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you have a favorite American destination 
that you believe is under-appreciated? …that 
your neighbors may not have discovered? …
that reminds you of  a travel escapade, 
memorable experience, or special 
encounter? Share it with our readers by 
writing an essay for the October issue of  The 
Voice. Submit your article (1000 words or 
fewer) to TheVoice@panorama.org no later 
than August 15, 2021. ▪︎

Editor’s Notes

BY BECKY ANDERSON 

Carolyn Bowers’ cover was 
selected months ago. The title 
“Light at the End of  the Tunnel,” 
is particularly appropriate now as 
we appear to be reaching the end 
of  our COVID-19 tunnel. It is 
summer, and our world looks 
brighter. Activities are restarting, 
buildings are open, friends are 

unmasked. Longer days promise more time to visit, 
to walk this magnificent campus and its environs, to 
travel and to enjoy outdoor events. Baseball season 
has begun, and the All-Star game is right around the 
corner. In this issue, Frances Snyder offers a tribute 
to a true All-Star. 

As we remove our masks in safe places, we notice 
many new faces. We look forward to welcoming 
these new friends, getting to know them, and 
including them in our activities. Since the campus 
was shut down in March 2020, The Voice has profiled 
94 new residents; 21 in this issue. Readers may wish 
to return to past issues of  The Voice to reread 
interviews and check out pictures of  these new 
additions to the campus. Back copies of  The Voice, 
dating to January 2018 are available on Kya > 
Communications  > The Voice. 
Those of  us suffering from cabin fever are beginning 
to plan travel. International destinations are still 
somewhat problematic: for example the Canadian 
border is still closed to tourists because of  low vaccine 
rates caused by unavailability of  vaccine. Domestic 
travel beckons, particularly to those who have not 
experienced everything this country offers.  

How many US National Parks are still on your 
bucket list? Have you traveled to all fifty states? Do 
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Errata

The article on page 12 of  the April 2021 issue of  The Voice, 
“Vaccine Day,” was written by Sandy Bush, a retired nurse who 
observed the events with a professional eye and brought us a 
personal recollection of  the day. We mistakenly printed Sally 
Bush's name as the author of  this article. Sally is also a resident of  
Panorama, but did not write this article.  

Sandy's name was also missing from page 3 listing all the authors 
in the issue. In addition, the listing of  interviewers on page 3 
should have included the name of  Marcia McLaughlin, instead of  
the unknown Susan McLaughlin.  

We apologize for these errors. A pdf  version of  the accurate 
version of  this issue has been posted in the Communications > 
The Voice section of  Kya. ▪︎

Calling all writers!

Calling all writers! The Voice is published 
quarterly and distributed to all residents. All 
residents are invited to submit essays, 
poems, and art for future issues. (See note 
above for a suggested topic.) Deadline for 
submissions for the October 2021 issue is 
August 15, 2021. Call Becky Anderson at   
x5767 for more information and send 
submissions to TheVoice@Panorama.org ▪︎

Remember the VW bus when “hippies” painted images of 
peace signs, flowers, and other symbols of peace on their 
camper vans during the notorious counterculture 
movement? What and where were your memorable travels?
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Welcome New Residents!
Peter Odencrans & Diane 
Mitchell

BY SUSAN MILLER 

Peter and 
Diane moved 
from Hemet, 
California, to 
Panorama on 
March 1 after 
considering 
twenty 
retirement 

communities in four states. Both grew up in 
Southern California; Peter studied English and 
journalism at USC, and Diane, opera and music 
education at UCLA.  

While at UCLA, Diane inherited twenty piano 
students from a friend and discovered a love 
of  teaching. After retiring three decades later, 
she began sending a Monday Morning Music 
email to dozens of  former students and 
friends with subjects ranging from Palestrina to 
Miles Davis. Diane has lectured on musicians 
and world music with the University of  
California Osher Lifelong Learning program. 
In Hemet, she chaired “Music @ the Library” 
presenting free monthly concerts for more 
than a decade. Diane and Peter continue to be 
major supporters and board officers of  the 
Hemet Concert Association which features 
live, mostly classical, musicians.  

Avid readers, Diane and Peter joined the 
“Books for Treats” program at Halloween, 
distributing gently used children’s books in place 
of  candy corn and Snickers. The project was a 
big hit as kids and parents were excited about 
getting “brain candy.” Over ten years, they gave 
away close to 2,000 books. 

Peter’s career in community relations with 
various water agencies in Southern California 
played to his multiple strengths in writing, 
preparing publications and videos, and 

Marta McClure

BY KRISTI MORRISH 

With a degree in home economics 
from Albright College in 
Pennsylvania, Marta’s first job was 
working for Stouffer’s as a food 
manager at MIT and Harvard. Her 
42-year love story began with an 
MIT student from California. 
Laughingly, Marta recalls the 

summer she became a “maverick.” 

That summer she had a thrilling Thunderbird drive 
with a friend from Boston to California, was 
engaged for two weeks, and married in “The Little 
Brown Church in the Valley” in Los Angeles. After 
two years in California, the next stop was 
University of  Alabama for her husband to obtain 
three degrees in engineering. Their final cross 
country move with two young boys was to St. 
Martin’s University, Lacey. Her husband was an 
engineering professor and had a private consulting 
business. Marta obtained a BA in education and 
teacher’s certification from St. Martin’s. She held 
the position of  Conference Coordinator for 
Washington State University working in Puyallup. 
They built a home on Henderson Inlet where 
Marta lived for the past 32 years. 

Marta’s long-time passion is gardening. She has 
already had her hands in the dirt at the Pea Patch 
and surrounds her new home with lovely, unique 
flower containers. A metal design heron stands 
ready to take a stealthy step onto her patio. 

Marta’s career in foods and food management 
continues to be of  interest. She is already famous 
with neighbors for her homemade hot cross buns! 

Marta has returned to Panorama only recently from 
wintering in Florida. As she begins to get re-
oriented she will pursue volunteering at the Barn 
and swim lessons to improve her abilities at the 
Aquatic and Fitness Center. ▪︎ 

4112 Chambers Lake Drive, x 5718 
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Mary Chilton

BY BETTY HUMMEL 

When it became time for Mary 
to give up the home she and her 
husband built for retirement, 
she began by researching non- 
profit facilities and chose 
Panorama. Many years ago, 
before his death, her husband 
had volunteered here teaching a 
computer class, so she was 

aware of  our beautiful campus. She now is 
happily settled in her sunny apartment.  
Mary spent most of  her life in the Kitsap County 
area, living in Bremerton, Kitsap Lake, and 
Grapeview. At age 16 she met “the love of  my 
life,” a 19-year-old sailor, married, and became a 
mother. That marriage lasted for 57 years! In those 
years she not only raised three children, but 
finished high school, community college and 
graduated with a degree in education from the 
University of  Washington. That degree was, in her 

words, “heavy in the sciences.” She taught science 
at Poulsbo High School.  

At some point she became fascinated with goats 
and says she spent years making and selling goat 
cheese as well as trying to breed the perfect 
Nubian goat. This resulted in wonderful 
friendships with other goat enthusiasts and lots of  
travel to goat shows to exhibit her results. Mary 
misses her goats even though she never bred the 
perfect one she dreamed of. 

Mary is an avid reader and environmentalist; she is 
interested in the Green Team here and any other 
issues relating to climate change. Please join me in 
welcoming this dynamic woman. ▪︎ 

B1 Chalet, x 5527

facilitating communication among all the 
stakeholders—politicians, conservationists, 
educators, employees, development organizations, 
and the press.  

As a teen, Peter spent a summer in Norway with 
American Field Service (AFS). During their 
marriage, Peter and Diane hosted several AFS 
students in their home. Over the years they have 
kept in touch with them all, visiting them in 
Istanbul, St. Petersburg, and a small town near 
Hamburg. Another memorable trip was a visit to 
Germany and Austria in the 1980s, using Rick 
Steves’s personal recommendations for them, 
tailored to their interests in music.  

As Panorama opens up, Diane and Peter hope to 
hike with Steve. They plan to check out activities 
involving photography, computer technology, 
gardening, music, book clubs, weaving, lectures, 
and trips. Their white pit-mix Windy has already 
helped them make many new friends. ▪︎ 

1738 Circle Loop, x 5255 Alan & Cindy Hoover

BY ROSEMARY SHOLD 

Cindy and Alan, 
although 
graduating 
from rival high 
schools in the 
Tri-Cities 
(Washington) 
area, met once 
again at Eastern 

Washington University and married.  

Alan received his bachelor and master of  
education from EWU, with the latter degree in 
administration. Cindy graduated from Pacific 
Lutheran University with a bachelor in business 
administration and a Master of  Arts in Education 
(guidance counseling).  

In her career as an educator, Cindy taught in many 
Washington school districts at different grade 
levels and in a variety of  subjects. Alan, a 36-year 
educator, taught and then became a principal. He 
was a principal in the North Thurston School 
District for 16 years. Recognizing his leadership 
and lifelong commitment to education, he was 
awarded the Washington State Christa McAuliffe 
award. Cindy was awarded the State of  



 
 Page 6 | The Voice | July 2021 INTERVIEWS

was convinced to pursue a post-graduate degree. In 
2012 he received a doctor of  ministry in the 
theology of  work. Since then he has taught and 
continues to teach an on-line graduate course 
through Bakke Graduate University. An 
unanticipated benefit of  teaching on-line is that 
Larry became an expert in Zoom well before 
Zoom became a part of  our daily life. 

