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Notes from the Editor

BY BECKY ANDERSON 

W ith this issue, we begin a 
new year with high hopes 

that the next 365 days will be 
better than the annus horribilis that 
was 2020. We all look forward to 
returning to the normal 
community life that is our reason 
for being at Panorama. 

This issue also marks the 
beginning of  my third year of  editing The Voice. I 
must thank each of  the writers, poets, interviewers, 
artists, and publication assistants whose talents 
combine to produce each issue of  The Voice. One 
measure of  the success of  this publication is that 
we now receive more stories and poems than we 
can publish in a single issue. 

We encourage you to continue to submit articles, 
poetry, and other literary pieces for publication. If  
there is no space available in the upcoming issue, 
these submissions will be considered for future 
issues. In order to give all residents an opportunity 
to appear in print, we do not publish stories by the 
same author in two successive issues. We ask that 
you limit your essays and articles to 1000 words. 
Edits may occur for structure, grammar or space 
but not for content. 

Questions have arisen about copyrighted material. 
Copyrights for stories, poems, photography, and 
artwork remain with the creator of  the work; 
permission to reprint stories and poems or use art 
or photography from The Voice must be obtained 
from that creator. Copyrights of  interviews belong 
to The Voice itself; permission to use material from 
interviews must be obtained from The Voice editor.  

All material published in The Voice must be original 
and written by a Panorama resident. We prefer to 
publish material which has not previously appeared 
in print; however, if  an author’s material has 
appeared in print, permission must be given by the 
previous publication. 

For a number of  years, April Works has served 
faithfully as Art Coordinator for The Voice. We 

appreciate all her efforts in bringing the work of  
Panorama artists to the covers of  The Voice. 
Effective with the April 2021 issue, Judy Pitts will 
be assuming this position. As such, she will be the 
focal point for artists to submit artwork for the 
cover or inside pages of  The Voice. To do so, 
contact Judy at handstowork@hotmail.com or 
phone her at x 5032.  ▪︎
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Calling all writers!

The Voice is published quarterly and 
distributed to all residents. Deadline for the 
April 2021 issue is February 15, 2021. Call 
Becky Anderson at x 5767 for more 
information and send submissions to 
TheVoice@Panorama.org. ▪︎

Happy 
   New  
      Year
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Welcome New Residents!
Steve & Carol Norsen

BY KRISTI MORRISH 

Steve and 
Carol agree 
that the 
highlights of  
their lives 
were meeting 
at Western 
Washington 

University, marrying fifty years ago, and raising 
two kind and successful sons. Steve obtained a 
master's degree in psychology and worked in 
community mental health centers. Steve’s passion 
is “helping people” through direct counseling or 
administration.  

Later, he worked in several state agencies and 
retired from Washington State Health Care 
Authority in 2013. Now he is most interested in 
seniors, especially “contributing to meaning and 
pleasure for convalescent residents.” 

Carol is proudest of  her career as Mom. She also 
taught preschool and worked in various schools 
and the Department of  Ecology, retiring in 2010. 
Steve said Carol helped their sons and many 
other children be the best that they could be. 

They celebrated their 50th wedding anniversary in 
March. COVID restrictions precluded a trip to 
Hawaii, so they created a new, sweet tradition. 
They read love letters they had saved for fifty 
years and danced to the tunes of  the 50s and 60s. 

Steve and Carol learned of  Panorama nearly 50 
years ago. They had homes in the Olympia area 
for many years before moving to Madison Park 
in Seattle for two years. This summer, they “woke 
up one morning and decided to move to 
Panorama.” Carol’s sister and her husband live 
here and they have many friends in the area. 

Steve and Carol have two sons with families, one 
in Seattle and the other in Massachusetts. They 
have four wonderful grandchildren. 

Louis & Roseann Konecsny 

BY BETTY G. HUMMEL 

During his 35-
year aviation 
career in the 
Coast Guard, 
this couple 
lived all over 
the country. 
Roseann says 

that each place was special and enjoyable. Upon 
retirement in 1995, they settled in Florida for 
many years before moving to Spanaway, 
Washington, to be near their children. When it was 
time for them to find a final home, a son 
suggested Panorama. Life has been hectic since 
they moved in. 

Louis suffers from aphasia which has resulted in 
Roseann’s needing to take over things that are new 
to her, especially computer work. She appreciates 
the help of  their son in New Jersey. She was 
trained as a cosmetologist but, except for a period 
when they lived in Alaska and she owned a shop, 
she has worked only part time. She was a full time 
mother to their three children.  

Both Louis and Roseann love dancing––all kinds 
of  dancing––and have enjoyed learning new 
dances at each place they lived. They got so good 
that they ended up as dance teachers both in 
schools and for the public. She remembers one 
couple telling them that so much of  their life 
focused on their children and that dancing was 
what they could do with each other as a couple.  

They are unsure about how they want to become 
involved here. They have taken the Nordic 
walking class and have been walking regularly. 
Roseann enjoys baking and cooking and has a 
goal of  becoming as good a cook as her 
grandmother was. 

Please join me in welcoming them to Panorama. ▪︎ 

105 Quinault, x 5365 
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Karin Freeman

BY KRISTI MORRISH 

Karin has known for many years 
that her retirement destination 
would be Panorama. Wisely, she 
moved here before retirement 
and continues to work at the 
Washington State Health Care 
Authority. She’s the financial 
program manager for a unique 
program which provides health 

and dental care for eligible COFA islanders 
(Compact of  Free Association). She loves her 
work and finds it very rewarding. 

Karin enjoys traveling to places far and wide. She 
moved seven times in the first twelve years of  
marriage, including two moves with her young 
daughter and son, and has lived in Washington, 
Montana, Utah, and Oregon. She’s also visited 
Greece, Belize, Mexico, Peru and Hawaii. 

Karin’s son lives in Los Angeles, and her daughter 
in Kirkland, WA. She has two grandchildren, ages 
five and 20 months. Karin’s mom has been a 
Panorama resident for several decades.  

Karin has a special interest in playing Dungeons 
and Dragons, aka D&D. It’s an adventure dice 
game that involves storytelling, role playing, 
strategy, and loads of  fun. She also paints D&D 
miniature figurines used in the game. Right now, 

she and her daughter’s family play weekly via 
Zoom. She would love to meet folks at Panorama 
who share her interest in D&D or are willing to 
give it a try. 

Future activities for Karin will include the Pea 
Patch, hiking and walking groups, and travel. She is 
“excited to be here and to feel connected to a 
neighborhood again.” Welcome to your new 
Panorama neighborhood, Karin! ▪︎ 

2412 Chambers Lake Lane SE, x 5084

They both have many interests and are eager to 
learn more about activities here. Steve “can’t wait 
to visit the wood shop.” He likes projects of  all 
kinds. Carol likes to bake pies and admits with a 
smile that she loves watching Steve work. Together 
they like dancing, golf, exercise, and reading. 

Steve volunteered at a convalescent center in 
Madison Park and looks forward to volunteering 
here as well. 

Steve and Carol are excited to be at Panorama. 
They feel they “saved the best for last.” We are 
glad they did. Welcome Steve and Carol! ▪︎ 

3952 Holladay Park Loop, x 5361

Charlie & Ruthanne Hatfield

BY CAROL HARMA 

It still seems 
strange meeting 
new residents 
outdoors, especially 
when one of  the 
people you are 
interviewing is an 
interior designer. 

Both Charlie and 
Ruthanne are Boston natives. Charlie graduated 
from Harvard College and went to work for 
Liberty Mutual Insurance Company. Shortly 
thereafter he started his own insurance claims firm 
which he sold in 1981 after expanding to four 
offices and 50 employees. He then went into real 
estate development, later gravitating to financial 
planning. 

Ruthanne’s degree is in interior design and space 
planning. She quickly realized her passion was 
interior re-design, which creates new interiors by 
rearranging and reinventing what the homeowner 
already has, and they enjoy the results that 
evening. She’s made two appearances on HGTV’s 
Decorating Cents. 

In 1997 they left the New England winters behind 
and moved to Northern California to be nearer to 
Charlie’s sons and to enjoy a warmer climate. 

They worked together in interior re-design for 
several years, then became instructors in Napa, 
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Karen was born in Florida, also grew up in an Air 
Force family, graduated from Puyallup High 
School, and attended UPS as a chemistry major 
and a medical generalist. The couple met as lab 
partners in the chemistry lab; guess there was more 
than one kind of  chemistry going on here, as they 
have been married 52 years! 

Karen’s career was in the hospital/lab setting 
ranging from Western State Hospital to other 
hospitals where they were stationed. Along the 
way, they had two children. Jim continued to 
work after Air Force retirement in the specialty 
food business and as a residential realtor. Karen 
joined him in the realty business; they are now 
fully retired. 

They still own an airplane, a Quad City Challenger 
II Clip Wing Special which they built. It is 
currently hangared in the Spokane area, and they 
are looking forward to bringing it west. 

Through researching CCRCs, they discovered 
Panorama and value the proximity to medical 
facilities, the acceptance of  two large dogs, and the 
feeling of  security. Jim has been an avid fisherman; 
Karen loves to sew. They both love to read and 
travel. Their favorite trip was a biking/barge trip in 
the Netherlands. Jim mentioned that he would love 
to start a winemaking group which I heartily 
encouraged him to do. 

