 
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BY SHARON L. WEBB 

As soon as the fall season arrived with its earlier 
darkness, my mother selected a book to read each 
evening. After dinner dishes were done, my 
brother, sister and I would eagerly pile upon the 
maroon velvet couch near the oil stove in our 
two bedroom farm home as the book was 
opened. My mother’s wonderful, expressive voice 
quickly engaged us. The only condition was that 
one of  us would brush her hair during this 
special time. Each night we listened intently, 
engaging our 
imaginations and 
begging her to 
continue despite 
the clock’s clearly 
signaling it was 
bedtime. 

Our neighbor was 
a librarian and each 
year gave us books, some we still have and 
treasure. We listened to Bible stories, poetry, 
Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland, Treasure Island, 
Why the Chimes Rang, Pinocchio, Little Women and 
many others. Those books opened up a new 
world for me, provided travels around the world, 
introduced me to scoundrels and heroes, 
attributes of  characters to admire and villains to 
hate. My imagination soared, hoping that 
somehow, someday I would be the character who 
overcame darkness. 

Summer days brought a new rhythm. We 
were awakened at sunrise with my Mother 
singing “Good Morning to You.” Cheerfully 

she announced, “If  you get up and work in the 
garden before it gets hot you can go to the 
swimming pool.” The Czech founders of  Malin, 
Oregon, valued exercise, education and 
community. The impressively large pool built in 
1950 provided not only free swimming but a 
small room for a library open each Wednesday. 
Wednesday became my favorite day of  the week! 

At age ten I would hop on my bike and ride to 
swim, meet friends, and best of  all, check out 
library books. Although many friends liked The 

Bobbsey Twins series, I liked a series about the 
nurse Sue Barton. Memories of  my Aunt 
Dorothy, an Army nurse, who visited us in 1944 
and provided wonderful backrubs before bedtime 
added to my interest in nursing. The seven books 
of  the Sue Barton series were written by an 
accomplished nurse, Helen Dore Boylston from 
1936-1952. These books inspired me to become a 
nurse until I took high school chemistry! My love 
of  books did not change but my career 
aspirations did. 

College brought challenging classics to read and 
new ideas to explore. For many years I read only 
biographies, nonfiction and educational theory as 
I prepared to become a teacher. Eventually my 
teaching career gave me the opportunity to pass 
on the gift of  being read to as a child. As a 
program manager in two different states, I wrote 
grants for children’s books. The hundreds of  
books acquired helped parents pass on the 
routine of  reading to and with their children. 
Today when a baby is born to someone I know, 
the first thing they receive from me is a children’s 
book. 

With cards to three libraries, I participate in two 
groups of  readers and continue to end my days 
with a book. ▪
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My Relationship with Books

 With cards to three 
libraries, I participate in 
two groups of readers 
and continue to end my 
days with a book.”



 

BY WILLIAM CLOW 

My name is Felix, which happens to be the Latin 
word for “happy.” I am a monk, living in the 
monastery of  Mont Saint Michel, on the 
northwest coast of  the Carolingian Empire. This 
is the year 850 A.D. Please note that A.D. means 
“Anno Domini” (“in the Year of  the Lord”). In 
other words, this is the 850th year since the birth 
of  Our Lord, Jesus Christ. 

I am skilled as a scribe. I speak Latin and Greek 
and I know the 
rudiments of  Hebrew. 

We no longer produce 
scrolls in the 
scriptorium of  this 
monastery. What we 
do produce are 
codices (singular, 
codex), flat pages of  
vellum, written on 
both sides and bound 
inside of  a protective 
cover.* 

I copy three kinds 
of  codices: 

• The great classics of  ancient Rome and 
Greece, the works of  Caesar, Cicero, Vergil, 
Horace, Homer and others. These writings 
serve as textbooks for teaching the ancient 
languages, especially Latin, to young boys. 

• Religious writings, such as the Old and New 
Testaments. For the Old Testament, I need 
to know the basics of  Hebrew. 

• Basic textbooks used to teach the seven 
liberal arts in our schools. The seven liberal 
arts are divided into the trivium and the 
quadrivium. 
‣ The trivium consists of  three subjects: 

logic, grammar and rhetoric. These have 
been translated as “correct thinking,” 
“correct expression” and “beautiful 
expression.” 

‣  The quadrivium consists of  four 
subjects: arithmetic, geometry, music and 
astronomy. 

I have specialized in the skills of  a scribe: how 
to use animal skins to make parchment (also 
called vellum), how to make inks and how to 

make pens. I also know how to embellish a codex, 
as with “illuminations.” 

Sometimes it is useful or entertaining to add 
marginalia or “margin notes” to a text that I am 

copying. I have 
occasionally learned 
something or chuckled at 
the notes inserted by the 
scribe who wrote the text 
that I am copying from. 
One such scribe wrote the 
following in the margin at 
the end of  a codex: 
“This codex was a real 
test! 
And so I say bibendum 
est! (a drink must be 
drunk!)” 

Basically, I like my work but it can be tedious and 
tiresome. It can be hard to provide enough light 
and heat in the scriptorium, especially during the 
winter. 

I don’t like to say that we scribes make mistakes, 
but the fact is that mistakes are impossible to 
avoid. The best of  scribes makes about one 
mistake per page. 

Sometimes we can correct mistakes, making an “l” 
into a “b,” for example, but there is no way to wash 
away the ink once it has been applied. All too often 
we have to work around mistakes and hope that 
the readers can decipher what we mean. 
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Once Upon a Time Before People Could Read

* Editor’s note: Felix is trying to tell us that he copies what 
we call “books.” In the Middle Ages, the word liber [the 
Latin equivalent of  “book;” the plural is “libri”] meant 
something more like “chapter.” The Aeneid, for example, 
could be produced as a single codex, even though it consists of  
twelve “libri.”



