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Editor’s Notes

BY BECKY ANDERSON 

During the past thirteen 
months of  COVID 
lockdown, we have each 
experienced an outpouring of  
assistance and support from 
our neighbors. Panorama has 
a reputation for community, 
and it has been on display in 
spades. 

In this April issue, there are a number of  essays 
highlighting neighborliness, humanity, and 
support. Sandy Bush writes of  the first Panorama 
vaccine clinic, illustrating that fighting COVID 
really does take a village. 

Other essayists have contributed stories of  
fostering a child, taking in a college student who 
taught his hosts more than he learned, and 
finding an opportunity for mutual aid in the 
bureaucracy of  a foreign customs, immigration, 
and border organization. 

In addition we are encouraged to remember 
those we have lost during the last year, losses we 
have not had an opportunity to mourn properly. 

Our Panorama neighbors have such wide-ranging 
interests, experiences and memories. It is a joy to 
receive contributions for The Voice from you. 

We welcome articles, essays, and poetry from all 
residents. Each of  you has many stories to share 
with us all. ▪︎
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Calling all writers!

The Voice is published quarterly and 
distributed to all residents. The deadline for 
the July 2021 issue is May 15, 2021. Call 
Becky Anderson at x5767 for more 
information. Send submissions to 
TheVoice@Panorama.org Guidelines are 
here or in Kya ➙Activities ➙ The Voice. ▪︎

Copyright © 2021. All rights reserved to the authors.

https://kya.panorama.org/the-voice-2/
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Welcome New Residents!
John & Ruth Leonard

BY PEGGY JAMERSON 

The 
Leonards 
moved to 
their new 
home in 
November 
and are 
joyously 

anticipating volunteer opportunities. They look 
forward to “recognizing people without masks!” 

The couple met at UofW in an art appreciation 
class. After marrying, John accepted a job in 
Philadelphia; however, they lived their eight 
most formative years in the former West 
Germany. Ruth says that her “volunteer 
activities career” began there as she was drawn 
to batik, leading to juried shows, commissions, 
and seasonal bazaars.  

During the cold war, they drove the Autobahn 
behind the Iron Curtain, from Checkpoint 
Alpha to Checkpoint Bravo. 

When asked about the career which took him to 
West Germany, John replied “I would rather 
that information remain a mystery. I do not 
consider it relevant to my current life or my 
existence at Panorama.” 

During this time, the Netherlands (with its 
windmills, bricks, bami goreng, etc.) became 
their prime destination for getaways. They were 
honored to celebrate the 200th anniversary of  
the Netherlands’ being the first nation to grant 
diplomatic recognition to the USA; during this 
celebration, they met Queen Beatrix. 

Returning to Seattle after five years, Ruth 
organized arts and crafts shows in a hospital 
before they returned to Germany, where she 
was a founding member of  the Frankfurt 
American Arts & Crafts Guild. She also led 
tours around the historic area. 

Gayle Cyra 

BY MARCIA MCLAUGHLIN 

Welcome to Gayle Cyra! Gail 
moved into her Circle Loop 
temporary unit on Halloween. 
She’s very much enjoying her 
location, which opens up onto 
McGandy Park. Gayle moved here 
from Maple Valley where she had 
lived for 38 years. She moved to 
Panorama at the urging of  friends 

because of  the flooding of  the Cedar River near 
her home. One of  her friends said she’d heard 
Panorama was a great place to live. She came here, 
as many new residents did, for opportunities that 
aren’t currently open and looks forward to having 
those opportunities. 

Gayle grew up in South Seattle and graduated from 
Central Washington University as a teacher. She 
taught elementary school for 25 years. Gayle taught 
all grades, but said she liked sixth graders best 
because you could see hints of  who they would 
become as well as who they had been. She was 
offered early retirement and took it. Her husband, 
Chuck, was a contractor. 

She’s interested in Tai Chi, helping someone else 
with their Pea Patch, swimming, and learning more 
about computers. Her hobbies are anything outside, 
especially walking.  

For more than twenty years, Gayle was a musher. 
She was fortunate to run her sled dogs in various 
states and Canada. The highlight of  many of  those 
seasons was an event called Ikidarod. It featured 
mushers and their dogs sharing the sport with kids, 
pre-K to 8th grade. The children involved (and 
their families) were treated to a day off  from the 
rigors of  hospital visits and procedures. The 
Shriner’s Hospital for Children in Spokane was 
instrumental in putting the event together. 

Gayle is enthusiastic, outgoing, and looking forward 
to making many new friends here at Panorama. ▪︎ 

1727 Circle Loop, x5461 
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Nyla Noah

BY PEGGY JAMERSON 

“Transplanted” from a local 
retirement community, Nyla 
graciously agreed to be 
interviewed via e-mail for this 
piece. 

She attended a one-room school 
in South Dakota and trained as a 
nurse in Sioux Falls. Her career 

was at hospitals, clinics and doctor’s offices as well 
as doing home care for hospice. After marrying, 
her husband worked for the FDA and was 
transferred to Washington DC; they lived in 
Virginia for thirty years. After his retirement, they 
moved back to Seattle and then to Port Townsend. 

Nyla became a widow in 2009 and has one 
remaining son and two grandchildren. 

During her travels she discovered that Switzerland 
is her favorite destination because it is so beautiful 
and clean, and the transportation is always on time 
––a great thing for those who travel! She trekked 
hut-to-hut while in Switzerland. 

While in the DC area, Nyla was a volunteer docent 
in the dinosaur section at the Smithsonian, and she 
is currently a volunteer at the Nisqually Refuge 
where she works at the information desk. Her 
present hobbies are reading, walking and watching 
movies after moving on from skiing and tennis. 

She has a number of  friends who live at Panorama 
who bragged about the benefits, specifically those 
of  a continuing care community. 

Nyla is looking forward to exploring volunteer 
options once the campus is reopened. We are so 
happy to welcome Nyla to her new community! ▪︎ 

4121 21st Avenue, x5531

Subsequently, they returned for a forty-year stay in 
West Seattle where John tutored a boy to second 
place in the state level competition of  the National 
Geographic Bee. Ruth taught ESL and 
concentrated on her church volunteer activities. 
She became the curator of  the Art Department at 
the church and coordinated the biggest under-one-
roof  garage sale in the City of  Seattle. John 
researched antique prints and antiquarian books 
for the sale.  

John explained that they moved to Panorama “to 
get at least two counties away from Seattle” and 
that he was already familiar with the community 
because he used to bike the Chehalis Western trail.  

John & Ruth will find their interests and talents a 
timely addition to their new community; we extend 
a hearty welcome to this fascinating couple. ▪︎ 

1421 Northwest Lane, x5185
Gary & Bev Forrest

BY KRISTI MORRISH 

It was snowing! 
Gary and Bev 
were true 
adventurers, 
agreeing to 
share their 
stories while 
sitting under 
outdoor heaters 

on the day of  our first 2021 SNOW. 

Gary and Bev met at Whitman College in Walla 
Walla, WA. The day they married, Gary was 
accepted to medical school at the University of  
Washington. Following his internship in 
Minnesota, he served as a US Navy flight surgeon 
then returned to UW Medical School to specialize 
in ophthalmology. 

During those years, Bev taught high school French 
and English in Seattle. She obtained her Master of  
Arts in English from the University of  Washington. 
That led her to write a book, The Royal Inteview, 
which she describes as a Christian allegory. 

Gary, Bev and their three young children moved to 
Olympia in 1974. Together with Dr. Robert 
Brunton, Gary founded the practice, Eye 
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story a happy ending. In 2020, they celebrated their 
50th anniversary. 

After moving to Olympia, Chris worked for the 
Washington State Office of  the Attorney General 
until retiring in 2003. John worked in the Olympia 
insurance business, then became a research 
assistant in Washington State Employment Security 
Department retiring in 2006.  

As a result of  having close friends who lived here, 
they knew a lot about Panorama. Many aspects of  
Panorama life appealed to them––the promise of  
continuing care as they age, freedom from 
mowing the lawn, the convenience of  the work 
order desk, and the abundance of  activities 
available on campus. 

They have traveled extensively internationally. John 
is an aviation enthusiast and has volunteered at the 
Olympic Flight Museum for 20 years. Individual 
hobbies include calligraphy for Chris and fly tying 
for John. They look forward to exploring 
Panorama’s many volunteer activities once the 
pandemic is contained.  

As John and Chris Sabo (pronounced with a long 
“a”) explore the nooks and crannies of  Panorama’s 
campus on their walkabouts, give them a 
welcoming “Hello.” ▪︎ 

1412 Northwest Lane, x 5622

John & Chris Sabo

BY ROSEMARY SHOLD 

The story of  
how John 
and Chris 
met is a plot 
out of  a 
romance 
novel. Chris 
was 
returning 

home by bus after visiting a relative in Seattle, 
when a young soldier from Fort Lewis sat next to 
her. Originally from Michigan, John was not as 
enthralled with the Pacific Northwest as Chris, an 
Olympia native. Even as John begins to 
appreciate the area through Chris’s eyes, our 
heroes are destined to be separated. 