He and Sharon have traveled extensively in South 
America. Sharon, a stay-at-home mom and school 
volunteer, took care of  their daughter and two 
sons, all of  whom live in nearby communities. The 
family has grown to include ten grandchildren and 
ten great-grandchildren. 

Sharon and Larry, having been residents of  
Olympia since 1966, knew of  Panorama through 
proximity, friends, and family. Larry was attracted 
to the woodshop and the beautiful grounds which 
he does not have to mow. Sharon’s interests 
dovetail nicely with the activity groups on campus: 
making cards, quilting, and crocheting.  

As the campus reopens, They are adjusting to 
letting others do things for them and are happy to 
be taken care of  so well. Please join me in 
welcoming Sharon and Larry to Panorama. ▪︎ 

1416 Sleater Kinney Rd., x 5918

Larry & Sharon Peabody

BY ROSEMARY SHOLD 

Sharon and 
Larry met at a 
church skating 
party as 
teenagers. 
Sharon was 
from Seattle 
and visiting 
her aunt in 

Sunnyside near Yakima where Larry grew up. 
They married while Larry was attending 
Wheaton College in Illinois where he received 
the bachelor of  arts in English literature. 

In 1964, they moved back to Washington where 
Larry worked as a writer for several Washington 
State agencies. After leaving state government, he 
developed a writing course called Clear Writing 
which led to other business writing courses and a 
successful seventeen-year business in teaching 
writing. Concurrently, he was a pastor at 
Neighborhood Alliance Church in Lacey for 
twenty-two years, retiring in 2007. During his 
career, Larry has written several books. 

While Larry attended a weeklong class at Bakke 
Graduate University on the theology of  work, he 

Washington Program of  the Year by her marketing 
education peers.  

Both Alan and Cindy have post-retirement careers. 
Alan became a student-teacher supervisor, while 
Cindy entered the retail market at a sewing center. 
Having lived in Olympia for many years, moving to 
Panorama gives them the opportunity for 
continuing care as well as allowing them to stay in 
the community where they can be close to family 
and continue their community involvement. 

Alan, a Marine Corps veteran, is a member of  the 
Olympia Marine Corps League known for its Toys 
for Tots program. Cindy is a master gardener, 
composter, and recycler and the past president of  

the Master Gardener Foundation. She is also 
active in the Quilts of  Valor program and teaches 
classes as a master gardener and a quilter. Alan 
gardens and follows the Mariners and Huskies. 
They have a Pea Patch. Both are active in their 
church, Bible study, and Gideon International.  

Everyone at Panorama has been extremely 
helpful in settling them in their new home. Given 
their hobbies and interests, they are looking 
forward to the activity groups on campus. Join 
me in welcoming this lively and community-
minded couple to Panorama. ▪︎ 

1544 Boulevard Park Lane, x5743
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psychologist in a primary care private practice. 
Moving to Washington State, he worked for the 
state in the Social Security Disability program and 
as a consultant in medical disability which he still 
does. Living in Washington brings him closer to his 
two children. 

Dan is one of  52 residents who are Unitarian 
Universalists where he is on the pastoral care team. 
Earlier in life he enjoyed sailing and raced sailboats 
(on a 19-foot Flying Scot) with a group out of  
Swantown. He is an avid hiker with the hiking 
group from his church. He is looking forward to 
working in the wood shop as that has been a 
favorite hobby.  

His family owns a house on Whidbey Island and 
they enjoy frequent getaways there. Before our 
interview, Dan had just returned from a vacation in 
the Palm Springs area with his family, and he 
anticipates more travel in the future. 

Join me in welcoming Dan to our vibrant 
community! ▪︎ 

4520 21st Ave  x5753

Dan Donahue

BY PEGGY JAMERSON 

Dan moved to our quiet 
campus in January. Luckily, he 
had visited the campus several 
times prior to the COVID 
shutdown and remembers what 
a vital and busy community it 
was and looks forward to that 
atmosphere returning. 

Although born in Detroit, he was raised in San 
Bernardino, CA, where he attended Catholic 
schools and UC–Riverside. Dan received a degree 
in zoology and played college football until an 
injury. He began his career in social services, got 
married, and returned to college for an 
undergraduate degree in psychology and a PhD 
in clinical psychology from Ohio University. 

Dan’s career began at the University of  Arkansas 
at Little Rock in the child study center. He taught 
transactional analysis in the public school system; 
worked at the Little Rock mental health center as 
a staff  psychologist, and was the chief  

I was very curious about what prompted Margaret 
to move from Hawaii to Lacey. Like many of  us, 
she wanted to be closer to family. Margaret has 
one daughter who lives in Tumwater. Her 
daughter encouraged her to come to the area and 
as soon as they were introduced to Panorama, 
they both knew it was where Margaret would be 
able to enjoy her interests and be close to her 
daughter––a win-win! 

When I met with Margaret, she was preparing a 
project for the weaving studio and has already 
received her key. She showed me some of  her 
small ceramic tiles that she will incorporate with 
her weaving. Water exercise is another interest that 
she will explore; she may eventually check out the 
ceramics studio, and who knows what else.  

Margaret is an energetic and friendly lady with 
many interests. You will find her a delight. ▪︎ 

401 Quinault, x 5093

Margaret Leong

BY PEGGY CARMICHAEL 

Welcome to Margaret who moved 
here from Honolulu, Hawaii, in 
March. She was born and raised 
on Oahu, her parents having 
immigrated to Hawaii from Japan. 
Her father owned a Japanese 
candy store in Honolulu.  

After high school Margaret 
graduated from the University of  Hawaii with a 
Fine Arts Degree. Margaret has a deep interest in 
textiles and ceramics. Over the years she has 
traveled 17 times to various regions in Japan to 
become acquainted with the various expressions of  
ceramic art in each region.  

Margaret taught art classes to high school-age teens 
for 25 years. After retiring, Margaret taught 
conversational English in Japan for an 
unforgettable three years. 
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while getting her BA in psychology. They were 
also raising their two-year old son, Drew. Bob’s 
36-year law career with four international energy 
companies was primarily in Boston and Houston, 
with a lot of  world travel. 

Martha had her own international on-line business 
called “Martha’s Linens.” She restored lace and 
linens. The third floor of  her home was the 
“world headquarters” for her passion.  

Bob and Martha are still weighing the many 
possibilities of  activities here at Panorama. 
Martha would like to volunteer at the Barn, 
doing something that fits with her past private 
business. Even “ironing linens” is a peaceful 
“zen experience” for her! Bob is a collector of  
buttons (political buttons, not my 
grandmother’s), with many fascinating stories. 
Together, they have a passion for birding, 
traveling far and wide to fulfill it. 

Bob and Martha’s two adult sons, Drew and 
David, share in their folks’ happiness to be living 
at Panorama. You will too when you meet them! 

Welcome Bob and Martha! ▪︎ 

3970 Holladay Park Loop  x5266

Bob & Martha Nailling

BY KRISTI MORRISH 

This was not an 
interview. It was 
a love-fest 
about how 
“great it is to be 
living at 
Panorama!” 
Bob and 
Martha are 

thrilled with their new home, having been enticed 
here by her brother and sister-in-law years ago. 

Bob and Martha spent a few summers at a 
waterfront place in Shelton, WA, grew fond of  the 
Northwest, and turned their sights from Houston, 
Texas, to Panorama for retirement. 

As students at Vanderbilt University in Nashville, 
TN, they met on a blind date. They both felt that 
“they could talk forever.” That admiration is still 
there! Shortly after Bob’s graduation in political 
science, they married and went to Princeton, NJ, 
where Bob spent two years in graduate school 
before entering Vanderbilt School of  Law.  

Martha worked at the law school placement office 
as an administrative assistant, then acting director, 

Tom & Sherri Hruby

BY PEGGY JAMERSON 

The three of  
us were thrilled 
to have the 
interview in 
person, 
distanced and 
without masks. 
Certainly 
makes for a 

better interview! Tom and Sherri moved to 
Panorama in February and are patiently waiting 
for their “forever” home. 

Sherri is from the east coast where she attended 
Amherst College and received a liberal arts degree. 
Tom was born in Paris, came to the USA, and 
attended Seattle schools. He received a degree in 
biochemistry from the U. of  W. then a master’s in 
oceanography, and attended the University of  
Glasgow, Scotland, receiving a PhD in botany. 

They married, have two daughters and nearly 
two grands. One of  their most interesting trips 
was a belated honeymoon trip on the canals in 
England. They have also been to the Czech 
Republic several times. 

Tom did stints for Woods Hole Oceanographic 
Institute and the Audubon Society and served as 
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an ecologist for an environmental consulting 
engineering company. His most interesting project 
was creating an 800-acre offshore landfill in 
Singapore which is now a habitat for endangered 
species. Sherri worked in quality process 
improvement. 