 

There are several kinds of  things that can go 
wrong. The most common kind of  mistake is a 
misspelling––instead of  writing oratio (“prayer”), 
for example, the scribe might write horatio or 
horacio. Another problem occurs when the text 
uses the same word over and over again. Consider 
the Beatitudes (Matthew 5:3-10), for example. 
Each beatitude begins with the word beati 
(“blessed” or “happy”). It is all too easy for a 
scribe to finish writing a beatitude and then to 
look back at the wrong beatitude, either skipping 
or repeating some verses, as he tries to find his 
place again. 

My favorite example of  variants that scribes 
introduced involves homoousia and homoiousia, 
two Greek words used in theological treatises. 
You have to look closely to see how these words 
differ only by a single “i” (the Greek letter is 
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“iota”). Homoousia (“same nature”) refers to the 
orthodox Christian notion that Jesus, as the Son 
of  God, has the same nature as God the Father 
and God the Holy Spirit. Homoiousia (“similar 
nature”), in effect, denies the idea of  the Trinity 
by suggesting that Jesus is only similar to God, in 
his nature. The bishop Arius constructed a whole 
theology around this idea of  a similar, but not 
equal nature. This Arianism was one of  the most 
persistent “heresies” of  the early Christian 
Church. 

So there you have it. I have dreams about creating 
a vast repository of  letters carved into wooden 
blocks. Then, by inking the blocks and using them 
as stamps, I could copy a manuscript letter by 
letter. ▪ 

(Editor’s note: It would be 600 years or so before Felix’s 
dream would be realized as Gutenberg’s printing press.) 

A Season of Words

BY CHARLES KASLER 

the winter of  words is fallow 
a time for the soul to rest 
dormant  
ruminating 
gathering energy  
awaiting the thaw 

seeds sprout in spring,  
bursting like grasshoppers 
on a trampoline 
joyful like children  
turned loose in a playroom 
forget about order and precision 
ideas just shower down  
until the trees are laden with buds 

in summer they melt and  
conform to the page 

like warm molasses 
in a river of  prose 
rested 
relaxed 
content 

they're fleeting in fall 
ready to ripen and ferment 
turning the colors of  autumn 
pausing for a moment  
before the long hibernation 

there is a time to awaken  
and a time for slumber 
you have to apprehend words  
quickly 
before they have a drink in the lake  
and go back to roost in the  
barn ▪ 
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BY FRANCES SNYDER 

R ecently, I gave a short talk after the 
Library Association Volunteers 
Luncheon. Following an 

introduction by Roxanne Nelson, I began 
my short discussion on the topic “A Writer's 
Journey.” When I thought back on my own 
pursuit of  writing, I realized that long before 
a person could become a writer, it was 
necessary to be a reader. Any piece of  
writing is going to be inspired by the 
thoughts, words, sentences, and stories of  
those who have already created literature. 

From my early childhood, three literary 
sources undoubtedly influenced me a great 
deal. I discovered the Betsy-Tacy series 
written by Maud Hart Lovelace when I was 
about six years old. The series followed the 
adventures of  
two young 
girls, soon 
joined by a 
third, Tib, set 
in Deep Valley, 
Minnesota 
around the 
turn of  the 
twentieth 
century. As the books progressed, so did the 
ages of  the girls, ending with Betsy's Wedding 
when she was in her early twenties, just at the 
outbreak of  World War I. 

Another book that moved right into my life 
is Little Women, written by Lousia May 
Alcott. It's the story of  the March family—
Marmee and her four daughters—living in a 
New England town. They are a family facing 
"genteel poverty" during the time of  the 
Civil War. While each girl faces a particular 
challenge, much of  the novel focuses on the 
eldest daughter, Meg. 

The third book, I Capture the Castle, is set in 
England shortly after World War II. Its 
author, Dodie Smith, is better known for her 
children's book, 101 Dalmatians. Written in 
first person from the perspective of  

Cassandra Mortmain, the book 
chronicles the adventures of  an 
eccentric family who also live in 
"genteel poverty." They live in 
relative isolation in a partially ruined 
castle they've leased for a pittance. In 
this case, the Mortmains are headed 
by a father whose fame is based on a 
book published years previously and 
admired for its dense, intellectual 
prose. Unfortunately, he hasn't 
written anything since and the 
royalties have been shrinking every 
year. 

The Betsy-Tacy series, Little Women, 
and I Capture the Castle capture the 
times they depict, from the Civil War 
to post World War II England. They 

also convey the lives of  
young women who are 
finding their way and 
growing up. For those 
reasons, the books have 
relevancy. Their stories are 
told in ways that are 
humorous, heartwarming, 
and relevant, which gives 
them "staying power" for 

those of  us who loved them. But for 
me, they also had a special value: all 
of  the protagonists wanted to be 
authors, and their pursuit of  writing 
was a major component of  their 
personalities. 

From the time she was six 
years old, Betsy Ray has spun 
stories. At first, they are fairy 

tales of  great improbability. As she 
grows older, her stories mature, but 
she never loses her commitment to 
writing and enthusiasm to be an 
author. In the final book of  the 
series, Betsy’s Wedding, she 
experiences success and sells short 
stories to help support herself  and 
her journalist husband, Joe. 

A Writer’s Journey: The Beginning

 When I thought back on 
my own pursuit of writing, I 
realized that long before a 
person could become a writer, it 
was necessary to be a reader.”
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As the March family is facing a Christmas without 
their father, Jo is working on the book she has 
written and hopes to get published. Sitting in a 
drafty attic, she writes page after page, using 
candlelight to illuminate her work. While she 
eventually succeeds, life for the March sisters is 
not easy. The girls are growing to adulthood in 
uncertain times, their resources are limited, and 
demands are great. Guided by their mother, they 
weather the events of  the day, but as with all 
challenges, their success doesn't come easy. Just as 
Jo's book concerns her family, Little Women is 
considered autobiographical for Louisa May 
Alcott. 