This peripatetic and fascinating couple are such a 
welcome addition to Panorama; once they get 
unpacked and downsized, I am certain they will 
find their niche to use all the talents they have. ▪︎ 

2381 Chambers Lake Lane, x 5775

CA. Besides classroom instruction, adult students 
had hands-on experience in actual homes. They are 
proud to have taught over 250 students from all 
over the US and Canada. 

Besides living in California, they have enjoyed 
living in the desert (Henderson, Nevada) and the 
Olympic Peninsula in Sequim. After researching 
CCRCs in California and Oregon, their friend, 
Karren Lore (now a resident), told them about 
Panorama. When they visited, they realized what a 
special place it is, and applied soon after. They 
arrived on September first and look forward to 
finding their permanent home. 

They feel fortunate to be here and say Washington 
is very much like New England. Ruthanne enjoys 
pickleball and swimming; Charlie is happy to walk 
and explore the beautiful campus. Welcome to 
Panorama, Charlie and Ruthanne. ▪︎ 

2613 Chambers Lake Lane, x 5614

Jim & Karen Schindler

BY PEGGY JAMERSON 

Many readers 
may have 
already met 
Jim and Karen 
as this 
charming 
couple are 
often out 

walking their two collies who are brothers and 
have been shown. They moved here from 
Colbert, a small town just north of  Spokane. 

Jim comes from an Air Force family, was born 
in California, and attended Tacoma area 
schools. He then attended University of  Puget 
Sound as a biology/chemistry major and later 
received his master’s in business. Entering the 
Air Force himself, Jim trained as a pilot and 
spent the next 21 years stationed in Vietnam, 
Texas, Vermont (as an ROTC instructor), 
Oklahoma, and finally, Spokane. He was in the 
Air Training Command for years. 
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Ed & Margaret Tegenfeldt

BY BETTY G. HUMMEL 

Ed, as he prefers 
to be called, and 
Margaret met as 
children in a 
boarding school 
for missionary 
children in 
India. He had 

been born in America but grew up in Burma; she 
was born in India. Both were children of  
missionaries. They chose the University of  
Minnesota when ready for college, she in nursing 
and he as a surgeon. They returned to southern 
India where they worked for 20 years as medical 
missionaries. Their concern for people resulted in 
their determination to be of  service to all. 

After leaving India they chose to live in Kitsap 
County where Ed continued working as a surgeon 
until he retired professionally. They spent several 
years at Pacific Beach, Washington, before coming 
to Panorama where they already knew some 
residents.  

They are the parents of  five children, one of  
whom is bi-racial and was adopted before they 
returned to India. As their family increased, they 
experienced the pain of  sending children off  to 
boarding school; this was a different experience 
than going themselves. They are now able to enjoy 
fourteen grandchildren and four great 
grandchildren, as some live nearby. 

This interesting couple is still getting settled and 
when asked what they are interested in here, each 
had a different answer. Margaret sees being so near 
the capitol as an opportunity to continue her 
advocacy of  justice and mercy issues. Ed, on the 
other hand, is not sure. While he took classes in 
woodworking at Grays Harbor Community College 
he found the skin is so much easier to work with 
than wood and does not know if  he will continue 
his woodwork.  

I am anxious to meet this interesting couple when 
it’s safe. Please join me in welcoming them. ▪︎ 

4100 Chambers Lake Drive, x 5951

Donna Brooke

BY PEGGY JAMERSON 

Although it has been nearly a 
year since Donna moved to 
Panorama, I felt fortunate to 
finally be able to interview her 
since she has had a busy time 
during the interim. 

A Pennsylvania transplant, her 
Dad worked for the coal mines 

handling labor issues. They frequently moved but 
high school graduation took place in the same 
small town where she grew up. One of  her fondest 
memories is sitting beside her Mom who was the 
organist at church and singing hymns with her, 
eventually doing solos. She attended West Virginia 
Wesleyan College majoring in psychology, 
sociology and English. 

While living in Baltimore when her husband was 
attending Johns Hopkins University, she applied 
for a position in the psychology department. She 
was told “no women worked there.” Donna then 
went to work for the Maryland social service 
department where she taught the developmentally 
disabled skills they would need to work, including 
how to get a job. She also worked for the State 
welfare department before having two children. 

They relocated to West Virginia where her 
husband was a chemist for 35 years––at a time 
when there were still “stills” in them thar hills! 
Donna returned to school for an accounting 
degree and worked for a small company. 

Donna is an avid quilter, taught quilting classes for 
many years throughout several states, and has 
attended 37 quilt festivals. She is a fan of  figure 
skating and has attended top competitions all over 
the US. She also taught Sunday School classes and 
plays the piano; yes, she has a baby grand in her 
apartment! 

After her husband died and with a daughter living 
in this area, she discovered Panorama through 
friends at her daughter’s church. She particularly 
appreciates “that there is so much care taken to 
keep us safe.” When Donna moved here, she had 
13 sewing machines, but is now down to just four! 
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While she was in the C&R for more than four 
months, she played the piano for its residents; she 
sings in a choir at a church. She can’t wait to join 
the knitting and quilting groups here. 

Donna is a vibrant addition to our community, and 
everyone will enjoy the amusing stories she tells. ▪︎ 

109 Quinault, x 5934

Their favorite form of  travel is on jazz cruises; 
they have already booked trips for several 
upcoming years. They also enjoy attending the 
Oregon Shakespeare Festival. 

Their son and his family lives in the Santa Cruz, 
CA, area where fire recently consumed their 
home and belongings. A goddaughter lives in the 
Boston area. 

Longtime friends, Mike and Nancy Walsh, 
introduced them to Panorama in the ‘80s. After 
the Walshes moved here, Dick and Pat discovered 
the advantages of  Panorama. They were living in 
Reno in a senior community, but found aging-in-
place to be difficult there. 

Dick enjoys walking and exploring his new 
community. Pat taught herself  to knit so is 
looking forward to getting together with other 
knitters. Both are avid readers. Once the campus 
opens up more activities, they will decide just 
where to volunteer their efforts. 

This engaging couple will be such a positive 
addition to our community once we are all able to 
get acquainted. ▪︎ 
1739 Circle Loop, x 5024

Dick & Pat George

BY PEGGY JAMERSON 

Having moved in 
just a month 
before during 
our interview, 
this interesting 
couple is looking 
forward to their 
“forever” home. 

In the meantime, their printer has its very own 
room surrounded by unopened boxes. 

Dick hails from southern California where he 
attended Long Beach State College as a social 
science major and then Boston University School 
of  Theology. Pat is another Pennsylvania 
transplant and moved to Arizona where she 
attended the U. of  A. and Arizona State University 
and got her degree in liberal arts and her Masters 
in English from the University of  La Verne. 

They met in college while volunteering for the 
Methodist Church Young Adult Council and 
married on Dick’s college graduation day. Their 
careers reflect a life of  service. Dick has been a 
youth minister and chaplain at an alcohol rehab 
center and has served in campus ministry. He 
served parishes in Arizona and California with an 
emphasis in mediation and reconciliation. 

Pat worked in youth programs for an African-
American church during the Watts riots. She 
became a high school English teacher in world 
and British literature. She also worked for the 
gifted magnet program in California and retired 
after 35 years. 

Beth Seacord & Marcia 
McLaughlin

BY KRISTI MORRISH 

The high 
“friendliness 
factor” 
among 
Panorama 
residents is a 
quality that 
Beth and 

Marcia noticed as soon as they moved here! 

From Lake Forest Park, WA, Beth and Marcia 
bring unique backgrounds that now enrich our 
community. Marcia grew up in Lexington, MA 
and Beth in Eastchester, NY. 
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Beth describes her “long and varied non-careers” 
beginning with her masters in health 
administration from the University of  
Washington. She was a convalescent home 
administrator, a workers’ compensation claims 
manager, and a massage therapist. She retired in 
2015 from her most rewarding work, teaching 
people with cognitive and physical disabilities to 
use public transportation in King County. 

Marcia worked with the Girl Scouts for 12 years. 
She attended Seattle University to obtain a master 
of  arts in transforming spirituality. She was the 
Spiritual Director of  Richmond Beach 
Congregational Church, in Shoreline, WA. During 
that time, she worked with residents of  Mary’s 
Place, a homeless shelter for women and children. 
She created a successful volunteer program to 
visit women in jail. It was one of  her many 
rewarding projects before retiring in 2019. 

They have traveled extensively within the US and 
to the United Kingdom and France.  

They bring lifelong interests and talents to 
Panorama. Beth loves arts and crafts. Among 
Beth’s many artistic interests are sketching and 
water color. She looks forward to getting to know 
artists here. Marcia was a member of  “Threshold 
Singers” in Seattle, singing for hospice patients, 
and is interested in choral groups here. She is a 
photographer and poet. 

Other shared interests include birding, hiking, 
attending the theater and reading. Their love of  
the great outdoors comes from early years of  
adventures. Marcia has enjoyed numerous canoe 
and day hike adventures. Beth, an avid backpacker, 
scaled Mt. St. Helen’s the year before it erupted. 

