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Notes from the Editor

BY BECKY ANDERSON 

During this month, we will 
mark the seven-month 
anniversary of  life under 
COVID-19 guidelines at 
Panorama. We continue to mask 
up, keep our distance from 
friends, and wash our hands 
religiously. As a result, some 
activities, including the pool and 

wood shop have reopened under stringent 
guidelines. The Panorama Library has reorganized 
to deliver to our homes books we request. 

Like every activity on campus, The Voice has also 
been affected by the restrictions that have been 
imposed. We continue to welcome new residents to 
Panorama even in this time of  COVID, but our 
staff  are no longer allowed to visit inside the homes 
and apartments of  new residents to meet and 
interview them.  

Our interviewers have met the challenge creatively. 
Some have interviewed via telephone; others have 
conducted e-mail exchanges. And others have found 
ideal outdoor spaces such as the auditorium fountain 
plaza which allow socially distanced visiting. 

Two of  our interviewers have indicated a desire to 
retire though not because of  the pandemic. Jean 
Garwood has served a year and a half  and Berta 
Kasmar has been The Voice interviewer for over 
four years. We thank them both for their 
dedication to numerous interviews in many issues 
of  The Voice. 

We need additional interviewers for The Voice. Each 
interviewer produces two or three interviews per 
quarter; these are assigned as close as possible to 
their home. Our interviewers enjoy being in contact 
with new residents and being among the first to 
learn who has arrived on our campus. 

If  you enjoy meeting people and writing, please 
consider becoming a part of  our team. Call Becky 
Anderson at x 5767 to learn more. ▪︎
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Calling all writers!

The Voice offers Panorama residents an 
opportunity to showcase their literary talent in 
essays, poetry, or other short forms. We publish 
only material written by Panorama residents. 
Please share your unique stories and perspectives 
for all to enjoy! Priority will be given to those of  
fewer 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 
November 15, 2020. Call Becky Anderson at x 
5767 for more information and send 
submissions to TheVoice@Panorama.org. ▪︎

Correction: Joan Tenenbaum’s name was misspelled 
in the July 2020 issue. We apologize for the error! 

mailto:TheVoice@Panorama.org
mailto:TheVoice@Panorama.org
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Welcome New Residents!

Brad & Donna Vance

BY PEGGY JAMERSON 

Another very happy 
couple joined our 
community in June 
during this time of  
“not normal” at 
Panorama. Brad and 
Donna are unpacked 
and settled into their 
temporary unit until 

the right home for them is available.  

These “high school sweethearts,” married for 52 
years, come from Michigan where both attended 
Wayne State University. Donna received her 
teaching credentials and later her masters in 
school counseling. Brad attended the University 
of  Michigan for his dental degree and then joined 
the Army where he practiced pediatric dentistry. 
They did three tours of  Germany, and Brad 
retired in 2000 after a 20-year Army career. 

A former colleague invited Brad to come to Sioux 
Falls, SD, to join an existing practice. There 
Donna taught in the school system and served as 
a counselor in a Catholic school. Another 
colleague invited them to the Houston, Texas, 
area where they built a new home. Brad worked 

They laughingly tell the story of  moving into their 
temporary unit without toilet paper and with none 
available in the local stores. But a few days later 
they received a big package on their doorstep with 
a note from neighbors, “Welcome to Panorama!” 
They agree it was the most treasured gift they 
have ever received! 

Welcome again, Nyck and Joan! ▪︎ 

1840 Circle Loop, x 5375 

Nyckle Wijbrandus & Joan 
Pompei

BY KRISTI MORRISH 

Travel was their 
career, and travel is 
their pastime. 
Before coming to 
Panorama, Nyck 
and Joan split their 
time between 
homes in 
Pennsylvania and 

New Mexico. 

Originally from the Netherlands, Nyck and his 
parents settled in Oregon. He attended Willamette 
University in Salem and completed graduate work 
at the University of  Washington. 

He spent 30-plus years in an Air Force career. As 
life unfolded, Nyck and Joan met more than 20 
years ago and began to share their travel passion. 
They have visited 109 countries, 25 territories, and 
all 50 states. 

One of  Joan’s fondest adventures was tandem 
skydiving with her adult son. Her description of  
the entire jump is breathtaking––from the first 
step out of  the plane, through the critical point 
when the falling sensation ends and floating 
begins, to the gentle “stepping off  a curb” landing. 

Nyck first heard of  Panorama in the late sixties 
and kept the brochure! When looking for a 
retirement community, Panorama rose to the top 
of  the list. They sold both homes in four months, 
downsized their “two of  everything,” and are 
delighted to be here. They have children in Dayton 
(Ohio), Denver, and Las Vegas. 

Having arrived in the middle of  the COVID “stay-
at-home” phase, they are eager to experience the 
active Panorama community. Nyck is interested in 
volunteering as a Resident Transit driver and Joan 
is ready to explore several arts and craft activities 
and to volunteer in the library. 
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Larry & Amy Huntley

BY PEGGY JAMERSON 

Our newest 
Leisure Lane 
neighbors, Amy 
and Larry, joined 
us in April and 
have already 
attended our 
Friday happy 
hours––socially 

distanced, of  course!  

This charming couple comes from the East 
Coast: Amy from Long Island and Larry from 
Western Pennsylvania. Amy received her BA in 

education and her masters in reading and 
library science. Larry earned his BA and his 
masters in music education and his doctorate in 
French horn performance and music literature. 
They met in college. 

Larry taught for several years prior to moving to 
Connecticut where he taught music and then 
became the Dean of  the School of  Music at 
Western Connecticut State University. Amy 
taught first grade for 25 years in Danbury, 
Connecticut. 

As a result of  Larry’s music profession, he was 
in several orchestras over the years and had the 
privilege of  playing at Carnegie Hall as a 
member of  the Stratford Community Band. He 
also performed at the Juilliard concert hall. 

The couple have two daughters and two 
grandchildren, all of  whom now live in the 
Olympia area. 

Their favorite travel was to Salzburg, Austria, 
where they did a “dead composers tour.” That 
is, they visited the graves of  their favorite 
composers. 

After retiring from teaching, they moved to 
Asheville, North Carolina, for seven years where 
Larry was involved with the summer music 
program and the Boston Pops. While they 
adored the community, they wanted to be closer 
to their family. They moved to Olympia a few 
years ago. Larry quickly became involved in one-
man concerts at Haggen’s and Fred Meyer over 
the holidays to raise funds for Children’s 
Hospital Thrift Store and the Thurston County 
Food Bank. A young student has joined Larry 
for the past two years singing holiday songs.  

Amy volunteers at the thrift store, and they are 
involved with the Interfaith Homeless Shelter. 
Larry enjoys putting together music programs 
and, of  course, performing! He recently 
performed live via YouTube streaming here at 
Panorama, a concert that also appeared on 
PanTV Channel 370. Once we are able to 
resume our usual activities, this very engaging 
couple will discover many ways to contribute to 
their new community. ▪︎ 

2238 Leisure Lane, x 5303

for a dental school, eventually becoming the 
director of  residency at the Houston Medical 
Center, the largest in the world. After ten Texas 
years, they wanted to be closer to family. Brad 
retired for the third and final time. 

Their daughter lives in Tacoma; their son in 
Chicago. The better weather won out so Brad and 
Donna moved to Tacoma where they have spent 
the past year. Before and during this time, they 
researched CCRCs and chose Panorama. 

While they have traveled world-wide, Gozo Island 
off  the coast of  Malta is their favorite destination. 
They also enjoy transatlantic cruising; their next 
cruise, however, is one to Hawaii in 2021. 

Donna enjoys quilting, reading, travel and 
walking. Brad is a runner and enjoys 
woodworking. Brad’s future interests here at 
Panorama include the wood shop and the 
resident transit driver crew. They have applied for 
a pea patch, want to volunteer at the local food 
bank, and have already ordered bikes so they can 
explore their new surroundings. 

We welcome this delightful and energetic couple 
to our community. They will be a great asset! ▪︎ 

1848 Circle Loop, x 5276



 
 Page 6 | The Voice |  October 2020 INTERVIEWS

Joel Levin & Esther Warkov

BY ROSEMARY SHOLD 

Joel and Esther 
are focused on 
their nonprofit 
organization 
called Stop 
Sexual Assault 
in School and 
are gratified by 
the impact it has 
had. This 

organization has a national reach through the 
media and their website (SSAIS.org) providing 
students, K-12 schools, and organizations 
resources that support the right to an equal 
education free from sexual harassment, sexual 
assault, and gender discrimination. 