In I Capture the Castle, seventeen-year-old 
Cassandra Mortmain attempts to "capture" the 
characters in her journal. Fortunately, she has 

BY CAROL HORNER 

Better than comfort food, bookstores calm and 
restore me. There I can lose track of  time with 
no regrets and return home with two or three 
books and the anticipation of  the stories between 
those covers.  

There are two bookstores in 
Olympia that guarantee me 
hours of  peaceful browsing: 

Browsers Bookshop on North 
Capitol Way and Orca Books on 
Fourth Avenue. Both stores are 
locally owned, will order any book 
they don’t have, and phone you in a 
few days when it arrives. There are 
no shipping charges. Browsers is a small, 
welcoming, comfortable place with a collection 
of  quality books. The people who work there 
know their inventory; they can show you where 
books are located and give you helpful 
suggestions. 

Orca Books, my long time favorite, has become a 
co-operative and will move to a new building 
when the COVID-19 closures are lifted. I expect 
that the co-op members will take with them the 
ambiance and intrigue of  wandering the labyrinth 
of  book shelves to make rewarding discoveries. 

SOUTH

SUDAN

taken a course in speed writing that she uses, 
along with modifications, to condense and speed 
up her work. She has a wealth of  material for her 
efforts. To say her family is eccentric greatly 
underestimates their unique qualities. As the book 
ends, the fortunes of  the Mortmain family seem 
to be improving—father has started writing again
—and Cassandra is looking at some possibilities 
for her future and a career in writing. 

How did these books affect me? I loved them for 
the stories that they were. I felt that the characters 
became personal friends of  mine. But one of  the 
greatest benefits of  having them enter my life was 
to plant the seed that I, too, could someday 
become a writer. Betsy, Jo, and Cassandra were 
not perfect people—something I identified with
—and if  they could succeed, perhaps so could I. ▪ 

Certainly they will take Orlando, the store cat. By 
joining the co-op to support them, I get $10 off  a 
purchase of  $50 or more and a 10% discount on 
used books; they buy used books, usually taking 
four or five from any bag I bring in. 

The Fireside Bookstore is a memory of  loves 
lost. A single room, just inside the lobby of  the 

Olympian Hotel, it was loved by all. 
Grieving letters were written when Jane 
Laclergue retired. Her presence behind 
her desk in the middle of  the store was 
as expansive and cheerful as the bright 
lights and sounds of  families in the 
large children’s section. 

An old favorite from Pioneer Square in Seattle, 
The Elliott Bay Book Company, moved some 
time ago to Capitol Hill where it continues its 
legendary existence. When my oldest daughter 
and her husband lived in a loft in Pioneer 
Square, I would visit on weekends. Sunday 
mornings we walked to the Elliott Bay store, a 
block away. The cafe in the basement had great 
coffee, pastries and bagels. We could sit there 
reading our new discoveries before we paid for 
them. Perhaps my memory is fogged by fantasy, 
but I seem to remember dim, dusty bookshelves 
rising to high ceilings with ladders here and 

Bookstores I’ve Known and Loved

 Better than 
comfort food, 
bookstores calm and 
restore me.”



there, unleveled floors and quirky alcoves 
that promised just what I didn’t know I 
really wanted. On any given Sunday, while 
browsing, I could see familiar faces— a 
violinist from the Seattle Symphony, a 
dancer from the Pacific Northwest Ballet 
Company, a wine steward from a restaurant 
my son-in-law had chosen. It has been 
several years since I visited the newer store 
in Capitol Hill, but remember it as large, 
open, well-lighted and with a cafe in the 
back. 

Though I’ve spent hours lost in the stacks of  
bookstores, the one place where I can spend 
a whole day is, of  course, Powell’s City of  
Books in Portland. Powell’s truly is a city. My 
guess is that it is three or four buildings 
joined together. There are four floors and the 
store map needs ten colors to make sense of  
it. In that maze there are 110 book categories. 
An all day adventure? Certainly. 

In the past I caught Amtrak here in 
Olympia around 8 am and returned 
about 8 pm. Occasionally I stayed 

overnight to include a visit to the Portland 
Art Museum which I happen to like better 
than the Seattle Art Museum. I could not buy 
more than I could carry in my backpack to 
the train station. 

When I was younger and traveled often, I 
headed first to the wall of  travel books. After 
COVID-19 abates and I recover from 
claustrophobia, I’ll be there again. After a 

break in the coffee shop on the first floor, it is a long 
climb to the top floor for arts and crafts. The “how to” 
books on acrylics, pastels, and charcoal to stretch my 
drawing ability are there.  

Farther afield was Moe’s in Berkeley where my youngest 
daughter and family lived, another busy hub of  four 
floors, open everyday from ten to ten. I always left room 
in my suitcase for books from Moe’s. 

My middle daughter lives on Bainbridge Island, 
and we go to Backstreet Books in Winslow. 
Best known for a great collection of  vinyl 

records, I go there for the low priced used books. I can’t 
resist three or four books for under $20. 

My bookmarks remind me of  offbeat bookstores that fit 
me perfectly: Baker Street Books in Black Diamond, WA, 
a haven for those who love Scotland; The Box of  
Delights, in Wolfville, Nova Scotia; Volume II Bookstore 
on Salt Spring Island in British Columbia. 

My most enlightening bookstores are university 
bookstores here and abroad and bookstores in art 
museums, double whammies for me. 

The best memory was not a bookstore, but a library. I 
had looked forward to visiting Martha’s Vineyard, MA, 
but was put off  by the commercialization of  the central 
area, so I went for a walk through the non-touristy back 
streets. There I found The Vineyard Haven Public 
Library, an unpretentious space filled with couples, 
children, and old people on a first name basis with the 
librarians. I brought home photos of  a two-story mural 
on the back wall of  the stairway to the second floor: a 
gnarly old tree with a ladder and spreading branches 
filled with children reading books. ▪ 
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Powell’s City of  Books in Portland, Oregon is the largest used and new bookstore in the world, occupying an entire city block and 
housing approximately one million books. An all day adventure? Certainly!



