Bernard Wolff

ESSAYS

Edited by Scott Wolff

Essays
Copyright © 2013 by Bernard Wolff and Scott
Wolff. Manufactured in the United States. All rights
reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in
any form or by any electronic or mechanical means
including information storage and retrieval systems
without permission in writing from the author or the
editor, except by a reviewer, who may quote brief
passages in a review.
Editor: Scott Wolff (wolff.house@comcast.net)
Cover image: Netarts Bay © Bernard Wolff
Ebook edition January 2016.

Editor’s Note
To do a certain kind of thing, you have to be a
certain kind of person.
Zen Proverb

T

eacher. Social Activist. Board Member. Small
business owner. Soldier. Father. Son. The character that
is Bernie Wolff—and really all of us—is best understood
when we “peel back the onion layers” to reveal the nuances. Such are the essays in the following pages: it is
through these stories told in his own words about his own
feelings that we get a better glimpse of who Bernie Wolff
is and has been.
The historical record that these stories become is certainly not lost on the author: I have oral history cassettes
that Bernie recorded interviewing both his father and
mother, the latter even playing ragtime piano.
Bernie speaks to the process of writing these historical
glimpses:
My interest in journaling began after I
enrolled in a counseling class several years
ago. To complete the two requirements of
the course, one either had two write a term
paper or start a journal. I selected to start
keeping a journal. I don’t remember being
given any specifics on how to proceed. I’m
continuing to keep it daily.
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I also keep a medical
history page and
a page about
coincidences. The most
recent coincidence
was Marion’s, when
she spoke about her
experiences in Trout
Lake. Washington.
Marion was my
teacher in a Life Story
Writing class. As a
young child I spent
many summers in
Trout Lake too. This
coincidence prompted
this essay. Marion
called these Memory
Joggers.

Top: 1942; Middle: 1960;
Bottom: 1980.

The Life Story Writing course
was taught through the Portland
Parks and Recreation department
(2009?). Both Bernie and his wife
Carol attended; he recorded many
of these early stories as assignments, and was inspired to also
write the later essays. Interspersed
are pictures from many different
stories that help fill in the cracks.
A note on editing: I have made
minor edits in readability, adding
some clarifying dates, names or
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other references. I made minor edits in grammar, following the Associated Press style guide. But otherwise, these
are my dad’s words.
While the original stories were numbered in the order
written, I chose to combine them into simple sections:
People, Places and Things. Some of the printed originals
have dates on them, which I’ve included when available;
some dates are noted in introductions.
A note on production: I accidently discovered on an
upper floor in the Portland State University bookstore a
self-publishing service the store calls Odin Ink, by which
individuals can economically produce one, 26 or 1080
copies, including laminated covers that look every bit as
professional as the soft cover or trade books found in the
rest of the store.
In closing, the following is from a fellow Lewis & Clark
faculty colleague:
A writer is not so much someone who has
something to say and the skills to enable
the saying, as a writer is someone who has
found a way into a process that will bring
about things to say that never would have
occurred to (him) if (he) hadn’t entered
the process.
William Stafford
Library of Congress Poet Laureate
May 1979
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My mother surrounded
us with music
“ There was music in my mother’s house,
there was music all around.
There was music in my mother’s house,
and my heart still feels full with the sound.”

T

his song filled my heart when I
heard the Aurora Women’s Chorus sing
this song at one of their concerts I attended
several years ago. Carol (Bernie’s wife) was
a member of the chorus at this time.
There was certainly music in my mother’s house too. As long as I can remember,
there was a piano in our parlor, the front
room of our house. Though she did not
Carol Wolff, 2009.
have formal piano lessons, she learned to
read music and understood enough to use
correct chords with the notes for the melody. Perhaps
her older sister Almira, who had lessons, taught her the
basics.
There were many times when the family and friends
gathered around the piano to sing popular songs of the
day. I also am reminded of a radio program called the
Hit Parade. The most popular songs were presented and
generally sung by famous stars at the time.
The sheet music my mother used was purchased on
a trip to town, downtown Portland that is, where “5 and
10 cents,” stores, Kress’ and Newberry’s had sheet music
departments. Here was a pianist ready to play the music
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you selected or any music you might want to hear before
you bought it. Generally, the cover of the sheet music had
a picture of the artist who made the
music popular. Some readers may be
too young to remember these songs
and artists: to name a few: “All or Nothing At All” (Frank Sinatra). “It’s A Long
Time From May to December” (Jimmy
Durante). “When the Moon Comes
Over the Mountains” (Kate Smith). If
you are old enough to remember old,
popular Christmas songs, you’ll remember Bing Crosby singing “White Christmas.” If you
remember Bing, you’ll remember Bob
Hope’s program ending, “Thanks For the
Memories.”
Remember that, before TV was common in every home, radio was the major
source for news and entertainment. Our
1933 Philco is still in the family. Speaking
of TV, many radio personalities continued on TV, like Bing Crosby and Jack
Benny. Fred Allen never made it to TV.
A Philco radio.
There is more to tell about the role
Radio played in my life, but this will have to suffice for
now. The OFF THE AIR sign just came on (a reference
Bernie’s time recording jokes on Astoria’s KMUN radio).
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Bernard Henry Wolff
aka Ben