John, with a degree in psychology from Hope 
College in Holland, Michigan, was sent to Officer 
Candidate School. Chris attended Central 
Washington University in Ellensburg and 
graduated with a teaching degree. After three 
years in the Army, one of  which was spent in 
Vietnam, John came to Seattle to work for 
General Electric. Chris taught for a year, then 
found her life’s calling working in a Seattle law 
office. John and Chris reconnected, giving our 

Physicians of  Olympia, which eventually became 
Clarus Eye Center.  

Gary and Bev’s Christian faith is strong. They have 
both taught Bible studies for many years. In 2001 
they were trained by Peacemaker Ministries as 
certified Christian conciliators. They assist 
churches by coaching and mediating for conflict 
resolution. 

The Forrest family lived in their beloved bayside 
home for over 30 years. It has been a welcoming 
place for three children––Kevin, Christopher, and 
Kim––and eight grandchildren. Kevin lives in 
Wenatchee, WA; Christopher is in Montana; and 
Kim now lives in the bayside “family compound.” 

Panorama has been in the Forrests’ long-range 
plans for many years. Bev’s grandfather turned 
100 here in 1979. Her Dad planted the four 
cherry trees in front of  the Chalet while her folks 
resided at Panorama. 

Gary plays golf  twice weekly with friends who 
call themselves “The Hackers.” Bev likes to walk. 
They both look forward to using the fitness 
center regularly. Molly, their 5-month-old 
Labradoodle, is keeping them fit and entertained 
for now. The day of  our interview was also the 
day of  Molly’s first romp in snow! 

Welcome Gary, Bev and Molly! ▪︎ 

3986 Holladay Park Loop, x5983
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clothing from flour sacks. Ann also made her 
children’s clothing. She became a nurse after 
attending nursing school at Providence in Portland. 
She was an Air Force nurse for a while, as well as 
working in various other nursing assignments.  

Her husband was a tugboat skipper in the 
Merchant Marines; he also worked on much larger 
boats. She likened that experience as similar to a 
military life, as he was often gone for extended 
periods. She has four children, some of  whom live 
in the area. 

Ann has a collection of  cookie cutters and loves to 
bake cookies and bread. She has downsized her 
collection of  cookie cutters—she had thousands—
and it now fits in a single container. She belonged 
to a cookie cutter collectors’ group, attending 
conventions all over the US and even in Europe. 
She also has a small collection of  ducks that her 
husband carved. 

Welcome, Ann, to Panorama! ▪︎ 

438 Quinault x5233

Ann Anthony

BY MARCIA MCLAUGHLIN 

Welcome to Ann Anthony, who 
joined us in November 2020 as 
our newest Quinault resident. 
Ann decided to move here as 
it’s familiar territory to her. She 
lived in Tumwater for a number 
of  years before moving to 
Bothell in retirement.  

Ann looked at many retirement communities 
before deciding on Panorama; one of  the 
deciding factors was that she didn’t have to pay 
for meals she wasn’t interested in. She also likes 
that transportation is provided to medical 
appointments and stores and looks forward to 
more happening after the pandemic ends. 

Ann grew up on a farm outside Portland. She’s in 
the middle of  ten children. As we talked, she 
spoke of  canning fruits, vegetables, and even 
chickens. Her mother used to make some of  their 

through friends at church. She waited three years 
for her new home with a south facing patio. 

She has enjoyed a lot of  traveling, most recently 
with a niece to Ireland and Scotland, and with her 
sister to Italy where they lived for a year as 
children. She can’t wait to plan another trip. 

Jane is also committed to volunteering. She’s a 
past president of  the Friends of  the Lacey 
Library (Timberland), has been a reading buddy 
at Madison Elementary, and is active in her 
church. She enjoys hiking and casual biking, as 
well as gardening and reading. 

She couldn’t be happier at Panorama. She has 
already met quite a few people and has 
wonderful neighbors. She looks forward to 
participating in activities with other people, and 
seeing faces again. 

Welcome Jane! ▪︎ 

2440 Chambers Lake Lane, x5115

Jane Collins

BY CAROL HARMA 

I met with Jane and her dog, 
Lulu, a blonde chihuahua/terrier 
mix, outside her door on a cold 
January day. She confirmed that 
in moving to a new place, it’s 
always good to have a dog. She 
has met many people in the 
nearby dog park and out walking 
their dogs. 

Jane grew up in Southern California and went to 
college at CSU Long Beach. She then lived for 
forty years in the Sacramento area where she 
settled into a career in the undergraduate 
admissions department at UC Davis.  

Jane has two daughters and five grandchildren. 
After retirement she moved to the Olympia area 
to be near one of  her daughters. At that time she 
knew nothing about Panorama but heard about it 



  Page 8 | The Voice | April 2021 INTERVIEWS 

in 2001. When considering retirement locations, 
they knew they wanted to stay in the Pacific 
Northwest.  

Both Ray and Frankie served in the U.S. Army 
until they retired. They then worked for civilian 
companies as contractors, doing work for the 
Army in various capacities.  

While in the Army, Ray and Frankie moved often, 
staying two to three years in each place before 
relocating. They have two children, four 
grandchildren, and four great-grandchildren. 

Both Ray and Frankie have been very active in 
Bible Study Fellowship as well as Officers’ 
Christian Fellowship, and they plan to continue in 
those groups. Frankie has developed a passion for 
making pottery. She is already plugged into the 
Clay Arts Studio here. 

These days Ray and Frankie are patiently waiting 
for the end of  the pandemic and the reopening of  
the facilities here. They are eager to explore what 
Panorama has to offer, and they hope to resume 
traveling when it is safe. ▪︎ 

1408 Northwest Lane, x5727

His career was widespread and exciting. He was a 
“hazardous waste cowboy” which often put him 
on the scene of  dangerous fires and spills. After 
working in multiple states, he ended his career in 
Washington working for the Department of  
Ecology. 

His hobby is woodcarving, and he plans to soon 
work on his specialty: wooden walking sticks. He 
hopes to try his hand at gardening and to enjoy 
the therapy pools. He’s been friends with crows 
from an early age and enjoys watching them. 

While Randy would love people to say hello, he 
does ask that they not try to engage him in 
conversation while he is on his feet as walking 
requires intense concentration. This spring he will 
be out with his “all terrain walker." 

Welcome, Randy! ▪︎ 

2385 Chambers Lake Lane, x 519

Randy Marshall

BY CAROL HARMA 

As a child, Randy always thought 
that he would not have to live 
indoors when he became an 
adult. Reality, in the form of  a 
degenerative nerve disorder 
(CMT), has brought him to 
Panorama where he has access 
to medical assistance but can still 
be “stubbornly independent.” 

Randy was born in Indiana but lived in New Jersey 
before landing in Ohio. He went to Wright State 
University near Dayton where he was editor of  
the literary magazine. His degree and career were 
in environmental health which he explained to me 
is a combination of  public health, industrial 
hygiene, and environmental protection. 

Ray & Frankie Rasmussen

BY SUSAN MILLER 

Ray and 
Frankie 
Rasmussen 
moved to 
Panorama in 
December 
2020. They 
were looking 
for a 

retirement community that would facilitate staying 
active and that would ensure they had continuing 
care as they age.  

After looking at Panorama, Ray and Frankie did 
not consider other retirement communities. They 
were impressed with the quality of  the facilities 
here, the options for continuing care, and the 
multitude of  activities available. 
Recommendations from friends and current 
residents confirmed their impressions. 

They are local transplants; after spending five 
years living at Fort Lewis, they settled in Olympia 
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David Hostetler

BY SUSAN MILLER 

David moved to Panorama in 
November of  2020 on the 
recommendation of  friends here. 

David was born on a farm in 
Iowa, the fifth of  six children. 
He cherishes his Midwestern 
roots and has strong ties to the 
land and his familial history 

which links to the earliest Amish immigrants who 
arrived in this country in the mid-1700s. After 
graduating from college and working for a year in 
Washington, DC, David came to Seattle in 1978 
where he lived until he moved to Panorama. 

Upon arriving in Seattle, David worked with an 
organization to successfully defeat a ballot 
initiative which sought to shut down the Office of  
Women’s Rights and to remove legal protections 
in housing and employment for LBGTQ people. 
He enrolled at Seattle University, receiving a 
master’s degree in existential psychology. His 
training and experience led him to work in 
community mental health and at Group Health 

Margo Spaulding

BY BETTY HUMMEL 

Margo is my new neighbor here 
in the Chalet. I had initially met 
her as we passed in the hallway, 
so it was a wonderful 
opportunity to get to know her 
better as I interviewed her by 
telephone for The Voice. 
Margo grew up in Montana 

but has lived in northern California for the past 
(almost) 60 years. Her academic preparation 
included time at Whitman College and Oregon 
State before going to San Francisco State for 
her masters degree in Recreational Management. 
She was the director of  a Senior Center as well 
as working with the YWCA. 

Margo’s worldwide travel has been important to 
her. In addition to traveling on her own, she has 

had the fun of  leading tours with her work. 
Kenya and Antarctica are two that she especially 
enjoyed. She is an avid hiker and has especially 
enjoyed seeing wildlife which explains the photo 
of  penguins on her door. 

Margo inherited from her dad a rock collection 
which she brought with her. She hopes to get 
involved with the Lapidary Shop here. She also 
designs miniature scenes. 