 

at that time. I knew nothing about England, 
much less the moors of  Yorkshire, the British in 
India or grand houses with walled gardens, but 
the visions of  these new worlds were exciting. 

The Secret Garden sparked my life-long love of  
reading (and may have inspired my younger sister, 
who also read it, to live near the Yorkshire moors 
her entire adult life). My sisters and I eagerly 
awaited the bookmobile that came to our school 
every week or two, but in the summer we took 
long walks to a city branch library where we 
could browse at length. Loaded up with our 
treasures, we slogged home, a trek that seemed 
ever so long. 

In high school, we rarely had time to visit the 
school library for pleasure reading, but 
during the summers, we could take a bus 

downtown to the Rochester (NY) Public Library. 
This was not a Carnegie library, as was the old 
Olympia library, one of  some 2,500 libraries 
funded by Andrew Carnegie in the early 20th 
century. In Rochester, NY, the library was called 
the Rundel Memorial Building, in honor of  the 
bequest that made the construction possible in 
the 1930s during the Depression. How many of  
us today remember those grand beaux arts and 
art deco libraries built of  granite and limestone 
with fluted columns, vaulted ceilings, and stone 
floors that magnified every footstep?  

The Rundel building was built over a former 
millrace on the Genesee River, and the water 
flowed underneath the building. I loved the smell 
of  all those books, old and new, the wonders of  

For the Love of a Book

BY JUDY MURPHY 

A book is a wondrous thing. We need only look at 
the estimated five million book clubs in the United 
States to realize that the 
book is not dead. Edmund 
Wilson’s quote explains 
one reason why we have 
embraced this 
phenomenon with such 
fervor (others being gossip 
and wine). If  everyone 
shared the same thoughts about a book, 
experienced it in the same way, we wouldn’t have 
much to say to one another except “I agree.” 
Although book clubs vary widely from nonfiction 
to romance, sci-fi to history, religion to mystery, 
they help us discover new books, authors we never 
heard of, and, often, things about ourselves.  

Everyone in a book club already knows 
they love to read. Some of  us, maybe 
fewer and fewer as time goes on, love the 

actual physical books. In The Book, Keith 
Houston’s history of  books, he says, “Find the 
biggest, grandest hardback you can. Hold it in 
your hands. Open it and hear the rustle of  paper 
and the crackle of  glue. Smell it! Flip through the 
pages and feel the breeze on your face.” We have 
come a long way from papyrus and parchment to 
the era of  e-books, but what all those e-book 
readers are missing! 

My first excitement over books goes back to having 
my tonsils out at age five. When I came home from 
the hospital, feeling very sorry for myself, I found a 
stack of  picture books from the library awaiting me 
next to my bed along with a new pair of  red summer 
pajamas. I was off  to the races. 

My parents never had the time or inclination to 
read anything except the newspaper and 
magazines, and we had few books in the house. 
There was no school library in my elementary 
school though we did have an Arrow Book Club 
that enabled us to buy cheap little paperbacks for a 
dime. My fourth grade teacher noticed my interest 
in reading and loaned me the first book that really 
thrilled me: The Secret Garden by Frances Hodgson 
which many young girls, especially, read and loved 

 No two 
persons ever read 
the same book.”

― Edmund Wilson

Public Library, Rochester NW. Rundel Memorial Building.
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the card catalog (now gone forever), the 
magnificent wooden tables and heavy chairs in 
the Reading Room. It seemed as though I could 
find anything there. 

Book clubs bring together those of  us who 
savor these memories, those who never 
had time to read during childhood or 

adulthood, and those whose reading life was a 
strictly private occupation. There are other 
motivations for joining a book club, of  course, as 
seen in the results of  a survey of  5,000 book club 
members conducted by BookBrowse, a website 
for book clubs, that appeared in Publishers 
Weekly in 
2019. The 
author, 
Davina 
Morgan-Witts, 
concluded 
that members 
of  book clubs 
“…enjoy a 
sense of  community and, often, personal 
friendships—but above all else, and counter to 
what some believe, they value intellectual 
challenge and growth.” 

It is unlikely that members of  most book clubs 
would articulate their motives in that way, but I 
do believe that is true. Here in Olympia, we have 
another reason to read, in or out of  a book club:  

“Rainy days should be spent at home with a cup 
of  tea and a good book.” ― Bill Watterson, The 
Calvin and Hobbes Tenth Anniversary Book. ▪ 

Special Treats for an 
Academic Librarian

BY MARGO CURL 

My career was that of  a faculty librarian working 
in college and university libraries. Most of  my 
responsibilities were in the area of  what libraries 
call technical services or collection services––
keeping track of  the always increasing number of  
electronic forms of  these. In most places I 
worked I also provided reference assistance and 
instruction to students in disciplinary resources. 
This was a career that suited me as I like to 
organize things; I wanted to be in academia 
without the full responsibility of  a classroom; and 
I wanted to be a generalist, having to know a little 
bit about everything but not specializing in any 
one thing. 

Every several years something new would 
come along to keep me challenged and 
motivated, including using some of  the 

earliest library online catalogs, migrating a catalog 
from cards to online, working through a major 
building remodeling and addition, joining several 
consortia, and learning to manage electronic 
resources. The one aspect that I enjoyed the 
most, which was not strictly part of  my “job 
description,” was working with rare books and 
archives. I like to think of  that work as the special 
treats in which I could indulge from time to time. 

While in graduate school I took a course in “The 
History of  the Book.” One of  our assignments 
was to find a book in the general circulating 
stacks, describe it as one would a rare book, and 
then provide evidence that it be moved to the rare 
book collection. I panicked––how in the world 
would one find the one valuable book on the 
shelves among over a million other volumes?  