Both their backgrounds are in education: Joel has a 
graduate degree in education from the U. of  W. and 
Esther, a Ph.D. in ethnomusicology from the U. of  
W. and Hebrew University (Jerusalem). She 
interviewed composers from Wales and Israel to 
learn how they incorporated traditional music into 
their compositions. With Joel’s help, they have 
shared some of  Esther’s collection on their Music 
for Peace in the Middle East YouTube channels. 

Forming their nonprofit was a natural extension of  
their education and interests. Esther’s life work 
focused on music research and private teaching. 
Joel works as an independent contractor 
developing education programs for organizations. 

They visited several CCRCs in Washington, 
Oregon, and Arizona, but Panorama’s campus, 
facilities, responsiveness, and integrity impressed 
them the most. Joel enjoys viewing the diverse 
plantings and gardens on campus and biking on 
the Chehalis Western Trail. They are looking 
forward to participating in Grey Resistance, 
meditation, the Green Team and Panorama TV. 
Their Timneh African grey parrot, Gypsy, is 
about 30 years old and has been a part of  their 
household since 2008. 

Welcome to the Panorama community. ▪︎ 

4126 Circle Court, x 5362

Diane Malone

BY CAROL HARMA 

Diane moved here in mid-
June and by the time I talked 
to her at the end of  July, she 
was settling in, making 
friends in the Chalet, and 
discovering the new 
institution of  “across-the-hall 
Happy Hour.” 

Diane was born and raised in  
Sacramento, California. After 

high school she attended Sacramento 
Community College. To celebrate graduation, she 
traveled for six months in Europe on $5 a day. 

Her early career involved managing dental 
offices. In 1978 she moved to Seattle and worked 
at the U.W. Dental School. About the same time 
she joined the Air Force Reserve and served with 
an aeromedical squadron out of  McChord Air 
Force Base. Her military career spanned 22 years, 
and included Operation Desert Storm. 

Later she attended nursing school and worked 
in nursing management in addition to her 
military duties. She moved to Tacoma which 
was a “better fit.” 

While in Seattle she joined Cascade Bicycle Club. 
She has enjoyed biking in the Northwest, the 
U.S., and Europe. She participated in the third 
U.S. bicycle tour to be allowed into China. She 
also loves hiking and “volkswalking.” 

Diane loves travel and volunteering. She has 
traveled on all of  the continents. She was in 
Australia when forced to return early because of  
COVID-19. She has volunteered in Guatemala, 
and with so many organizations I can’t list them 
all. She has already discovered opportunities at 
the food bank. 

Diane heard about Panorama through a travel 
friend. She decided to move here because of  the 
campus, location, reputation, community garden, 
and friendly people.  

Welcome, Diane! ▪︎ 

201 Chalet, x 5354 
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Jim & Sue Wynans 
BY ROSEMARY SHOLD 

Jim and Sue have 
known each other since 
the fifth grade in 
Aberdeen, Washington. 
They married in 1964. 
Jim attended the 
University of  Puget 
Sound while Sue 
managed a 24-unit 
apartment and raised 
their daughter who 

now lives in Everett, Washington. 

Returning to Aberdeen, they bought Wynans 
Florists in 1969 and sold it in 2005, retiring in the 
same year. During that time, Jim was elected to 
the Board of  Directors of  Florists’ Transworld 
Delivery Association (FTD). As a board member 
from 1985–1989, he represented florists from the 
five northwestern states and traveled extensively 
on their behalf. While Jim was traveling, Sue 
managed Wynans Florists and Gifts.  

Sue loved Panorama from the very first time she 
attended a conference here ten years ago. Having 
been in the flower industry, Jim and Sue fully 
appreciate the beautifully landscaped campus.  

Panorama offered them everything they desired 
in an active retirement. They specifically cited 
the continuing care and exercise opportunities 
for a healthy life and the many activity groups 
on campus that encourage socializing and 
learning. They are on a wait list for a pea patch. 
Jim is eager to investigate the wood shop. Both 
are excited about the reopening of  the Aquatic 
and Fitness Center.  

Sue has been a member of  Beta Sigma Phi, an 
international womens’ friendship network, for 60 
years and PEO for 25 years. Jim played drums 
from 1962-1965 for the Beachcombers, a well-
known Pacific Northwest rock ‘n roll band, and 
from 1988-2003 for the Legendary 
Beachcombers. 

Having owned a business that required a 24/7 
work ethic and being active members of  their 

Elaine Ehrhardt

BY BETTY HUMMEL 

Elaine heard about 
Panorama while floating 
down the Mississippi 
river on a paddle 
wheeler. She chose to 
come here after years 
of  worldwide travel. 
She has managed to 
visit every state as well 
as all the continents of  

this planet. 

She lived in the Chicago area until her 
husband’s death after which she spent time in 
Cincinnati and Florida. Elaine worked for 35 
years as a paralegal in a variety of  legal offices, 
including private law firms and a state 
attorney’s office.  

Elaine has one daughter who lives in New 
Mexico. Because of  the coronavirus 
shutdown, she has not yet experienced any of  
the activities here but is enthusiastic about the 
possibilities that will be available. In the 
meantime she is busy exploring what trips she 
wants to do next. 

Elaine has had a life filled with 
accomplishment and adventure. Her 
comment, “I loved every minute,” is an 
example of  her enthusiasm for both the 
work and the travel in her life. Please 
welcome Elaine when we can all meet and 
interact again.  

Welcome, Elaine! ▪︎  
130 Chalet, x 5745 

community organizations, both Sue and Jim 
state that they are pleased with their life’s work 
and are delighted to be at Panorama now. ▪︎ 
4110 Circle Court, x 5502
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Day Bennett

BY KRISTI MORRISH 

“Eclectic” is Day’s word for 
her careers, travels, and 
interests. It all began in the 
Florida panhandle on a 
secluded farm with horses, 
cows, and about 15 dogs. 
“Dad was probably one of  
the first ‘rescue dog’ 
people,” Day remembers 
with a smile. 

With a BA degree in philosophy (primarily 
Eastern), she ventured to Pondicherry, India, to 
study at the Sri Aurobindo Ashram. Ready for a 
different enlightening experience, she completed a 
law degree at University of  California, Davis. Day 
practiced family law in the San Francisco Bay Area 
for 15 years. She found working with women 
prisoners with children especially rewarding. 

Day’s next career shift was into the health care 
field. With an MS degree in occupational therapy 
from the Colorado State University she 
concentrated on home health, including a stint 
working for Providence in Portland. She returned 

Mission. He later spent 21 years working on the 
North Slope Oil fields in air traffic and weather.  

While Greg was off  flying, Darcy was busy raising 
three daughters as well as teaching music 
(instrumental and vocal) in her home. She is also 
the unpublished author of  a church-related 
curriculum for children.  

More recently they lived in Arizona where Darcy 
was a special education teacher in the public 
schools. There were introduced to Panorama by 
Darcy’s sister, Cindy Fairbrook, who is a resident 
here. None of  their daughters lives nearby but 
they have enjoyed several visits with the one who 
lived in Africa. Let us all join Cindy Fairbrook in 
welcoming her sister and brother-in-law to 
Panorama. ▪︎ 
1408 Boulevard Park Lane, x 5163

Greg & Darcy Perry

BY BETTY HUMMEL 

I interviewed 
this interesting 
couple on the 
phone and look 
forward to 
meeting them in 
person. They 
both grew up in 
the Pacific 
Northwest but 

have spent many years elsewhere. Greg spent 
four years as a member of  the Air Force Police, 
with whom he was stationed in both England 
and Vietnam. They were married in Alaska 46 
years ago when Greg was a pilot for Arctic 

to Florida to care for her mother and worked for 
the VA hospital doing administrative 
investigations for eleven years. 

Day’s travels were for birding, snorkeling, and 
kayaking. A favorite birding adventure was 
seeking the scarlet ibis in Trinidad. In Holbox, 
Mexico, it was snorkeling with whale sharks. 
Belize offered sea kayaking, but her favorite was 
the Galapagos Islands for everything.  

When Day was ready to leave Gainesville, Florida, 
she turned her attention to Panorama and within 
weeks a residence became available. 

Day’s hobbies and interests include hiking, 
bicycling, kayaking, swimming, dog care, Sumi-e 
painting, and opera. She is looking forward to 
involvement with Audubon, Pea Patch, Olympia 
Unitarian Universalists, and the clay studio.  