Beth and Marcia bring with them two “patch 
tabbies” or “tortoiseshell tabbies,” Smudge and 
KitKat. We welcome them all. They are great 
additions to the Panorama “friendliness factor!” ▪︎ 
1734 Circle Loop, x 5075

Judy Thomas

BY ROSEMARY SHOLD 

Judy and her 
golden 
retriever, 
Missy, a 
certified 
therapy dog, 
are eagerly 
looking 
forward to 

the day when they can resume their “work” as 
therapy partners. Missy has worked at hospitals, 
nursing homes, grade schools and hospice. 

Judy lived in Casper, Wyoming, for fifty years 
before making her way to Panorama. She worked 
in the energy industry as “patrolling landman.” 
This entailed negotiating with landowners to 
acquire drilling leases on behalf  of  oil and gas 
companies. 

Judy heard of  Panorama through her daughter 
who lives in Olympia. They were impressed with 

the lovely grounds, the amount of  space between 
independent living units, and the many facilities 
available for residents’ use. Being able to keep 
Missy with her was high on her list of  priorities. 
She liked the positive attitude of  her retirement 
advisor and the copious amount of  information 
she was given. 

She is eagerly anticipating the day when all her 
boxes are unpacked and she can visit with the 
friendly folks she meets while walking Missy. Judy 
and Missy are both looking forward to being a 
part of  the pet community, taking the Nordic 
Walking classes, and resuming their very 
rewarding therapy work.  

With a key to the Pet Park and their daily walks, 
Judy and Missy are out and about often. It is a 
good opportunity to say “hello and welcome.” ▪︎ 
4118 Circle Court, x 5346
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Pumpkin Hunting

BY JEAN PHILLIPS

Randall Washington & Lynn 
Setzer

BY BECKY ANDERSON 

Full Disclosure: 
I have known 
Lynn since we 
worked for the 
same company 
and lunched 
together weekly, 
beginning in 
1984. Research 

by my genealogist mother later determined that 
Lynn and I are sixth cousins. 

Visiting us in 2018, they immediately knew that 
Panorama was “the place.” Returning to their 
home in Pinehurst, NC, they waited patiently for a 
spot on Marina Lane, finally arriving in September 
after a 17-day cross-country drive. See Lynn’s 
article in this issue about that trip. 

Lynn and Randall are native North Carolinians. 
Randall grew up in Fuquay-Varina, near Raleigh; 
Lynn was born at Camp Lejeune Marine Base where 
her father was stationed and, like most military kids, 
lived in a variety of  places before her parents 
returned to North Carolina upon retirement. 

Lynn holds degrees in English from Appalachian 
State and Virginia Tech. Her career included stints 
on the faculty of  UNC and NCSU, as well as time 
in the software industry. She is the author of  five 
books on travel and hiking, among them A Season 
on the Appalachian Trail and Tar Heel History on Foot. 

Randall’s degrees are in business from East 
Carolina University and the University of  North 
Carolina Chapel Hill. Founder of  Randakk's Cycle 
Shakk LLC, a leading international provider of  
restoration resources for vintage Honda 
motorcycles, he was a consultant to the motorcycle 
industry. His previous career was in software and 
medical sales. 

They moved to Washington to explore the western 
US and Canada. In their first month at Panorama, 
they revisited Mount Rainier where they had 
honeymooned, and visited the Billy Frank 
Nisqually Wildlife Refuge four times. Besides 
outdoor adventuring, they are “looking forward to 
gym time, lap swimming, events in the auditorium, 
seeing all of  these dear people sans masks, and 
maybe starting a dachshund appreciation society.” 

When the masks come off, you will enjoy getting 
to know these interesting people. Welcome Lynn 
and Randall! ▪︎ 
2540 Marina Lane, x 5950

Hope Under the Snow

BY MARCIA McLAUGHLIN 

snow 
soft and white 
winter cold 
sparkling in the sun 
creating quiet 
quiet in a busy world 
blanket for the earth 
covering tiny shoots of  green 
laughing at those signs of  spring 
time out 
it seems to say 
retreat and rest 

time to sleep 
to curl up by a fire and 
read a book 
or go outside 
and quietly walk 
in the crisp, cold air 
work will still be there 
when the snow melts 
and spring returns 
snow is  
God’s way of  giving us rest 
of  giving us quiet 

under the snow 
new life will grow 
quietly, unseen. 
new hope is under the snow 
waiting for the warm sun 
to bring it forth into the light. 
hope––new beginnings 
a letting go of  the old 
so that new life can begin. ▪︎



 

When he and Karen were married, he promised 
that they would settle in one place, but that was a 
promise he couldn’t keep. They followed his jobs 
in the aerospace industry, helicopters, and 
eventually in the utility industry. Of  all the places 
they lived, the family’s favorite was Texas. Karen 
was busy raising their five boys, including twins.  

Joe retired in 2001 and they settled in Laughlin. 
When Karen and a friend attended a Sewing 
Expo at the Puyallup Fairgrounds, they ended up 
sharing a table with a couple from Panorama. 
Back home she and Joe looked it up and decided 
this was the place for them. They are now in a 
tiny temporary and hope to find a permanent 
place with more storage.  

They both love to travel. Their favorite trip was 
a 60th anniversary cruise down the west coast 
of  South America and around Cape Horn to 
Buenos Aires. 

Arriving during the pandemic closure, they have 
yet to experience the activities here. Joe looks 
forward excitedly to unlimited access to the pool 
and fitness center. Karen hopes to continue with 
her quilting. They both look forward to meeting 
new people. 

Welcome Joe and Karen! ▪︎ 
2234 Chambers Lake Lane, x 5923
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Joe and Karen Simpson

BY CAROL HARMA 

I met Karen 
via email even 
before they 
moved into 
Panorama in 
mid August. 
She was soon a 
part of  our 
neighborhood 

quilters “group of  five.” Joe and Karen moved 
here from Laughlin, Nevada, so they are still 
getting used to the cooler climate. 

Joe was born in San Pedro, California, but didn’t 
live there long. He didn’t go to the same school 
two years in a row because his dad was in the US 
Navy. When his father retired, the family settled in 
Idaho Falls where Joe completed the last two 
years of  high school—and met Karen. Karen had 
grown up in Idaho Falls and attended school 
there. In an interesting aside, Karen’s dad had 
worked for a short time in San Pedro, and it 
turned out that both Karen and Joe had been 
baptized in the same church. 

Joe received a degree in business at University of  
Idaho and returned for a degree in engineering. 

From dusk to dawn, their 
shift is long 

They persevere throughout 
The moonlit night, the 

pouring rain 
But will they contract out? 
Alas! they focus on 

themselves 
A new lodge built this year? 
The beavers busy on the 

pond 
No Aspen’s safe I fear.  
They strip the site, just 

stumps chewed down 

There’s nothing left to see 
Trunks and branches, leaves 

and bark 
Oh! the economy 
They’ve iron teeth, and 

webbed back feet 
Need no performance bond 
No permit and no union 

dues  
For beavers on the pond. ▪︎

Caution: Logging Underway

BY ERNESTA BALLARD
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The Dutch Oven 

BY EMILY RAY 

M om was fond of  making stews and pot 
roasts. She nestled the meat and vegetables 

in a black Dutch oven, added some water and 
herbs, and heaved it into the maw of  the kitchen 
range. Hours later she’d haul it out, thicken the 
juice with flour and water, and voila! Our Sunday 
dinner, the very steam causing our mouths to 
water.  

The years rolled on. We children left home, 
dispersed. As frail elders, our parents ate tiny meals 
and hosted few events. The Dutch oven took a 
long holiday. 

Not long after Dad died, it was time for Mom to 
move to the Collington progressive care facility in 
Maryland. We four children divvied up some of  
the household items. I claimed the Dutch oven. 
No one else wanted a “second set” of  flatware, so 
I packed it into the Dutch oven. It became my 
carry-on luggage flying home to the West Coast.  

The trip involved several flights. For each one I 
had to untie the pot, unwrap a small protective rag 
rug, and display the flatware for the security 
personnel. The oven when empty weighs 
12 pounds. It weighed a lot more with 
the flatware. I believe I created 
permanent gaps between wrist, 
elbow and shoulder as I staggered 
through airports with my 
treasures. 

Stainless steel cookware began its 
ascendance. I held on to my cast iron 
pot. A friend of  Jim’s died, and I 
acquired more cast iron. Today I have, in 
addition to the Dutch oven, four cast iron frying 
pans—diameters of  twelve, ten, seven, and five 
inches. They all come in handy. The larger ones 
produce elegant Dutch babies, full of  eggs and 
butter. The black background of  the pan gives a 
beautiful frame to the golden brown puffed 
pancake. 

My backyard neighbor popped in one day when we 
were having a late breakfast of  Dutch baby. She 
goggled at it—it IS an impressive sight. She 

wanted the recipe and I gave it to her. But did she 
have a cast iron pan? Well, no. Her mother-in-law 
had had several, but my friend pitched them out 
after her death. She tried the recipe in a Pyrex pan
—just not the same. Last I heard she was still 
searching secondhand stores to find one. 