I ended up selecting an early edition of  a Charles 
Dickens novel, illustrated by Phiz, but with a 
broken and badly repaired binding. Many other 
of  his novels of  the same date, publisher, and 
illustrator were in the rare book collection, and I 
was honored that this book was one of  the few 
selected from this assignment to be transferred to 
the Bancroft Library at U of  C, Berkeley. 

Carnegie Library, Olympia, WA

 Rainy days should be 
spent at home with a cup of 
tea and a good book.”

 ― Bill Watterson, The Calvin and 
Hobbes Tenth Anniversary Book
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Early in my career I was able to help 
organize a collection of  Oregon Baptist 
Society historical materials at Linfield 
College. Among these were the 
“Proceedings of  the annual 
meeting . . .” which began in the early 
1840s as settlers arrived in the 
Willamette Valley, and published every 
year except 1849 because too many men 
had gone to California as part of  the 
Gold Rush! 

I had a few years as a catalog 
librarian at the University of  Idaho 
libraries. During that time the 

library received a small collection of  
early printed works on entomology. One 
of  these works I cataloged was a 17th 
century pre-Linnaean work in Latin on 
the natural history of  insects, serpents 
and dragons, beautifully illustrated with hand-
colored wood cuts. The insects and serpents were 
stunningly accurate and detailed. 

During my 23 years at the College of  Wooster in 
Ohio, I developed a good relationship with the 
special collections librarian, so was able to take on 
a number of  special projects. One project 
involved going through a collection of  17th 
century works relating to the history of  England 
at the time of  English civil war, and making sure 
that all of  the works were represented in the 
online catalog.  

One of  the books 
(title long 
forgotten) was 
not in the 
catalog, so I 
then searched for 
it in the English 
Short-Title Catalogue, a 
standard source for early 
British imprints so that I could 
verify that it was, indeed, a known and 
legitimate work. Not finding it in those, I then 
searched the author in the Dictionary of  National 
Biography. The author’s entry included something 
along the lines of: “He also was the author of  
[title], but no copies of  this work are known to 
exist.” And here I had that very work in my hand! 

Another project which provided a lot of  
fun was what we loosely called “the 
missionary collection.” The College of  

Wooster had long ties with Presbyterian mission 
work and missionaries throughout the world. Over 
the years, alumni who had gone into the mission 
field sent back examples of  Christian and non-
Christian scriptures or religious literature from 
various parts of  the world and in various 
languages and scripts. It was a real treat to go 
through these materials, determine the language 
and possible subject matter, try to transliterate the 
title and author into Roman script, and then try to 
find records in WorldCat (the major mega-online 
catalog used by libraries world-wide), the catalog 
of  the British Library or other online catalogs of  
major university or library consortia.  

Some of  the works we kept––those authored 
by College of  Wooster alumni and those 
printed at early Presbyterian Mission presses. 

Others were in no-longer distinct dialects, or in 
languages rarely found in print, or single issues of  
rare periodicals––all of  these went to collections 
of  major research libraries and seminaries such as 
Columbia and Emory Universities and the 
University of  Chicago. 

These are just some of  the examples of  special 
treats with rare books I enjoyed throughout my 
career. ▪
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College of  Wooster library in Ohio, a premier college for mentored undergraduate research.
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A Bedside Buffet

BY SUE PRINCE 

A menu of  treats 
on the bedside table--  
 each with savory ingredients  
to appease my voracious appetite. 
  Newspaper lexicon  
  rigid columns aligned like white bread slices,  
  an occasional picture illustrating  
  licorice headlines. 
 Sometimes folded like an omelet 
 or a taco hiding mysterious fillings. 
Hard-covered volumes 
within designer wrappers 
 some with sandwich stuffing I  
 think I’ll enjoy but don’t. 
Then a collection so delectable that  
 when finished, I want to wet the tip of  my 
 finger and savor each and every crumb 
 like the last of  a chocolate fudge cake. 
  Soft-covered stories 
  that can be folded like a burrito 
   as I get drawn into the salsa  
   of  the story. 
 From favorite poetry entrees 
 I scan through verse after verse; 
 tasty appetizers  
 hors d’oeuvres for the soul. 
  The unfinished lines––deleted words 
  peppered on lemon-colored paper 
   of  a poem, a phrase 
   needing more time to simmer 
   tasted repeatedly for exactly  
   the right amount of  mustard or 
   garlic to jazz it all up. 
 Secret journal musings 
  that must be charcoal-broiled 
  lest another’s eyes 
  feast upon personal gourmet contents. 

   This stack of  words 
   piled high like a pyramid 
   of  polished apples 
   occasionally topples— 
   at other times, 
 when there’s just one lonely item left–– 
   hunger begins and 
   I rush to replenish 
   the bedside buffet. ▪
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drawn with perspective, the near ground fading 
realistically into distant mountains or deserts.  

The clothing for women was a full-length gown, 
with necklace and waistband of  metal discs. The 
men wore short tunics and swords hung by their 
sides. The women wore sandals, and the men often 
had shoes with a shin guard for protection during 
sword fights. The men also had helmets which 
covered the tops of  their heads and had a piece of  
metal extending down over the bridge of  the nose. 

Dad would point out simple 
words, “a,” “and,” “the,” and ask 
me to find more of  them in the 
frame. I see in my mind’s eye my 
small finger moving along 
slowly, pausing at each word. 
When I deciphered correctly, 
Dad’s pride showed in his voice. 
Too often I was wrong, and I 
knew even at that young age I 
had disappointed him. 

Those Sunday mornings ignited 
my desire to read. We followed Prince Valiant as he 
became a Knight of  the Round Table, rubbing 
shoulders with Sir Gawain, Lancelot and 
Guinevere. He was handsome in a blue tunic 
trimmed in white around the hem. Astride his 
great stallion, a red cape billowed out behind him. 