She chose Panorama because she has a son living 
in this area; he is executive director of  The 
Washington State Board of  Education. Her other 
son lives in California. Moving in during the 
current shut down has meant that she has been 
able to focus on getting settled in and she has 
most of  her boxes unpacked.  

Join me in welcoming this new member to our 
community. ▪︎ 

106 Chalet, x 5059

Cooperative. Additionally, he joined with 
colleagues to start The Psychotherapy 
Cooperative, a non-profit organization that helps 
people access affordable psychotherapy services. 

David feels that the challenge of  our time is to 
find common ground, to bring healing to 
families, communities, and the country. To that 
end, he has spent the past 25 years working to 
remove barriers to health care, especially in the 
field of  mental health.  

Central to David’s life is his loving, supportive 
extended family. As a gay man, David found a 
caring, compatible life partner in Kathy, a dear 
lesbian friend. Together they parented her 
biological daughter and a non-biological daughter. 
Their grandchildren now range in age from five 
to eighteen. David finds them a source of  
grounding and joy. Last year, after 38 years 
together, Kathy died of  pancreatic cancer.  

David is enjoying his cozy, inviting home here 
and the expansive view from his patio. He looks 
forward to swimming, bicycling, and pursuing 
genealogy as activities here open up. ▪︎ 

1536 Boulevard Park Lane x 5327
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Remembering

BY JAN NORRIS 

We have lost many of  our dear and treasured friends and neighbors during the pandemic, 
not because of  COVID-19, but from other causes. Many were active in our community 
and left us with great memories. Many others were residents who were really happy to 
live at Panorama and enjoy it in their own quiet way. 

Were it not for COVID, we would have gathered to remember these friends; we would 
have shared stories and memories; we would have shared laughter and tears; we would 
have hugged and said our farewells. I am saddened that we have been unable to gather 
and do this since March 2020 for it is an important part of  the cycle of  life.  

In lieu of  those memorials we have been unable to attend, I have printed a list of  all 
those we have lost during the year beginning March 1, 2020. Please take time to 
remember each of  those you knew and loved. For now, we will remember them in print.▪

Barbara Acker 
Waldtraut Ayres 
Ernest Becker 
Isabelle Bohman 
Robert Brigden 
Ernie Brooks 
Myrtle Campbell 
Elda Clark 
Berl Colley 
Karen Clem 
Thomas Cook 
Peter Cross 
Joan Crumroy 
John Daboy 
Eleanor Dornan 
Helen Edwards 
Frank Empfield 
Frances Fender 
Christine Fischer-Benzon 
Rusty-Lynn Fischer 
Bruce Giles 

Elizabeth Hanson 
Beata Hay 
Rita Hensley 
Gloria Hooper 
Charlotte Hopper 
George Hutton 
Masato Ishida 
Elizabeth Jankus 
Rosemary Johnson 
Charles Keck 
Vivian Kelley 
Bernard Kelly 
Vonnie King 
Mary (Joyce) Krajeski 
Dorothy Lakewold 
Dean Morgan 
Robert Morton 
David Newton 
Linda Overbey 
Shizue Ozaki 
Marie Palmer 

Mary Pontious 
Janet Pugh 
Rodney Redmond 
Jackie Ringstad 
Gordon Roberts 
John (Jack) Sather 
Mary Jane Stangel 
Paul Stebbins 
Mary Ellen Soper 
Nancy Southwell 
Bernard Steckler 
Diane Stiles 
William Stoll 
Edward Swan 
Mike Turner 
Stephen Wetzel 
Billie Williams 
Laverne Williams 
Marion Williams 
Robin Williams
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Spring Forward

BY CHARLES KASLER 

  1 
it's that time of  year 
cherry blossoms  
appear like the colored  
scarves 
a magician pulls  
from his cane 
like a flurry of  pink  
butterflies 
fluttering  
in the wind 

rain, then sun  
then rain, then sun 
over and over, 
flowers explode 
like fireworks 
shining, glistening,  
dripping,  
sparkling jewels 
popped overnight 
as if  the trees are  
on a timer 

it looks like a pink hailstorm 
or confetti after a Japanese  
wedding 
cherry blossoms reflect 
in a puddle of  water 
like a Kurosawa movie 

or the backdrop of  Madame  
Butterfly 
or space dust from Jupiter 
you need a parasol  
under the cherry trees 
how could George Washington  
chop one down? 

  2 
the air is cool and clean, 
sweet like well water 
with a hint of  lemon 
are those lilacs or wisteria, 
mixed with lavender and 
yellow? 
a delightful combination 
salmon dogwood swim  
toward the sun 
or maybe those are shrimp 
plants? 
what next––pink elephants? 
Pink Floyd? 
I'm pickled pink 

a woodpecker sounds the  
snare drum 
and even a plastic flamingo  
seems right at home  
in the front yard 
maybe he's on vacation from  
Florida 
visiting his nephew 

Pondering Covid 

BY WILLY EVANS 

Going to bed and not knowing 
what the day of  tomorrow will bring 
is tough and scary for everyone 
and falling asleep is a difficult thing. 

These days young and old are all tired 
of  the news every day that is told 
about the bad Covid, so pretty a name, 
but so awful a thought to behold. 

Not only does Covid endanger our days 
but so do hacks and scams galore 

via email, phones and other ways 
be it dawn, afternoon, or more. 

But we hope that one day there's no 
Covid around, nor its relatives from afar. 
Just masks we'd like to see abound 
with colorful patterns, so pretty and gay, 
that who'll want to keep wearing them, 
    surely they may! ▪︎

and my, how he's grown 
since their last visit! 

  3 
a dog barks in the 
background 
a basset, perhaps 
or basenji 
yes, a barking basenji 
bursting with energy 
a bursting barking basenji 
with energy 
exhilarated with spring fever 
wet, and ready to run 
just to feel the wind  
in his face 
and his ears  
flap in the breeze 

  4 
spring forward 
don't fall back 
it's never too late to  
awaken 
smell the flowers 
get up early 
stay up late 
wake up your neighbors 
run with dogs 
dance with wolves 
swim with the dolphins 
we're alive 
isn't that enough? ▪



 

and Bill who directed us to wait on separated 
chairs in our masks in the 1751 Gallery. Then our 
name was called to one of  eight cubicles, each 
with fabric screens for privacy. The computer 
program had all our information, so we needed 
little but a short-sleeved shirt. 

On the day before, I had joked with one of  our 
workers who said they had an 8 am appointment, 
saying that they were the guinea pigs for us 
oldsters to follow. The National Guard did 
themselves and us proud. Even though they 

appeared to be 14-year-olds in camouflage, they 
were very careful in asking questions and 
palpating deltoid muscle to judge where the 
injection should go. Some of  us elderly folks have 
little muscle, and they were so very careful. Their 
time and care made the injection painless! And as 
they looked at us and asked if  we were ready to 
get up when we were finished, we were handed a 
slip of  paper with a time noted to sit and wait in 
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Vaccine Day - January 27, 2021

BY SANDY BUSH 

I didn’t think we were headed for a party. The day 
dawned gray and not quite cold enough to form ice 
on walkways over to Pan Hall. We clutched our 
appointment time, printed out from the fancy 
program for booking five-minute intervals for 
injections. Our first dose of  the Moderna vaccine 
was waiting for us. This was not the first vaccine 
roll out at Panorama, but perhaps it was the most 
involved. The C & R and Assisted Living residents 
were first, then the Quinault. Chalet and Chinook 
apartment building residents; some staff  got their 
first doses a week before we Independent Living 
Residents were scheduled. I have no idea how 

things worked 
as they went 
door-to-door 
in the AL and 
C & R. 

The computer 
program to 
alert us to our 
vaccine day 
arrived on 
Friday to 
administration 
and IT, five 

days before Vax Day! Over the weekend, many staff  
got the set-up modified that rolled out for us to 
register and pick a convenient vaccine appointment 
time. That was Monday with vaccine day due 
Wednesday! We were confirmed, and reminders were 
sent out via e-mail; all those without 
email access were called and their 
appointments set up. How time-
consuming was that! 

There sat an ambulance at the 
back pharmacy door just in case. 
Who knew what to expect as we 
walked up to the screening and 
temperature-taking entryway? The 
signage was fantastic, but 
additionally there were so many 
helpful staff  to direct us. We were 
met in person in the breezeway by 
Matt (with his lovely unruly hair) 
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the observation area on the first floor, and things 
to watch for in regard to any reaction. 

Down the stairs we went with volunteer 
escorts...and picked a chair separated from others 
and a clock to keep track of  our 15-minute wait. 
Amazingly, on the slip of  paper and information 

from Marla, we learned that our second Moderna 
dose would be February 24, same time, same place! 
We had nothing further to do! 

Nursing students from St. Martin’s University, our 
staff, and so many volunteers were solicitous in 
keeping their eyes on us as we waited. But, oh, the 
chatter! With the injection behind us and seeing so 
many eyes we have not seen in a very long time, it 
was like a day at activity sign-up, way back in January 
2020! Everyone was overjoyed to see each other and 
to have the injection behind them! Precautions 
adhered to, this was 
quite the outing; we 
certainly needed that! 