And then there is Eugene, her mini dachshund 
with piebald coloring like a pinto horse. Her 
precious “rescue dog” from Eugene, Oregon, 
always gets flattering attention wherever he goes. 
It will be a treat for you, as it was for me, to meet 
Day and Eugene! ▪︎ 
2537 Chambers Lake Lane, x 5309
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Bronka Sundstrom

BY BERTA KASMAR 

Bronka, born in southern 
Poland 95 years ago, is still 
hiking today. Her early 
childhood was spent in a 
Polish ghetto. She was 
interned in the Bergen-
Belsen concentration camp 
during World War ll. 

When she was 16 years old, 
the British Army rescued her and took her to 
Sweden where she was hospitalized in a Swedish 
hospital to recuperate. Bronka met her future 
husband through his sister who visited patients in 
that hospital. Bronka and her husband moved to 
London and then in 1948 to Tacoma where her 
husband had relatives. She and her husband 
became serious hikers. 

Bronka made her living as a seamstress. Her 
husband had been an architect and worked in 
construction. They were married for 64 years 
before he died. Their only son died four years ago. 

"I'm queen of  the mountains," Bronka says. "The 
whole world knows me." She has a collection of  
articles with pictures and a poster that shows her 
hiking to the top of  Mount Rainier in just 19 
hours when most people took two days. She was 
77 years old, the oldest person to do that hike at 
that time.  

Her living room wall contains a large photo of  
the mountain with autographs of  many of  the 
people who hiked with her. She reported that she 
has made "oodles and oodles" of  friends while 
hiking, many of  them fellow members of  The 
Mountaineers. 

Bronka has had many newspaper articles 
written about her love of  hiking, skiing, and 
climbing to higher elevations. She said that she 
is called "The Lady of  the Mountain." 

She now tries to walk every day. When you see 
Bronka out walking, be sure to give her a big 
Panorama welcome! ▪︎ 
106 Chinook, x 5385

I love walking down the street  
“Hi” to everyone I meet 
But because 6 feet’s so far 
I can’t see just who you are 
 BY CAROL HARMA 

This virus thing has got me floored 
My mask is slipping by its cord 
I count my toilet paper hoard 
But I insist that I'm not bored! 
 BY CAROLA NORTON 

Acts of  kindness large and small 
Enrich the spirits of  us all 
Whatever tomorrow could possibly bring 
Gratitude lessens a pandemic's sting. 
A tribute to the givers! 
 BY LYNN REVEAL

By wearing the mask 
I’m staying healthy. 
No more buying lipstick 
I’ll soon be wealthy! 
 BY SUSAN COPPIN 

Virus, virus go away 
Stay away  another day 
Panorama wants to play 
 BY MARY BOSTON 

There was a time when we all knew 
HE opened doors while SHE went through 
But now on sidewalks when two meet 
Which one jumps into the street? 
 BY CAROL HARMA 

I know that walk  
And the eyes that smile. 
I wish we could hug. 
Seems it will be a while. 
 BY CAROL THOMAS ▪

More Shave Signs!
Bartruff
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Pumpkin Hunting

BY JEAN PHILLIPS

“Wow, look at that pumpkin,” I say to myself, 
watching as a gigantic orange, misshapen orb 
strapped to a flatbed truck awkwardly navigates the round-about.  
Showers of  leaves rain down––red, orange, yellow, gold,  
covering everything with a carpet of  October beauty. 
What a great day for pumpkin hunting, I think,  
remembering a search for the perfect pumpkin, 
two small boys in tow, many long Octobers ago. 

I loved their excitement and the way such small things seemed  
like the biggest adventures to them––and to me too–– 
as I got caught up in their enthusiasm.  
I can still hear their laughter ringing through the fields  
as they ran from row to row, excited by the possibilities  

“I’m going to make a scary one.  
 I want a smiley-faced one.  
  No, maybe a pirate with big jagged teeth.  
   No, I know, I know, I’m going to make a cat  
    with big pointy ears and whiskers.  
      I can’t decide; maybe I should make two.” 

As I listened to them and their imaginings,  
I suddenly felt part of  a long continuum reaching across time  
to my Celtic ancestors, choosing and carving Jack-o’-lanterns 
to ward off  the dark and the evil spirits that walk the earth on All Hallows’ Eve.  
“Just the superstitions of  a simpler people, farmers more connected to the earth 

and the cycles of  nature than I am,” I said to myself;  
Me, so obviously devoted to reason and rational thinking,  
a sophisticated city dweller. 

Yet even today, when out at night alone, when the way is long and dark  
and the racing clouds cover the moon,  
when wild things awaken to bark, hoot or howl to their mates 
or to some other mysterious presence in the bushes,  
a shiver goes up my spine as I walk quickly along my way, wishing for a 
welcoming light, even a glimmer from a candle in a scary-faced Jack-o’-lantern, 

to light a path through the blackness back to my front door  
to the safety of  home and my own.  ▪︎ 



 

for personal reasons. I was not to talk to him. 

What had happened was that I had put 
$400 on a credit card for an upgrade 
to my computer which would resolve 

the problem of  the out-of-date operating system 
and “lifetime services,” but he discovered that my 
computer would not take the upgrade to 
Windows 8 or 10, so he would refund $200 to 
me. Then, of  course, he required my bank 
account to refund the money to me. He asked me 
if  it was ______, a bank I used to use. I 
wondered how he knew I used that bank. I gave 
him the correct bank and the correct account 
number for him to refund $200 to me. 

He told me to now go into my account and verify 
the money had been refunded. The screen 
showed $2400 was refunded. He was surprised 
and apologized, and said he made a mistake, his 
boss would be upset with him, and that I needed 
to return some of  the money. That’s when he 
sent me to Target for gift cards. 

At Target, I didn’t see any $500 gift cards, so I 
picked up the phone to tell him, despite his 
warning not to. Suddenly, Target security 
appeared. I secured my phone and purse and 
stepped away with security so the Indian guy on 
the phone couldn’t hear the discussion. Security 
told me I was being scammed and to go inform 
the police. I didn’t understand what the scam was, 
but I followed security’s direction, and as I went 
to get my purse with the phone, we heard frantic 
talk in another language. I turned off  the phone, 
went home and turned off  my computer (which 
the Indian had told me to leave on). I called 
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Be Aware and Beware

BY MARTHA TRUPP 

The temptation was to hang up on him, but I 
stayed on the phone. After all, he was affiliated 
with Microsoft. His accent indicated he was 
Indian. He called to address an issue of  concern 
––that Microsoft would no longer be supporting 
my operating system of  Windows 7.0. He spent 
more than an hour developing my trust. He 
counseled me on what I needed to do to make my 
computer safe from scammers. For instance, 
“Always turn off  your computer when you’re not 
using it, especially at night.” 

I got sucked in quickly. He directed me into 
my computer, and got into it himself. He 
showed me errors and warnings, and said 

they would clean it up for free. He took my 
Windows ID and license number, and gave me 
new numbers. He started transferring me to 
other men with an Indian accent––they used 
names like Bob, John, Jack, and Brian to be more 
accommodating to Americans, I’m sure, and they 
each had a role to play. 

They started directing me specifically to do certain 
things, and gave the instructions more than once 
in clear English pronunciation, then confirmed I 
did as I was told. I thought, “They know I’m 
elderly and think I need more help than normal.” 
Several times, I thought, “I’m giving them an 
awful lot of  information.” 

They already had me under their spell when 
the last guy told me to go to Target and 
get four $500 gift cards. He told me 

to do it right now. I should’ve told him 
what I was thinking––how they’ve taken up 
my whole afternoon and now it was raining 
and getting dark and I don’t like to drive in 
the dark anymore, and I could do this the 
next day. But by then, I was an automaton. 

I put on my shoes and coat. He stayed on 
my cell phone with me and he told me to 
tell him when I got there. It felt strange. 
When I got to Target, he said to leave the 
phone on and go inside. I was not to tell 
anyone the real reason for the gift cards, 
only that they were for family members or 
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Lacey Police and talked to a detective there at 
length. I also reported it to Panorama security.  

Even after that, I still didn’t understand the scam 
––until I went to the bank the next morning and 
they told me that $2,400 had never been placed in 
my account. What I had seen on the screen the 
day before––when I noticed $2,400 had been 
“mistakenly” refunded to my bank account––was 
fake. Now, I understood. If  I had bought gift 
cards for the “refund,” I would be out 
$2,000. These people are 
good. 

Lacey 
Police, 
Target 

security, and 
Panorama 
security informed me this is a common scam and 
that it was happening a lot. (This occurred in 
January 2020.) The internet also referenced a 
scam like this originating from India, and Target 
isn’t the only store they use. I continued to get 
phone calls from this group, from numerous 
different area codes within the U.S. I gave 
Panorama the phone numbers to block and after 
a few weeks, the Indians quit calling. I got a new 
computer, new bank accounts, new credit card, 
and new passwords. After four months, though, 
just prior to my sending this for publication, they 
started calling again, about the “refund.” I hung 
up and am giving Panorama the numbers to 
block. 