One year they traveled to Seattle to visit his 
parents and decided to relocate to the area. Tom 
joined the Department of  Ecology as the Chief  
Aquatic Ecologist in the Shoreline & 
Environmental Assistance Program. Sherri worked 
for the Department of  Personnel and then OFM 
doing data analysis of  the administrative survey of  
58,000 employees of  the executive branch. 

They moved here from their home of  30 years in 
Lacey. Tom has built three 26-foot motorboats 
which they are able to camp on. He has built 
spinning wheels for Sherri who is a wool spinner. 
They also totally customized a box truck into a 
trailer for ease of  travel. 

Sherri belongs to the Olympia Weavers Guild and 
also knits. Tom carves figures from soapstone 
and does block printing on t-shirts featuring the 
name of  their latest boat,“Daddy’s Third.” He is 
looking forward to working in the wood shop. 

Meeting this delightful couple will put a smile on 
your face when you hear their adventures. ▪︎ 

427 Quinault, x 5379

Bob & Juanita Watt

BY MARCIA McLAUGHLIN 

Bob and 
Juanita moved 
into their 
temporary 
home in 
January 2021 
and are waiting 
for their new 
home on 

Willow Lane to be completed. They moved here 
from Seattle where they had lived for many years. 
Juanita was born and raised in Monroe, New 
York, and Bob in Lake Forest, Illinois. They met 
when they were in training for VISTA and 
married very soon after. They worked in Oregon 
with VISTA, finding support programs for 
migrant children. After leaving VISTA, Bob went 
to Portland State University. While Bob was in 
school, they managed an egg farm.  

Bob worked with troubled youth, first at Secret 
Harbor on Cypress Island, then several non-
profits in the Seattle area including Youth 
Eastside Services and Family Services of  King 
County. He was deputy mayor of  Seattle under 

Norm Rice and CEO of  the Greater Seattle 
Chamber of  Commerce.  

He ended his career as a Boeing VP of  State & 
Local Government Relations and Global 
Corporate Citizenship. Juanita ran a preschool 
for 21 years and was a fund raiser for Fred 
Hutch Child Care. They have two children and 
six grandchildren who live in Seattle and 
University Place. 

They are both happy to be taking a break from 
activities, including the non-profit boards that 
Bob volunteered for. Juanita was a wedding 
coordinator for a Seattle church. They intend to 
take a break from volunteering until they make 
the move into Willow Lane in 2022. They enjoy 
walking and reading. Bob also runs and swims. 
They chose Panorama because they are an 
interracial family and see more diversity here than 
they had at other possible locations. 

Talking with Juanita and Bob was a pleasure, 
especially as we found mutual connections in 
Seattle. They are a welcome addition to Panorama, 
and I imagine that once they are settled, those 
volunteer genes will be sparked again. ▪︎ 

1715 Circle Loop, x 5140
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Chuck & Kristie Alm

BY BETTY HUMMEL 

Chuck and 
Kristie are 
living in the 
Chalet until a 
house becomes 
available. They 
seem to be 
comfortably 
settled and 

already know some of  their neighbors. This 
ability to move on when the time comes seems to 
be a pattern in their 60 years of  marriage.  

When their three children were growing up, they 
had a small acreage in Woodinville (Washington) 
with a variety of  livestock. When the children left 
home, they decided farming was too much and 
gave it up to move to Bellevue where they have 
lived for the past 35 years. Leaving that home has 
not been too hard because they still have a “beach 
house” on Anderson Island where there is room 
for the whole family to gather. 

Both these Northwesterners are graduates of  the 
University of  Washington where they met, Chuck 
in business administration and Kristie in 
education. He had several careers with the longest 
being with Olympic Paint and Stain Company. 
While working there he and a friend became 
involved in developing and building seven motels. 
Kristie, on the other hand, proudly describes 
herself  as a “stay at home mom” who never 
worked professionally. Chuck proudly says that 
her career was “being a wonderful mother.” 

Both share an interest in sports; Kristie is an 
excellent golfer, again according to Chuck. Their 
highest priority is finding a church. They have 
been very happy in a non-denominational church 
and hope to find active Bible classes to become 
involved in. They have yet to decide what other 
Panorama activities they will choose. Kristie loves 
to play bridge. Panorama was their choice for this 
move because they have friends who live here.  

They routinely spend six months of  each year in 
southern California, so we have several months to 
get to know this delightful couple. ▪ 

B6 Chalet, x 5193

Kathryn Garnett

BY CAROL HARMA 

Though Kathryn has officially 
lived at Panorama for two years, 
she hasn’t yet completely moved 
in. She has been splitting time 
between here and Hoquiam 
where she is the United 
Methodist minister. 

Kathryn was born in Chicago. 
She moved to Washington, DC, where she 
completed her schooling. Her first job was with 
the Department of  State, assigned to the embassy 
in Tel Aviv, Israel, where she spent two and a half  
years. While there, she met her future husband. 
They were married in San Antonio, Texas, moved 
to North Carolina while he completed his tour in 
the Marines, and then settled in his home town of  
Aberdeen, Washington. 

After their divorce, she needed a job that would 
allow her flexibility and a place to live with her 
three children. She found a job with Weyer-
haeuser and a house in Kent. Once the children 
were grown, she bought an apartment in Seattle. 
Her daughter now lives in Renton and her son in 
Oklahoma. She has six grandchildren, and five 
great grandchildren. 

While in Kent she became more deeply involved 
with the Methodist church, eventually being asked 
to serve the church in Hoquiam where she has 
been for eight years, retiring in June. 

Kathryn is an avid knitter and loves music. She 
managed to fit her piano into her living room 
here and hopes to join the Panorama chorus. She 
also loves to read and to travel. She has visited all 
of  the continents except Antarctica. 

Happy retirement, Kathryn. ▪ 

2432 Chambers Lake Lane, x 5156
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Jan Nicholson

BY MARCIA MCLAUGHLIN 

Jan grew up in Lawrence, 
Kansas. She became a Jayhawk 
fan early in life and is still a fan. 
She went to the University of  
Kansas, became a teacher, and 
taught for two years. She and 
her husband John were married 
in Lawrence, moved to Kansas 
City, then Chicago, and later to 

Issaquah and Bellevue. When they retired, they 
moved to Camano Island. 

After raising their two children, Terri and Brian, 
Jan went back to school to be certified for 
teaching in Washington, but job opportunities 
were scarce. Instead she learned document 
management and worked for Sunstrand and 
Honeywell for twenty years. 

Russ Wing

BY SUSAN MILLER 

Russ moved to Panorama in 
January of  2021 from Gig 
Harbor. He is a third 
generation resident along with 
his brother Mike. 

Born in Tacoma in 1946, Russ is 
among the early baby boomers 
who are beginning to move to 
Panorama. He was brought up 

in Lakewood, WA, and graduated from high 
school in Bellevue, WA. He attended the 
University of  Houston primarily to play golf, and 
then came to the University of  Washington 
primarily to get an education. He graduated UW 
with a BBA degree and a major in quantitative 
methods. He later graduated from Stanford 
University with an MS degree and a major in 
operations research. Later in life, he earned the 
Chartered Financial Analyst (CFA) credential. 

Jan’s daughter Terri lives in Olympia at Boston 
Harbor; this drew Jan to Panorama. Her son 
Brian lives in Mountlake Terrace. 

Jan is a watercolor artist and looks forward to 
being part of  art groups here. Her work is 
beautiful. She has already joined the Olympia 
watercolor group. On Camano Island, she was 
part of  the Roaming Artists of  Camano.  

On Camano, she was also a part of  a ukulele 
group and is hoping that there is a group here. If  
not, she’d like to start one. In the past, she has 
also done ceramics. 

She’s enjoying walking around campus and seeing 
the beautiful flowers. She loves to read and is 
looking forward to the restaurant’s reopening. 
(Aren’t we all!) 

Welcome to Panorama, Jan! ▪ 

304 Quinault, x 5769

Russ served in the U.S. Navy as a Supply Corps 
officer during the Vietnam War. His business 
career included positions as a systems analyst, 
market research analyst, investment analyst, and 
consultant. 

Russ’s wife Katy had Alzheimer’s Disease and has 
passed away. Their sons, Bob and Jim, both 
served in the military, and both work in 
information technology. Russ has a grandchild, 
Cora, in Colorado and a grandson, Peterson, who 
is in the adoption pipeline from Haiti. 

Russ enjoys sports officiating. He has been a 
soccer referee and a golf  rules official. Russ’s 
current hobbies include bridge, golf, 
photography, computers, and cruising. He is also 
a volunteer Alzheimer’s activist, working to raise 
awareness of  the disease and to raise funds for 
research and caregiver support. ▪ 

1731 Circle Loop, x 5631



 

looked like large lizards and were very languid, 
with soft tiny teeth set in a permanent grin. We 
would turn them onto their backs and pet their 
pale stomachs to put them to sleep. It was a 
rather strange animal farm, really. 

Dave raised cattle. I fed an orphaned calf  named 
Buttons, but my favorite pet, if  you could call 

him that, was a ranch horse named 
Stuffins. He was tall, even for a 
horse, and dark brown, with a white 
star on his forehead. I loved to ride 
him up onto the levee by the canal, 
jumping across ditches and 
cantering out in the fields alongside 
Dot on her horse Smoky. 