But wait: Could an old cartoon that old really have 
been printed in color? With a little research, I 
learned that Harold Foster’s Prince Valiant burst 
upon the comic-reading world in full color, in 
1937, seven years 
before I came to 
know him. I also 
learned that at first 
the artist played 
fast and loose with 
history in service 
of  a gripping tale.  

Clothing of  the 
late Roman era 
followed the 
characters into 
settings of  the 
high Middle Ages 
with castles with 

The Sunday Funnies

BY EMILY RAY

You never know where a prompt like “reading” 
might lead. In my case, it leads from Dad’s lap in 
a small house in Virginia across the wide Atlantic 
to France. 

Sunday mornings, Dad would linger over his 
paper in his big easy chair. I was about three, 
soon to lose my status as an only child. Dad 

would turn the pages slowly. Sometimes 
he puffed absently on his pipe. If  the 
weather happened to be cold, he’d have 
a fire crackling in the grate. 

When he got to the funnies, he’d call 
me to him. I would climb over his 
wool-clad legs and into his lap. He’d 
open out the funnies. This was just 
what I was waiting for! 

Prince Valiant was the comic we loved 
the most. Each drawing was like a 
painting, every bit of  the frame filled. 
No thought bubbles for text, but neat boxes along 
the bottom, and each chapter starting with an 
ornate Old English letter. No stick figures, but 
fully fleshed characters. The landscapes were 

 Each drawing was 
like a painting, every bit of 
the frame filled. Each 
chapter starting with an 
ornate Old English letter. No 
stick figures, but fully 
fleshed characters. The 
landscapes were drawn with 
perspective,”
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wood scarred. It mattered not. We had grown to 
love and cherish this most unusual woman. 

Is it a stretch to say the journey in Eleanor’s 
steps began on my father’s lap with the 
Sunday funnies? I think not. The warmth and 

love and the attention I received as we studied 
Prince Valiant gave me an inner vision of  a life 
centuries before, and a safe perch from which to 
explore the world. ▪

turrets and drawbridges. No matter. It was the 
scenes of  the Middle Ages which captivated me. 
Somehow, the Middle Ages were never “dark” to 
me but teemed with life and adventure. I wished I 
could be a knight in training. 

Traveling to England and France, I first laid eyes on 
actual medieval ruins and restorations, furnishings 
and tapestries. Romanesque churches showed stone 
masons and farmers, tools and animals, and 
celebrated humble, ordinary, day-to-day life. They 
spoke to me in a way that Gothic spires and 
idealized figures of  later centuries did not. 

Somewhere in my untrammeled reading I 
ran across a woman of  the high middle 
ages, Eleanor of  Aquitaine. She was a 

towering personality, known for her power, 
wealth, beauty, and wisdom. I gobbled up 
biographies and historical fiction about her. I 
infected a handful of  women friends with the 
same zeal. Together we read and researched, 
plotted routes 
and picturesque 
places to stay. 
In 2009 a van-
load of  us 
traveled “in the 
steps of.”  

We visited many 
of  the places she 
had lived in France. At Bordeaux we visited the 
cathedral where she married Louis, soon to 
become King of  tiny France in Paris. We had to 
imagine the City of  Light as it was Eleanor’s day, 
crowded, dark, dirty and squalid. The court itself  
lacked beauty and grace. The poetry and song of  
her native land were almost unknown. She 
achieved an annulment of  her marriage to Louis 
based on consanguinity and rushed into the arms 
of  Henry of  England, never again to see her infant 
daughters. 

In Bourges, we roamed in the cathedral where 
her scandalous behavior (as judged by the 
church) is depicted in the jeweled colors of  the 

cartoons of  the day––stained glass windows. And 
we paid homage to Eleanor at the abbey where she 
spent her final years. There we saw the catafalque 
containing her body. The paint was chipped, the 

 Is it a stretch to 
say the journey in 
Eleanor’s steps began on 
my father’s lap with the 
Sunday funnies?”

Eleanor of  Aquitaine (1122-1204) was one of  the most 
powerful and influential figures of  the Middle Ages. 
Inheriting a vast estate at the age of  15 made her the most 
sought-after bride of  her generation.

Catafalque of  Eleanor of  Aquitaine and King Henry of  
England in the Royal Abbey of  Fontevraud.
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The Spirit of Reading

BY JIM DEYOUNG 

The spirit of. . . What does that mean? To answer 
that question, it is necessary to define the word 
“spirit” as used relative to reading. One thought is 
that this spirit is something that embraces and 
surrounds you. It is the real sense or significance 
of  reading. 

For many people, the privileged or 
lucky people, this begins early in 
life, perhaps age two or three, 

when someone says, “Come, sit on my 
lap and I’ll read you a story. Look at all 
the pretty pictures.” And so it begins; as 
the book is read, you in turn look at all 
the pretty pictures and think that the 
pictures are being told to you, not 
realizing the significance of  those black 
marks on each page. 

As you grow older, you see sometimes 
Daddy reading the newspapers and 
saying, “It says here that,” but you don’t hear the 
paper say anything nor see any pictures, just a 
bunch of  those black marks; and you soon become 
aware that it is those black marks that are 
important and you want to know for yourself  what 
they say. 

With the aid of  TV and The Alphabet Song, it isn’t 
long before you have learned this basic reading 
skill; and again, for the privileged or lucky few, 

with some assistance, you begin to put those letters 
together and start on the road to real reading; not 
just looking at the pictures to tell an imagined 
story, but to really, really read. This is a true sense 
of  accomplishment and the significance of  
reading. This is the spirit that embraces and 
surrounds you. 