Son Josh has an up-to-date steam oven in Seattle. 
My cast iron Dutch oven can create its own 
steam when I put a sheet of  foil between lid and 
pot for a good seal. At our recent family dinner, 
the pork shoulder roast fell apart. I spooned meat 
and caramelized gravy on rice with greens. We 
had a feast. 

The main drawback to cast iron is keeping it 
seasoned so that food won’t stick. A 30-year 
project of  my marriage has been teaching Jim to 
clean it properly. His German soul aches to take 
steel wool and soap to it. That’s a sure recipe for 
gluing a fried egg to a pan. 

Occasionally a pan must be well cleaned and 
subjected to re-seasoning. That involves 

wiping it well with vegetable oil and warming it in 
an oven until the oil is largely absorbed. Then the 
pan is good as new—or rather, better than new, 

because a new cast iron pan must be 
seasoned before entering service. 

Where did the Dutch oven live 
before Mom and Dad acquired 
it? I used to think it came from 
the Horne place in Polk 
County, NC. Its sturdy wire 
handle could have been hung 

on a hook over the open fire in 
our great-grandparents’ home. 

Now I am not so sure. I can’t believe 
Aunt Pauline, who lived out her life in 

that house, would have given that useful item to 
her brother, our dad. She had other cast iron pans, 
including a flat round one for baking her feather-
light biscuits. She knew how to preserve them. She 
wouldn’t have traded cast iron for stainless. 

So maybe Mom and Dad bought the Dutch oven 
when they set up housekeeping together. If  they 
did, the pot is now over 80 years old. It will serve 
me some years yet. Then I expect it to join Josh’s 
household; I have noticed his covetous eyes! ▪
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Before and After COVID-19

BY DONNA VANCE

C
O
V
I
D

AFTER
Cough or sneeze, low-grade temp?  
Oh no, could I have COVID?

Zoom anyone?

Let's plan a road trip, sandwiches in the car, no 
further away than your bladder will allow.

Let's stay in for dinner and get a pay-per-view 
movie.

Sunday morning, YouTube church 
service...whenever...

Going shopping today...online.

Wear your face mask everywhere; who knew I'd 
have a wardrobe of  face masks?

Let's go for a walk in the beautiful fall weather 
but wear your mask and stay 6-feet away from 
anyone else walking.
Yoga pants, t-shirt, PJ’s...relax, make a phone call 
or email or text or FaceTime a friend. Visit? I 
don't think so.

Regular schedule: get up sometime before noon. 
What's the plan for today??

COVID uniform: sweats and t-shirt, may be 
worn 2-3 days in a row.

School routine, 5 days a week in front of  the 
computer (Mom, do you have to be my teacher 
again? I MISS SCHOOL).
Hobbies, something to do in the house by 
yourself  anytime because you can't really go 
anywhere else.

Cooking dinner at home, necessary because the 
only other option is carry-out or delivery.

Life is still good.

BEFORE
Cough or sneeze, low-grade temp? 
No worries, it's allergies.

Come on over for coffee, tea, happy hour.

Let's plan a vacation, somewhere exotic and 
warm, maybe a cruise.

Let's go out for dinner and a movie.

Sunday morning, get dressed up and go to church 
then out for breakfast.

Going shopping today.

It's interesting how many tourist wear face masks 
when they visit our country.

Let's go for a walk in the beautiful fall weather.

Nice slacks, new shirt, let's go visit family and 
friends.

Regular schedule: get up early and get ready for 
the day (whether it's work, errands, whatever).

Work uniform: casual chic, something different 
every day.

School routine, 5 days a week (Mom, do I have to 
go to school today?),

Hobbies, something to do in the odd moments 
when you're free.

Cooking dinner at home, necessary when going 
out to dinner isn't an option.

Life is good.



 

I’m gently pushed inside. Another agent greets me 
with an emotionless “Good afternoon.” The door 
shuts behind me. 

Barbara passes through without being kidnapped. 

“What happened to my husband? He just 
disappeared.” 

“No one just disappears in here, ma’am … move 
that way for the tree and cake.” 

Meanwhile, I’m in a very, very small room, barely 
lit from a single ceiling fixture, one folding chair, 
one previously mentioned agent, no windows. 
Most unnerving are two small, unmarked doors, 
each without a handle or keyhole. 

 “I’m Agent McDermott.” 

“What’s the problem? Why 
am I here? Where am I?” 

“Let me just check you with 
this,” waving what looked like 
a 1990s airport metal detector, 
then a quick pat down. “Okay, 
please have a seat.” 

“Can I go now? My wife 
won’t know what happened to 
me.” 

“You can relax for a while. 
We’re waiting for an agent 
from the special unit.” 

“What special unit?” 

“The one that needs to check you.” 

After several minutes of  uncomfortable, 
unsatisfying quiet and incredibly deep and 
unnerving silence, I notice my knee bouncing up 
and down, my breaths coming faster, the room 
feeling smaller. I decide conversation might be 
better than silence. 

“Agent McDermott. I’ve never met a Secret 
Service agent before. What’s it like? 

Agent McDermott smiles, just slightly and his 
shoulders relax. “It’s really good.” 

“But we’re here in this tiny room. Don’t you get 
out to protect the President?” 

STORY

Locked in the White House ––
A Holiday Story 
BY MICHAEL SILVERSTEIN 

December 1994. The invitation had been 
sitting on my desk for two weeks: “You and 

your family are invited to celebrate the holidays 
under the White House Christmas tree. As thanks 
for the important work you do, we welcome you 
and other senior staff  for refreshments with the 
First Family.” 

Wow. After a year working in the Department of  
Labor three levels down from the President, I’m 
being invited to meet him––and to have a piece 
of  cake. So, after an early morning appointment, 
dressed in my best blue business suit, my tie 
adjusted with a perfect 
double Windsor knot,  
Barbara and I arrive at 
the designated White 
House gate, joining 
about 500 other staffers.  

Moving slowly forward, I 
wonder how firm my 
handshake with the 
President should be. And 
what should I say––
Merry Christmas, Happy 
Chanukah, or the more 
ambiguous Happy 
Holidays? And after 
that? “You’re doing a 
wonderful job, sir” or maybe something about 
policy or politics? No, deep breath, slow down; 
you serve at the President’s pleasure: probably 
best just to shake hands and eat cake. 

After a few more presidential fantasies we reach 
the “trust but verify” part of  the visit, the metal 
detectors. And my day becomes decidedly less 
merry. 

Coins, keys and pager out of  pockets, Barbara 
behind me, I follow the line through the detector. 
Once on the other side, ready to follow the others 
to the left, I’m grabbed on either arm by two 
scowling Secret Service agents and pulled to the 
right. Two quick steps to a door I hadn’t noticed, 
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“Oh, of  course. We rotate. I’m not here all the 
time.” 

“What? You’re being punished today?” 

“Oh, no this is a great assignment. I meet lots of  
people.” 

“But you’re not watching the President or First 
Lady.” 

“No, but hey, I met Whoopi Goldberg. Funny 
lady, very nice. That was a good day.” 

After discussing actors, football players and 
other special people, Agent McDermott 
says we need to wait for the guy from the 
special unit. We fall silent again. 

The door finally opens. The special 
agent from the special unit is tall, 
straight-backed with chiseled jawline 
and piercing expression. The face of  a 
very special agent, but with a long, 
rumpled raincoat, I’m thinking Columbo. 
This might have been funny; but with a 
large object barely concealed under his coat, 
things have turned menacing. 

No words spoken, no introduction given. The 
two agents exchange a dark glance. 

“Stand up, sir!” 

The special agent from the special unit 
unbuttons his coat and pulls out a piece of  

equipment that my memory says was seven feet 
long with dials, buttons and lights. I’m pretty 
certain I saw one in “The Return of  the Jedi.” 

Silently, the special agent from the special unit 
waves it up and down my body. Lots of  clicking 
and whirring. When he stops, the agents exchange 
another dark glance and walk to the corner, 
whispering. 

“Sir, can you think of  any reason we might be 
picking up a lot of  radioactivity?” 

“What? I don’t have any metal in my pockets.” 

“Yes, sir. We know that. This is not a metal 
detector. But, it does tell us something is very 
radioactive. Think hard. What have you been up 
to today?” 

“Well, I went to the cardiologist this morning. I got 
injected with a dye, got on a treadmill and had a 
stress test.” 

“Injected with a dye?” 

“Well, yes; is that a problem?”  

More whispering and dark glances. 

“Well, that’s it, then.” 

“That’s it?” 

“Yes. You were injected with a radioactive 
tracer. You’re not trying to sneak something 

radioactive into the White House. It’s you 
that’s radioactive.” 

“And that’s okay?” 

“Sure. No problem. You may be hot, 
but you’re free to go.” 

One of  the unmarked doors opens; I 
walk through. I’m alone in a large 

courtyard, transformed from a terrorist 
suspect to a special guest, obviously so 

harmless that I’m now free to wander around 
the White House without a guard or even an 

escort. Which I do: wander around, trying 
doorknobs and wondering where’s Barbara and 
where’s the reception. 