Sharon and I had a sister, Terry Sue, 
who was five years younger than me. 
Terry was not a cowgirl–– she wore 
a coonskin hat like Davy Crockett. 
When Terry was about two, Dot put 
her atop Stuffins and handed her the 
reins, reminding her to hold on no 
matter what. Stuffins showed his 
dismissive attitude by taking a few 
steps and bending his head down to 
drink water from the ditch, and 
Terry flew over his head into the 
canal. Dave jumped in the ditch and 
quickly scooped her out. Terry was 
nonplussed and very proud, 
announcing that she had not let go! 
Our parents were none too pleased. 

Sharon once wrote to our mother, 
“Terry Sue can’t come up to the 
ranch because Dot has enough 
trouble. Mac broke his ankle in two 
places and had to go to the hospital. 

Dave and Babe [a ranch hand] killed two coons, 
five possums, one owl, one bobcat, and caught an 
alligator. Bye now.” 

My sisters and I had one adventure that may have 
finally proved too much for my parents. It 
happened the summer before we moved up north 
when Sharon was eight, I was seven, and Terry 
was two. It was a Sunday, and my parents were 
visiting with the three of  us. At some point in the 
afternoon, my sisters and I were in the barn with 
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Back at the Ranch

BY JUDY MURPHY 

When I was a little girl in the early 1950s, I wanted 
to be a cowgirl like Dale Evans; I had a little holster 
with six shooters, a cowgirl skirt and hat, and 
cowgirl boots. My family lived in south Florida, 
where my uncle Dave became 
manager of  a ranch to be carved 
out of  undeveloped land some 30 
miles inland from West Palm Beach. 
He and my Aunt Dot lived there in 
a tiny trailer as the land was being 
cleared. Elementary school didn’t 
begin until first grade back then, so 
I often went with Dot and Dave 
when they drove to the ranch from 
Fort Lauderdale. 

Dot, one of  five sisters including 
my mother, was tenderhearted but 
tough. She was my babysitter when 
I was four and five. We sang 
together all the hits of  the fifties, 
and she taught me to whistle by 
eating sunflower seeds, like the 
birds, she said. She was tall and 
blonde with beautiful blue eyes. 

Although I adored Dot, the truth 
was she loved animals more than 
people. She raised a fawn named 
Bambi, rescued orphaned baby 
rabbits, and tamed a raccoon she 
called Bandit for his propensity to 
steal and bury shiny objects. Dot’s 
menagerie also included Mac (an 
old, slobbering bulldog), turkeys, 
chickens, ducks, geese, and 
peacocks. Her favorite was a large goose called 
Henrietta. Like most geese, Henrietta was ill-
tempered. She chased and pecked at me, honking 
like a New York cab driver, but Dot doted on her. 

Dot also had a soft spot for alligators, heaven 
knows why. Dave built a big pen set in the water of  
the small ditch near the trailer, and he dutifully 
caught a gator and installed it there. At some point, 
Dot found some alligator babies, and my older 
sister Sharon and I had fun playing with them. They 
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Dot when we suddenly heard a commotion, and 
someone called out, “Look out! Cow’s jumped the 
fence!” 

In front of  us appeared a huge, white cow with 
long, curved horns. Brahma cows have an ugly 
hump at the neck, drooping ears, and a nasty 
disposition on a good day. This was clearly not a 
good day. 

“Get in the jeep!” Dot yelled, pointing to the old 
jeep parked in the barn. Dot grabbed Terry and 
jumped in with Sharon and me as the cow charged 
at full speed. Head lowered, she rammed the front 
of  the jeep which bucked back and forth, 
bouncing us up and down. Then the cow backed 
up, snorted, and charged forward again, bashing 
the jeep’s front end.  

Out of  nowhere Dave appeared behind the cow, 
yelling and waving his hat like a clown at a rodeo. 
The cow turned, looked at Dave, did an about face 
and charged at him. Dave took off  towards the 
corral with the cow close on his heels. We rushed 
out of  the barn to watch as Dave threw himself  

onto the top of  the wooden fence just as she 
butted it below his feet. Someone inside the corral 
opened the gate and waved her inside. With cries 
of  relief  we ran to Dave, grabbing him excitedly. 
What a hero he was to risk his life to save us! The 
cow died the following day, the victim of  a fatal 
cow disease that attacks the brain which Dave 
called “milk fever.” 

We had other adventures on the ranch and were 
very unhappy to leave. The truth is that by the 
time we began spending summers in Florida with 
Dot and Dave, Sharon and I were more 
interested in looking for boys at swimming pools 
and beaches than playing with alligators and 
feeding chickens. 

Dave continued to manage ranches and farms, 
becoming a sugar baron, driving his Cadillac 
around the fields of  sugar cane. Dot eventually 
moved to be near her family outside of  Orlando, 
living on an acre of  pine and juniper, where she 
kept the usual birds and fowl, and the unusual––
two emus, which she raised from baby chicks, a 
miniature goat that liked to run up trees and do 
back flips, and a Barbados sheep with a coat like a 
Brillo pad. I enjoyed the goat and the sheep, but 
no one except my Aunt Dot would want an emu 
for a pet. But that’s another story. ▪

How I remember the cow as it charged the front of the 
jeep with us in it. Brahmas are white, with long curved 
horns, a hump on the neck and drooping ears.
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For a number of  years Alice's portable 
typewriter went with us everywhere. I couldn't 
remember when we had purchased it, so I called 
up my daughter Prudence. She was quite sure 
that it had been purchased on Saipan. That 
would mean that it had to have been built 
before 1968. It was a simple typewriter, not a 
word processor or laptop computer. When we 
lived in Seattle, Alice had had an upright 
typewriter. The letters written on that machine 
were a larger font than those on the portable. 

Alice and I met in fall 1943 when both of  us 
were working for Philadelphia State Hospital. 
Alice had been on a six-month contract and left 
when it was over. I have some of  her diaries 
where she wrote that I was like a brother or 
sister because I wasn't so pushy. 

After she left, most of  our correspondence was 
handwritten except when I 
borrowed a typewriter. In that 
correspondence we discussed our 
family, about how many children, 
about what we wanted to do. 
When it became apparent that 
Marion, the young naval officer she 
was dating, was apt to become her 
husband I was determined to go 
west and save her. All of  the social 
issues that she had worked so hard 
on seemed to have little interest for 
him. He said that as long as she 
had a job that helped provide them 
the social status he wanted she 
could work wherever she wanted. 
Another thing about Marion was 
that he was stationed in 
Honolulu for three weeks and 
didn't write her once. Alice and I were known to 
write at least once a week and sometimes more 
than once a day. 

When we were getting serious about our 
relationship, I knew that I wanted to live in the 
Pacific Northwest, close to my family. We talked 

it over. Alice loved her Wilmington (North 
Carolina) roots but we both knew that we could 
not live in the South without more social action 
than we wanted to do. She had been active in 
some of  the early sit-ins in Greensboro and had 
helped put on a choir concert with participants 
from both traditionally black and traditionally 
white colleges.  

It was illegal in North Carolina at the time for 
colored and white groups to put on any joint 
events but the law didn't say anything about 
churches. Alice and her committee organized a 
church gathering of  choirs. She knew that if  we 
were living in North Carolina we would feel that 
we had to be actively working against segregation. 
We felt that doing this while trying to get graduate 
degrees and raise a family would be intolerable for 
us, so we decided we wanted to live in Oregon or 
Washington where the problems were not so 

intense. There was no question in our 
minds about the wrongness of  
segregation. We knew that we could 
find sufficient “causes” in the Pacific 
Northwest.  

I was recovering from an episode of  
hepatitis in the “jaundice unit” and had 
accumulated sick leave. I decided that I 

had to see Alice face to face. I borrowed 
a Nash car from my brother Rodney 
who was in Williamsburg. My brother 
Frank was also in the jaundice unit and 
had also accumulated sick leave. We 
added three other men and around 
Thanksgiving started out in the Nash 
for San Francisco and Oregon. We 
got as far as Iowa, and the motor 
threw a rod. We could not find a 

replacement so brother Frank went to Chicago 
and found a Nash car in a wrecking yard and 
removed one of  the rods.  

There was a Civilian Public Service unit in Des 
Moines; they took us in and let us eat and sleep. A 
mechanic friend of  the unit put the motor back 

Alice's Typewriter

BY WARD MILES
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together and we were back on the road. By 
this time it was just Frank and I in a car with 
no heater, but we made it. Frank let me off  
in Berkeley. 

Alice did have time to see me. I spent a day 
with her in San Francisco where she worked. 
I knew from her letters that she felt insecure 
in her job which was youth work. When I 
talked with people she worked with, I 
learned that she didn't realize how popular 
she was and what a good job she'd been 
doing. I went on up to Salem and saw my 
parents. On the return trip I stopped again 
to see Alice in Berkeley.  

By the time I left, she was seriously 
considering me as a partner. In our 
correspondence (she in San Francisco and I 
in Philadelphia) she agreed to take a trip to 
Oregon. My father met her at the train and 
they liked each other. I thought we had it 
made. She met other members of  my family. 
She was properly impressed and agreed to 
join me in Philadelphia. 

In February Alice flew to the East Coast. We 
were married in Philadelphia in June 1946.  