If  you visit the Library of  Congress in Washington 
DC or the British Library in 
London, there is an immediate awe 
when walking through the main 
entrance. The history, the 
thousands of  books, the 
significance of  where you are at the 
moment, an opportunity to wander 
among all of  those books. Its spirit 
embraces and surrounds you, 
leaving you almost breathless. 
When I walk into our campus 
library, or the Lacey Timberland 
Library, while they lack the history, 
there is still the spirit that gives me 

momentary comfort and familiarity; I am 
surrounded by more books than I can read in a 
lifetime, all for borrowing. 

I feel this same spirit and desire to be 
surrounded by books when walking into a book 
store. It doesn’t make any difference whether it 

is a national chain or a local independent store; I 
have the opportunity to browse, surrounded by 
books waiting to be selected and read in the comfort 
of  a favorite chair. 

And what is it about all of  those books on the 
shelves behind me? Without taking count, maybe a 
hundred or two hundred that have been read. 
Some to be read a second time, but most just for 
the retained memories. Try to reduce the number 
of  those books to an essential minimum and it is 
difficult to send any of  them on their way. Maybe I 
could loan a book to others, knowing they would 
be returned or at least find a different welcoming 
home. Again, there is that spirit of  reading and the 
memories that surround you.  

Neither is the spirit of  reading limited to what 
your interest is at the moment. How often when 
reading a book, does your mind wander to other 
thoughts? Reading a paragraph in a fictional story, 

 I'm old-
fashioned and think 
that reading books is 
the most glorious 
pastime that 
humankind has yet 
devised.”  
― Wislawa Szymborska, 
Nonrequired Reading 

A tapestry by the author, “Reading the Spirit of…” created in the 
Weaving Studio. Note bookshelves and two readers sitting on the floor 
on opposite sides of  the room (yellow outlines) holding books (blue).
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the verbiage reminds you of  a past 
experience that temporarily distracts 
you, possibly requiring you to reread 
that last paragraph. Or when 
reading a historical novel, it 
becomes necessary to get “the rest 
of  the story” from another source 
before you can proceed with your 
reading. Here again is the spirit 
embracing and surrounding you 
with related memories and the necessity to expand 
your sphere of  knowledge. 

This spirit, the spirit of  reading, is a gift that 
embraces and surrounds every person. 
Whether an individual lives in America or in 
some backward African nation, once they are 
aware of  the capability and horizons open to 
them by reading, there is a very strong desire 
to learn this skill. 

Reading cannot be denied, because it is a part 
of  you. It has always been and always will be. 
It is true that the spirit is stronger in some 

individuals, but I have yet to meet a person truly 
deny this gift. ▪

 This spirit, 
the spirit of 
reading, is a gift 
that embraces 
and surrounds 
every person.”

How to Write a 
Poem

BY CHARLES KASLER 

with clinquant probity, 
an abundance  
of  merrythought, 
and a splash of  hubris, 
I offer the following advice: 

ready to write? 
you can't force it  
you can't lead a cat  
to water  
and make him drink  
(a hip cat probably drinks  
too much anyway) 
but dogs like to drink water  
and you need to stay hydrated, 
but if  you drink enough coffee,  
you definitely will not sleep  

still ready to write? 
do your homework 
pray for rain 
prime the pump 
work the soil 
add some spice 
season to taste 
knead the bread 
til it's ready  
to rise 

still waiting? 
if  there's a famine, 
like the plague in Egypt, 

don't panic  
pray for deliverance 
listen for echoes  
like sonar,  
from the bottom  
of  the well  
if  it's gone dry  
tap the stream of   
consciousness  
til it overflows 
with a banquet: 

please pass the pronouns, 
peas and potatoes, 
with some hyperbole on top 
crack open the adjectives  
they're lighter than adverbs  
spread them into conjunctions  
and if  you split an infinitive  
you can patch it over  
with articles  
articles of  war,  
articles of  peace  
stir your tea  
stir up some 
emotions  
create quite a stir  

then let go  
which is not so 
easy  
if  you're 
obsessive  
which doesn't 
exactly  
coexist  

with receptive, 
but maybe they can tolerate  
each other for a while,  
without a restraining order 

sometimes an idea will  
ring the doorbell 
like a singing telegram 
or UPS with that 
new gadget you ordered 
sometimes it comes  
racing down the hill 
like an old Western Flyer  
whose brakes are a little loose 
and the paint is peeling 
but who cares 
and you didn't need to  
wear a helmet  
in those days anyway 

and if  there's a  
lull in your inspiration, 
just relax and trust 
that's really all you need to do ▪
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BY CAROL HARMA 

I never thought much of  that stereotype of  
the librarian with the “shhh” fingers. That 
was not the kind of  librarian I intended to 

be. To be honest, being a librarian was more 
about what I didn’t want to be (secretary, hair 
dresser … not so many choices in those days). I 
liked books; I liked being in libraries; so after 
getting my education degree I went off  to library 
school in Albany, New York, a long way from my 
Oregon home. 

This small town girl had a lot of  adapting to do 
in a more urban east coast 
environment. My library 
school cohort included all 
kinds of  people with all kinds 
of  specialties in mind. Being a 
librarian was not as simple as I 
thought. I still wanted to be an 
elementary school librarian 
and work with children and 
books. 

So upon graduating and returning to Oregon, I 
got a job in the Douglas County Library System 
as Children’s Librarian, where I worked with kids 
and books, but not in a school setting. I kept busy 
planning programs, telling stories to three-year 
olds, and assisting customers. I still had a lot of  
time for reading; I adapted. I even got to spend a 
few weeks as bookmobile librarian which was a 
great learning experience. And I visited schools to 
promote summer reading. 

Marriage and a move brought me to 
Eugene where I finally got a job in a 
school library, actually two. In my 

career I worked in many different schools, with 
many kinds of  kids, teachers, and principals. Each 
move took some adapting. In all cases I worked 
with every classroom once or twice a week, and 
had the freedom to design my own curriculum. 