Several doorknobs later I’m in a big room with a 
Christmas tree, a table with a lot of  crumbs and an 
empty punch bowl. A young woman sweeping up 
looks at me. 

“Hi. I’m a little late. Where is everybody?” 

“Oh, they left. The cake’s gone. Would you like me 
to find you some punch?” 

“No, but I wonder … was the President here?” 

“Yes, of  course.” 

“Well, Happy Holidays to you. And if  you see the 
President again please wish him Happy Holidays 
from me, Michael.” 

A few minutes later I stumble into the lobby and 
find Barbara. 

“Michael, where have you been? I’ve been really 
worried. Please don’t try to make up some story.” ▪︎
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Yes. 
It’s 

YOU that 
is radioactive!
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How to Bake a Cake

BY CHARLES KASLER 

let's bake a cake, 
it will be fun 
let's see… 
cheesecake, 
Swiss cheesecake, 
macaroni and cheesecake? 
no, too complicated 
I know––a pound cake, 
or if  you're Canadian, 
a kilogram cake 
ha ha 
this will be fun 
it will be a piece of  cake 

                 1 
gather your ingredients: 
butter 
sugar 
salt 
a Bud Lite 
vanilla extract 
eggs 
lots and lots of  flour, 
the more the better 
for a fluffy cake 

                 2 
preheat the oven 
we need a baking pan, 
hopefully not the same one 
as your dog’s water dish, 
but that will do in a pinch 
he may get a little thirsty, 
but I’ll bet he’d sure like 
a piece of  cake when it's ready 
grease the pan 
use butter or shortening 
Vaseline will do 
in a pinch 
preheat the flour 
sprinkle into the pan 
use sawdust if  you’re out of  
flour 
rotate the pan until it’s 
evenly coated, 
then tap out the excess 
and rub into your hair 
for that modern styled look 

                 3 
cream the butter and sugar 
place in a mixing bowl 

Wind Finds a Home

BY ROBERT MORASKY 

Still like ice 
The air was guarded, 
Fettered, watched, 
The Wind was yarded. 

Bound by a pact 
Not of  Your making, 
Sworn, not ventured 
For the breaking. 

Throughout all time 
You knew the direction, 
The eternal nature 
To suffer perfection. 

The Mistral stirs cold. 
A sibling to you. 

beat together until 
you get bored 
add seasonings: 
pepper, oregano, chives… 
have fun and be creative 
cook the books 

                 4 
add vanilla 
preheat the eggs 
here’s a tip––toss in the 
eggshells 
for more protein 
stir in the flour 
pour the batter into the pan 

                 5 
bake the cake for 1 hour 
rotate the pan halfway through 
to ensure it bakes evenly 
the cake is finished when 
you get tired of  waiting 
enjoy your delicious cake 
and don’t forget a piece 
for your dog! ▪ 

Blows over the coast 
Where ancient winds do. 

With growing force 
Free of  pretenses  
You must respond. 
There are no fences. 

The Mighty Sirocco  
Dusty, hot, dry 
To Middle Sea 
Sahara sands fly. 

You do what was meant; 
Enter the game 
No reluctance,  
no notion of  fame. 

Respond to the drive. 
Accept causation, 
The natural, right action 
Without hesitation. 

Santa Ana roars 
off  the Great Basin 
Downslope from Baja 
Fiery gusts hasten. 

Oh, go run You Wind. 
Let pressures make flight. 
Fill, lift all before  
who gather Your might. 

And, let us soar in Your embrace. ▪
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Lost

BY JOAN TENENBAUM 

Back in the 80s when I was still living in Alaska 
I made one of  my winter trips to Chefornak 

in Southwestern Alaska. I arrived just after an 
extreme cold spell lasting for a couple of  weeks. It 
had been cold enough for propane to turn to gel in 
the lines and for pipes to freeze no matter how 
deep they were buried. 

I walked around the whole village visiting friends, 
including my friend, Peter, as I always did when I 
spent time in the village. He had just returned from 
a stay in the hospital, and he told me his story. 

It was a sunny day a few weeks earlier. There was a 
nice breeze; people were outside. Pete was working 
on one of  his snow machines, trying to return it to 
service. A Yup’ik man is not complete without his 
means of  travel, and in the winter, that means his 
snow machine. Pete needed a part that the local 
Chefornak store didn’t have, but it was in stock in 
Toksook Bay, a village on Nelson Island, about 40 
miles as the raven flies from Chefornak. Toksook 
Bay and Chefornak, both on the Bering Sea coast, 
share culture, language and family, and travel back 
and forth is frequent. Pete expected a quick trip 
there and back, as the weather was fine and the 
trail good. 

He wore only a light jacket and took no sled 
holding extra gas and emergency gear. The first 
rule of  travel was that one always carried 
emergency gear, but the weather was so nice that 
Pete wanted to have the speediest possible trip.  

He bought the part and quickly was back on the 
trail heading home. Suddenly the weather changed. 
Instead of  the fine, clear day, fog was moving in, 
obscuring the trail and all landmarks in the almost 

flat tundra. Pete turned toward the coast, thinking 
to follow its outline home. Even in the fog, 
travelers can hug the coastline and eventually find 
their home river. 

Soon, however, even that became problematical. 
The many ins and outs of  the coastline ate up gas, 
and the fog was disorienting, and Pete soon found 
he had lost his way. When everything you can see 
is white there is no direction, and nothing makes 
sense. Then, his snow machine ran out of  gas. 

Second rule: always stay with the snow machine. 
Searchers will be looking for it. Stay put. By this 
time it was late in the day and getting dark. Pete 
hunkered down. 

A day went by. Pete had a tiny amount of  food 
with him and, of  course, there was snow for water. 
He knew a search and rescue party would be 
organized as soon as he was reported as having 
failed to come back. He waited.  

T he weather had become wet; the fog had 
changed to sleet and rain. Wet in Alaska 

means cold. And Pete was cold. But Pete was an 
Eskimo man, a nukallpiaq, a hunter in his prime. 
He knew cold, and he knew searchers would be 
looking. Another day went by. 

In the village, a search party was organized as soon 
as Pete was reported missing. Several men on snow 
machines, Pete’s brothers, cousins and extended 
family, left to search till dark in the direction he was 
most likely to be. On the second day they searched. 
And searched. And again came home. On the third 
day everyone knew that if  they did not find him on 
this day, it would not be a rescue. They searched for 
hours and hours, making a grid pattern, redoubling 
their efforts. He was one of  their prime young men. 
His wife, children and extended family depended on 
him. They needed him. 
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Out on the tundra Pete was beginning to fade. 
The cold, the wet, lack of  food and shelter––all 
were taking their toll. He tried in vain to start his 
snow machine, tried to remember everything his 
elders had told him about survival. He listened for 
the sound of  engines, but was becoming weak. 
And then he had a vision. It was the Woman of  
Death, beckoning to him. In her seductive voice 
she offered him a warm fur parka, told him to 
take off  his wet clothes, and put on her dry furs. 
Pete was tempted. But he resisted. Somewhere in 
the depth of  his being he knew it wasn’t true. He 
had heard about this Woman of  Death and had 
been told legends of  this seductress who offered a 
warm coat. Somewhere in the part of  him that 
still had strength he drew up the courage and the 
fortitude and the grit that had allowed his people 
to survive for millennia all across the Arctic. He 
turned away from her. He said “No.” 

It was nearing dusk on the third day, and the 
searchers were desperate. They made another 

SOUTH

SUDAN

sweep. It was almost too dark to see in the deep 
blue snowy landscape. They gathered as a group to 
talk and, reluctantly, decided it was no use. 
Defeated, they decided to turn around and head 
back to the village.  

Pete, by now desperate himself, was beginning to 
shiver. He searched and searched the horizon. 
Hopelessness was creeping in. And then he 
thought he saw a light. He thought he saw a light, 
the headlight of  a snow machine which he knew 
must be the searchers looking for him. With his 
last strength he heaved his snow machine around 
to face the direction of  the light, and frantically 
pulled on the starter cord. He knew if  he pulled on 
the cord it would generate enough electricity for 
the headlight to flash. He pulled and pulled, his life 
depending on it. 

The men made a wide arcing curve to head back to 
the village. As he made the turn, one of  the men 
took one last look behind him … and saw … a 
flash of  light. ▪ 

What’s behind a mask? 

BY LYNN SETZER 

I n this Age of  COVID, we wondered what our 
cross-country trek from Pinehurst, North 

Carolina, to Lacey, Washington, to Panorama 
would be like. Motels were slowly reopening; 
restaurants were struggling to reopen; and 
everywhere Americans were coping with, in varying 
degrees, wearing masks and trying to keep their 
distance. What kind of  trip would it be? 

Garmin, our GPS friend, said that the distance was 
about 2,900 miles. But Garmin miles are “crow 
miles.” Actual road miles would total closer to 
4,000. But so what. After two plus years of  waiting, 
Panorama was firmly in our sights, not a minute 
too soon.  

When moving day arrived, we were in high spirits. 
Our goal was three-fold: not to outrun the van 
bringing our stuff, see a bit of  America along the 
way, and arrive alive and healthy. 