Alice had stayed with my aunt and uncle, 
the Danns, on her exploratory trip to 
Oregon. The Danns sent out a Dann 
Annual Letter every holiday season. We 
decided that at Christmas time we would 
send out our first holiday letter, the 
“Milestone.” Alice typed it.  

Looking at those Christmas letters, it's 
obvious that she used a variety of  
typewriters. The typewriter I am writing 
about was first used in 1968, the year we 
went to Saipan when I joined the Peace 
Corps medical staff. From then on it looks 
like the same typewriter was used for all 
Milestones. That Brother Opus 888 became 
Alice's companion, accounting for many 
letters to her mother and children as well as 
our Milestones. ▪

The Beast of Aging

BY SANDRA ELLIOT-CORTES 

Growing old is a collision, 
Of  memories with “right now” 
Stretched thin over bones 
Easily bruised 
By time's indifference 

An onslaught of  sliding moments 
Without footholds 
To stop the avalanche 
Of  encounters 
With our own reflection 

Trapped between two realities, 
One an endless tangle 
Of  thoughts and sensations, 
The other, a series of  hurdles  
The finish looming nearer 

All accounts and experiences 
Held in a jumble of  file drawers, 
Resisting access for the simplest of  words  
Or names or places, 
Leaving cracks in the juncture of  memory 

Aging, a place of  double vision 
Yesterday's phantoms, 
A mirage of  possibilities, 
Gnawed at by the specter  
Of  what is gone forever 

Its companions are fear and grief, 
For a body that betrays our trust 
In its infallibility, irresistibly yielding 
To the cycle of  decay, we are 
Mourners at our own funeral 

So what hope is there 
In this slow dissolution of  our being? 
Welcome your “witnessing” 
Of  all that has given joy or despair or rancor  
to carry the life force forward.



 

Finding Home

BY JOAN TENENBAUM 

I was an assistant professor of  education in a 
distance delivery program in bush Alaska way 
before the Internet or even telephones arrived 
there. My campus was a wide stretch of  arctic 
landscape from Point Hope in the far northwest 
corner of  Alaska, to Saint Lawrence Island in the 
Bering Strait, probably 43,000 square miles. It 
covered the Seward Peninsula (think Nome), 
Norton Sound (think Kotzebue) and several Bering 

Sea communities, and I was based in Shishmaref  on 
a barrier island in the Chuckchi Sea.  

My duties? Be the University in one person––
registrar, financial aid officer, bookstore, professor, 
tutor, friend. In my bi-weekly visits to the 
communities where students lived, travel was by 
small plane, weather permitting. I kept track that 
year, and my chances of  flying on the day I had 
planned were about 50%. 

It was a great job, challenging in the extreme, and 
my colleagues in other parts of  Alaska were 
wonderful, dedicated individuals. We were trying 
to educate the future teachers of  these far flung 
communities by providing most of  their college 
courses in the villages where they lived, where they 

were teacher’s aides, mothers, fathers, and 
community members. 

At the end of  that year I resigned my position, 
not because I didn’t believe in the program or 
love my students, but because I wanted to 
pursue a life as an artist, a jeweler.  

I planned to move to Petersburg, a little fishing 
town in southeast Alaska, nestled among 
mountains and evergreen islands with the smell 
of  the sea in the harbor. About that time I 
received a letter from a young Yup’ik man I had 
met in Fairbanks, inviting me to visit his home 

village of  Chefornak in 
southwest Alaska on the Bering 
Sea coast. Intrigued, I decided to 
visit for the summer, then head 
to Petersburg. 

Leaving most of  what I owned, 
including my cat, Merlin, in 
Fairbanks, I flew to Bethel in 
southwestern Alaska. At the 
airport, waiting for the small 
plane to fly to the village, I struck 
up a conversation with a woman 
going where I was. She wasn’t 
very fluent in English but we 
understood each other.  

Yes, she knew Johnny. Of  
course, in a village of  200, 
everyone knew everyone else. 
They were age-mates, and had 

played together as children. They used to play a 
game called “Open Barley,” making the doors 
to an imaginary cave mysteriously open. I knew 
this as “Open Sesame,” but the kids growing 
up in the village had confused one small, 
unfamiliar seed with another. 

A friend in Fairbanks had taught me a few Yup’ik 
phrases to prepare me: “Thank you,” “I’m 
hungry,” and “Where is the bathroom?” As a 
linguist who had struggled to inspire a language 
revitalization movement in my first village, it 
thrilled me to think that everyone around me, 
even small kids, would be speaking Yup’ik. 

We arrived in the village to learn that Johnny was 
out fishing for the day, so Jane took me to her 
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clean out last year’s seal poke in preparation for 
this year’s supply of  dried herring and seal oil. I 
read, studied Yup’ik grammar, walked and visited, 
and never tired of  watching the sky and the 
distant ancient volcano on the horizon, which, 
though only 500 feet high, was nevertheless called 
a mountain.  

In Chefornak, no one knocked on doors; one 
simply walked in. There was a serenity to the 
place, completely away from cities, roads, 
concrete of  any kind, and filled with a people 
who devoted their lives to their extended 
families, their babies, and their land where they 
had always been. 

At the end of  the summer I packed my things 
and left, flying through Bethel and Anchorage to 
Petersburg. I put one of  my silver rings in a 
gallery over a weekend. By Monday morning it 
was sold, a good start. But I had been there only a 
few days when I began to feel something I had 
previously only read about. It was a completely 
new feeling for me. I had been raised in big cities; 
my family had moved several times; and in college 
and graduate school I had been a transient 
resident of  highly populated places. I thought 
home was where you slept. But here I was sensing 
a deep, intense longing for the place where, for 
the first time in my life, my spirit had been 
completely at rest.  

I was homesick for Chefornak! ▪︎
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house, fed me my first Yup’ik food, and regaled 
me with stories and jokes. The Yup’iks love to 
laugh. She invited me to take steambath with her, 
the way of  bathing widespread in bush Alaska 
which I knew well from my earlier years. 

At the end of  the day Johnny came to get me and 
we went to his house, a weathered old wooden 
house on a rise at the far end of  the village. 

That summer was a dream for me. Everywhere I 
walked small children would call out “Hi” and 
“Who’s your name?” I visited everywhere, and, 
after I learned that people ate at noon, I timed 
many of  my visits to coincide with lunchtime, 
where I was always welcome. Hospitality is a 
fervent value among the Yup’iks. We ate with our 
fingers and, in most houses, around a large piece 
of  cardboard spread out on the floor, piled with 
dried fish or dried seal meat, sometimes fresh 
cooked fish, or bird soup––duck or goose, and the 
ever-present seal oil, rendered fat of  the large 
bearded seals. I had tasted a bit of  Eskimo food up 
north during my year there, and I was never 
offered anything that I didn’t like. Sometimes 
children would marvel at me and run away giggling 
when I ate seal oil; most of  them had never seen a 
white person eating Eskimo food before. 

The tundra was a magical place I learned to love 
immediately. Small children would take me out, or 
Jane and I would walk the tundra expanse 
gathering greens, water plants, and mosses. Jane 
made me a Qaspeq, the traditional woman’s dress. I 
was invited to go on boat trips 
upriver on berry picking 
expeditions; ripe blueberries, 
salmonberries, and 
blackberries were abundant. 

The days were long as the sun 
made clockwise circles 
around us, dipping only late 
at night to just below the 
horizon. I made friends with 
several women who taught 
me to weave baskets, make 
berry dessert, and relax in the 
intimate setting of  the 
steambath. I helped Jane 



 

An elderly lady I often provided transportation 
on Panorama campus via Resident Transit truly 
impressed me. She was cheerful, alert, but very 
mindful of  her frail health and possible soon 
demise. She relished her experiences in various 
parts of  the world before her husband passed 
away. She enjoyed banter. She was curious about 
me, her driver, and when she discovered I had 
lived twenty-some years in Japan, expressed 
excitement and plied me with questions. I didn't 
know her age, but I'm sure she was in her 
nineties. She was looking forward to possibly 
visiting a son in Hawaii. I asked, “When you go, 
are you going to pack your bikini?” She laughed 
and said, “I don't think anyone wants to see me in 
a bikini,” and playfully poked me in the ribs! She 
was young! 

To be “young” is to be constantly on the lookout 
for what's new, different, useful and applicable. 
To be “young” is, for example, on the way in 
Panorama's shopping bus to your usual store, to 
take in the scenery and notice the different kinds 
of  shops. You may see a cleaning establishment, 
for example, that's much handier than the one 
presently used. 

To be “young” is to challenge oneself  with a new 
iPhone or iPad as another example. As frustrating 
as it may be, try it out, and find pleasure in new 
information that comes your way. To my surprise, I 
can ask it any question and usually find an answer. 
With an iPad, there are no stupid questions! It may 
ask you to clarify or rephrase, but it won't make 
fun of  you for asking the question. 

Living where I do at Panorama, I often look 
through the Directory trying to memorize faces 
and names. What surprises me often is that a 
photo of  a person is so different from being with 
that person. The photo shows me someone 
“old.” But when I'm with them they don't seem 
old at all! I facilitate a Bible Class every week and 
I'm always amazed at the youthful curiosity and 
knowledge of  those who attend. It's inspiring! 