Remember that 
ambulance parked at 
the back door by the 
pharmacy? It was part 
of  the bells and 
whistles in case there 
were any problems 
with reactions to the 
shots. Residents and 
staff  (571 people) were 
very efficiently 
handled. Eight people 

were vaccinated in every five-minute time slot. It 
was like a precision troop movement, but with 
such warmth and care. 

I am very aware of  the “all hands on deck” effort 
since the Friday 
arrival of  the 
booking 
program and 
the word from 
our National 
Guard that it 
was a “go” for 
Wednesday. 
The waiting 
areas and 
injection 
cubicle sites 
were amazingly 
prepared and 
comfortable! 
Most of  us have 
no idea the energy and planning this has taken on 
such short notice. What a splendid display of  
Panorama “Can Do!” 

The handling of  this roll-out was in the hands of  
our fairly new employee, Cat McGaffigan, of  
Independent Services. Talk about hitting the 
pavement running. Hats off  to all our staff  for 
their untiring work for us in this awful time of  
scourge! We are so very fortunate to be living in 
this amazing community. ▪︎

Photos from Lu Hamacek



  Page 14 | The Voice | April 2021 STORY

I’ve only told this story twice––both to guests 
who asked about the lithograph that sometimes 
hangs over our mantelpiece. At first glance, it’s a 
jumble of  black lines, but on closer inspection 
you see it’s a rather claustrophobic interior. Two 
women stand at either side of  the room, and in 
the center is a young boy, dressed in a Harlequin 
costume, riding a tricycle. Here’s the story.  

When my Dad died, I stayed on for a few days 
helping my stepmom, Joyce, go through his 
belongings and those left behind when Mom 
had died thirteen years earlier. I shipped home 
nine boxes of  
memorabilia ––
letters, postcards, 
photographs, and 
slides. We threw 
out a bunch of  
stuff, and Joyce 
was left to sort 
through what she 
wanted to keep 
and what to give 
away or toss. 

After I got home 
I began going 
through the 
boxes. Mom lived 
in a letter-writing 
era, and hundreds 
of  her letters had 
made their way 
back to her, or 
she’d kept carbon copies.  

In the early 1950s, Dad was a grad student in 
New York City, and Mom was having the time 
of  her life visiting museums, attending plays, and 
taking art lessons, and even hanging out with a 
few abstract expressionists as they were making 
a name for themselves. In a letter she wrote late 
in 1955, I was startled to read the following: 
“I’ve bought a Christmas present for Jim! It’s a 
Picasso print, authenticated by the dealer.” 

Picasso print? I didn’t recall being aware that we had 
a Picasso and couldn’t even picture it. Mom had 
bought a fair amount of  prints and paintings over 
the years, none by particularly famous artists, and 
she rarely talked about them, nor did I pay much 
attention to them. I immediately called Joyce. 

“Do you know anything about a Picasso?” There 
was a pause. “Let me call you back,” she replied. In 
a few minutes the phone rang.  

“There’s a print with a pencil notation on it, 
Picasso Interior. It’s sitting by the front door. I was 
going to take it and a bunch of  other prints to 

Goodwill tomorrow. 
I’ll hold it aside 
while you do some 
research.” 

Over the next few 
days, I was able to 
ascertain that this 
was a lithograph 
from 1926 entitled 
Interior Scene. It 
depicts Picasso’s 
young son, Paolo, 
whom Picasso often 
painted or drew 
wearing a Harlequin 
outfit, Paolo’s 
mother Olga 
Koklova, and 
Paolo’s nanny. One 
hundred prints were 

made and signed by 
Picasso; another two hundred were made but not 
signed before the stone was polished. Mom had 
bought one of  the unsigned lithographs, probably 
for a song as they were living on a student’s 
income. 

That Christmas, I was lucky enough to have Joyce 
draw my name in our family Christmas drawing, 
and she sent me the print. Our Picasso isn’t worth 
a whole lot, but it has a wonderful story to tell of  a 
twice-given gift, and a very close call. ▪

The Twice-Given Gift ... or, A Close Call!

BY DEBORAH ROSS 
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An Unexpected Guest

BY SHARON L. WEBB 

I was fortunate to have parents who were clear 
about their values. They knew what was important 
to them, and they lived those values. These 
included “Love and care for your neighbor” and 
“Looks are only skin deep; it is what is inside that 
counts.” This last one has always been comforting 
to me on bad hair days. It meant looks, stylish 
clothing, skin color, social status from jobs or 
religious superiority was not what was important 
in our family. 

In 1956 my brother David left for Oregon State 
College. Instead of  returning with a college 
degree, he brought home an unexpected guest. His 
college roommate from Texas had been in the 
Navy and was attending college via a GI 
(Government Issued) grant. My brother asked if  
Frank could live at our house during school breaks 
and look for work in the summer. Of  course my 
parents said “Yes.” 

We welcomed into our home Frank West, the first 
“colored” person to live in Roseburg’s city limits. I 
do not recall ever discussing his color nor if  we 
were aware of  the city’s Sundown Law. In Oregon 
at the time, this common city law prohibited any 
person of  color from staying all night in your 
town. They could work there but had to be out of  
town at nightfall. Our immediate neighbor families 
included males employed as a railroad worker, 
attorney, Baptist pastor, a teacher, and a salesman. 
Amazingly Frank was accepted by all and the 
Sundown Law was never enforced! 

Frank shared the large downstairs area with my 
brother for the next several years during summers 
and college breaks. My Dad helped Frank get a job 
and provided daily transportation. Frank worked at 
a lumber mill pulling on the green chain which is 
physically very demanding. He joined our spirited 
dinner conversations, had a hearty laugh, and read 
books each evening.  

Frank attended our Presbyterian Church with us. I 
did not understand why he sat up in the empty 
balcony instead of  with us. Later I learned it was 
the expectation for “coloreds” in the area of  Texas 
in which he grew up. Frank later attended the local 

Catholic Church. My favorite memory of  Frank is 
once when he arrived unexpectedly on a college 
break and started dinner, a gift to my hard working 
mother. He made a delicious soup and served it 
with cornbread; the recipe is now in my recipe box 
as Frank West’s Lentil Soup. 

Frank graduated from Oregon State College with a 
master’s degree in English Literature. He taught in 
public schools in San Francisco, California, where 
my parents were once guests in his home. In 1963 
he attended my wedding in Roseburg, the only 
black person there. He gifted us with a Lenox 
China teapot in our selected pattern, a very 
generous and memorable gift. This beautiful, 
cherished China teapot is now a reminder of  the 
unexpected gift 
our unexpected 
guest brought to 
our family and 
neighborhood in 
Roseburg, 
Oregon. ▪ 

Laughter

BY KRISTI MORRISH 

When was the last time you laughed ‘til you cried? 
When you couldn’t stop and it hurt your sides? 

Just when you felt your laughter subside  
You giggled and triggered more laughs inside. 

You said, “Please, don’t make me laugh anymore! 
My stomach hurts and my cheeks are so sore!” 

Those are special moments to remember, 
And do again sooner than later. 

From The 
UpSide of  
Aging by 
Kristi 
Morrish. 
Available in 
Gifts Etc.



 

Migración 1983

BY SALLY VOGEL 

I am standing at the locked door of  the 
immigration office wondering if  I will be able to 
leave the city tomorrow. My visa had expired 
fourteen days ago. It is the afternoon of  the third 
day during which I have attempted to get my visa 
extended. 

“Don’t worry,” my friends had told me before I 
left for the rain forest, “the two men in Migración 
are very nice. It won’t be a problem.” I 
had left, knowing my visa would expire 
in my absence, but not worrying too 
much about the outcome. 

Immediately upon returning, I hurried 
over to the office, but at 4:30, it was 
closed for the day. 

In a restaurant with friends that 
evening, I mentioned my problem, and 
the French couple next to me looked 
aghast and said “Thirteen days! Don’t 
you know there’s a $20 fine ($51 in 
today’s money) for each day beyond 
expiration? It’s a new law that was 
passed this June.”  

No, I had known nothing of  this, and 
the panic I felt was immediately replaced by anger 
at the injustice of  the fact that one is not informed 
of  it upon entering the country. The company at 
the table then began to discuss my options. 

The French couple had been nine days overdue, 
had talked to the immigration officer and had 
been charged $40: $20 to renew their visas and a 
$20 fine. But thirteen days? Another friend 
thought that maybe the officer would ask me out 
for dinner and dancing. “Just dancing?” I ask. 
“Well...no.” The group suggested that I tell the 
officers I couldn’t pay the fine, hold out my hands 
and say, “Take me to jail.” Someone else said “I 
know my people. They want money. Give them 
$10 and they’ll fix it up.” 

I didn’t like any of  the options. My original idea of  
getting justice and of  having to pay only a $20 
renewal fee had faded and I began to feel I‘d be 
lucky if  I had to pay $40. My friend Luis said he’d 

go with me to help out in case my Spanish failed 
me. But then we learned that Dominic, another 
friend, was on good terms with the men at 
Migración. He’d meet me there tomorrow 
morning at 9:30. 