“W

ho left the light on in the basement?” was
a serious question my father asked my mother, sister and
me when he returned from work, usually after ten in the
evening. What I didn’t understand then, I certainly understand now. It was during the economic depression of the
1930’s and my father, the sole wage earner, had to watch
every penny, including paying the electric bill.
Unlike many workers at the time, he had a comparatively good job. He was a pharmacist and only had to
walk three blocks to the corner drug
store where he worked. The building is still there on the N.E. corner
of Powell Blvd. (Since this writing
the building has been torn down and
replaced with a newer mixed-use
building.)
Besides leaving lights on, the
other behavior that really irritated my
father was being tardy a few minutes
when called for dinner. He sent me
to bed without my supper, at least
twice that I remember. Later, probably without my father knowing it, my
mother would bring dinner to me in
Ben at 16
my bedroom.
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Ben Wolff and Bernie, 1980s.

When my dad was working for Mr. Porter, he had
split shifts. Some days he
worked afternoons, some
days he worked mornings
and evenings. On the evenings he worked, mother
prepared a hot meal for him
and a took it up to the store
in a basket. (More about the
“fountain” and chocolate
syrup he made. The profits
were in prescriptions and
fountain business. The grocery store across the street
sold sundries: toothpaste, aspirin, etc. The bakery put in
ice cream. My father thought

Ben’s army unit on the U.S.-Mexico border, 1919.
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it was unfair. They were neighboring businesses.)
Besides fishing, my father loved to garden. In the
adjoining empty lot, the only things growing were weeds.
It did have a double sign board (billboard) facing Powell
Blvd. My dad spaded the whole lot by hand. Si Zwald, a
long time friend of father’s, had a dairy farm on S.E. 66th
before it was densely populated and zoned residential.
He delivered milk to our door. My father hauled several
trailer loads of cow manure from Zwald’s barn to be
spread by pitch fork, on the garden area. He planted a lot
of vegetables: great corn and cucumbers that were pickled
and canned in quart jars. Besides fresh dill, my mother
added water and grape leaves to act as vinegar. Grapes
grew on the arbor next to the house.
On split shift days when he was home in the afternoon, he and some male neighbors loved to play Pinochle.
Andy, age around seventy, loved to play too. He also went
with my father when he was cutting wood on Mt. Scott
and using a trailer to bring the wood home. Andy lived
with Winnie Long. She lived on S.E. Haight Street, about
five blocks south of Powell, which dead ends at the SP
railroad tracks. Minnie told fortunes using a regular deck
of cards. Mother would visit her occasionally and so did I.
She told my mother she was going to get an inheritance.
Mother got $2,000.00 from the money left to her by her
first husband’s estate. Winnie told me I was eventually going to be a business partner with two brothers. Larry and
Sam Poleo did ask me to manage a store they were going
to open up in Parkrose. It never came to pass. My guess
is that the Poleo brothers really wanted me to stay when
they found out I was leaving to start the box business. We
remained good friends. They were good to me. I always
had a summer job. And when I got out of the Army, I
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Porter Drug Store, 21st and SE Powell, Decembr 1919.