Challenges began early. In central Tennessee the 
turbulent remnants of  Hurricane Laura pounded 
us. Thankfully the rain eased just east of  Nashville 

as we traveled the back roads to pay our respects 
to Patsy Cline and her crazy good voice at the site 
where her plane crashed in 1963. 

Crossing the Mississippi at Cape Girardeau, 
Missouri, we saw the river running high—whole 
trees floated alongside barges—and gained a new 
appreciation for the floodgates that protect the 
town. We hoped for better weather on day four, 
but unstable air masses were colliding, and not in a 
good way. Near noon, the sky grew dark, dark 
enough to cause the street lights to glow in a little 
town we passed through. Though we jumped onto 
the interstate, we jumped off  only a few miles later 
when our tornado apps signaled trouble. Twisters! 
We sheltered alongside a Shake Shack to wait out 
what felt like impending doom.  

By Kansas, stormy weather was behind us and we 
gladly relaxed and took in some Americana. The 
Barbed Wire Museum in La Crosse did not 
disappoint. Nor did the Evel Knievel Museum in 
Topeka. We also enjoyed an afternoon visiting the 
boyhood home of  Dwight D. Eisenhower in 
Abilene and a morning admiring motorcycles in 
the St. Francis Motorcycle Museum. 



 

With the great open spaces of  the American West 
surrounding us, we passed through Greeley, 
Colorado and were amazed to learn that Greeley
—Greeley!—is the potato capital of  Colorado. 
Who knew? 

I n Greeley we turned north, stopping for our 
own “close encounter” with Devil’s Tower in 

Wyoming. Then we rolled across Montana, visiting 
the Little Big Horn before turning west. The little 
bit of  smoke wafting in from the wildfires in 
Colorado, Wyoming, and Montana hardly bothered 
us at all.  

In Billings we ate inside a restaurant for the first 
time. Then it was on to Cooke City, Montana, the 
northeast entrance to Yellowstone National Park. 

To reach Cooke 
City, we’d climb 
Beartooth Pass, 
elevation 
10,948 feet. 
This high-
elevation 
traverse 
through the 
Rockies is said 
to dazzle 

travelers with long-distance views of  sparkling 
alpine lakes, lush meadows, and permanent 
snowfields. We wanted to soak it in. 

Well. The weather was changing again, creating fog 
thick as pudding. We couldn’t see much beyond the 
hood of  our Subaru as we crawled up the 
switchbacks. No sparkling alpine lakes and lush 
meadows for us! We arrived in Cooke City just as 
snow started falling and learned the next morning 
that a freak snowstorm had followed us, blanketing 
Beartooth Pass with 11 inches of  snow. In 
Yellowstone, the snow was just deep enough to 
make everything pretty. 

Our pause at Yellowstone was especially delightful: 
a herd of  buffalo, maybe 200 strong, crossed in 
front of  us as we rolled through the Lamar Valley 
to Mammoth Hot Springs. 

As we turned north again, Panorama felt more 
real. We waved at Butte and devoured tacos in 
Missoula. We were eager to cross the Washington 
state line into Spokane to enjoy the city. 

Unfortunately, road construction in Coeur d’Alene 
had other ideas. Still, enough daylight remained to 
enjoy a beautiful Saturday evening in Spokane’s 
Riverfront Park.  

But nothing, and I mean nothing, was in our sights 
Sunday morning when we left Spokane. The Great 
Washington State Smoke-In had arrived. 
Ellensburg? Dreamlike in the haze. Crossing the 
brawny Columbia River? The smoke was so thick 
that we couldn’t see that either. 

When we arrived in Lacey, the town seemed like a 
mirage due to the smoke. Was Panorama a mirage 
as well? 

We had enjoyed the trip, but we were ready to be 
off  the road. We were just as eager to meet our 
neighbors as best we could in this Age of  Covid. 
But now, due to the smoke from the wildfires, we 
could hardly see beautiful Panorama. And 
everybody was staying inside for good reason. 

So what’s behind a mask? Well, we discovered 
that in the months since the coronavirus 

appeared, the Panorama staff  and especially our 
neighbors had learned a little bit of  magic. They 
can smile with their eyes and put warmth into their 
voices! And all have been especially adept at 
keeping their distance while waving hello and 
offering to help—and bringing brownies and ideas 
about where to hike. (How did they know?) We’ve 
discovered that neither masks nor distance keep 
Panorama folk from exuding friendliness. For 
those small but important kindnesses, we are truly 
grateful.  

And we’re really looking forward to the day when 
we get to see all the smiling faces! ▪
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Beartooth Pass in fog. Montana.

Lynn Setzer an Randall Washington



 

write papers concerning Nathaniel Hawthorne. 
On the day when you turned them in I took them 
home and laid them out, as I usually do, to go 
over them and get a first look. I take your papers 
seriously because they give me a clue concerning 
how well both of  us are doing––me, as instructor, 
and you, as students. 

“During the first read through two papers had a 
ring of  familiarity. Their words leaped at me as I 
read them, yet I could not place where I had seen 
them before. Certainly, through the years as a 
college professor one reads hundreds of  papers. 
Why did these two seem so familiar since they 
were, supposedly, new papers? Then, shortly after 
I had read your papers I had a spark of  
remembrance––a flash of  insight.  

“The next afternoon I went to 
Cowles Library and asked to 
see a copy of  a particular 
master’s thesis. The librarian on 
duty told me that there were 
two copies of  the thesis and 
that both were checked out. It 
seemed to me odd that both 
copies would be out of  the 
library at the same time. He put 
out a call for the return and 
called me the next afternoon to 

say that they were both back in the library files. I 
told him that I would come right over. There was 
something I wanted to check concerning each 
copy. I compared them with the two papers and 
found that parts of  the thesis had been copied 
verbatim.” 

Pausing briefly and looking at the class 
members individually, he soon continued 

speaking, “A few years ago I was asked to provide 
support and assistance to a young graduate 
student who was physically handicapped. He had 
been lucky to attend college because of  the nature 
of  his severe deformity. Spurred on by his grit 
and determination, he persisted through six years, 
received his B.A. in literature and continued into 
graduate school, writing his thesis on Nathaniel 
Hawthorne. I was his thesis coach. I helped him 
through his graduate school years, especially in 
the year he wrote his thesis. I read the thesis over 

A Memorable Speech

BY BOB BOWERS 

By the time you settle down in a beautiful 
retirement community you’ve heard many fine 

speeches and a few memorable ones. On Monday, 
October 24, 1955, Eleanor Roosevelt was United 
Nations Day guest speaker at my college, Drake 
University. She spoke from the pulpit of  University 
Christian Church. The 1920’s design church was 
across from the main campus of  the college.  

A group of  us sat in a back pew in the immense 
sanctuary and listened to her high-pitched voice 
speak about the importance of  the UN and its 
place as the uniting force for peace in the world. 
Her generous smile and good will graced the words 
she spoke from the pulpit. The speech was an 
earnest plea for world peace 
and justice through support 
for the UN. It was a fine 
speech but not a memorable 
one when all is considered. It’s 
a tough task to speak 
memorable words to young 
college students. After all, 
their most vigorous action so 
far that school year had been 
to snake dance in and out of  
the downtown businesses of  Des Moines after a 
homecoming football victory. 

To be truthful about it, the most memorable 
speech of  my life was so because it riveted my 
attention. It was delivered by a person I had grown 
to respect and was memorable for its simple words 
and the earnestness with which they were delivered. 

I was a junior in college. The English Department 
of  the College of  Liberal Arts offered focus 
courses on three authors, highlighting their writing, 
personal lives, and accomplishments. They were 
fascinating introductions to the icons of  American 
Literature. I took four of  the focus courses in my 
last two years of  college. One semester during the 
school year of  1955-56, we studied Hawthorne, 
James, and Poe. Mr. Dolmitsch was our instructor. 

One day that semester he came to class, sat on the 
edge of  his teacher’s desk and said, “Today we are 
having another kind of  lesson because we have a 
case of  plagiarism. Recently, you were asked to 
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Stealy McStealson

Mr. Dolmitsch



POEMSPOEMSPage 24 | The Voice |  July 2020   July 2020 | The Voice | Page 23 

and over and gave guidance. I was so pleased when 
he received his M.A. [He paused.]  

“Just as I thought, the thesis had been copied by 
both students verbatim in several sections of  their 
work. The two individuals are sitting close to my 
desk as they have been during this semester. After 
class dismisses they will no longer be attending 
Drake University. Plagiarism is the theft of  
intellectual property and will not be tolerated in 
this university. It devalues another person’s work, 
and what is worse, discounts him!” 

That speech was memorable. Picturing in my mind 
as he spoke I could see and feel the situation he was 
describing. I saw the anguish and concern in his 
face. He projected both sorrow and disgust with a 
quiet yet energetic voice. Underneath it all I could 
sense his concern for the two individuals and for the 
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rest of  us. He wanted us all to understand that 
integrity has a high value. Attempting to steal or 
deface another’s priceless work has no value at all 
and deserves only contempt. 

As I remember it, the two students appealed the 
university’s decision. They got no credit for the 
Hawthorne class, but they remained as students of  
the university. The rest of  us learned a lesson that 
lasted a lifetime because of  Mr. Dolmitsch’s 
memorable speech. 