How could I be so vulnerable and 
succumb to this? How could I be led so 
easily to do something about which I had 

such misgivings? I still can’t answer that, except I 
had allowed them to develop my trust. They had 
called me on the Panorama line. I had only been 
here four months, but they acted like they knew 
who I was and knew about my computer. There 
must be a name for the phenomenon that occurs 
when people are led in this way. Patty Hearst 
comes to mind.  

Similar incidents have happened to other 
Panorama residents, I’m told. The moral of  the 
story is: beware of  others, and beware of  
ourselves. ▪︎

A Soaking Rain  
BY GARY REID 

Overhead bright blues skies  
puffy white clouds tower high  
Look at your garden or maybe  
there’s time for a neighborhood walk. 

A mist in the air turns into droplets 
Droplets to a light sprinkle 
Hurry up dogs, sniff, sniff, sniff  
Big fur coats protect you well 
Your people have only fabric o’er skin. 

Dark gray from the south-west chases out 
the blue 

Droplets have become a steady beat. 
All head for home to avoid the worst 
To no avail, the clouds have burst. 

Dry out around the warming fire 
Peer outside as a soaking rain 
Fills the street and pounds the plants 
A fire hose against the tall windows 
The soaking rain is all we see. 

Soon enough the storm has passed 
The sun pokes through, the blue is back 
Dogs and people step outside 
To take their stroll around the loop. 
The streets are busy once again 
With walkers going fast and slow 
Sniff  sniff  sniff  as they go. ▪︎
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small hospital she built. After the war she bought 
used jeeps. 

Leslie County was poor. Frontier Nursing Service 
charged whatever the family could pay, which was 
often nothing. Mary Breckinridge approached fund 
raising with the same determination she used to 
ford a swollen river. She took her cause to the large 
cities on both sides of  the mountains. She formed 
committees and counted on them for money and 
for blankets, sheets, towels, warm socks, and more. 
During those formative years, Sophie Drinker was 

Chair of  the Philadelphia Committee. She 
did not disappoint. She delivered.  

My visit to Hyden and 
Wendover, Mary 
Breckinridge’s homesite, 

was where I visited my 
grandmother. The original house 
and barns still stand. I spent the 
night in one of  the guest rooms. 
The original hospital stands too. 
Collections of  pictures, 

equipment, uniforms, saddles and 
books are there to see. I lingered 

over letters from families, from the 
small army of  nurse midwives and lay 

assistants. There were pictures of  
graduates of  the nursing programs she added, 

beginning with the first midwifery degree offered 
in the United States. 

It was not hard to find Sophie at Wendover. Her 
direct gaze. Her soft voice. Her spine of  steel. Her 
loving touch. I’m glad I went. ▪ 

Sophie

BY ERNESTA BALLARD 

I visited my grandmother this week. She died in 
1967. My mother’s mother, her name was Sophie. 
She married in 1911. I have a small clock on my 
bookshelf  that she was given as a wedding 
present. In addition, I have some other small 
things that I collected over the years as houses 
were sold and possessions divided. I adored her. 
Her married surname was Drinker. My 
father revered her and, until the day 
he died, called her Mrs. Drinker, 
as a sign of  his respect. 

It was not through a 
séance that I made 
contact with Sophie. 

No medium was necessary. 
I went to Eastern 
Kentucky, to the western 
slope of  the Appalachian 
Mountains, and found her 
legacy there.  

My destination was Hyden, 
county seat of  Leslie County. 
This is where Mary Breckinridge, 
nurse midwife, came in 1925 to 
devote herself  to the care of  mothers 
and their babies in the remote mountains, hollers 
and hills rising from the middle fork of  the 
Cumberland River. Riding horseback with well 
stocked saddle bags, she and a growing number of  
trained recruits took the name Frontier Nursing 
Service. Sophie’s five children were all in school. She 
had time to give to others. She learned about this 
cause and was drawn into the mission. 

Breckinridge was a colossus. She would not 
be denied. The statistics tell her story. 
10,000 births in the next 30 years. Maternal 

mortality among these remote and isolated mothers 
was 9.1 per 10,000 compared to 34 per 10,000 for 
the United States; 3.8% low birth weight babies 
compared to 7.6% country wide. There was no 
school of  midwifery in the United States. She sent 
her recruits to England where she had received her 
degree. In 1948 she finally had electricity for the Wendover homesite where Sophie worked with Mary Breckinridge to 

professionalize midwifery. Now a bed and breakfast with history.



 

gave me a renewed eagerness to learn more.  

The trip started in Warsaw, then north to 
Olsztyn, then to the Mazurian Lakes and 
Molbork, and on to their tri-cities of  

Gdansk, Sopot and Gdynia on the Baltic. From 
there we traveled to Poznan, Boleslawiec, 
Czestochowa to Wroclaw, to Krakow, and 
Zakopane. We saw Kadzidlo Villages that are set 
up as if  you were living in the 1700 and 1800s. We 
toured the Teutonic Castle in Molbork, the 
Solidarity Museum in Gdansk, and the Chopin 
museum in Warsaw. We toured the Polish pottery 
factory in Boleslawiec, the home of  Pope John 
Paul II in Wadowice, Jasna Gora, the church of  
the Black Madonna, Auschwitz, and the salt mines 
of  Wieliczka. I could hardly keep track of  all the 
museums and cathedrals. In all of  our travels I 
have not been on a trip that I enjoyed more. 

I kept my promise, but knew that I would 
return some day. I didn’t know how much the 
trip would affect me until I returned home. I 

found out that Lacey had a Sister City; yep, you 
guessed it: it was in Poland. The city is Minsk 
Mazowiecki which is 30 kilometers east of  
Warsaw. I attended a meeting and found out the 
Lacey group hosted eight to ten students during 
the month of  February. These students had home 
stays, and each student attended one of  the three 
high schools here. The host families and members 
of  the association took them around western 
Washington to see the sights.  

After being a part or that, I was curious if  Minsk 
Mazowiecki would be interested in hosting Lacey 

STORY

BY STEVE DOBOSZ 

A young man’s promise to his grandmother 
changed his life in so many ways. I have always 
been proud of  my Polish heritage. Both sets of  
grandparents came to the US from Poland in the 
early 1900’s and settled in Hoquiam and 
Aberdeen, Washington. The Polish community 
was small but close knit. As I grew up, we 

followed the 
Polish 
traditions, 
especially 
around 
Christmas; 
my maternal 
grandmother 
continued 
these 
traditions, 
especially the 
foods, until I 
was in my 
early 20’s. 

Because she 
always wanted to return to Poland, but couldn’t, I 
told her I would someday visit.  

She told me I shouldn’t go because at that 
time it was a Communist country and she 
feared for my safety. But I made her that 

promise. My wife knew of  my promise and she 
made it her goal as well. First, my wife began 
researching my heritage to find out as much as 
she could about where my grandparents lived as 
well as if  there were still individuals who 
might be related to me there. I 
remembered that our family had sent 
money and clothing to people in Poland 
while I was growing up. 

After we both retired we began 
planning the trip to fulfill this 
promise. We scheduled a trip to 
Poland that was a tour of  the back 
roads of  Poland. Prior to traveling, I 
read James Michener’s Poland and 
other books on Polish history; they 

 Page 14 | The Voice |  October 2020

A Promise Kept…and More

Dobosz family in Cieszanow,Poland…in the house my grandfather grew up in.



 

students. The association contacted the sister 
association and they seemed interested but wanted 
to have a representative come to meet the 
government and education officials. So my wife 
and I traveled the next summer to do just that. We 
visited the home of  one of  the students who had 
been on the most recent exchange. Everyone 
agreed that students from here would be more 
than welcome, and both groups began the 
planning to make this happen. 

I had made it known to those I met that I 
wanted to visit the villages where my 
grandparents grew up. I was going to rent a 

car and strike out to locate the villages, but that 
didn’t happen. The family we stayed with took us 
to my maternal grandparents’ village, Bachowice. 
They acted as our translators and because of  
them, I was able to meet the family of  a half- 
brother of  my grandmother. I was also able to 
meet my maternal grandfather’s nephew.  

We were then passed to one of  the teacher/
chaperones from the previous exchange who took 
us to the villages of  my paternal relatives. I was 
able to meet members of  the Dobosz family in a 
very small village of  Cieszanow. I was able to sit 
in the house my grandfather grew up in and 
where my grandfather’s great nephew still lived. A 
more exhilarating experience I could not imagine. 

