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naMe tag
by Ida curTIs

Evening, ladies. I have no intention of 
wearing	a	name	tag,	so	I’ll	just	tell	you	all	
I’m	Jim	Wascinski.”

Nel	had	noticed	the	new	resident	being	directed	
to	the	empty	seat	at	their	table	for	six,	and	his	
words	made	her	eyes	roll.
But Sheila chuckled, said her name, and the other 
women	around	the	table	stated	their	names,	two	
of them adding a “Welcome to Sunny Shores.” 
Nel	had	always	thought	it	a	curious	name	for	a	
retirement	community	in	Seattle.	When	it	was	her	
turn to introduce herself, she pointed to the metal 
name	tag	clipped	to	her	sweater.
Jim took the empty seat beside Nel and stared 
at	her,	no	doubt	wondering	if	she	were	able	to	
speak.	Betty	took	it	upon	herself	to	explain.	“Nel	
believes	we	should	all	wear	our	name	tags,”	
she	said	with	a	shrug	to	indicate	she	didn’t	
necessarily agree.
Before anyone else could say anything, the server 
arrived	and	the	women	began	giving	their	orders.	
They	were	seated	far	from	the	buffet	table,	and	
four	of	the	women	chose	items	from	the	menu.	
Nel	said	she’d	go	to	the	buffet,	and	Jim	said	he’d	
do	the	same.	The	waitress	asked	for	his	name,	
and	he	had	to	repeat	the	spelling	twice	before	she	
had it right.
After	the	waitress	had	taken	their	drink	and	meal	
orders,	Jim	turned	to	Nel.	“I	guess	if	I	had	worn	
my	name	tag,	it	would	have	been	easier	for	the	
waitress,”	he	said	with	a	self-deprecating	grin.
Taken aback by his observation and good nature, 

Nel nodded. “It also makes it easier for the rest of 
us to remember names. With so many residents it 
can be a challenge.”
“Sure,	I	get	it.	But	I’m	already	giving	up	some	of	
my	independence	by	moving	here.	I	don’t	want	
to have to remember to put on a damn name tag.”

“Or make things easier for others, apparently,” 
Nel	replied,	standing	up	to	go	to	the	buffet.
Before Jim could reply, diplomatic Dorothy spoke 
up. “What did you do before you retired, Jim?”
Curious	to	hear	the	answer,	Nel	delayed	her	
departure	for	the	buffet	by	carefully	folding	her	
napkin.	His	worn	corduroy	jacket	and	black	jeans	
had her guessing either professor or computer 
geek.	If	the	latter,	at	least	he’d	be	a	useful	addition	
for	residents	who	often	needed	help	with	email.
“I’m	a	writer	and	haven’t	retired.	Just	moved	to	
a	community	where	life	will	be	easier	so	I	can	
concentrate	on	my	work.”
Nel	reluctantly	moved	away	without	hearing	
what	kind	of	writing	he	did.	As	she	passed	
residents	seated	at	tables	covered	with	white	
tablecloths and an array of shining cutlery, she 
greeted	a	few	people	she	knew	and	smiled	at	
others.	She	did	want	to	know	what	Jim	wrote,	
but	she	hated	to	show	any	interest	in	the	
annoying	man.	There	were	enough	people	here	
who	irritated	her	by	complaining	about	a	dozen	
other	things,	including	wearing	a	name	tag.
As	Nel	filled	her	plate	with	salad	greens,	veggies,	
and	a	few	beans,	Jim	caught	up	with	her.	She	
hadn’t	noticed	before	that	he	walked	with	a	slight	
limp and hardened her heart against letting herself 
feel sympathy for him. Since he stood tall and 
had	a	full	head	of	thick	white	hair,	his	limp	didn’t	
detract from his vigorous appearance, and quite  
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a	few	heads	turned	to	check	out	the	new	resident.
Jim	peered	at	her	plate	as	they	walked	back	to	
their	table	together.	“Is	that	all	you’re	going	to	eat?	
You’re	a	little	thing.	Certainly	don’t	need	to	diet.”
His	plate	was	piled	high	with	just	about	
everything	available	for	a	salad.	“I’m	saving	
room for the main course,” she muttered, hoping 
her	tone	of	voice	made	it	clear	that	she	didn’t	
appreciate	remarks	on	what	she	ate.
For	some	reason	her	answer	made	him	laugh,	
and	the	women	at	their	table	were	watching	as	
they returned. They had already been served 
their	salads,	but	were	politely	waiting.
As	soon	as	Jim	was	seated,	the	questions	started	
again.	They	learned	he	was	a	newcomer	to	
Seattle, having recently moved north from 
Portland.	He	seemed	to	enjoy	the	attention,	and	
Nel	wondered	when	she’d	learn	what	sort	of	
writing	he	did.	She	was	a	member	of	the	Writers	
Workshop	that	met	every	Tuesday,	and	it	was	one	
of	the	activities	she	enjoyed	most.
When	the	exchange	of	background	information	
continued	through	the	salad	course,	Nel	finally	
gave	up	waiting	for	the	topic	that	interested	her.	
“What	sort	of	writing	do	you	do?”	she	asked	Jim.
He	smiled	as	though	he’d	finally	scored	a	point	
by	arousing	her	curiosity.	“I’ve	been	a	journalist	
for	the	last	thirty	years.	Now	I’d	like	to	explore	
other	forms	of	expression,”	he	answered.
Before	Nel	could	ask	what	forms	that	might	be,	
Sheila spoke up. “You and Nel have something 
in	common.	She’s	a	member	of	the	writing	group	
that meets here.”
Sheila, a true romantic, often bragged about her 
success	in	fixing	up	couples	at	Sunny	Shores.	