worked for them until I left Portland to go to college and
pursue a teaching career. Larry lived in Lake Oswego and
I had his step-son in fourth grade at Forest Hills School.
My dad got gardening tips from an Italian immigrant, Mr. Bondi. Had a vegetable truck to carry the fresh
vegetables to neighborhood customers. Many Italian
neighbors had vegetable trucks from which to sell their
produce. Many sold their produce wholesale to stores and
restaurants. This is true today. The names Amato, Gatto,
Cherighino, and Rinella (by coincidence, an August Rinella is in the Oregonian obituaries, June 21, 2011) come
to mind (The Editor attended Cleveland High School
with David Rinella, who now leads his family’s produce
business). They had local “truck” farms. There were also
Japanese farmers. I later sold used produce boxes to both
groups. When Sheridan Fruit Company enlarged their
store, there was a big wholesale area. Their wholesale
business grew and they now have a delivery truck to deliver fresh fruit and vegetables to customers. At one time,
United Airlines was a customer.
An aside: Immigrants tend to cluster by culture
and country they immigrated from. In Portland we had
Chinese in Colonial Heights, Japanese west of Ladd’s
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Addition, Italians north of Powell to Division and east,
between 17th and 21st. Except for NW native Indians, our
ancestors were immigrants, the Wolff’s, the Bittners.
My mother loved to go to movies. She was probably
conditioned by the silent movies in a theater nearby on
20th and Powell. I believe she told me that she played the
piano in order to have background music to go with the
silent films of that time. The Aladdin on Milwaukie Blvd.
and the Clinton at S.E. 26th were close by. But we had to
hurry home before my father got off work. He thought
movies were a waste of money. However, he did to go to
Aladdin one evening and won $100 playing Movie Bingo.
Though my father was a strict disciplinarian, he really
had a good heart. When I was sick with a strep throat,
my father brought me a soothing chocolate milkshake.
As a teenager, having a car to drive was as important to
me then as it is to teenagers today. At sixteen, I couldn’t
afford my own car. However, I could use his car just about
any time it was available, which was generally most evenings. Much later, when my used Chevy’s engine “threw
a rod” down coming from Eugene to Portland, he let me
use his car as long as I needed it. When my children, Chris
and Scott were growing up, he would never accept money
for their prescriptions.
When I started graduate school, he put $1000 in the
bank for me. “For emergencies,” he said. He never accepted my offer to pay him back. 		
Following in his foot steps to be a pharmacist and
take over his business was his wish though he never
mentioned it to me. We had respect for each other, but no
close father-son relationship. However, he had a strong
father-daughter relationship.
In characterizing my father, I would say, that in his
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own way, he was always looking out for others and helping his family, friends, neighbors and customers. He was
called Dr. Benny by some. There is much more that can be
written about my father.
Is it a masculine characteristic, generally? Or mostly a
Wolff trait?
Combination. Do you just keep it all in? Or is it just
acceptance in a way of circumstances that befall you, and
as they increase in severity you know you must make
the best of it to survive mentally, emotionally and thus
physically -- a perseverance -- it is not because it is the
courageous thing to do, or the thing to do. What are the
choices? Run away, or face it and do the best you can with
what you have, counting on help from others and faith
and hope that things will get better?
Grandfather’s history and events (Ben’s father
Berhardt Wolff or Wulff)
Bernhardt was orphaned at age 15 in a village outside
of Cologne. In Cologne, there were some conflicts related
to religion -- anybody’s guess, since the information
cannot be checked -- only what has been passed down
through the years by word of mouth. My best source was
Katherine, Father’s “half” niece (Father’s half-brother
Otto’s daughter who settled in California with his sisters.
I remember Otto coming to Oregon to visit us when I was
a preschooler. We have pictures of him on the front porch
at 3116. Cousin Eleanor (also a survivor) was also a good
source, since she kept in touch with Father’s “half” family. I don’t know if Dorothy Marshall, Donald’s wife, has
any information that maybe Eleanor’s brother, Donald
shared.)
As an aside, Eleanor did not have an easy life either,
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but I never was around her when
she wasn’t upbeat, or wouldn’t
share what she had. She and (my
sister) Lottie were very close. I
went down to Sparks, Nevada, to
give the eulogy at her memorial
service. Moving on...
I think my grandfather’s
name was Bernhardt. He settled
in Cairo, Illinois, and had 4
children who were my father’s
“half” siblings; Otto was one of
them. (Ryan, my middle name,
was named after a “half” brother,
maybe Bernard too.) These
children migrated to CaliforBernhardt Wolff (date unknown) nia. They must have been born
several years prior to Father’s birth in 1895. After his first
wife died, my Grandfather Wolff married Minnie Miller.
She had three children, my father, Alvina, and Ethel. An
aside: my father told me of an uncle (Wolff or Miller,
I don’t know which) who used to get drunk; his horse
would bring him home drawing his buggy. Father remembered being given 25 cents, big sum in those days. His
uncle was a Civil War veteran from some army contingent
from Illinois, fighting for the North. I don’t know why my
father’s father came west with his second wife and family
to Oregon City. I do know that my father told me about
visiting the Lewis & Clark Centennial “Fair” in 1905, so
they had settled here by then.
Again, back to the risk-taking “Wolff” characteristic.
Father’s father picked up and found work to support his
family. He was some kind of mechanic (millwright) in the
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Oregon City woolen mills. I think he died in 1925.
My father’s expression of love was in what he provided or accepted. He was quite neutral, or at least never
expressed or directed or encouraged what actions I should
take, though he always acted interested in what I was doing. (Mother’s first marriage was not the easiest -- WWI
veteran, died in the first months of her marriage.)
Regarding my father’s trials and tribulations:
I don’t know when Father’s father died, but Ben ended
up taking care of his mother. The
house was south (of us), between
21st and 20th on Lafayette Street.
One of the ways he could add to
his income was to join the Oregon
National Guard. I think the monthly pay was $20, a fair amount of
money then. His unit was Battery
A, artillery, pulled by horses. He
said one of his chores was grooming
horses. The unit was called up during the Mexican border “incident”
involving revolutionary Pancho
Villa. They weren’t there very long.
My guess is he would have been
Ben and Bernie
drafted during WW I, but his right
eye was injured in the interim by
glass from a soda pop bottle that blew up in a drug store
where he was working.
Probably between 1918-1920 he started working with
A. W. Porter on 21st and Powell. Of course, Mother traded
at the drug store, living only 3 blocks away. Romance
ensued and they were married on December 31, 1920. I’m
not sure of the correct year, but it was before 1923, Father
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purchased the only drug store in Multnomah, Oregon, a
small town, then, on the outskirts of Portland. I’m sure he
would have been quite successful, but my mother contracted tuberculosis.
Probably on the advice of her brother, Dr. Simon
Bittner and other TB specialists, she had to go to a higher
elevation. Father had to sell his “dream” and he took
mother to Leadville, Colorado, elevation 11,000 ft. He
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couldn’t get a pharmacy job right away, so hauled coal
to make ends
meet. (My sister Lottie was
born in Leadville, October
30, 1923.)
As my
mother’s
health
improved,
they went
to a lower
elevation,
Redmond,
Oregon.
Father got
a phar-