Upon returning to Lacey the association set up 
exchanges. I discovered a high school summer 
program in Washington which teaches students 
how to run a business. It is called Washington 
Business Week. They also sponsor three programs 
in Poland: in Gdansk, Gdynia and a small farming 
village, Boleslawowo. Minsk Mazowiecki wanted 
to host one of  these programs. The chaperones 
for the next student exchange and I met with the 
director of  Washington Business Week, and 
planning began for a program the next summer.  

I went to Minsk Mazowiecki as a 
representative of  the Lacey Sister City 

Association 
and also as part 
of  the 
program. I 
have been 
going to 
Poland each 
year since to be 
a part of  this 
Business Week 
program. Sadly, 
we could not 
visit this year 
due to the 
travel 
restrictions and 
stay-at-home 
orders in 
Poland and the 
US. 

The promise I 
made to my 
grandmother 
and its 
fulfillment has 
given me so 
much. It has 
connected me 
to my roots, 
provided me 
cherished friends in Poland, given me a home 
away from home, and provided me a way to give 
thanks for the gift of  my grandparents.  

My going to Poland and helping students 
there understand how the US views 
business and watching them take this 

information and experience to improve their lives 
and their economy has given me a way to say 
thank you and in some small way to pay it 
forward. 

By the way, if  you want to experience an amazing 
country, travel to Poland. Great sites, amazing 
food and inexpensive. ▪
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Mińsk Mazowiecki, Poland, has been 
Lacey's Sister City since 2003. This 

relationship has brought rich interpersonal 
diplomacy experiences to many participants.

Dobosz nephew.

Dobosz niece
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Sequestered I: 
In the Beginning

BY SANDY ELLIOT-CORTES 

Moments hang loose, 
A hummingbird darts past. 
Distractions dangle 
A mobile unbalanced. 
Am I safe? 
Confined behind a window 
Wind rocks branches, and 
Wave their indifference. 
A bird lands outside. 
Head tilted, it mocks. 
See. I can fly away, 
Your fears don’t anchor me. 
Silence hovers. 
A refrigerator hums. 
Fingers on a keyboard, 
Letters dance a serenade. 
I sit, 
A watcher. 
I walk, 
Empty streets. ▪ 

Sequestered II:  
Apartment Life 

BY SANDY ELLIOT-CORTES 

Halls stretch out 
Empty hollows 
Sepia shadows 
Crisscross stripes of  dim light, 
Whispers behind closed doors 
TV voices slither through cracks. 
Occupants invisible 
Promise life, 
But common areas 
Signal vacancy, 
Fireplaces dark 
Coldness replaces warmth 
Their welcoming silenced. 
Stacks of  chairs, sofas 
Roped off  with yellow tape 
Bespeak a crime scene. 
Oh, a witness or a specter 
I am. 
Evidence shows I live here. 
Outside my doorway, 
I face an empty wall. ▪

Variable Winds West

BY ROBERT MORASKY 

See there, it seems the 
mainsheet got fouled on the jib cleat. 
That tops’l gust has ‘er laid over on beam ends. 
Green water at the rail. 
Rudder’s showing to windward. 

She’s rounding up. 

Comes a time when every vessel is  
at the mercy of  nature. 

A brief  time… to clear the line, 
tighten the outhaul. 
Now, beat back into the weather. 
Keep ‘er close hauled. 

A lee shore and rocks to the North. 
Set a layline to clear that headland to the South, 
and its full and bye. 

Fleeting thoughts of  running aground 
on a lee shore. 
But, then… there’s your date with Davey…   
our sorrow set in time. 

I’d tend lines, or reef  the main, or take the helm… 
if  I could. 
But, we both know…you’re sailing solo. 

Fair winds, my friend.  
I’ll stand watch from the bluff. ▪ 
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BY ROSALIE ROMANO 

Author’s Note: Before reading this essay, go to the 
following website: https://www.youtube.com/watch?
v=Bng6P118R48  

When “Les Folies d’Espagne” by 
Marin Marais begins to play, read this 
story. I hope you enjoy this DIY 
multimedia offering.   

Once upon last midsummer when it 
was sunny and all the vegetables were 
producing their greenies to share and 
enjoy, there was one empty row where 
radishes had finished their cycle. 

One empty row. Hmmm, what should a 
gardener plant in that row? Growing to 
the left of  the row were fall squashes, 

delicata and butternut. To the right grew Japanese 
eggplant, poblano pepper and a leggy tomatillo 
plant. This gardener was predisposed to diversity 
and the idea of  sowing seeds of  Romanesco 
popped into her imagination. Here was a 
vegetable plant, Italian to boot, that would bring a 
 row of  rococo harmony of   light and angle and 
enthusiasm to that rather ponderous corner of  the 
garden. Now where had she put those Romanesco 
seeds? 

The gardener had searched for Romanesco seeds 
since becoming the tender of  the pea patch two 
years prior and had finally found heritage seeds at 
a nursery. The packet had sat patiently among the 
other packets of  seeds until this inspiration hit the 
gardener, who slowly opened the small sack 
containing about a dozen seeds. Carefully working 
over a towel so as not to lose any errant seed, the 
gardener counted out each seed until there were 
five. Yes, five plants should fill that empty row just 
fine, thank you. 

Preparing the row required loosening the soil to 
encourage all the little worms to wake up. When 
the soil was sifted and soft, the gardener slowly 
watered to make the most hospitable of  beds for 
each of  the five seeds. Only when the row was 

ready did each seed get placed in its 
own little cradle. The July sun cast its 
glorious warmth throughout the day. 
Ah, said the gardener to herself, 
however they grow, it will be fanciful, 
for what else would be the nature of  
a plant called Romanesco? 

Every other day the gardener 
would tend to watering, but, 
alas, she did not pull weeds, 

for they wanted to live too; her 
garden tended to be on the lush side when 
compared with her neighbors' pea patches. Gentle 
watering of  the seedbed continued until a couple 
of  weeks later when tiny shoots pushed forth out 
of  the soil. Hooray!!! Babies!!! Now whenever the 
gardener watered, she sang songs of  happiness and 
life into the babies, encouraging them to enjoy the 
sun, the water, and their pepper, squash, eggplant 
and tomatillo neighbors. And grow they did. By 
mid-August they were as tall as a third grader and 
taller than all the neighbors except the tomatillo. 

The gardener saw that each seed had 
become a stalk, like a sunflower, and at 
the tippy top more green leaves unfurled 

to the sky. But where was the yummy part that 
you ate?  With each passing week, the plants 
grew taller, their stalks thicker. What was this 
plant? Had the packet been mislabeled? What 
had been a delightful punctuation in the garden 
corner now was dwarfing the tomatillos, 
eggplants, peppers, squashes, and the rest of  the 
garden. The Romanesco stalks cast long shadows 
on the kale, collards, broccolini, and herbs three 
rows away. By early September, their shadow was 

The Impatient Gardener
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covering the entire row of  raspberries producing 
a second harvest. 

The taller they grew, the thicker their stalks, 
and the topknot of  tightly curled leaves at 
the top just kept elegantly unfolding into 

another six inches of  stalk. Still not a peek of  the 
lovely green vegetable, except the gardener could 
not tell for sure since each stalk was now over 
eight feet high. 

In late October, as leaves were falling, the rest of  
the garden waning, and all the fall 
produce harvested, the gardener carried 
a step stool from the garden shed into 
the garden next to one of  the elaborate 
stalks. Climbing up the four steps, she 
kept imagining a hidden surprise of  a 
bright green, pointy vegetable awaiting 
harvesting. By the fourth step the rather rococo 
imagination of  the gardener had dreamed up a 
delicious preparation of  the harvest she would 
find.  Yet, alas, too soon! 

Each of  the stalks examined had the same 
outcome:  NIENTE!!!  No sign of  the edible 
vegetable!  Where was the Romanesco???  What 
was this plant that had grown taller than the 12 
foot fence that surrounded the 150 pea patches in 
the garden???  Did I get bean seeds meant for 
Jack??? 

In November the gardener faced a dilemma. 
Should the Romanesco plants be left to winter 

SOUTH

SUDAN

over in the garden?  This decision had pros and 
cons. Pros: allow the experiment to run its course. 
The plants were delightfully thriving even as 
temperatures were moving down into the low 40s. 
Cons: Those five plants had a root system that 
were intertwined in the squash, pepper, eggplant 
and tomatillo neighbors, and could take over the 
entire section if  left alone. 

For the sake of  the whole garden, I knew 
what I must do. As I struggled to pull up 
each stalk, I recalled playing music of  the 

rococo period, so elegant as it unfolded with 
verve and exuberance. 