Nel glared at her friend. Sheila pretended not to 
notice,	adding,	“I’m	sure	you	two	would	have	a	
lot to talk about.”
Although	Sheila	ignored	her,	Jim	seemed	to	
understand	Nel’s	feelings.	“I	don’t	think	Nel	is	
interested, are you, Nel?”
His question made her feel guilty. She had been 
acting	unfriendly,	and	she	wasn’t	even	sure	why.	
It	was	not	characteristic	behavior,	or	at	least	she	
hoped	not.	Before	she	could	think	of	some	way	
to	change	directions,	Jim	spoke	again.	“I	don’t	
believe	in	writing	workshops.	The	only	way	to	
learn	how	to	write	is	to	sit	at	the	typewriter,	or	
computer, and pound the keys.”
Nel stared at him. “Rubbish. That might be your 
method,	but	it’s	been	my	experience	that	I	learn	
a	lot	from	how	people	react	to	my	work.”	The	
words	flew	out	of	her	mouth	with	more	fervor	
than she intended.

“I think Sheila is right. We do have a lot to talk 
about,” Jim replied, another irritating grin on his 
face.
In	the	weeks	that	followed,	Nel	often	recalled	
that	dinner	conversation.	After	Sheila	had	
planted her seed of the possible connection 
between	Nel	and	Jim,	Sheila	had	steered	the	
conversation	away	from	them	and	onto	the	
careers	of	the	other	women	at	the	table.	Relieved	
to	be	out	of	the	spotlight,	Nel	enjoyed	hearing	
once	again	about	how	successful	her	friends	had	
been	in	a	number	of	different	careers.
Nel	didn’t	run	into	Jim	again—not	surprising	
given	the	large	number	of	residents	and	Jim’s	
clear	message	that	he	had	work	to	do.	When	Nel	
Googled him, she discovered that his long career 
as	a	journalist	was	spent	writing	political	 
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commentaries for the Portland News. His pieces 
were	well	respected	and	often	reprinted	in	other	
newspapers.	She	couldn’t	help	but	wonder	what	
he	planned	to	write	next.
About	a	month	after	their	meeting,	Nel	spotted	
Jim	in	the	hall	as	she	exited	the	conference	room	
where	the	writing	workshop	was	held.	Still	no	
name	tag	on	his	tan	jacket,	but	she	smiled	at	
him	anyway.	“Are	you	interested	in	joining	the	
workshop?”	she	asked,	although	she	doubted	
that	was	his	intention.
Instead	of	answering	her	teasing	question,	he	
said,	“Let’s	go	to	the	café	and	have	a	coffee.”
It	wasn’t	a	question,	so	Nel	didn’t	answer.	Since	
it	was	time	for	her	afternoon	coffee,	she	headed	
for	the	café.	Jim	watched	her	approach	the	drink	
counter	and	pour	herself	a	coffee,	then	followed	
suit.	When	they	were	seated	at	a	small	table	by	
the	window,	Jim	spoke	again.	“I	wear	my	name	
tag	to	dinner	now.”
Good	opening	line,	Nel	thought.	He	didn’t	look	
at all happy about this fact, and she softened. “It 
takes	a	while	to	become	adjusted	to	living	with	so	
many	people.	Especially	if	you	enjoy	being	alone.”
Jim	nodded.	“I	somehow	knew	you’d	
understand.	Maybe	because	you	weren’t	exactly	
all	warm	and	friendly	the	night	we	met.”
“I	wasn’t	friendly,	so	you	thought	I’d	understand?”
“My	guess—you	don’t	suffer	fools	gladly.	I	was	
being	foolish	in	objecting	to	wearing	a	name	tag	
to dinner.”
Nel	took	a	sip	of	coffee,	thinking	Jim’s	
description	was	one	her	husband	
often	used.	It	reminded	her	of	how	
intensely she still missed Phillip, 
although	it	was	almost	seven	years	

since he died. “What bothers you about living 
here?” she asked.
“As	you	guessed,	I	enjoy	being	alone.	But	I’m	
not a hermit, even if I sometimes like to eat by 
myself,	a	choice	that	seems	to	be	frowned	upon.	
I	like	to	get	out,	walk	the	neighborhood,	have	a	
coffee	here	in	the	café.	When	I	do	that,	someone	
is	always	asking	if	I’m	going	to	a	certain	social	
event,	or	suggesting	I	should	join	a	fitness	
program. It sounds friendly enough, but after 
a	while	it	feels	like	pressure.	When	I	lived	in	a	
condo	there	were	people	of	different	ages,	and	
we	went	our	own	way.”
Jim	expressed	himself	well,	and	Nel	understood	
his	feelings.	While	wondering	how	to	reply,	she	
watched	him	put	four	packs	of	sugar	in	his	coffee.	
He	noticed	her	scrutiny	and	asked,	“Do	you	want	
some sugar?” She grimaced and shook her head.
Jim regarded her for a minute before saying, 
“You	don’t	approve	of	my	sweet	tooth.	Are	you	
always	so	open	in	expressing	your	feelings?”