The office was crowded when we entered, but the 
officer gave Dominic a warm greeting and asked 
us to wait while he attended to the others. It 
didn’t help to hear a young German being told 
that he would have to pay a fine of  $180. When it 
was my turn, Dominic related my story to the 

officer who clapped his hands to his 
temples. “Ay, thirteen days! I can’t 
help you. They keep a careful watch 
at the Capitol. You’ll have to see the 
Chief.” I was told to return in the 
afternoon. 

I arrived at 3:30 and waited at the 
foot of  the stairs along with two 
men. The office door was locked. In 
fifteen minutes another man arrived 
and began to ascend the stairs. Was 
this the person I was awaiting? He 
unlocked the door and we all pushed 
in with him. The men began telling 
him their problems and I just hung 
in the background awaiting my 

opportunity. He began gathering up some 
papers and heading back out the door, taking us 
with him.  

I saw my chance fading, so in my best Spanish 
blurted out my story and asked his help. As he 
ushered me out the door, he told me to return at 
8:30 tomorrow and he personally would help 
me. 

Feeling only slightly apprehensive (after all it 
was another day and could well cost me 
another $20), I left word for Dominic to meet 
me the following day. 

In Cuzco, Peru, with its Spanish heritage, two 
story buildings are often built around an open 
courtyard, and it’s common for people to live 
and work in the same building. This explained 
why the wife of  the Chief  was still wearing a 
nightgown and robe when she admitted us in 
response to Dominic’s special knock. She held 
the door against the others who would enter, 
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It is now 3:30 and I have returned for the fifth 
time. I knock long and loudly. No response. I 
leave and decide to come back at 4:15. This time 
there is a response to my knocks. It’s the Chief  
on his way out, but my passport has been signed 
and I may have it! I thank everyone and then start 
to descend the stairs, hardly able to believe that at 
last my ordeal is over, when he catches up with 
me and says, “Un momento, señorita…” Oh, 
NO! Here it comes. The payoff. 

“When two people are working together on 
something, say for example I have a car and 
someone is cleaning it for me.” (Oh, boy. An 
analogy. What is he going to want?.) “What do 
you call that?” I am confused. He knows my 
Spanish is imperfect, so I decide to play dumb 
and ignore the analogy to my situation. I ask “¿En 
inglés”? 

“Si, en inglés.” 

“Helping.” 

“And if  one person does it alone?” 

“En inglés?” 

“Sí, en inglés” 

“Um, difficult? It would be hard?” I am lost. I am 
sure he is referring to my situation. But soon he is 
asking the meaning of  “has to” and “have to” 
and then all of  a sudden it dawns upon me. He is 
not going to ask for money. He is not going to 
ask me to go “dancing.” I learn that the big 
payoff  is that he is asking me to help him prepare 
for an English test this evening. 

May all cynicism die such a death. ▪︎
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telling them the Chief  was still at breakfast. We 
entered and waited.  

Finally he came in; wet hair, towel around his 
neck, barefoot, wearing only his trousers and an 
undershirt and carrying his shoes and shirt. He 
proceeded to complete his dressing while 
listening once again to my story. He then pulled 
a slip of  paper from his desk and began to 
figure what date he should put upon my visa. He 
wrote a note to his subordinate directing him to 
date my visa 15 days prior and to extend it for 
30 days. He filled out the form I needed to take 
to the bank in order to pay the fee to extend my 
visa. The fee was to be $20. There was to be no 
fine! I could not believe my luck. 

Paying at the bank was easy. Then back to the 
office with my receipt. I waited in the crowded 
room. When my turn arrived, the officer looked 
at the note left by his Chief  and went over to the 
typewriter to fill out my request for an extension 
of  my visa. My passport, tourist card, receipt and 
request form were then put into a pile on the 
desk and I was told, once again, to wait.  

After some time, a woman (who had been sitting 
beside me filing her nails) stood up and went to 
the other desk. She got out some rubber stamps, 
looked at my papers and began stamping them. 
All of  a sudden she noticed the date on my 
passport and frowned. She looked at me and 
asked if  I had paid the fine. ”No, el señor 
….hablé con el jefe…” The officer interrupted 
me and told her “Está colaborando con la 
oficina” (Uh, oh. Collaborating means a payoff.) 
and that she was to put these other dates on my 
papers. She got up to find an eraser and 
continued to frown as she erased the dates and 
carefully replaced them with the altered ones.  

At last my papers were ready! She passed them to 
the officer but he then informed me that since 
this was something special, arranged between me 
and the Chief, the Chief  would have to sign 
them. He wasn’t there right now. The office 
normally closed at 1:00 pm but if  I would knock 
loudly….and in such a way….they would know it 
was me and would let me in. Again. that 
apprehension. 



 

My mission now was to introduce the book into 
my home. The numbers were on my side—just 
one book—and the Word of  God at that. With 
relief, I found my domestic reception charitably 
tolerant. I would be free to examine my purchase 
in the open. 

The examination is the exciting part. “Frankfurt 
am Main, 1935” on the title page had captured my 
attention already in the hangar. Now, at my dining 
room table, I turned that leaf  to its copyright page
—and was stunned. There, in German at the top 

of  the page, I read “Commissioned by 
the Jewish Congregation of  Berlin.” I 
had not bought myself  another Martin 
Luther translation. I had bought a Jewish 
translation into German. 

Subsequent research revealed that my 
acquisition was part of  a four-volume 
edition that had been published 1934–
1937. Adolf  Hitler had been named 
chancellor of  Germany in January 1933; 
less than two months later he had 
become the legal, legislated dictator. This 
little book had been in peril once before, 
seven decades ago. Somehow it had 
found its way to the United States. 

The books that do not sell at a Friends 
of  the Library sale are shipped in 
railroad cars to their ultimate solution in 
Oregon. Bill’s wife, Alice, had saved this 

Bible again. 

POSTSCRIPT: 
The article above was first published in April 2009. In 
October 2020, Die Heilige Schrift, Vol. II, moved to 
Lacey, Washington. It came with its pedigree as one of  
three-hundred numbered deluxe copies. For the record, it 
contains the books of  the Jewish canon called the Former 
Prophets: Joshua, Judges, I & II Samuel, I & II Kings. 
Those books are also in the Christian canon of  the Old 
Testament. 

Alice, with whom this story began, is still with us; her 
husband, Bill, is not. Their pew, along with all the others, 
sits empty during the pandemic. 

The orphaned second-volume-of-four from Nazi Germany 
is with me. It is happy to have its story told to a new 
audience at Panorama. ▪︎

The Old Covenant in the 
New World

BY JOHN W. LEONARD 

Our household did not need another book. Just ask 
my wife. 

I blame it on Bill’s wife, Ms. Friend-of-the-Library 
(first church service, third pew from the rear, piano 
side). It would be easy to forget these semi-annual 
Friends-of-the-Library sales in the former airplane 
hangar in northeast Seattle, if  only Bill’s wife didn’t 
always remind me of  the dates. 

For this particular fall sale, I thought I had 
constructed a workable formula to satisfy 
a friendship but escape the temptation to 
buy. I would simply wait until Sunday 
afternoon of  the weekend sale before 
making my obligatory appearance. Then I 
would not be guilty of  being a no-show, 
and as a bonus, there would be no books 
left, at least none worth buying. There’s 
always a creative way to turn temptation 
into a win-win outcome. 

Upon my arrival, I drew my usual bead on 
“Better Books.” That subsection of  the F-
o-L sale proved to have been well picked 
over indeed, surprisingly so. With 
consternation, I doubled my effort to find 
temptation and still came up empty-
handed. OK—on to “Rare Books” for a 
perfunctory look. No temptation there either. My 
plan was working too well. 

In desperation, I decided to check the main, 
proletarian part of  the sale. I headed for “German” 
books and began rummaging. A gilt-lettered spine 
caught my eye: Die Heilige Schrift —The Holy 
Scriptures. By this time in the afternoon, I, as emptor, 
was exercising diminished caveat. I already owned two 
German Bibles, but this volume (like a lot of  Bibles?) 
was clean, tight, and in very good condition. I would 
examine it when I got home. 

Ms. F-o-L, third pew from the rear, is not only the 
genesis of  this story, but also part of  the exodus 
ritual. I took my book to her exit station where she 
delightedly filled out a ticket for the cashier. Finding a 
good home for books in peril is this woman’s mission. 
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The Mountaineers 
BY CANDY BERNER 

The Mountaineers club has evolved over the 
years as members have grown older and younger 
people have taken over and incorporated new 
ideas. It's great to see younger people become 
enthused about outdoor activities, but it's 
difficult for us oldsters to watch the changes 
taking place. Known mostly as a hiking/climbing 
club, The Mountaineers actually embodies a 
whole network of  social activities. In the early 
1970s, there were even more activities with 
groups for dancing, a very active singles group, 
and even a volleyball group. 

I joined the Mountaineers in January 1997 at fifty 
years of  age feeling it would be safer to hike with 
a group rather than the solo hikes and backpacks I 
regularly enjoyed when no partner could be 
found. When I began my hiking career at the age 
of  twenty, I felt safe in the woods miles away 
from civilization, but those feelings gradually gave 
way to more realistic ones as I grew older and 
more experienced. Joining The Mountaineers 
opened up new trails for me and turned out to 
have been a good decision in ways that 
went beyond safety; I hadn't realized the 
social features of  the club. 