ABOVE: Bernhardt and Minnie’s Marriage License. BELOW: Ben
Wolff’s early family. (Back row): Sister Alvina, Ben, sister Ethel.
(Front row): mother Minnie and father Bernhardt
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Ben’s retirement was featured in the Sellwood-Moreland Bee, July 7, 1960.

macy job at Mrs. Butler’s Pharmacy in Redmond, Oregon.
The building is still on Main Street, but is no longer a
pharmacy. (I was born in Redmond, June 18, 1926.)
We eventually moved back to Portland. Mother’s
siblings decided to deed the house on 18th to her. I don’t
know if it was a trade-off, but Mother had the task of taking care of her parents. As the sole wage earner, father
had his father and mother-in-law as well to provide for.
Of course, he had his own mother to take care of. I don’t
know what part his two sisters played. Both married.
Ethel ended up in Seattle. Alvina stayed in Portland. Early
in Alvina’s marriage, her husband left her with Donald
and Eleanor to raise. Father’s mother had to be institutionalized in Salem. Dementia? Alzheimer’s?
He drove to Salem frequently and I rode down with
him in my preschool years. I remember her well, and the
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institutional setting. She died accidentally in the early
1930’s.
Father watched over his sister Alvina. I’m sure he
helped her financially - when he could. He was also a surrogate father to Donald. It was Ben’s influence that kept
Donald out of trouble. Ben taught Donald to fish in the
local streams.
Keep in mind that these were Depression years.
Ethel, father’s other sister, was a strong Christian Science
believer. After being diagnosed with breast cancer, she
refused medical treatment. Father made trips to Seattle
to try to change her mind. She refused. I’m sure this was a
sad time for my father.
Additional: Father made his car available to me
almost any time, walking to work to deliver prescriptions. Other memories: Masonic Lodge, Dr. Benny, wood
scrounging, bed without supper...
Did Father “keep it all in”? Was he stoic? Considering
all his trials and tribulations, I never heard him complain
or reflect in later years, “poor me.” Even in his last years,
particularly in his nursing home situation he never complained.
This may be more history than you needed, but, for
me, it makes the point about “holding it in” after facing
adversity.