The beauty of  this plant was like this music, 
to be enjoyed and allowed to breathe itself  
into being. And though it was sad when it 
was over, there was the lingering echoes of  
the joy in having listened to such 

harmonies, as it was joy to be greeted by those five 
green stalks reaching to heaven whenever I 
worked in the garden. 

It is April now and a new season begins in the 
garden. The packet of  Romanesco seeds will be 
planted in April to give them a mid May planting 
in another part of  the garden, a corner, where 
they can explore and grow and thrive, perchance 
to mature and share their curly, bumpy, gloriously 
lime green deliciousness with us. 

Or not. ▪ 

Summer with the Carnival

By PEGGY JAMERSON


I would imagine that many young people have 
dreamed of  running away to join the circus––but 
a carnival? Probably not! At least it never 
occurred to me at ten years of  age. 

After school was out for the summer of  
1949 in Guthrie, Oklahoma, my 
stepfather announced that we were going 

to travel with a carnival where he had gotten a job 
for the summer. I had three younger sisters, and 
we would all be going. 

In the nineteen-forties, there were nearly 300 
carnivals touring the USA. This show traveled all 
over the state of  Kansas to many small towns—
Liberal, Garden City, Goodland, Scott City and 
Tribune were just a few of  them. There weren’t 
paved roads, just dusty narrow roads between towns 
with wooden bridges spanning long gullies. The 
truck my stepfather drove was heavily laden with the 
rides, and we sometimes rode in the cab with him. 

Once we came to a long wooden bridge, and I 
became very scared that we would fall through 
with such a heavy load. I begged to get out of  the 
truck and walk across the bridge on my own 
instead of  remaining in the truck. 



 

My stepfather did anything that was required as 
did most of  the “carnies.” They would set up and 
take down the rides, operate and maintain them, 
and run the concessions, food booths and the side 
shows. While many of  the workers were single 
men, there were also quite a number of  families. 

Since I was used to taking care of  my siblings, 
I became a built-in babysitter for the other 
children traveling with us. That summer was 

mostly fun with all of  the unhealthy food you 
could possibly want; I still can’t stomach cotton 
candy! There was freedom to do anything and ride 
any of  the rides when you wanted. The carnival 
crew was like one big happy family. 

Until, that is, you heard the words “Hey, Rube.” 
That was a rallying cry for help used by carnies 
when a fight with outsiders broke out as happened 
occasionally. 

My stepfather’s sister, her husband, and their two 
children were also traveling with the carnival. 
Aunt Mary was the “spider lady” in the sideshow. 
There was an apparatus which hung from the top 
of  the tent next to a wall and which replicated a 
human-sized spider. She would climb into the rig 
from behind the wall and all you could see was 
her head coming out of  the body. One day I 

asked to see how that worked. She let me climb 
into the spider outfit––I thought that was the 
coolest thing ever! 

One of  my sisters remembers getting lost in the 
fun house at age four; someone had to rescue her. 
She also remembered being on the Ferris wheel 
and starting to slide out because she was so small. 

Interesting to note is that I don’t recall with any 
detail what we lived in or where we slept. I do 
remember an early era trailer as a possibility. 

Another very popular event occurring in these 
small towns during the hot summers were the tent 
revival meetings. Hundreds of  people attended 
these shows which were held in huge tents. 
Usually the itinerant evangelist was a very 
charismatic male. One, in particular, really caught 
my eye. I had a picture of  him in my scrapbook 
for a very long time. 

In late August the carnival’s last stop was at the 
Kansas State Fair in Hutchinson. This fair 
had begun in 1911 and had over 350,000 

attendees in 1949. I still recall wandering the 
grounds and seeing all the exhibits of  things I had 
never before seen. After the state fair, it was back 
to Guthrie and on to the next adventure! ▪
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“The Greatest Carnival in the world.” As part of  the Kansas State Fair, over 350,000 attended in 1949. 



 

attraction was a long-standing log restaurant, 
appropriately called The Logs. 

Now it was early afternoon. The pull of  the 
mountain, Mount Adams, that lay ahead, 
intensified. Arriving at the town of  Trout Lake, 
where Highway 141 ended, we thought we should 
turn around and head for home, but the sun was 
still high and warm. Mount Adams’s presence 
loomed large. An intriguing place, Trout Lake 
drew us in and Forest Service buildings added to 
our curiosity. 

The we saw a sign saying “Trout Lake 
Creek lots for sale.” It had been such a 
glorious day of  discovery, and we were in 

a particularly buoyant mood. No question, we 
intended to ask. “I’ve sold the last one,” said the 
voice. “But I’ve just acquired a 20 acre farm 
property with some of  it high bank along the 
White Salmon River. Would you like to see it?” 
We said yes, although I wasn’t really enthusiastic 
about the idea of  buying farm land. 

As we walked the land, Mount Adams was with us 
the entire time, so truly a part of  the land. To the 
south, Mount Hood was clearly visible. Looking 
down on the riverside portion that a buyer would 
own, I could see birds flying in and out of  the 
river canyon. The river itself  hurtled on its way 
south. Immediately and forever I loved the White 
Salmon River. 

We knew that something momentous and 
joyous was entering our lives, soon to 
become our permanent place to live. 

We became part of  a community that would go on 
providing great remembrances: building a log 
house, being wholeheartedly part of  the 
community, watching our grandson enjoy the 
freedom of  open space and places to explore, 
experiencing with our friends the excitement when 
Condit Dam was removed and the fish returned.* 

All this happiness through the accidental dis-
covery of  a place and time beyond description. ▪ 

Serendipity 

BY PHYLLIS CLAUSEN 

July Fourth, 1974. The day was perfection 
itself. My husband’s father was visiting us in 
Vancouver, Washington, to which we had 
recently moved. We agreed that it was time to 

drive up the [Washington side of  the] Columbia 
River Gorge. Bing cherries, my favorite, were ripe, 
and friends had told us that White Salmon was a 
place we could find good cherry picking. The day 
was to provide much more than that. 

While eating a picnic lunch in a White Salmon 
outdoor area, I kept glancing at a mountain to the 
north, so enticing that I wanted to reach out and 
touch it. All three of  us felt a strong pull to find 
out more about what lay north. So we set out. 
When we came to good roads branching out from 
Highway 141, the main road we were taking, over 
and over we took them and kept going up, always 
up. One branching road led to a log house, which 
at that time was not commonplace. As we paused 
in the driveway, admiring house and setting, a 
couple came out and soon were asking if  we would 
like to see the inside.  

We were intrigued by the design. Vic, my husband, 
had designed and built our first home, and he 
asked question after question. I felt very much at 
home inside the sturdy walls. Furnishings were 
simple, much like the Danish modern furniture our 
home had. 

Then we were on the road again, observing a 
stretch of  small farms, hayfields, and eventually a 
small community called BZ Corner. There the big 
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*Starting in the 1970s, Phyllis worked with other activists to 
beat back a proposal for hydropower dams along the White 
Salmon River. They beat back that proposal and worked 
toward dam removal. In 2011, Phyllis watched as the Condit 
Dam was breached. She knew the day would come but wasn’t 
sure she’d live to see it. What a joy and an accomplishment!
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Ode to a Bygone Era

BY JUDY MURPHY 

As a young and very naïve 25-year-old in the early 
1970s, I moved from Ann Arbor, Michigan, at the 
time a center of  hippiedom and activism, to suit-
and-tie-everyone-is-smarter-than-you Washington, 
D.C. With a bachelor’s degree in French literature, I 
was fully prepared for absolutely nothing. My first 
job in D.C. was as an assistant to the marketing 
specialist at the National Academy of  Sciences 
Book Division. I found that job title 
fascinating––a specialist! The things 
she must know! The skills she must 
have! But I soon realized that she was, 
like me, a liberal arts major making a 
living while she found her passion. 

I learned that a government town 
lives for obtuse bureaucratic titles, 
so I eventually joined the ranks as 

a public information specialist at the 
National Institutes of  Health. I 
became expert at––yes––facts! Arcane 
facts. Racy facts. Facts people were 
thirsting to know, such as the cause of  
elephantiasis, or how to get rid of  lice. 
This was before Lyme disease, before 
chronic fatigue syndrome, and certainly before 
AIDS. The most controversial area I had to deal 
with was genital herpes, but we had a movie for 
that, called “Jennifer: A Revealing Story of  Genital 
Herpes.” We rented it out to high schools. 