Carl joined The Mountaineers in 1968 
soon after arriving in Washington from 
Idaho, mainly for the social aspects; he 
soon became a hike leader, leading almost 
200 hikes for the Seattle Mountaineers 
until 1999. Our good friend, Ginny, 
started the Swingles, a group catering to 
hikes for singles. She was its first chairperson; Carl 
was the second and held that post for two years, 
organizing hikes and backpacks.  

The Swingles became popular and branched out 
to include other social activities such as pizza 
parties and potlucks. Carl met a steady supply of  
women, some of  whom he dated, including 
Ginny. Both Carl and Ginny eventually met 
someone on a hike whom they married, as did 
several other of  our hiking friends. 

One day in early 1998, I signed up for a hike that 
happened to be led by someone named Carl. We 
didn't talk much on this hike, but a month later I 

signed up for another hike that Carl was leading 
and we talked a lot on this ten-mile hike. Soon, we 
began hiking on our own and rarely hiked with 
The Mountaineers after that. Meeting someone in 
the woods on a hike hadn't been on my agenda, 
but Carl had been hoping for years to meet 
someone special. 

Members used to receive a monthly bulletin in the 
mail listing all the hikes scheduled for the month 
naming the hike leader, mileage, and difficulty of  
the hike. With one phone call, you could sign up 
and even arrange for carpooling.  

Now, the bulletin has changed to a slick-paged 
magazine where no hikes are listed. Members have to 
check the computer to find out about hikes and must 
arrange carpooling on their own if  desired. The 
magazine is filled with articles on member interviews, 
overseas trips, photos, new book reviews, 
conservation articles and mountaineering tales. 

The latest group activity seems to be something 
called ski mountaineering, or SKIMO for short, 
which is basically  uphill ski racing where the goal is 
to move fast and light to cover great distances and 
elevation in the mountains.The record was set by 

two guys who climbed from Paradise to the 
summit of  Mt. Rainier and skied back down 
in just under three and a half  hours in May 
2019. I guess it's a good thing to have 
something for everyone. 

There are still winter sports, mountaineering 
instruction classes, lodges to stay in, 
scrambles, climbing, day hikes, backpacks 
and photography. We no longer pay dues 
because of  Carl's fifty years of  membership, 
but we have no desire to participate any 

more. It's just not like it used to be, but then, 
neither are we.  

What they need now is a geezer group. In our final 
years of  hiking, we either went by ourselves at our 
own slow pace, or with a small group of  close 
friends who were our age. We no longer had to 
prove how fast we could get to a summit or how 
many miles we could hike. We took time to enjoy 
our surroundings at a slower pace, looking for 
flowers, listening to the birds and communing with 
nature. And while I'm at it, we think using a GPS is 
cheating; we prefer actual maps held in our hands. ▪
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The United States 
Capitol––Then and Now

BY CLEVE PINNIX 

I was thirty years old when I was first allowed to 
walk into the Chamber of  the US House of  
Representatives. I had just resigned from the 
National Park Service to accept a job with the 
Congress as the new staff  consultant for the 
House Subcommittee on National Parks and 
Recreation. The Watergate hearings dominated the 
news; it was the spring of  1974. 

A fellow staffer guided me through the maze of  
corridors in the Capitol. He knew the building 
well, having practically grown up there, serving as 
a Congressional page during his high school years. 
He introduced me to the doorkeepers who eyed 
me disdainfully, seeing a green kid, but allowed me 
to enter through a side door near the dais. 

My first impression was of  the scale of  the 
Chamber. There are 435 members of  the House, 
plus numerous staffers who might be on the floor 
during a debate. The entire Senate comes to the 
Chamber to hear the State of  the Union speech 
each year. The cavernous room holds them all, plus 
providing for additional seating in the Gallery. 

The giant room was hushed, most people 
maintaining silence, listening to the business being 
conducted. I soon found that the place had a 
rhythm of  its own. The parliamentary procedures 
had a cadence that allowed business to be 
conducted in a way that allowed disagreements 
without acrimony. There was the speaker pro tem, 
in a chair that to me seemed a throne, presiding 
over consideration of  a bill. House clerks were 
arrayed below, reading aloud the 
language of  legislation before the 
body. Time for debate was equally 
divided, and all who participated 
knew and abided by the rules. 

Over the next several years, 
whenever a bill authored in my 
subcommittee was up for a vote 
of  the House, I entered the 
chamber, weighed down by files 
and documents. This was before 
laptops, smartphones, or any 
other such devices. If  my 

subcommittee chairman, managing the bill during 
floor debate, was faced with a question, or 
needed a reference document, I was by his side 
slipping out the response from my files, or 
scribbling furiously on a legal pad. The 
concentration required was complete; the course 
of  the debate blocked out all else. 

But there were times to be more reflective, 
perhaps when a member noticed the absence of  a 
quorum. Fifteen minutes went by as 
representatives came to the floor from their 
committee rooms or offices to be recorded as 
present. In those intervals, I could admire the 
details of  the historic place, realize there were 
observers in the gallery far above, and eavesdrop 
on the sidebar conversations between members.  

I never got entirely past being awestruck by the 
place. It seemed the living, beating heart of  the 
nation, a historic venue that served to remind all 
who entered of  the importance of  its purpose. 
FDR had taken the nation to war from that 
podium; JFK had challenged the country to lift its 
sights to a larger dream. 

On January 6 of  this year, I left in mid-morning to 
make a blood donation. We had the TV on, 
unusual for us in the morning, but it was the day 
that Congress would formally confirm the results 
of  last year’s Presidential election. The coverage 
included views of  the giant crowd that had 
assembled outside the Capitol. We watched as the 
meeting began, then I slipped away.  

Ninety minutes later on my return, there was a 
shocking sight. Photos showed the House 
Chamber, its doors blocked by furniture. Security 
officers, weapons drawn, crouched behind the 



 

the two statues their home state was allowed to 
place there. 

The terrible events of  September 11, 2001, changed 
much of  that. Security became far tighter and more 
intrusive. But the Capitol still welcomed throngs of  
people every day, still allowed glimpses of  the actual 
workings of  a democracy, still functioned as not 
only a symbol but as the substantive venue where 
our laws are made. 

Now, in the early days of  2021, what comes to our 
minds when we see that familiar image? How can 
we not think of  what can only be called an act of  
desecration of  that revered place? 

The broken doors and windows have been repaired, 
the walls repainted. The Capitol is ringed with ugly 
but effective barriers, now apparently necessary to 
safeguard the old building from the people it was 
built to serve. The House Chamber is a busy place 
again, the work of  the Congress continues. But I 
wonder, as the memories of  that awful day in 
January flood in: can the wounds inflicted on that 
place that is at the core of  our nation ever heal? ▪ 

barricade, looking through shattered windows at 
the mob trying to force the doors. People were 
crouched low in the aisles, on the carpet, some 
shielding others. A view from the gallery showed 
spectators trapped in their seats, trying to shelter 
behind the low wall in front. How could this be? 

The coverage continued for hours; we were 
transfixed. There were video clips showing rioters 
smashing through windows to force their way 
inside. Crowds roamed the interior corridors, some 
in bizarre costumes, others in paramilitary gear that 
seemed to signal some deadly intent. Rioters had 
broken into offices, stealing objects as souvenirs. 
Outside, the scenes of  violence were appalling: 
flagpoles used as weapons, police officers pulled 
into the mob and pummeled. 

During my time working for the Congress, the 
Capitol was remarkable for its ease of  access by 
ordinary citizens. It was a point of  pride that the 
grand old building was “The People’s House.” 
Tourists could enter through most of  the exterior 
doors. Families could spend time in the Rotunda, 
or enjoy a stroll through Statuary Hall, looking for 
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Some Day (with apologies to Frankie Laine, 1913–2007)

BY DOUG WHITE 

Someday you will seek me and find me when winter COVID is over 
Someday of  the days that shall we shall maskless be 

Oh, surely you will come and remind meet me 
In a dream that is calling for you and for me for real and not just 
virtually. 

And someday when the winter COVID is over 
Someday in the flush of  the spring when we all have vaccine, 
My soul eyes shall discover the soul born for my lover pandemic’s over 
For real and not just virtually. 

And someday when the winter COVID is over 
Someday in the flush of  the spring when faces are seen 

My soul eyes shall discover the soul born for my lover pandemic’s over 
For real and not just virtually. ▪

Frankie Laine
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Il Volo––Musicians par 
Excellence

BY MARTHA TRUPP 

When Italian teens Piero Barone, Guianluca 
Ginoble, and Ignazio Boschetto sang individually 
and as strangers in a TV talent show in 2009, they 
had been living humble lives, going to school, and 
playing sports. Producers put the three together 
for the next episode; they sang “O Sole Mio,” and 
the group eventually named Il Volo (“The 
Flight”) was born. Over the next few years, with 
much family support, they became an 
international sensation, singing what they call pop 
opera, or opera with a modern touch. 

I grew up playing the piano and appearing in 
talent shows; I appreciate young talent. Certain 
music stirs my soul, my whole being, and I love to 
watch people enjoy themselves on stage. I also 
like biographies of  people who struggle and 
succeed.  