I’ve thought about that memorable speech off  and 
on throughout my life. Its lesson has stuck with me: 
Integrity is the cornerstone of  life that must be 
earned with honest effort and cannot be bought or 
stolen from others. It’s where we are now in this 
nation: struggling to keep our integrity and working 
together with an honest effort to survive. ▪ 

I Kissed the Blarney Stone 

BY VERL ROGERS 

Some years ago, we had a music recital at 
Panorama by local students of  the piano. One 

boy, Landon, perhaps eight years old, played a 
piece called “Blarney Stone Jig.” His playing was 
excellent. 

Irish legend has it that if  you kiss the Blarney 
Stone, you will receive the gift of  eloquent speech. 
“Tis the gift of  Gab!” is the way 
Irishmen put it. The stone is high 
up in Blarney Castle, near the city 
of  Cork in Ireland. 

After the recital, his father listened 
as I spoke with the boy to tell him I 
had kissed the Blarney Stone. 
Landon was more interested in the 
music than in me talking, but his 
father asked if  I really had done the 
deed in Blarney Castle. 

Yes indeed, in 1983 Janet and I visited the castle. I 
volunteered, and by a kiss thereby earned the gift 
of  gab. My ancestors were English. The Irish will 
refuse any Englishman they can, but my hair was 
red like theirs so the Cork folks accepted me and 
my American accent. 

The kiss ain’t easy. You must climb to the top of  
the stone castle wall only to find a stone rampart 
or battlement on brackets out from the face of  the 
wall. There are gaps at your feet where defenders 
can stand and drop stones on, or shoot arrows at, 
attackers below them on the wall. If  you have it, 
you can drop boiling oil too. Hot oil is especially 
effective on men wearing armor. “No Sergeant, 
you cannot have any of  my cooking oil, if  you are 
just going to throw it away on those Huns!” 

The Blarney Stone is at the bottom 
of  one of  those ramparts, so you 
must lie flat on your back with your 
head and shoulders above the gap. 
Hold tight to an iron rail. Two men 
there will hold you. Then tilt your 
face up far enough to kiss the 
stone, greasy from a thousand lips. 
Ignore the germs in the grease. Pay 
the men who held your fragile body 
above the gap. There is a story 

about the guy who did not pay; they say it was an 
accident!  

Presto, you have now received the good gift of  the 
Irish Gab! You can brag to your children, if  they 
will listen. ▪
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Making Bread During the Pandemic

BY EMILY RAY 

The thick white mass slumbers peacefully in the glass jar. 
With the kiss of  fresh flour and water it awakens, slowly 

expands. 
Bubbles form on the surface, crest into foam. 
I seize the moment, add rye and salt, oil or butter, a pinch of  

sugar 
along with what the day inspires––raisins and orange zest, garlic 

and rosemary  
fennel and caraway, walnuts and cinnamon. 
There are worlds of  possibility in sourdough. 
As I turn and transform the resilient mass I dream of  ancient days 
when animal dung or wood or charcoal fueled the fire 
and bread swelled and crisped on hot flat rocks or in earthenware 

ovens. 
Women in flowing robes shared ovens and sustaining stories 
while children frolicked near mud huts or crude wood cabins 
in bleak barren deserts or tall silent forests or lush grasslands. 
Danger came in many guises, from ravening long-toothed beasts 
and plagues carried by vermin, and marauding bands of  savage 

men. 
Equally feared, a yawning grain sack and a cold dark hearth. ▪

Jose the Concrete Artist

BY CAROL SEVERSON 

W hat fun to watch the Concrete Artist at work 
on the new Assisted Living addition, covered 

from head to toe with his red helmet, black mask, 
dark clothes and tools hanging on both sides of  his 
body: 

 A makeshift table to check the plans, 
 Bull dozing, digging, 
 Sawing wood for forms, 
 Straight boards, bending curved ones. 
 More checking the plans, 
 Chalking lines, white chalk, red chalk, 

Leveling, precision, measuring, measuring 
again. 

 Cutting wires, laying wires, 
 Standing back and checking forms. 
 "OH MY ACHING BACK" 

PERFECTION,  READY TO POUR! ▪Photo: Carol Severson
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From Junk to Beauty

BY MAURIE LAUFER 

I t came out of  the blue! “Maurie, come out to 
the garage with me.” So I followed my friend 

Dan out to his unattached garage. There in a 
corner was what looked like a drop-down-door 
desk. The top piece was missing, the drawers were 
missing, the veneer on the drop-down door was 
missing. In short, it was falling apart.  

Against another wall was the top of  the desk, 
about three and a half  feet tall with two glass 
doors with grilles that had disintegrated. It had a 
fancy top piece and the finial was missing; the 
veneer was coming loose. “Maurie,” he said, “this 
has been sitting here in the garage for many, many 
years. Nancy and I would like to have it restored 
and refinished.” 

Because the Panorama wood shop had shut down 
because of  the pandemic, I had moved the 
refinishing projects to my garage and hobby 
room. I ran out of  projects about the end of  June 
so I took another look at what I learned was 
called a “secretary.” We loaded it in Dan’s Prius 
and brought it to my workshop. As we unloaded 

it, my wife Margaret said, “Why are you bringing 
home firewood? We don’t have a fireplace.” 

I started on the bottom desk portion first, took it 
apart and began scraping and sanding. Then came 
staining with English Chestnut and finishing with 
five coats of  Minwax Poly Wipe. It is the first 
time I have finished individual pieces before 
putting them back together, hoping it would come 
out OK. I was highly motivated from the beauty 
of  the first finished piece. 

Next came working on the drawers. Three 
needed to have the veneer re-glued. The fourth 
had to be replaced. Thank you to Chuck Lyon, 
former wood shop bench-mate, for providing 
four pieces of  mahogany. The one used for the 
drawer was soaked in the bathtub overnight so it 
would bend to the contours of  the drawer. It 
worked very well. 
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The drawer pulls were covered with rust. I 
soaked them in vinegar & salt. After 

scrubbing them, it was evident they needed 
something more. I painted them with gold paint 
which was too bright. So using a rag, I swiped and 
made a design on the gold with the same stain 
which darkened the gold to match that of  the 
secretary. They came out beautifully. 

While working, I was thinking of  how to cut out 
new wood grilles for the windows. Thank you to 
Bill Leppard who was able to piece the design 
together, and get it into his computer. He cut out 
the grilles from 1/8 inch mahogany door skin on 
the CNC machine in the wood shop which had 
just reopened. I thank Larry Pratt for letting me 
use his pickup to haul the sheet of  mahogany from 
Hardel’s in West Olympia. 

Steve Dobosz lives across the street and has a 
lathe. I showed Steve the top and asked if  he 
would turn a finial. “Let me see what I can do.” 
You can see from the finished picture that he did 
produce a beautiful finial. Thank you, Steve. 

One day Darrel Snyder came by and asked what I 
was working on. “Come and see.” I had just 

finished putting on the two doors. As we were 
looking it over, I told her that I needed a key for 
the door. Darrel said “I have a ring of  keys at 
home. I will take a look and see if  I have one that 
works.” The next day she came by with the key. 
After almost three months, the project was 
complete. I kept it for a week, so people could 
come by and see it. Remove four screws and the 
top can be lifted off. So it was delivered in two 
pieces to a very happy Dan and Nancy.  

This secretary was my 150th project in the five 
years we have lived at Panorama. A majority of  the 
projects have been for Panorama residents. I have 
built shelves, fixed dresser drawers, tightened many 
wobbly chairs and refinished many pieces of  
furniture.  

I love to see your joy when I return a piece of  
furniture looking like new. Thank you to all of  you 
who have been so generous to me. 

In the last five years I have never been without a 
project on hand. Sometimes I wonder if  I will ever 
have a time with no projects. Well, last week I 
finished my last one and this week I have five new 
ones. Guess I shouldn’t be too worried. ▪

Charlotte’s Web?

BY WILLY EVANS 

Charlotte's Web? 

Each morning I see 
an art piece by thee 
installed in my patio 
where you like to be. 

Your art is so great–– 
to undo it I'd hate. 
So I'll keep it and hope 
it won't meet a bad fate. 

My broom won't wipe out 
your so precious lay-out 
of  the Amsterdam canals 
or similar whereabouts. 

I wish you good luck 
with your plans for today. 
So long, Charlotte dear, 
see you soon if  I may. ▪
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You Deal With It

BY MAVIS JOHNSON 

I  was ten, playing happily with a friend on a cold 
Sunday afternoon. Our parents were huddled 

around the radio. It was December 7th, 1941. 

Life changed and did it ever! Late that afternoon, 
we were back at the farm. A cow was in trouble. 
We drove on the frozen, snowless field to where 
she was trying to deliver a breech calf. Daddy took 
a gunny sack and pulled mightily on the protruding 
legs. Soon the calf  was beside her mother. Daddy 
placed the newborn in the open truck and mom, 
bellowing softly, followed slowly behind to final 
barn. We named it Pearl Harbor! 