Finally, I'm always impressed with my cohorts in 
the Pan Writers group. There's not an “old” 
person among us. Hats off  to Ward, Bob and 
Jim. Bryan (facilitator), you are getting younger 
every day! ▪

Forever Young

BY DAVID HINZ 

The explorer Hernando de Soto was looking for a 
wellspring of  eternal youth when he stumbled 
through the swamps we now know as Florida. 
Modern-day “de Sotos” still flock to Florida for the 
sunshine and water they hope will enrich and prolong 
their years. We know, at least we think we know, that 
“youth” is as elusive and slippery as mercury! 

As some wag put it, “youth” is wasted on the young. 
The desire to be “forever young” is not promising. 
“Young” has so many nuances. Of  course it signifies 
the early period of  life, development, and growth. It's 
something everyone has to experience, or maybe 
better said, endure. But synonyms abound: immature, 
unseasoned, untested, untried. “Wet behind the ears” 
are words we may have heard describing ourselves. 

But on the other hand, there are synonyms of  which 
we are fond: vigorous, fresh, vernal. These, to our 
surprise and pleasure, can be descriptions of  folks 
who are not young but rather, advanced in age—even 
“decrepit” in the eyes of  those who are unaware of  
the creeping nature of  humankind.  

A hint of  the meaning of  “young” that appeals to 
me, and for which I strive, is depicted in a cartoon I 
saw years ago. I'm not sure what magazine it was in, 
maybe “The New Yorker” or “The Saturday Evening 
Post.” The cartoon showed a mounded grave and a 
headstone with this engraving: 

Young, I think, has to do with an outlook on life that 
is continually curious, inquisitive, positive, observant. 
I'm not talking about being pollyannaish. That is an 
optimistic, cheerful but unrealistic view of  life! 
“Young” is not stupid! 

Page 18 | The Voice | July 2021 STORY 

HERE LIES 
THE MIND OF JOHN 

THAT DIED 
AT THE AGE OF 39.



 

Seeds and Seedlings at 
Mount Rainier

BY VERL ROGERS 

Here is a way you can make a difference fifty years 
from now: collect wild seeds in the summer, help 
grow seedlings, or even better, plant seedlings 
every autumn at Mount Rainier National Park. The 
Park Service needs volunteers! They will welcome 
you! 

I volunteered there one summer; I liked the work, 
two days a week. It was toilsome but well worth 
my time. 

One park ranger outlined how he runs a program 
of  replanting, and how his volunteers came back 
to the places they planted seedlings the year 
before. “We get 90% success with our plantings,” 
he commented, “and I have had several people go 
look at what they planted last year or the year 
before, and they proudly come and tell me how 
well the transplants are growing! What a great 
reward fifty years later!” 

On the Mount Rainier National Park website, there 
is a video called “Ecological Restoration.” 
Every season the park runs a program they call 
“Ecological Restoration” where they re-set native 
plants in patchwork areas around the park, both 
roadsides and meadows. 

The section I worked, before my legs gave out 
with age, was roadsides. Road repair is constant in 
the park, and roadsides get torn up, so they need 
constant replanting. I was in a crew that gathered 
native seed from the roadsides so new seedlings 
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could be grown in the big greenhouse at Ashford, 
near the park entrance, and planted in bare 
roadside spots. 

The work pays off  in seamless repairs, because the 
new native plants are just like the ones that were 
torn out or trod under. I remember Sweet 
Coltsfoot, Petasites frigidus, as a cover that is not 
beautiful but dresses a roadside here and there. 
Well worth replanting. 

Seeds are collected in small brown paper bags, 
labeled with common and Latin names, with 
elevation listed. Seedlings grow best if  planted 
roughly at the same elevation as the parent plant. 
Offhand, I remember we collected seeds from 
Vanilla Leaf  (Achlys triphylla), Kinnikinnick, 
(Arctostaphylos uva-ursi), and Canadian Dogwood, 
(Cornus canadensis). All three are good ground 
cover which make them easy to remember. 

One day we collected black seeds that had tiny 
hooks on them. I forget the name. They collected 
on the cloth of  our pants legs as we walked thru a 
patch of  the stuff. I walked back and forth, then 
pulled the seeds off  my pants, and put them into 
the paper bag. 

A big part of  the restoration is in “social trails,” 
where the many park visitors have trampled tracks 
off  the marked trails and destroyed native plants. 
In 2011 some 30,000 plants were set into Paradise 
Meadow alone, and in that year the greenhouse 
grew 85,000 seedlings for the whole park. The 
rangers get rid of  the social trails, and sometimes 
build a new trail or avoid replanting where the new 
plants will be trampled; it’s a double loss if  replant 
fails. 

When I volunteered I made a mistake and 
failed to get personal support from other 
people. I drove alone from Lacey to Longmire, 
100 miles; I should have recruited four others 
to share the ride and the work. 

Another mistake was with my age. I was 
already 87 when I began, and my legs failed at 
age 88. How much better would it have been 
if  I had volunteered many years before? 
Volunteer today, not tomorrow. The Romans 
had a saying, “Carpe Diem” meaning “Seize 
the Day.” How true! ▪

https://www.nps.gov/mora/learn/photosmultimedia/ecological-
restoration.htm



 

The Mysterious House on 
Main Street

BY LUCY REUTER 

It was early 1941. Our family was living at Fort 
Knox, Kentucky, where my father, a career Army 
officer, was stationed with the 1st Armored 
Division. The war in Europe was looking grim 
and the handwriting was on the wall. “Uncle Sam” 
was getting prepared.  

In April of  that year Dad was put in command 
of  a convoy of  troops driving from Fort Knox 
to Pine Camp, New York, near the Canadian 
border to join the newly activated 4th Armored 
Division. It is now Fort Drum, a large military 
installation with all amenities. In 1941 it had 
barracks for the troops but no housing for 
families. It was an old military camp coming out 
of  mothballs. The closest town was Watertown, 
but the few houses for rent had already been 
taken by the advance party. 

The only house he could find was an unoccupied 
Victorian relic in the small town of  Theresa about 
15 miles northeast of  Watertown. At that time the 
population was about 1600. The snow didn’t melt 
until May so it didn't look too bad in April 
surrounded by snow. By June the snow had melted 
when my mother, sister and I arrived. Situated on 
Main Street. across from the general store and the 
mortuary, to us it looked like a haunted 
house. I was 

seven and my sister Susie was eleven. We shared the 
bedroom off  the kitchen and it seemed like every 
night the door would swing open, awaken us, and we 
could hear all kinds of  creaks. It was probably my 
mother checking on us but we were sure it was a 
ghost. A few days after moving in, mother 
discovered bats in the attic. The whole place gave us 
an eerie feeling.  

Watertown and the surrounding communities 
welcomed the military presence. America was 
coming out of  the Great Depression and the 
reopening of  Pine Camp meant revenue and jobs. 

Susie and I were lonely as we had left our nice 
house at Fort Knox, our activities, and our friends. 
School was out so there was no way to make new 
ones. We would roller skate on the sidewalk in front 
of  the house and we had been to the General Store 
and made friends with its owners. The store had a 
big pot bellied stove around which the town’s 
retired gentry would sit to exchange the day’s 
happenings, tell fishing stories, and speculate what 
the buildup at Pine Camp meant. They were 
probably veterans of  World War I.  

With the warmer weather these men had moved out 
in front of  the store. They had seen us move in and 
waved to us and knew that our dad was in the Army 
at Pine Camp. The building adjoining the General 
Store had a sign that said “MORTUARY.” We had 
never heard of  a mortuary and asked them 

what kind of  store it was. One of  
them was the owner.  

He explained its purpose for families 
whose loved ones had passed on, 
complete with a description of  the 
satin-lined coffins. We were 
entranced as our only experience 
with death was our gold fish and 
they had not had boxes lined with 
satin. We asked if  we could see 
them. Mom was busy unpacking 
and we didn't think she would 
mind. Small town America was 
safe in those days and very 
patriotic; those old guys had no 
ulterior motives. They saw two 

Our house in 1941––eerie!
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lonely little girls whose dad would probably be going to 
war very soon.  

After viewing the three coffins we went home and told 
my mother where we had been and described the 
“beautiful satin-lined boxes.” She was not a happy 
camper. It was going to be a long summer for us with 
nothing to do but ride bikes and roller skate and wonder 
about those “boxes.” 

My wonderful grandparents provided a solution to the 
problem. Mom and Dad decided that Susie and I would 
fly to New Mexico by ourselves and spend the summer 
on their ranch. While we were away, I think mother 
spent a lot of  time on her knees praying that we would 
not have to live in that house during the cold winter. By 
summer’s end, her prayers were answered and she was 
able to find a nice house in Watertown. To our great 
advantage, the retired owners had decided to move to 
Florida to escape the harsh winters.  