Through PBS or Amazon, I discovered Il Volo. 
After checking their reviews, I purchased a CD. 
The music had verve. I was most intrigued with a 
stylish youngster with an out-of-this-world voice, 
who wore red––glasses, suspenders, sweaters, 

bow ties, and jewelry––and had his black hair 
spiked up in a trendy heap. 

In 2016, I saw them in person in San Jose, CA, 
and got a seat in the back. Never again. I had 
difficulty hearing their comedy routines. Yes, they 
are comical too. By that time, the red was gone, 
and Armani suits had replaced their youthful 
styles. I became more curious. 

The boy with the special voice who first drew my 
attention, I learned, was Piero. Piero grew up in 
Sicily, his father a mechanic and his mother a 
homemaker. His maternal grandfather, a blind 
musician, recognized toddler Piero’s unique voice, 
sang with him, and paid for his piano lessons. 
Piero sang at weddings to pay for singing lessons. 
His voice is rich and gravelly––a one-of-a-kind 
tenor. Some think he has his grandfather’s voice.  

Ignazio Boschetto also grew up in Sicily. He is a 
lyric tenor who, at age three, sang arias in his 
bedroom, shocking his mother when she checked 
on him. He plays piano, guitar, and drums, 
composes and arranges music, owns a production 
company, and helps in his mother’s pizzeria. On 
stage, he’s the most exuberant of  the three and 
has, on occasion, purloined the conductor’s wand 
to lead the orchestra. Ignazio has a powerful 
voice which amplifies his emotional renditions. 

His range is wide, his tones pure and clear. 
He’s the funny one. 

Gianluca Ginoble was exposed to a wide 
range of  music early in his life and like the 
others, began singing at age three. He had 
no formal training in music or voice, but 
he sang by ear and “instinct” in a choir 
that his father ran. Gianluca is the 
baritone, and often starts the songs the 
threesome sings. He has a seductive and 
mellow voice, like one of  his idols, Frank 
Sinatra. He can hit low notes, and his 
clarity and execution are flawless. His early 
shyness shows through at times, and 
although he has said that all he “wants to 
do is sing,” in his mid-20's now, he is 
studying piano. Gianluca lives near his 
family in Montepagano, a small village in 
the Abruzzo region of  Italy where his 
father drove a truck. Polls show him the Martha with Gianluca, Piero, and Ignazio.
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favorite, and he won a best-looking contest too. 
He’s the crooner. 

All three got their start singing in their Catholic 
churches, and they all sang in festivals and talent 
shows. Since meeting in 2009, they consider each 
other as brothers. During the Coronavirus 
pandemic, they secluded themselves. Through 
world tours, they all have gained a facility for 
languages and have become fluent in several. 
They sing in Italian, English, Spanish, German, 
French, and Latin and are learning Portuguese. 

In 2017 in Mexico City, where I saw them for 
the second time, my friend and I got tickets 
eleven rows from the stage in a huge auditorium. 
We met a woman who had come from Los 
Angeles just to see Il Volo for the second time. I 
stood for numerous standing ovations, but 
concentrated on the music so took no photos. 
The men know their audiences. As the 
handsome guys sang closing songs, they took off  
their jackets and ties, rolled up their sleeves, and 
messed their hair (I made that one up), and this 
audience went wild. Young women screamed and 
rushed the stage. Later I learned that their Latin 
audiences are the most excitable. 

After the performance and during an earthquake, 
a Meet & Greet ticket allowed me quick hugs and 
a photo with them which I will treasure the rest 
of  my life. I’ve seen Il Volo twice since then at a 

fancy Oscar-like dinner in Monaco in 2018 where 
I met a woman who had come from Canada just 
to see Il Volo, and San Jose, CA in early 2020, just 
before Covid restrictions were imposed. Little 
screaming occurred at either event, but people did 
give them roses, peonies, and tulips.  

Il Volo is well-known and popular in Italy, and 
sing for tens of  thousands. When I toured Italy in 
2018, the guide seemed happy to indulge me 
when I requested their music during a long bus 
drive through the countryside. While everyone 
else appeared nonchalant, I was in heaven. 

Il Volo consider themselves “Three Voices: One 
Soul,” and they exhibit that cohesiveness in 
everything they do. Loved by women and men, 
they surprised their early producers and appeal to 
all ages. Videos show little Piero look-alikes 
dressed in red. Piero, Ignazio, and Gianluca 
contribute to their families (Piero helped his 
brother through a PhD in Philosophy), their 
communities, and their country. They bring Italian 
culture to the world, and are a uniting force 
among today’s divisions. Variously described as 
“heaven sent,” “inspirational,” “charming,” and as 
having “magical powers,” to me they are all that 
plus the best musicians of  the century. I hope you 
enjoy them too. 

P.S. If  you watch “Piero Barone and Al Bano” on 
YouTube, you’ll be in for a treat. ▪

Charicatures drawn by Martha in 2020 of Gianluca, Piero, and Ignazio.
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Christmas Memories

BY BART BLOOM 

It is difficult to remember any particular 
Christmas of  my childhood. The years run 
together in the warm sweetness of  my memory. I 
remember looking out from the comfort of  our 
steam heated living room at the snow. We lived in 
Alaska for the first ten years of  my life, and that 
vision of  snow was a familiar part of  every 
Christmas. 

I can't remember that we ever bought a tree. My 
father always drove out of  town a short distance 
into the woods to find the perfect black spruce tree. 
It would have an ideal conical shape, densely 
packed with stout limbs capable of  holding the 
heaviest ornaments. Short, stiff  dark green needles 
bristled all around the tips of  the branches. 

There was a trap door in the laundry room that, 
when lifted by a ring embedded in the floor, 
revealed a stairway into the basement where boxes 
of  carrots and potatoes from our summer garden 
nestled in sawdust, and where cases of  canned 
peas, beans, spinach, apricots, peaches, raspberries 
and sweet cherries were stored. After the first 
snowfall in early October, Dad would put our 
dark blue Ford up on blocks, removing the battery 
and the tires and storing them in the relative 
warmth and safety of  that cellar. Only twice 
during the winter would he bring the battery and 
tires up to return them to the car: once to cut ice 
from Harding Lake in front of  our cabin and 
once to cut the Christmas tree. 

I remember one sunny 
December day getting 
dressed for the cold in 
my scratchy long wool 
underwear, fur parka 
and mukluks. We had 
about four hours of  
daylight at that time 
of  year; the sun rose 
at ten AM and set 
about two PM. At 
noon the sun was 
barely above the 
southern horizon, 

making long shadows on the snow.  

Dad started the car and ran the heater full blast 
before we got in. As he drove down the road 
south of  
town, both 
of  us looked 
out on each 
side for the 
perfect tree. 
I spied one 
on the right 
side of  the 
road; he 
opened the 
trunk and 
retrieved his 
ax and saw. 
We crossed a 
wide open 
space 
through the 
smoothly 
pristine expanse of  crusted whiteness. The snow 
was hip deep for me. Sometimes I could walk 
across the crust, and sometimes I broke through, 
floundering in my father's path. At one point I fell 
into a creek running hidden beneath the snow. 
Luckily, my waterproof  mukluks kept my feet 
warm and dry. Dad pulled me out of  the hole and 
we pressed on toward our chosen tree. 

Assembled in front of  the window in our living 
room, the tree was beautiful. Dad strung the lights. 
Mother brought out the fragile glass ornaments: 

Santa with frosted beard, birds 
with feathery tails, a tiny drum, 
and small round balls of  red, 
green, gold and silver. We 
often put a gold star on top, 
but this year we placed an 
angel with golden wings and a 
flowing white dress with gold 
trim. My brother and I were 
instructed to use last year's 
tinsel before we opened a new 
box. We began by carefully 
arranging each shiny slim silver 
strand and finished by Alaskan black spruce––great Christmas trees.

Winter in Fairbanks, AK.
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throwing small bunches at the upper branches out 
of  our reach. My heart was full. 

I remember the electric candle glowing in the 
window after being carefully removed each year 
from the original box with large printed letters 
reading MAZDA. I remember the year Mother 
won a four-room doll house in a raffle. I 
remember the year of  the Lionel electric train that 
I played with again and again and again. I 
remember the year that a ship crossing the Gulf  
of  Alaska sank in a storm, carrying to the bottom 
everyone's Christmas treasures ordered from 
Montgomery Ward and Sears. We got a lot of  hand 
knitted mittens, scarves, and socks that year. I 
remember going shopping by myself, walking the 
half  mile downtown to the NC Company 
department store on Front Street across from the 
frozen Chena River. For my brother, I bought a 
doll, dressed in a navy blue sailor suit with a jaunty 
white cap. I think my brother named him Bob.  

And I remember Buddy. 

His name was Zeno Keeling. Like so many others 
over the years, he lived with us. My mother 
couldn't get around the name Zeno, so she called 
him Buddy. His parents lived in a little trailer with 
no room for an infant and all that was required for 
his care. They paid my mother to keep him. Buddy 
was a chubby, cheerful baby with blonde curls. We 
all loved him. As I recall, his parents came to see 
him only twice during the year he was with us. 
Mother was shocked at their neglect and made 
motions to adopt him. Buddy's parents were 
equally shocked and refused. 