It’s July now, and there is a beautiful field of  
waving wheat, days before harvest. Daddy stood 
with his arm around Mother’s shoulder surveying 
it. Finally, after years of  the Depression, 
grasshoppers, drought, you name it, there would 
be a harvest. Untold joy! 

Thursdays meant Daddy’s trip to Aberdeen, SD, to 
play and solo in their wonderful city band. At 
home, we were hearing ominous rumbling which 
became deafening as black, black clouds gathered. 
Mother, sister Doris, and I hurried to shelter cattle, 
chickens, and sheep. 

The skies opened! Huge hailstones! Windows 
shattering! Fifteen minutes of  devastation! Like a 
July snowstorm, except for the newly sheared 
sheep bleating with blood running down their 
backs, dead chickens that hadn’t made the crib and 
gullies of  rapidly melting stones! 

The wheat field was flat. 
People gathered silently 
to view the carnage. The 
storm had hit randomly, 
but when Daddy 
returned, it was the first 
time I had ever seen him 
cry. 

But you deal with it. 
Plenty of  jobs in the 
shipyards said Aunt Lydia 
from Portland. Come! 

I will never forget the auction sale as all the 
equipment and farm animals left with their new 
owners. I can just imagine the angst of  my parents 
but they dealt with it. 

Daddy went to help Henry Kaiser build ships in 
Portland. We stayed behind that cold winter while 
Daddy found us a house and Mother taught 
school. In June we once again were a family, a very 
happy one. “This is God’s country,” Daddy would 
repeat over and over. It was. 

Wartime meant not only blackout curtains, but 
severe housing shortages. The best bedroom was 
rented to a single man. The basement was curtained 
off  to another long-time friend from home. Sister 
and I shared a fold-down cot in the entryway. It 
worked fine except that occasionally one side would 
flop. Doris had just graduated from high school as a 
top student. She earned college money as a welder 
on those ships. Mother easily found substitute 
teaching jobs which meant busing all over the city to 
various local schools. Daddy and Doris both worked 
swing shift, so I learned to make simple evening 
meals for Mother and me. 

The upstairs renter once went to Celilo Falls, 
famous for catching salmon. He arrived back 

with a forty pounder. No cooking facilities upstairs 
so how do we deal with it? No problem. We all ate 
a lot of  salmon and Mother canned the rest. It 
beat the horse meat and rabbits Daddy would find 
at a market down town; no coupons were needed 
for those. At twelve years old, I would leave very 
early on those summer mornings, catching a bus to 
pick beans, strawberries, and best of  all, cherries. I 

loved those three-pronged 
ladders, and also the money I 
earned. 

Come fall I was an eighth 
grader, walking about six 
blocks to school. But there 
were many shortages. One 
was elastic. Our underpants 
had string ties. One very 
memorable day I was on my 
way to school. You guessed 
it. The strings were coming 
loose. It made walking more 
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and more difficult. Try that. I was so shy; I didn’t 
know what to do. People could see me. Finally, I 
had no choice. I stooped down in front of  God 
and everyone and dealt with it. The pants were 
safely in my pocket. My face burned with shame! 

Everything was rationed: meat, coffee, butter, sugar, 
shoes. I wish I had saved those books. We would 
trade stamps, and we dealt with it. One time a South 
Dakota cousin on Army leave came to visit. How 
handsome he was in his uniform. But best of  all, he 
brought us HERSHEY BARS! I still remember how 
long we made each morsel last. 

Crime was almost nonexistent as everyone had 
jobs. We eagerly read the newspapers for war 
reports and at first, most were sobering. There 

were scrap drives for aluminum and any other kind 
of  metal. Later, thanks to Aunt Lydia, I got a 
kitchen job at Good Samaritan Hospital. I learned 
a lot for barely fourteen. 

But the memory I hold most dear was V-E Day: 
May 8, 1945. I watched from a fifth story window 
as a group of  nurses gathered around a flag below 
singing “The Star Spangled Banner.” The 
European war was OVER. Pandemonium, tears, 
hugs! I can’t fully describe the exultation! My 
streetcar ride home was blocked by crowds 
hugging, kissing, exclaiming!  

I walked five miles home as if  on a cloud. 

I guess you could say that we dealt with it.  ▪

Dad in Disguise

BY FRANCES SNYDER 

M y nephew visited me recently, and in his 
lawyerly way, shared his views on many 

subjects. In the past, he liked to talk about 
rock bands and mountain biking. Now 
that he's middle-aged, the topics and his 
attitudes have changed; at 57 he's 
become a bit of  a fogey. 

However, something he mentioned did 
linger in my mind for a while. Paul said 
he'd read two articles that reinforced 
each other. The first, "Forty is the New 
Twenty," makes the point that today's 
young adults are reluctant to abandon 
childhood games as they get older. It 
reminded me of  a book jacket for Cinder, 
written by Marissa Meyer and published 
several years ago, when she was 29. She writes that 
she will “dress-up in a costume at every possible 
opportunity.”  

The second article describes how adults have taken 
Halloween away from children. A few years ago, 
adult spending for Halloween was less than 10% of  
all spending for October 31; now it's over 85%. 
Are the young adults in the twenty-first century 
clinging to their childhood fantasies? Maybe. 

I thought about my parents, and the idea of  my 
mother wearing a princess gown is absurd. She 
would look pretty silly hanging out the wash in a 
gossamer dress and tiara. While my father didn't 
have a dress code for his job, I'm sure his manager 

would have been astonished if  he wore a 
costume from Star Trek to work. No, my 
parents didn't live in a fantasy-driven, 
forever young world. However, they did 
like to have fun, my father especially. 
One incident in particular comes to 
mind. 

The Wollastons lived up our street a few 
houses at the end of  the block. The 
large, somewhat eccentric family 
occupied a big house that stood taller 
than the rest of  the neighborhood. 
People came and went at irregular times 
as they were a family who lived far 

removed from any schedule or routine. Mealtime 
and bedtime could happen anytime and work 
around the house was performed sporadically, if  at 
all. This seemed quite exotic and haphazard in my 
well-regulated, entirely predictable world. 

In true erratic Wollaston fashion, they did acquire 
a possession that became the cutting-edge news of  
the day. Mr. Wollaston bought the first microwave 
oven in our neighborhood. It was an Amana Radar 
Range (pronounced Ray-dar with a slight southern 
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twang and accents on both syllables). We heard tales of  
how speedily food became hot and how quickly a person 
could have a steaming cup of  instant coffee. People were 
invited to come and observe this miracle of  modern living. 
Inspired by the stories of  the microwave's abilities, my 
father decided to have a little fun. 

Scrambling through a little-used closet of  castaway items, 
Dad dug up his ensemble. First, he donned a scruffy 
trench coat that had seen better days sometime in the 
distant past. He changed his shoes for a pair of  old 
hunting boots missing their laces. In a cardboard box filled 
with our old Halloween costumes, he found a moth-eaten, 
disheveled wig that had been at one time blond, but had 
aged to an indeterminate shade. He topped this off  with a 
well-worn and shapeless fedora, its crown flattened and 
brim twisted. The finishing touch was dirt artfully smeared 
across his face.  

Armed with a bent metal rod holding a Ball Park Frank, 
Dad walked up to the Wollaston's house, but not before 
my sister and I went there so we could catch the action. 
Marian and I hadn't been sitting down at the Wollaston's 
kitchen table very long when we heard the expected knock 
at the front door. It is impossible to describe the look of  
dumbfounded surprise on Mrs. Wollaston's face at the 
sight of  the disreputable bum at her door waving some 
sort of  metal stick. Of  course, we had to play along and 
not reveal the truth. That was easy—no one was looking at 
us. 

Without introducing himself, my father started talking. 
"Ma'am, ma'am," he said. "I heared that you all could help 
me." He held the rod out toward her. "Can I cook my 
lunch on your Radar Range?" 

For few tense moments, Mrs. Wollaston's surprised 
expression changed to panic and she couldn't say 

anything. Then she started to tell the raggedy stranger to 
leave and started to close the door. When my dad began to 
laugh, she realized who it was and she began laughing also
— probably harder than any of  us. Then she offered to 
cook my dad's hot dog in the Radar Range. 

The story of  the bum at Wollaston's door became one of  
the legends that added color to the wacky family of  East 
"B" street. It was told many times and, naturally, grew in 
the telling. The fate of  the neighborhood's first microwave 
did not fare so well. The following week Mr. Wollaston 
returned it to the store. He said it was too expensive as a 
coffee-maker and he couldn't afford to make instant food 
for everyone. ▪

The Red Thread of Life

BY KAREN SHANOWER 

A  single red thread looped  
through the needle’s eye 

thickens its capacity: 
One half  fulfills the design 
The other gives it meaning. 
If  the doubled thread is long enough, 
If  attention is long enough, 
The complete work is discernible, 
Long before the end is knotted. ▪

January

BY MARCIA McLAUGHLIN 

cold, wet 
gray days 
short days 
long nights 

snow and ice 
frozen ground 
crisp, cold air 

mountain winds 

birds huddling 
at a feeder 

seeking warmth 
in the trees 

promises 
new growth 

small green shoots 
tiny signs of  spring 

gift of  new year 
new chances 
new starts 

forgiveness ▪
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