“Probably. But you already noticed that.”
Jim	nodded	and	took	a	sip	of	his	coffee.	“You	
don’t	look	old	enough	to	even	be	here.	What	are	
you doing in a retirement community?”
Nel	hesitated,	unsure	she	wanted	to	confide	
in	Jim.	She	had	to	admit	there	was	something	
about him that attracted her. Perhaps the fact 
that	he	was	so	quick	to	pick	up	on	her	feelings,	a	
characteristic	that	Phillip	shared.	“I’m	older	than	
I look,” she said.

Instead	of	replying,	Jim	waited	for	
her to say more.
“My	daughter	was	offered	a	
fellowship	to	study	in	France.	Amy	
was	hesitating,	and	I	knew	she	 
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worried	about	leaving	me	on	my	own.	I	had	
pneumonia	a	few	times	and	ended	up	in	the	
hospital.	Each	time	she	stayed	with	me	for	a	
while.	I	didn’t	mind	the	idea	of	living	alone	in	my	
house,	but	I	couldn’t	convince	her	it	was	a	good	
idea.	Probably	because	it	wasn’t.”
Surprised	at	herself	for	finally	admitting	that	she	
couldn’t	have	managed	on	her	own,	Nel	paused	
for	a	second,	not	eager	to	explain	about	her	lung	
problems.	“I	wanted	Amy	to	have	her	opportunity,	
so	I	decided	to	move	here.	I’m	not	sorry,	but	I	
admit	it	did	take	time	to	adjust.”

“You make me feel guilty for complaining.”
“I	didn’t	mean	to	make	you	feel	guilty.”	Nel	
smiled	because	she	wasn’t	sure	that	was	true.	
“Tell	me	about	what	you’re	writing.”
“I	haven’t	talked	about	this	with	anyone.”	Jim	
glanced around the café, and Nel thought he 
looked	like	he	was	checking	for	spies.	“This	is	still	
a	new	direction	for	me.	I’m	writing	a	mystery.”

“Really. I love mysteries. Is it a political drama?”
He beamed at that. “You googled me?” When 
she	raised	her	eyebrows	but	didn’t	answer,	he	
continued.	“It’s	set	in	a	retirement	community.”
Nel	couldn’t	keep	her	mouth	from	gaping	open.	
“That’s	why	you’re	here?”
Jim	laughed.	“I	wish.	I	have	a	bad	leg	and	have	
fallen several times.” He shook his head, clearly 
not	comfortable	with	that	subject.	“Come	to	
Deeley’s	with	me	tonight,	and	I’ll	tell	you	about	
my	writing.	We	can	go	wild,	leave	our	name	tags	
at	home,	and	order	fish	and	chips	for	dinner.”
Deeley’s	was	a	pub	only	three	blocks	from	Sunny	
Shores,	but	she	had	never	been	there	and	was	
curious.	“Okay.	But	it’s	not	a	date.”

Phillip had been gone seven years, and lately 
Nel	had	wondered	if	she	had	it	in	her	to	date	
someone. It suddenly felt like a possibility.

neighBorhood appreciaTion daY
by paT THenell

To celebrate the Cascade neighborhood in 
2015	there	will	be	another	book	and	media	
swap	at	the	Cascade	Peoples	Center	on	

February 14 from 11 am to 2 pm. Neighbors share 
coffee	and	exchange	books,	movies,	or	music.	
Many Mirabella residents attended this event last 
year.	You	can	drop	off	items	from	2	pm	to	5:30	
pm	from	February	9	to	13	or	you	can	just	bring	
them	with	you	on	the	14th.	Books	for	all	ages	
are accepted, but books for children are in high 
demand.
What Is Happening to the North of Us
Currently demolition of the remaining buildings 
is taking place. When all of that is completed, 
work	will	begin	on	shoring	up	the	sides	to	allow	
construction	of	the	basements.	Equity	Residential	
is	building	two	seven-story	buildings,	one	on	
each side of the alley. Chinn Construction has the 
construction	contract	and	will	take	around	two	
years	to	complete	the	project.	The	two	buildings,	
Cascade	I	(Fairview)	and	Cascade	II	(Minor),	will	
total 477 living units and underground parking 
for	at	least	that	many	cars.	As	in	all	designs	in	
South	Lake	Union,	there	will	be	space	for	retail	
stores.	The	roof	will	have	outdoor	space	for	
residents	to	use.	Equity	does	not	own	the	corner	
property	on	Fairview	Ave	North	and	Thomas	
Street	where	the	Indian	restaurant	is	located.	 