I think I was ten when Buddy was with us during 
our last Alaskan Christmas. I had a bedroom to 
myself  with a built-in bunk under a window 
frosted over with inch-thick ice in the winter. I 
slipped out of  bed about four Christmas morning 
to see what lay under the tree. I turned on the 
light, tiptoed through the kitchen, and looked out 
through the dining room doorway. There were 
more presents under the tree than I had 
remembered from the night before.  

Buddy's parents had brought a croquet set for my 
brother and me. We had no yard on which to use 
it. They didn't bring anything for Buddy. I could 

see a rocking horse my dad had made for Buddy in 
the shop at the school. I couldn't see much of  
anything else, but the magic of  being alone and 
secretly seeing all this in the silent house filled me 
with the same glowing feeling I am experiencing 
now as I write this. 

In 1967, when Adell and I went to Fairbanks for 
the Alaska Centennial Exposition, I wondered if  
Buddy was still around. I looked in the phone 
book for a Zeno Keeling listing. Running my 
fingers down the k’s, I found his name and called 
the number. Buddy asked us over. We walked up 
the outside stairway of  a wood frame two story 
apartment building on Cushman Street just a few 
blocks from where we used to live. We knocked on 
the door. Buddy opened it and welcomed us in. We 
talked about old times. He introduced us to his 
wife and his own little Buddy. ▪

Ode to the Future

BY JIM WYNANS 

Having arrived in March we know nothing of  what 
Panorama used to be. But the talk surrounds us of  
swimming activities, fitness programs, theater 
productions, movies, lectures, craft and hobby groups, 
restaurant socials and so much more. We who arrived 
during these restrictions on gatherings have yet to 
experience the glory and promises of  this wonderful 
facility. Patiently we wait (well, maybe not so patiently) 
for promises yet unfilled. But all time is not wasted, for 
during my time imagining the future I decided to compose 
a limerick of  waiting for the future. 

Some day in the future ahead, 
When we no longer fear the Covid. 
‘Twas the mask that we wore. 
Social distance and more. 
We’ll be glad that we did what we did 

When soon that day will come, 
And the fear of  Covid is done. 
To the pool I shall go, 
Or the theater for show. 
I just know it is going to be fun. ▪
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Ode to an Egg

BY JEAN PHILLIPS 

O orb of  golden goodness, supremely fertile and full of  life to be,  
Nucleus of  yolk suspended in an albumin sea,  
To thee, thou symbol of  fertility, even from earliest days,  
I sing awe-inspired exultations of  honor and praise.  

Progenitor of  new life, to Easter’s promise I make humble genuflections,  
Eastre, Pagan goddess of  renewal, rebirth and resurrections,  
Cycles of  the seasons––death in winter, birth in spring,  
To all of  this and thee, I humbly sing.  

Honored once as jewel-encrusted objets-d’-arts,  
Elaborate Faberge Easter eggs with moving parts,  
Precious treasures of  Russian tsars given to wives as a curiosity,  
Emblems of  power, sometimes love, and always pomposity.  

O hen fruit––so aptly named, as all can agree,  
A clutch in a basket––ova, ouef, ovule, potential progeny,  
Eggs clothed in majestic coats––ecru, white, brown, speckled, or blue.  
As from the beginning, nature’s answer to the promise anew.  

Once farm maidens gathered them gently at dawn, smelling of  the earth,  
Now mass produced from hens caged from birth,  
Sorted, evaluated, and stamped by the USDA, encased in plastic crates,  
Sent by gigantic trucks all over the United States.  

Sitting in refrigerated cases at the grocery store,  
Waiting to be brought home to kitchens to be put in the icebox door.  
A basic source of  reliable protein, a building block of  good nutrition,  
The egg’s basic purpose ready to see fruition.  

O egg, so delicious, whether boiled, poached, scrambled or fried,  
Deviled for a picnic or in an omelet or soufflé––never freeze dried!  
Shunned by vegans and the anti-cholesterol crowd,  
I sing my vociferous praises to thee out loud.  

O ancient riddle––does the chicken or the egg come first?  
A co-equal existence speaks to matters most perverse,  
Point-of-view is all, as philosophers eternally debate,  
While I worship this beautiful egg right here on my plate! ▪

Here

BY KAREN SHANOWER 

If  I could find you here, today, 
  Here where white cloud mounds slide by 
  Here where red-winged black birds whistle 
  Here where green leaves shiver 
We could share the message in the breeze ▪

April

BY BARB SCHACHT 

Wind played tricks on our elderly cherry 
tree. 

I stood coatless in the cherry blossom 
snowstorm 

grateful I was in on the joke. ▪



 

The Old Gillies Home

BY JIM DEYOUNG 

Even though we lived in it for fifteen years, the 
old timers still referred to it as "the old Gillies 
home." It had been built in 1903 by George 
Gillies and was the second largest house in town. 

But I need to digress. Sumas, WA was a small 
town on the US/Canada border, population 658, 
per the sign leading into town. It had a small 
business community of  maybe thirty stores 
(including five churches and five taverns) serving 
the local community and the dairy farmers in the 
surrounding area. It had a stable population that 
worked in the local businesses and surrounding 
community as well as a large number of  retired 
citizens. After reading the book Boundary Town by 
Roy Jones written in 1958 
about the early 1900's, I 
gathered that the 
community had not 
changed much in the past 
100 years. 

Mr. Gillies was the owner 
of  a local saw mill and the 
local funeral home. Based 
on the size and location of  
his constructed home, it is 
assumed that he was one of  
the richer citizens in the 
community. The house was 
built on Garfield Avenue, the 
only street in town to justify 
a grass boulevard down the 
middle of  the street. The 
larger homes in town were 
on this street with the largest 
one just kitty-corner from 
the Gillies house. Without 
question, it was the street 
where the well-to-do would 
choose to live. 

Our home, the old Gillies 
house, was a large two-story structure, 
somewhere between four and five thousand 
square feet. The rooms on the main floor were 
all large and included a big entry, front room, 
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living room and dining room. The upstairs had 
five bedrooms, the primary bathroom, plus 
access to a sun deck covering the driveway. 
There was also a back stairway leading down to a 
small room, probably originally built for servant 
quarters. It had a huge kitchen plus a prep room 
with a pass-through to the dining room. It was 
also interesting to me that it had a swinging 
doorway between the kitchen and the rest of  the 
house, probably separating the servants’ 
responsibilities from the rest of  the house. 

The front room was used for funeral services, 
justifying the need for a large house. Enclosing 
the front room from the entry and living room 
were sliding doors that could be opened as needed 
for an expanded service. Likewise, the front porch 
and driveway were covered for moving a casket to 
and from a hearse in inclement weather. 

Including the surrounding 
yard, the residence took up 
almost half  of  the city block. 
The yard contained a small 
orchard of  varied apples, pear, 
cherry, and plum trees, two 
grape arbors, and a raspberry 
patch. Additional buildings 
included a combined garage/
wood shed, a chicken coop, 
and a lean-to that contained a 
burial vault filled with 
cemetery supplies. 

At the end of  the World War 
II, my dad decided it was time 
to start his own drug store and 
he chose Sumas as the 
location. With five kids in the 
family, we needed a large home 
and the Gillies home was on 
the market. The house itself  
was solidly built with prime 
lumber from the Gillies mill, 
all clear timber, real 2 x 4's 
assembled with square nails. 

The first winter, we discovered that the furnace 
only worked when the basement was not flooded; 
therefore a new furnace had to be installed in the 
old servant quarters. At the same time, the wood 

The Gillies home then and now, a proud piece of 
history for Sumas!

The Voice | April 2021 Page  27



STORY

1751 Circle Lane SE
Lacey, Washington 98503

Non-Profit Org
U S Postage

PAID
Olympia WA
Permit No. 1

stove in the kitchen was replaced with an electric 
stove, and the hot water tank was moved from the 
kitchen to the new furnace room.  

The house was heated by radiators, and between 
the first flooding and the installation of  the 
furnace, we were dependent on the fireplace in 
the living room for heat. Thank goodness there 
was plenty of  wood in the shed out back. The 
first fire in the fireplace resulted in a chimney fire 
requiring the attention of  the local fire 
department; after that, we undertook a good 
cleaning of  the chimney. 

That first year was an eventful year considering all 
of  the above. In addition, my father had to renew 
his pharmaceutical license which required his 
working out of  town for a couple months. 

Thankfully, the second year was easier. The store 
opened without further problems and it was soon 
a success. My mother started giving music lessons 
to young children in the community. It was a good 
use of  the large front room and, because of  its 
size and easy access to the living room, was 

perfect for the periodic piano recitals given by her 
students. 

For me, as I grew up, it was a comfortable home; 
and the town was good to us as we became a part 
of  the community. 

I visited Sumas several years ago spending time 
wandering the streets. I noted little change in the 
residential areas. The business community had 
expanded; there were some new manufacturing 
facilities on the edge of  town; and I saw a new 
small residential development just outside the old 
city limits. And the old Gillies home? The orchard 
is gone but the house still looked to be well-