I quickly discovered how the advanced-degree-
holders around me perceived my obvious (to 
them) lack of  a serious education. A technical 
writing instructor hissed when I meekly confessed 
that I had been a “French major.” “Hah!” she 
sneered. “Two-year-olds in France can speak 
French! That is not a major!” her thick accent 
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dripping with contempt, something I found 
vaguely ironic.  

At the time, the vast army of  public 
information specialists at the NIH was a 
much-underrated cadre of  very smart, 

young, mostly female college graduates. We 
served as the go-to place for anyone in the 
country needing answers to medical questions. 
And what were our sources of  this great 
knowledge? Shockingly—books! My office had 
its own library and file cabinets filled with 

relevant medical and scientific 
articles. It was a heavenly job for 
the “under-educated” of  my 
generation, like being a reference 
librarian without the complicated 
obstacle of  getting a master’s in 
library science. 

As a public information specialist, 
I relished feeling my brain whir as 
people pelted me with 
questions––it was like being on a 
quiz show all day long. If  I didn’t 
know the answer, I surely knew 
what book to look in. Before I 
knew the word “computer,” I 
operated like one. Plug in a disease 

and I could spew out something about it. But as 
time went on, my colleagues and I began to feel 
overwhelmed by the accelerating pace of  new 
information. Scientific advances in the age of  
microbiology, together with newly emerging 
diseases such as AIDS, required of  us an entirely 
new level of  sophisticated knowledge, not just 
facts. 

When word processors and then the first 
computers emerged, we fantasized about how 
this technology might eventually give us instant 
access to information. In the meantime, we 
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Rainier? I don’t have to know that because in a 
Google minute or two I find that 738 inches fell in 
2017-2018. But it leads me to wonder why Mt. 
Rainier got so much more snow than in 2014-15, 
when a record low of  266 inches fell.  

How does weather differ from climate? What will 
be the effects of  drastic changes that are coming 
with climate change? Facts can be a means to 
understanding, and understanding gives way to 
knowledge. Today, facts are disregarded or at the 
least undervalued because of  their instant 
availability. Facts always have and always will 
serve only as a stepping stone to thinking, a skill I 
do not see in great supply in the politics of  our 
land, but they are still important.  

Meanwhile, my brain is no longer 
overflowing with facts as most of  that 
arcane information has faded away, 

but now I have the time and space to think. Is 
what Descartes wrote really true? “Je pense, 
donc je suis. Cogito ergo sum.” Hmm, I’d better 
Google that. ▪

devised a “database” where we entered a keyword 
and a few basic facts, followed by easily accessible 
references. A few years later, the fantasy did in fact 
come true when search engines came of  age: 
Mosaic, Alta Vista, Lycos, Excite, Yahoo and 
eventually, Google.  

Our world had changed. No longer relied on 
as necessary dilettantes, we were 
increasingly irrelevant as “specialists.” Who 

needed to call NIH to get answers when a search 
engine provided instant access to both information 
and misinformation? Aside: my favorite Halloween 
costume one year was a tiara and a sash that said 
“Miss Information.” 

I left NIH in 1998 just as Google came into its own, 
but I doubt that “Public Information Specialist,” if  
the title still exists, means what it did 30 or 40 years 
ago. What I do know, however, is that once my brain 
was relieved of  the need to find and retain facts, it 
felt empty…flabby actually. Since that time and a few 
jobs later, I’ve immersed myself  in flora and fauna 
from the desert Southwest to the estuaries of  the 
Northwest. How much snow fell last year on Mt. 

Still More Shave Signs!

Not spending money on haircuts or gas, 
No concerts or ball games or restaurants, alas. 
But I'm not complaining, my budget is fine! 
"Stay-at-home" really helps my bottom line. 
 BY SHIRLEY SHAKARIAN 

You might try some meditation 
If  you’ve got some consternation  
From the still unknown duration 
Of  this covid hibernation. 
 BY KRIS BARTRUFF 

On and on the TV drones 
Watching movies 10 times shown 
Boredom creeps in until I could scream 
Thank Goodness! for Ice Cream 
 BY KATHY LEE

Grocery delivery is so sublime 
No flour, paper products or rice  
But we don't whine  
There's still plenty of  wine  
 BY BILL HAINER 

Amidst the menace of  the pandemic 
Keep your sights wide and panoramic: 
It’s BECAUSE of  frequent showers 
We walk among such beautiful flowers. 
 BY PRIS BOWERMAN 

The Guide to Reopening asked for plans. 
Ideas approved have lots of  fans! 
Weaving & clay, woodshop with tools… 
Also the library and swimming pools! 
 BY CAROL THOMAS ▪

Bartruff
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Creature Comforts 

BY LARRY PRATT 

During a bit of  spring cleaning, an esteemed 
member of  our community encountered an 
ancient artifact: a 1953 automobile dealer’s guide 
to car repair. Dave wanted to share this treasure 
with other car aficionados, including yours truly. 
After a lengthy and entertaining perusal I realized 
two important facts: labor was a lot cheaper 67 
years ago, and cars were a lot less complicated. 

The service manual included 5.5 hours as the 
time it should take the mechanic to replace 
the clutch. Today we usually do not have a 

clutch in our new cars; that’s progress. One could 
also consider it progress when air conditioning was 
introduced; it wasn’t in the 1953 guide. That in 
itself  was one of  the more ambitious comforts the 
auto makers slipped into today’s cars. Do any 
readers remember when air conditioning was 
optional? All new cars have it today. 

Suddenly one wonders what else we have today 
that we may not have had a vote on. Have any 
earth-shattering creature comforts been slipped 
into our heretofore uncomfortable lives? 

Let’s take a trip around the house. Everyone has a 
microwave. Most Panorama residents will 
remember the introduction of  the Amana Radar 
Range. When did it become so ubiquitous that we 
all have a built-in version? 

Nearby is our stovetop/oven. What may now be 
two appliances used to be one, with neither 

having a built-in 
exhaust fan. Isn’t 

that what the kitchen window was for? 

It was a step up to the refrigerator. Instead of  
chipping a chunk of  ice from the block 
inside, we had little trays making little cubes 

inside our little freezing compartment. When did 
they sneak all this machinery inside the door and 
add running water? 

All running water in the kitchen came from the 
faucet in the old days. Those fancy Moen things 
allowed you to use only one handle to control both 
hot and cold. They also would swivel from side to 
side. Neat feature. Who ever thought we needed to 
pull them out and spray all around the kitchen? 

Spray was confined to the shower. We had 
curtains that contained most of  the water and, if  
we were ahead of  our time, a shower head affixed 
to the wall for hands-free showering. Today’s 
ultra-modern bathrooms have shower heads on 
hoses so you can use your hands again. And that 
is better because . . . 

Our hands were in less danger when the 
wringer-washer was replaced. New 
equipment mixed the soap and water and 

laundry all together, then spun really fast to chase 
the liquid down the drain. Not every homeowner 
opted for the fancy electric dryer because of  the 
cost of  electricity. Just hang the clothes outside on 
the line for 2 hours and they would be dry. 

In that length of  time we could call the overseas 
operator and wait for a line on which to telephone 
our contact on the other side of  the ocean. While 
waiting to connect we would rehearse the call (it 
was expensive) stay by the phone, and maybe pick 
up a book. Technology today allows us to 

immediately place those calls on 
machines we pay for every 
month, that are always in our 
back-pocket, and that we look at 
instead of  reading the book. The 
content of  the conversation is 
not important, the talking is 
incessant, and the operator is 
out of  a job. 

Oh! And the house has air 
conditioning. ▪

1953 Ford pricing schedule. 
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BY JANE PARKS 

School day uniform 
Knee length skirts –poodle style or straight 

Blouses with Peter Pan collars and circle pins  
Bobby socks and oxfords. 

Hair styles 
Fluffy bouffants teased upright, poodle-type bangs ala Lucille Ball 

created by smelly perms 
Or the ubiquitous ponytail. 

School rituals 
Kneeling on floor for principals to scrutinize skirt length. 

Study hall where scents of  taboo substances such as Blackjack and 
Bazooka gum 

Were sniffed out by bloodhound monitors. 

Walking home 
Burdened with armloads of  textbooks, 

A stop at the local druggie for chocolate malts shared with friend 
or boyfriend, if  lucky. 

Home by 4  
Rush to turn on Dick Clark’s American Bandstand. 

South Philly teens swinging, bopping, and twisting to the latest 45s  
By Frankie Avalon, Connie Frances, Bobby Rydell  

And my favorite, the Big Bopper singing  
“Chantilly lace and a pretty face, ponytail hanging down… 

Oh, baby, you know what I like.” 

Dinner 
Whole family affair 

Same menu--meat, potatoes, vegetables, dessert 
Served nightly at 5:30 on the dot. 