Then came the big adaptation—from books to 
computers and books. Soon I was going digital, 
being one of  the first to undertake the task of  
entering data on each book in the collection to set 

up a circulation and search system. Soon 
we librarians became computer teachers as 
well, with computer labs gravitating to 
libraries. This was a new challenge but I 
adapted. 

But there is always change. It’s another 
story but I ended up spending a year on a 
teacher exchange in Australia. Talk about 
adaptation. Coming from a society where 
teachers spend a week or more before 

school starts getting rooms set up and plans ready 
to go, it was quite a shock when I showed up at 
my school two days before school started and 
found that the only person there was the cleaner. 
But it all came together. The kids did the work to 
get the classrooms ship shape in no time. My 
other shock was that the entire school supply of  
paper and art supplies was in a shoebox-size 
closet. So I adapted. 

Okay, so I didn’t adapt totally. One lesson I 
learned was that if  you are in charge of  the 
library, where the only school television is, you do 
not tell teachers you won’t close the library so 
they can bring all the kids in to watch the 
Melbourne Cup. 

During my time in Australia, I learned about the 
concept of  the Teacher Librarian being not just a 
library teacher but a teaching/planning partner 
with classroom teachers. This new idea changed 
the way I did my job and thought about my 
career. I even took a half  year sabbatical to 
pursue it further. 

On Being a Librarian…and Adapting

 Books will 
survive as long as 
there are people who 
love to read, and 
libraries and librarians 
will continue to adapt.”
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Me and Books

BY DAVID HINZ 

I remember, before entering first grade, lying on 
the floor looking at the Sunday comics in our 
matchbox house in Yakima, WA, desperately 
wanting to know what was in those "word 
bubbles." 

In the first grade, some of  those squiggles 
began to make sense. My mother got books 
from the library and I'd try to read. 

When I got to a word I didn't know 
she'd say, “Just say 'steam shovel.'” 
Then she'd help me phonetically divide 
the word into bits until I could say the 
word. If  I didn't know what it meant, 
she'd explain. There were lots of  
"steam shovels" but I learned how to 
sound out words. And read I did. 

Books, except for those from libraries, on loan 
from school, or Bibles, were a rarity in our house. 

Then came another surprise. School budgets 
began getting tighter. Librarians were among the 
first to get cut. It turned out that the librarian 
with the least seniority in our district was the high 
school librarian. So I was sent to the high school 
library. Another major adaptation. I was used to a 
hectic schedule of  classes coming in and out with 
lots of  fun activities. Sitting in a high school 
library waiting for teachers to bring in classes just 
wasn’t the same. Luckily it only lasted one year. 
And, I did learn a lot from this experience. 

But school librarians were on the wane. Most 
of  us ended up serving two schools. Some  

districts 
completely 
eliminated 
school 
librarians. 
Some left 
library 
staffing up 
to the 
individual 
school. 
Luckily early 
retirement appeared on the horizon. So I adapted 
to being a “retired librarian.” I did some 
volunteering, continued to work with kids, and 
became a public library patron. 

Then came the time of  the great pandemic. 
Libraries closed. No more the feel of  real books 
in our hands. So we adapted to online books as 
we once adapted to online searches. Books will 
survive as long as there are people who love to 
read, and libraries and librarians will continue to 
adapt. ▪ 

It was the Depression. However some time in the 
sixth grade I began saving pennies and nickels, 
earned from picking strawberries to scrounging 
for beer bottles along the highway. My objective: 
buy books. I can't remember how much I finally 
accumulated, but I do remember my mother 
taking me to a book store in Chehalis, WA where 
I bought my first books. Both cloth, hardcover, 
12 x 9 inches, and in color. They were: Animals of  
the World, and Audubon's Birds of  North America. 

My prized possessions! 

About the same time White Fang by 
Jack London came into my 
possession. I had read similar 
books like London’s Call of  the 
Wild. I think it was a Saturday 
morning when I opened it. All 

through the day I read, not even wanting to take 
time to eat. By evening I closed the book, having 
read all 298 pages, and I returned to the real 
world. My mother said, "You couldn't have read 

 A book seems 
to bear the soul of the 
person who wrote it.”

STORY



the whole book." "I sure did," I replied. "Do you 
want to hear the story?" She didn't believe me. 

All through my years of  schooling—high 
school, college, seminary, post-graduate 
studies—books have been my 

companions. So when I was assigned to Japan as 
my first place of  work, the absence of  English 
libraries and the difficulty of  obtaining English 
literature made me realize I needed a good 
working library of  my own, So encyclopedias, 
reference books of  all kinds, and classics became 
the weightiest part of  our household goods. In 
fact, boxes of  books became the bane of  moving
—which we had to do often. 

The most difficult aspect of  downsizing has been 
the task of  deciding what books to keep. I almost 
shed tears when I had to part with volumes that 
had been my friends for so many years. 
Fortunately most of  them went to a good home, a 
university library. 

But another challenge is on the horizon; we must 
downsize to fit into an apartment in the Quinault. 
I'm feeling separation anxiety already. More books 

have to go. Which can I keep? Where do I send 
those I can't keep? I dread the thought of  
dumping them into a used-book bin in the Home 
Depot parking lot. Of  course I can rent a storage 
unit and let my children decide what to do with 
them. But that's heartless. These books need a 
good home. 

There's something about books. They're 
just words on paper neatly bound. But, 
having written several books myself, a 

book is more than that description. I'm not sure 
it's true of  textbooks, but a book seems to bear 
the soul of  the person who wrote it. Some books 
in particular invite being read and re-read, hiding 
meaning until I've worked as hard as the authors 
who wrote them. 

An ancient author wrote in Ecclesiastes 12:12, 
"Of  making many books there is no end, and 
much study wearies the body." Whoever he was, 
he spoke truly about the making of  books. He 
was also an expert at provocative sayings. 

Me and books. They'll always be my friends. ▪
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