Fast forward to 1970. Bob and I and our two daughters 
were on a camping trip near Niagara Falls and decided to 
drive by Theresa to see if  the house was still standing. It 
was, and it had a facelift, added a circular drive, and a 
portico. The mortuary had found a new home! ▪ 

BY SANDRA ELLIOT-CORTES 

A mask, provides a talisman 
or spell against harm, 
publicizes celebrations 
or punishments, 
initiates rituals 
or possessions, 
and, perhaps costumed as a fool, 
enhances 
or belies truth telling, an asymmetry 
of  puzzle pieces 

For some, a mask signifies 
a courtesy and 
concern for safety, 
or a mark of  fear, but 
for others, 
a sign of  oppression 
or expression of  indifference. 
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Its wearers are 
doctors or executioners, 
priests or tricksters, 
hunters or victims, 
gurus or con artists. 
All use the mask, whether 
visible or invisible, 
to serve their purpose. 

Its history, 
going back to primordial times, 
speaks of  this paradox 
in human behavior 

The Paradox of the Mask

Masks by Pamela Van Nest

Renovated as a mortuary by 1970!
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extraordinary combination not often found in 
the world of  millionaire sports figures. How rare 
is his talent? When he first broke into the 
majors, he could hit 100 mph with his fastball. 
As time went on, the speed diminished, but his 
craftiness did not. A devastating curveball and 
unhittable change-up were the nemeses of  many 
batters. For most of  his career, his statistics were 
among the best of  pitchers—the lowest earned 
run average of  the season, the most strikeouts, 

and, surprisingly, the only American League 
pitcher to hit a grand slam in 2008. 

For years his efforts were stellar; however, the 
Mariners continued to be mediocre or less than 
mediocre. Yet Hernandez did not whine or seek a 
departure. When, after a Mariner 1-0 loss, he 
would shrug and say “That's baseball,” then go 
about his business which frequently meant finding 
some way to have fun. Recognized as a wonderful 
teammate in the clubhouse, Felix would befriend 
new players—some of  them far away from home
—and offer the hospitality of  a barbecue, or some 
other social event at his home. 

In 150 years of  major league baseball, there have 
been 218,400 games played. During that span, 
only 23 perfect games have been pitched. On 
August 15, 2012, Felix Hernandez became the 
23rd and last pitcher to reach that milestone. In 
true Felix fashion, he gave credit to his catcher, 
John Jaso, who called the game, and presented 
him with a Rolex watch. 

Indeed, Felix played with heart, but for him, 
heart goes beyond the baseball diamond. That 

The Longshot

BY FRANCES SNYDER 

In the world of  professional baseball, general 
managers play a perpetual game of  gin rummy, 
selecting and discarding players, hoping for aces 
while shedding deuces. The elusive pot of  gold 
was a berth in the playoffs and a chance to win 
the World Series. It's not an easy game; thirty 
teams compete for one prize and the path to the 
finish is a 162+ game grueling march that lasts 
more than seven months. 

The Seattle Mariners play that game, only not very 
well for the most part. The team has a history of  
paying a lot of  money for “almost good” players, 
some worse than others. Scott Spiezio came to play 
third base and swing a deadly bat. Unfortunately, 
his bat turned to marshmallow in Seattle. Jack Cust, 
another potential force at the plate, became a slug 
in the outfield, unable to make much contact with 
the ball. Chone Figgins was given a generous salary 
to bring his defense and speed to the team. 
However, Figgins's wonderful reputation owed a 
lot to the abilities of  his teammates in Los Angeles 
whose talents helped him look good.  

Two players were picked up from teams who 
touted their burgeoning promise—Jesús  Montero 
from the Yankees and Justin Smoak from the 
Rangers. These two young players never developed 
the talents that had been advertised. Montero 
ended up languishing in the minors while Smoak 
moved on to Toronto where he is a serviceable, but 
certainly not spectacular, player. 

From all the near and not-so near misses in 
building a strong team, one player has emerged 
who not only lived up to the hopes of  
management, but far surpassed them. Born in 
Valencia, Venezuela, Felix Hernandez broke into 
Major League Baseball at the age of  nineteen and 
has created an indelible legacy. During one of  his 
earliest games, someone noticed he had “El Rey” 
inked on his glove. He had labeled himself  “The 
King” and a king he became with an enduring 
population of  loyal subjects. 

From the time he took the mound, Felix 
Hernandez ruled. His rare talent, fierce 
competitiveness, and joy in playing has been an 
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contributes to his exceptional connection with the 
Mariners community. Brad Adam related the story 
of  how he asked Felix for an autographed baseball 
for a Parkinson's Fund Raiser Auction. 
Unsurprisingly, Felix gave him such a ball. Then the 
next day he called Brad over to him and offered 
one of  his jerseys from a game, also autographed 
for the auction.  

Felix Hernandez has been a regular at Seattle's 
Children's Hospital, spoken at many elementary 
schools, and together with rapper Maclemore, 
promoted their anti-bullying program throughout 
the Seattle area. On the days he pitched, Felix 
traditionally gave his warm-up ball to a youngster 
standing by the bullpen. Then there was the day 
when a boy with a terminal illness ran the bases 
before a game for his Make-a-Wish grant. Who was 
standing at home plate to give him a congratulatory 
hug? Felix of  course. 

It's no wonder that the King's Court became a huge 
success. A group of  fans seated in the left field and 
wearing yellow t-shirts, waved yellow placards and 
shouted for “The King.” If  enough tickets to the 
court were sold, the seats in the second deck were 
filled and it became the high court. King's Court 
became the first of  its kind cheering section in all of  
baseball, not a testament to the team, but a 
testament to the pitcher.  

Traditions developed with this phenomenon. A 
clubhouse cook would bring out a turkey leg and 
give it to a member of  the court, randomly. 
Slogans on the yellow t-shirts changed game-to-
game. Foam crowns joined the shirts. The fame 
spread and when Felix pitched away from home, 
yellow shirts and crowns could be spotted in the 
stands. 

Did Felix deserve all the adulation? Probably as 
much as anybody does. Looking beyond his goofy 
hairstyles and numerous tattoos, he has given 
much to his community. When he signed his last 
seven-year contract for more than $170 million, 
he showed his emotions with his tears and made a 
promise to Seattle—he would stay, and he would 
try his hardest.  

Felix has kept his promise, and then some. When 
he pitched his final game as a Mariner in 2019, he 
acknowledged his teammates and his fans 
throughout the game. When the game was over, 
he came out of  the dugout wearing a yellow King 
Felix t-shirt and joined the more than 10,000 
members of  the King's Court that had remained. 
Standing on the short brick fence in front of  the 
seats, with his arms spread wide, he embraced the 
roaring crowd for a final time. With tears 
streaming down his face, he signed ball after ball 
before departing. 

Scouted at the age of  
14, signed when he 
turned 16, and playing 
in the majors at the 
age of  19, Felix 
Hernandez was the 
longshot who became 
a Mariners sure shot. 
For fifteen seasons, 
Felix took the mound 
every fifth day and 
gave us a Happy Felix 
Day.  

Long Live the King! ▪
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Teacher Indulgence

BY BRUCE FREELAND 

“Dad, why did you choose math?” 

My son's question caught me off-guard. For the 
last six months the whole family had been 
consumed by the excitement of  his senior year. 
He would be graduating in two months, and all 
we heard about was exams, prom, graduation 
parties, and the intense planning and preparation 
for the great adventure coming in the fall––going 
away to college. 

“What?” I asked, not sure I'd heard right. 

“Why did you choose to major in math?” he 
asked” 

The novelty of  hearing him bring up something 
other than what was foremost on his mind made 
me stop and think for a moment. 

“It was simple,” I replied. “It seemed like the 
natural thing to do.” My mind, however, was 
asking the same question. 

Why did I choose mathematics? 

And then it hit me. 

“It was a teacher I had in high school,” I said. 
That seemed to pique his interest. 

“Who was it?” he asked. 

Since we were sitting in the family room, all I had 
to do was turn around and reach down to the 
bottom shelf  of  the bookcase to find one of  my 
old yearbooks. I pulled it out and flipped it open. 
Turning past the pages featuring row upon row 
of  pictures guaranteed to embarrass awkward and 
self-conscious teenagers, I looked for those few 
pages showing off  the faculty. My son came 
nearer to look over my shoulder. 

“Here he is,” I said, my finger pointing out the 
picture of  a man who looked something like an 
educated and confident Red Buttons with a smile 
that seemed to say “I know something you don’t.” 

“Mr. Boehm. It was my junior year. The class was 
advanced algebra, You know, analytic geometry.” 

I studied the picture. 

“He told me that I should study math, that I'd be 
good at it.” 

As I continued to look at the picture, I seemed to 
forget about where I was. Like a movie shot that 
zooms in from a long distance shot to an intimate 
closeup, my mind zeroed in on a classroom . . . 
fourth period, right after lunch, five times a 
week . . . in the annex behind where the home 
economics and shop classes were…just like any 
other classroom. The football players sprawled at 
their desks in the back of  the room, the nerds 
eagerly occupying the front row, everyone else 
scattered randomly around the room trying not to 
doze off  in the warm afternoon. 

Then Mr. Boehm would come into the room with 
that subtle smile of  his. 

And something special would happen. 

You have to remember, this was a math class and 
a college prep class. If  you were interested in 
going to college, you had to take this kind of  
class. It was important. 

Mr. Boehm would start out by saying something. 
It might be a question. It might be a statement of  

Mathematics 
is not about numbers, 

equations, computation, or 

algorithms. It is about  

understanding. 
by William Paul Thurston

“

“



 

would have been had we just stuck to 
mathematics in that class. I learned how to be 
objective, to consider more than just the little 
world around me. I learned how to live in a grand 
and glorious universe and came to realize how 
everything is related. 