Dinner topic: What did you do in school today? 

Evening entertainment 
First, homework  

Then tv shows reflecting our daily lives 
Father Knows Best, I Love Lucy, Leave It to Beaver, and a favorite 

 Ozzie and Harriet because of  their son 
Ricky, every teenage girl’s heartthrob. 

Weekend TV fare 
Dinah Shore singing the ad 

“See the USA in your Chevrolet” 
Dad still had a Studebaker.  

The Fifties—Frivolous and Free

A Day in the Life of a Young Teenage Girl



  STORYPOEM October 2020 | The Voice |  Page 25

Most memorable show 
Ed Sullivan’s show featuring Elvis shaking his pelvis. 

Shameful! Wonderful!!! 
Biggest partisan issue of  the 50s. 

Carefree life 
No serious worries for teens. 

Elections came and went. 
Only memory is “I like Ike” buttons 

Cold War worries belonged to adults 
Fallout shelter in neighbor’s yard was only a curiosity. 

Other mysteries beyond reckoning 
Nikita Khrushchev pounding his shoe on a podium during a speech. 

Why? 

More disturbing to young eyes  
Hateful whites throwing rocks 

At nine black kids going to school. 
Preview of  what would come in the 60s. 

The 50s 
An innocent, joyful, gentle time for 

Dancing, laughing, dreaming, and homework. 
Glad I didn’t miss it. ▪
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Jack’s House 

BY KAREN SHANOWER 

On visits to my hometown from wherever 
I was living at the time, I would ease past 
the house of  my green years, indulging in 

memories of  those ripening days. One visit not 
long ago, my reverie swerved from a lingering 
fantasy past to the flabbergasting present. 
Plywood blocked my bedroom window! Around 
the corner, living room and kitchen windows, too, 
were sheathed with plywood. In the back, a crude 
pole supported an electric meter and near the 
garage an empty, green dumpster hulked. No cars 
in the driveway, nobody about. October shadows 
stretched across the lawn, while I sat, unsettled, 
heavyhearted, daring myself  to face the options. 

Because managing my mind precedes managing 
my heart, back home I turn to the internet. Real 
estate sales?—nothing; permissions issued by the 
town, the county?—none; Google maps?—too 
old. To my surprise, by displaying all sides of  the 
house, Google’s street map pinpoints my 
problem. So what if  the house is piled piece by 
piece into the dumpster? I have saved not only 
bundles of  snapshots from the house, but the 
stored memories they spark. Now I’m able to 
consciously resolve: If  the physical house must be 
razed, so be it. 

The following May, although my heart is 
neither managed nor resolved, I drive the 
familiar street, familiar houses holding 

their ground. I edge closer. Is it still there? 
LOOK! New windows—replicas of  the originals, 

double hung with upper grilles. Happiness stokes 
me with impulsive confidence to park and 
reminisce while walking to the front door.  

Along this walk, my mother had mingled purple 
agapanthus with daffodils. Even now yellow 
daffodils welcome me, although she and the 
agapanthus are absent—except in the shadows. 
And here too, evidence my father had made a deal 
with time. Seventy years ago, he had fixed our 
shiny-new, package-acceptable Rural Free Delivery 
mailbox to a post across the street, but when 
household delivery began, he moved it to an 
awkward spot by the front door. “For the time 
being,” he promised. Now, its red flag faded and 
bent and rust shaving it away, it sits unflinching by 
the front door.   

I tap a series of  knocks, tentatively at first, but 
louder and more determined until a male 
figure appears, muted behind gridded glass on 

a new front door. 

 “Yeeeeeessss?” He waits, hand grasping the 
doorknob. Featured on his black T-shirt in white 
is JACK, as distinct as the new windows. 

“HelIo. I’m Karen Shanower. I grew up in this 
house.” His eyebrows rise. “You bought it from 
my dad . . . I believe. Last fall you were all 
boarded up. I was afraid the house would be 
torn down.” 

I step through the door at Jack’s invitation, 
heedless of  the powerful, numinous act of  
transformation crossing a threshold may bring. 
The living room fireplace is there, but it isn’t 
there. OK, I think, forget how it looked. It’s the 

same size, the same firebox, the same 
brick surround, although in some way 
everything is changed. I’m bewildered. 
Jack’s talking and showing me a new bric-
a-brac cabinet against the wall. I look 
around. All new furniture, all new paint 
on the walls and woodwork—lovely. 

We drift into the dining room. He tells 
me he’s restored the house, replicating 
the windows, the floors, the ceilings. I 
gaze up remembering my dad installing a 
false ceiling. “We found a note from you 
up there,” Jack says. 
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“Oh? It sounds like me.” A memory of  secretly 
hiding it there reassembles. “Oh, yeah, it was 
yellow paper. . . ,” but he’s leading me into the 
kitchen. Wham! No restoration here—updated 
with slick black appliances, a black marbled 
countertop, smart block-pattern flooring. He can’t 
hide his smile when I confirm, “How efficient!”  

“A fire,” Jack tells me, “started here, in the 
kitchen. Someone broke in and flamed the papers 
I tacked to the bulletin board. Luckily, a neighbor 
called the fire department and insurance paid for 
the repair. Look around here,” Jack beckons to 
the hallway leading to the bedrooms and bath.      

Now he grumbles about my father’s 
business sense. With no business 
background, my dad was likely an inept 

bargainer. I amaze myself  by not defending my 
dad, or being embarrassed by Jack’s statements; I 
accept his description. Approaching personal 
territory, Jack’s reserve slackens further. Now it’s 
about his family. Of  his two daughters, their 
belongings scattered in my sister’s and my former 
bedrooms, one is in rehab, the other in jail. 
Nonetheless, he predicts they’ll be home soon. I 
sympathize with his troubles, but say nothing to 
interrupt his upbeat attitude. The open bathroom 
door reveals the clawfoot bathtub and other 

outdated fixtures superseded by a decorator’s 
dream. I’m as happy for him as I imagine his 
daughters will be.   

He shows off  former niches altered for 
storage; practical improvements, in 
retrospect. I’m aware a robust door now 

encloses the basement stairway, apparently 
unaffected by the fire. I’m acquainted with the damp 
cellar murk and gloom well enough; we silently 
bypass that door on our way out the back door.  

And so I leave, thanking him for allowing me to 
interrupt his day, even as I suspect he enjoyed it. 
At the same time a singular mood, a warm 
pleasure, was unfurling in me. For months that 
mood flourished and as I mused over it, I began 
to understand it. Across the threshold I entered 
not only into all the life the old windows had 
overseen through the years, but I was adventuring 
upon a unique pilgrimage to fathom the intimate 
dwelling space deep inside my heart. This journey 
through this house ushered me into whole-
heartedness, to be unselfconsciously attentive and 
responsive to the heaped-up life in this tiny 
sample of  the world. Still, a part of  me remains 
utterly in that moment. Ignited in me was not a 
flicker on a sliding scale of  happiness, but the 
steady, sturdy blue flame of    JOY              ▪

Last share of Burma Bartruff Shave Signs!

'Twas reopening week 
And all through the campus 
"Honey, sign up quick!" 
Cried Grandmas to Grandpas 
 BY DEB ROSS 

Be sure you can see  
When your mask is on tight 
Others will thank you 
For being so bright 
 BY JUDY HOLLAR 

Violets are Blue 
Roses are Red 
But for Seventeen51 
I’d be plumb outta my head 
 BY HARRY THOMAS

Wear your mask. Keep your distance. 
Play it safe. Eschew resistance. 
Don’t touch your face. Ask for assistance 
Soon we'll play and vaunt our persistence 
But ’till then It’s just subsistence  
 BY DENNIS RISDON 

Hum a tune. Laugh out loud. 
Give a shout. Smile away clouds. 
You are a star! Your neighbor is too! 
Send them a hug and you’ll get two.. 
 BY KRISTI MORRISH 

Every day with space and distance 
Just means we 
Need more persistence 
 BY MICHAEL SILVERSTEIN ▪
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What does it matter 
 What if  they do care? 
 They can’t show it 
 It isn’t real. 

What is real…? 
 That which you do is real, 
 Those whom you care for are real. 

 The rest? They are trials. 

Are the trials important? 
 No one knows… 
 But they are real. ▪

BY SANDY BUSH 

What’s to fear 
 Don’t be silly 
 That wasn’t you 
 It was years ago 
 Sad that no one knew 
But what IF they knew? 
What DID they do––? 

What do they care– 
 You take care of  you 
 Is it fair? 
 So few have ever been able 
 To ask that question. 

Don’t Be Silly (just because your mom is “crazy”)