It makes me wonder if  that was Mr. Boehm's 
intent or was he just indulging himself. After 
graduation, I never saw him again so I didn't have 
the opportunity to ask him about it. Suddenly, I 
wished I could see him again. 

I came out of  my reverie to see my son 
looking questioningly at me. 

“Dad? Did you just have a 'senior 
moment’?” 

“What?” I blurted out. “What do you 
mean ‘senior moment’?” 

“Well, you were just sitting there, 
staring off  into space. It was like you 
didn't know where you were,” he 
answered. 

“Mike, I'm not that old,” I said. I stood 
up, slapping my right hand against my 
thigh just like my father used to do 
when he felt it was time to get moving. 

“Come on,” I said. “Let's get that lawn 
mowed . . . senior moment . . . hmmph.” 
As we walked into the garage, I had to 
admit, maybe it was. ▪
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some bit of  trivia. It might be a casual 
observation. It would vary. We never knew what 
to expect. 

But, it would never be about math. 

He might mention something that appeared on 
the news the night before. It could be a comment 
about a story he had read. Sometimes it would 
start out with, “Did you know?” Whatever it was, 
it would be the start of  a conversation that could 
take up to three-fourths of  the class time. 

He was like a fisherman, standing on the dock 
jutting out into a lake. He 
would bait his hook and cast 
a line out into the water. We 
were just like a school of  
fish in that nice warm calm 
water, unable to resist the 
lure. And he would hook us 
and reel us in, each and 
every one of  us. 

It would evolve into a true 
conversation. We couldn't 
help ourselves. We had to 
join in. We had to react, to 
comment, to question, to go 
on an enlightening journey 
whether we wanted to or 
not. He would engage us 
and lead us on until he had 
us totally committed, and 
then he would subtly switch 
to the day's lesson.  

Of  the fifty minutes spent in his class, he would 
discuss math for only about ten to fifteen 
minutes. But we learned more in that short span 
of  time than we did in any other full fifty-
minute lecture. I don't know how he did it. It 
was some kind of  magic, and it worked. 

I like to think I got a lot more out of  that class 
than just an understanding of  analytic geometry. I 
learned to think about things I'd never considered. 
I learned to think holistically. Mr. Boehm 
broadened our horizons and opened our eyes. 

Later on, I think it helped me to be a much better 
mathematician, a much better analyst than I SUPER TEACHER

We were just like a school of 

fish in that nice warm calm 

water, unable to resist the 

lure. And he would hook us 

and reel us in, each and 

every one of us. . . He would 

discuss math for only about 

ten to fifteen minutes. But we 

learned more in that short 

span of time than we did in 

any other full fifty-minute 

lecture.

“
“



 

The Happy Wanderer 

BY ERNESTA BALLARD 

My granddaughter Olive is 18 and about to 
graduate from high school. She is looking for 
adventure and asked if  I had had any. Summer 
1967 with my sister Alice and our friend Linda 
Stanley––we had only saddle bags, fanny packs, a 
frisbee, and Alice’s guitar. We each had one “nice” 
dress and used our fanny pack as a purse. I still 
have mine.  

We flew to Lisbon to collect bicycles that we had 
somehow ordered in advance, and rode the 
Algarve Coast. I have no idea how we 
accomplished the bicycle purchase, chose the 
Algarve, or why we thought this trip was feasible. 
We knew no Portuguese or Spanish. I had 
graduated from college in June; Alice and Linda 
had completed their sophomore years.  

We had no previous experience with distance 
bicycling or with the fancy multi-gear derailleur 
bicycles we chose. The Algarve-tourist.com 
website says, “The Algarve is the beautiful 
southern coastline of  Portugal. It is a region 
blessed with glorious sandy beaches, picturesque 
fishing towns and a glorious climate, all of  which 
combine to create the perfect holiday 
destination.” And beautiful it was.  

In retrospect it seems reckless that three young 
women would undertake such a trip. Our 
reasonable parents apparently agreed with us that 
it would work out OK. And it did. We managed 
to complete the ride along the Mediterranean, 
then take a train and continue our trip in 
northern Europe. That was apparently part of  the 
original plan as I was headed to Oxford for 
graduate work. I have a treasured collection of  
the letters I received during our long ride. 
American Express offices in those days held mail 
for 30 days. Some bits from the letters:  

My first cousin and close friend Henry was on his 
honeymoon in Lisbon. We encountered them 
along a boulevard entirely by accident to great 
mutual surprise.  

“Your letter was so welcome …I think that 
was the most extraordinary luck meeting 

Margo and Henry … Ever so much love 
from Grandma” 

This received after we sent pictures of  frisbee 
play with fishermen in a small village. 

“Your letters were simply wonderful. If  
you are having half  as good a time as you 
say, the summer is a success already. They 
have done much to brighten our life…
love, Dad” 

Here my father is responding to accounts of  
occasional breakdowns. When we stopped for 
repairs, we often drew a crowd. I have a picture 
of  us along a busy street surrounded by volunteer 
mechanics. 

“I think almost any adult who has had a 
trip such as yours at your age will weave 
it into his thinking and look back on it 
with pleasure through the rest of  his 
life…Dad” 

“We have now received the letter in which 
you describe carrying your bicycles uphill 
through the park to the youth hostel…
your trip continues to sound enjoyable…
love Mom” 

We parted in France, me to join friend Kate and 
head to Vienna for a German language course, 
Allie and Linda to Paris and home. Here a post 
script from Allie: 

“Got the bikes home on the plane but 
they had to be dismantled and wrapped 
in brown paper and string. We got it 
under control. Everybody on the plane 
thought we were cool….I think I know 
what I’m going to do with the bike: 
Ricky (our older brother) is in love with 
it. He took it around the block first 
thing. So I think I’ll just leave it here for 
him to play with. He thinks it’s beautiful. 
Much love Allie” 

The guitar was put to good use. Allie and I both 
played and had a vast repertoire informally 
arranged and sung in harmony. It included Bach 
chorales, hymns, folk songs, lullabies and 
children’s songs. Linda did not sing, but knew us 

 Page 26 | The Voice | July 2021 STORY



 

well and dozed through much of  the noise. The 
guitar survived the journey, returned with me from 
England, and eventually made it to Seattle where 
its trail is lost. Here is a note from Alice, written 
after her return to Radcliffe. 

“I have been playing the guitar a lot 
lately but have had to change almost my 
entire repertoire since the ones we do 
together sound sort of  pitiful with only 
one voice. ” 

The bicycle trip covered almost 2,500 miles in 
Portugal, Spain, Germany, Belgium and France. 
I did not take a big trip again for 52 years when, 
in 2019, I walked a 500 mile pilgrimage along 
the Camino de Santiago. That trip, too, started 
in Lisbon.  

Along with letters I have a handful of  very faded 
color snapshots. We had sent the film home to be 
developed. There is one picture of  us standing 
with our bikes looking up a valley at a mountain. 
The picture reminds me of  a German children’s 
song from our repertoire, “The Happy Wanderer.” 
The first verse, in English: 
 I love to go a-wandering, 

Along the mountain track 
And as I go, I love to sing 
My knapsack on my back. 

Yes, Olive. I had an adventure.▪ 
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Look closely to see the fanny packs, guitar and the small 
saddlebags––all we had for the 2,500 mile ride!

Our True Selves

BY SUE PRINCE 

Our true selves 
have emerged: 
hair gone awry 

no makeup 
no bra 

Hello— 

I know you 
now without  

Mad.Ave. telling me 
how to conceal 

the real me. 

And I like you. 
It’s all good. 

And we are safe. ▪

Losing My Hearing––Not 
My Interest

BY KRISTI MORRISH 

My hearing is not what it used to be. 

Crowds, voices, other noises distract me. 

I miss hearing whispers and quiet tones, 

raindrops, ocean waves, and ringing of  phones. 

Somehow, I would like everyone to know 

My interest stays high, if  my hearing goes. 

I am still eager to hear what you say. 

Please speak a bit slower and look my way. ▪
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BY SUE PRINCE 

Lazy moments in summer's gossamer light  
sweeps away day's idleness when 
licking savory drips from sticky 

sides of  a sugar cone. Lazy  
moments explore cranial pathways,  
leave slippery trails of  lazy thoughts. 

Lazy moments soothe restless energy as  
dusk contemplates autumn. 
Unwelcome ghosts frighten. 

Eastern sun lazily quiets manic heartbeats.  
Dying blossoms hurl their brilliance  
onto leaves' waiting stems 

Lazy moments within winter’s heated rooms:  
hot cocoa floats marshmallows,  
children in bright snowsuits 

giggle inside snow angels. 
Families chuckle, share lazy moments  
in easy chairs, remember treasured silliness. 

Lazy moments awaken in spring.  
Tulips, daffodils preach  
gladness, gardeners 

discard lazy moments, eagerly  
choose seeds, grab fistfuls  
of  rich earth, mindfully plant,  

await tiny greenings of  new life. ▪

Lazy Moments Through the Year*

*This is a form called anaphora. Each line begins with a repeated word or phrase.