Essays
15

To conclude: From a sermon by Rev. Thomas Disrud, “Freedom Calls Us,” April 4, 2004, First Unitarian
Church, Portland, Oregon:
“Freedoms we have in our lives come
because others have come before us,
they come because others saw beyond
themselves. Our own lives are very
much grounded in all that we inherit. In
remembering those who have gone before
us, our immediate ancestors but also those
we will never know, we see our own lives
as part of a long progression. What we we
do today affects the future just as much as
what we do is affected by the past. What
they did for better or for worse, very much
becomes part of our story. We come to
see that others took risks, sometimes they
failed badly, but sometimes opened up
doors.”
(April 2009)
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Bernie’s mother: Always
a Good Samaritan

I

n the previous essay about my father, I mentioned
my mother’s kindness when she brought my supper up to
my room after being sent to bed without my supper by my
father. It was part of her caring nature that I experienced
until she finished her 98 years in this life. If reincarnation is part of our spiritual life, she is probably a nurse in
a medical clinic somewhere where the needy people are.
Since my mother did not finish high school, I asked her
one day, “Mother, if you had the opportunity to choose
a profession, what would it be?” “I would have like to
have been a nurse,” she replied. This did not surprise me.
She was always
helping friends
and neighbors
nearby. If a
neighbor was ill,
a hot kettle of
soup would soon
be delivered.
I remember my father’s
concern when
she would give a
hot meal to male
Myrtle Wolff and Bernie, Redmond, Oregon.
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strangers who knocked on the door for food. This was not
uncommon during the economic depression in the 1930’s.
Our house was only a block and a half away from the
Southern Pacific Railroad track. So-called hobos, men out
of work, rode freight trains all over the country. I understand that they had ways of letting others know which
houses along way might provide food. I remember a song
that perhaps the hobos sang. The lyric went like this:
Walking down the railroad track.
Planning that I won’t come back.
I told my wife this morning
I was leaving for good.
She said before you go
Please cut a little wood.
So I went walking down the railroad track.
When friends stopped by to visit, she would always
insist that they stay for dinner and second helpings were a
must. Then she would lament, “Why do they always come
at meal time?”
Unfortunately, early in her second marriage she contracted tuberculosis. The medical remedy was to send patients to high elevations. Her first living situation was in
Leadville, Colorado, elevation approximately 11,000 feet.
As things improved, she, my father and their first child,
my sister, moved to Redmond, Oregon, elevation 3,000
feet. I was born there. Her health continued to improve,
so we all moved back to Portland.
She was quite healthy the rest of her life. She lived
to be 98 years old. Unfortunately, as one gets older, it is
more difficult to recover from falls. She broke her hip in
her last fall. Her doctor informed me that hydration in her
case was a serious problem and that we should make sure
Essays
18

she drank plenty of water. Members of the family made
daily visits to give her water. However, I think my mother
sensed that it was time to leave this life, so as I was preparing to give
her sips of water,
she said to me,
“Bernie, no more
water.” She died
early the next
morning.
(May 2009)
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Bittner relatives:
talented and giving
After reading the previous essays about my relationships with my
parents, Scott suggested more information about my uncles and
grandparents.

I

’ll begin with the Bittner side of the family. My
grandfather Peter Bittner died before I was born. It
was my understanding he was an Evangelical minister.
My grandmother, Barbara Bittner lived with us in her
house on 18th. My mother’s brothers deeded the house
to Mother as part of an unwritten agreement that their
mother would be taken care of until she died. This relieved Myrtle’s brothers of the family responsibility and
made it easier for the brothers to pursue their profession-

Dr. Peter and Barbara Bittner (neé Goodrich or Gutckunst--in German) were
married in 1871 in Fredonia, Michigan.
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Bittner family (date unknown).

al careers. (Scott Wolff has recorded a lot of information
about the house on S. E. 18th in his manuscript entitled,
The Bittner/Wolff House: Its History).
I remember sitting on my grandmother’s lap at the
dining room window watching and waiting for my mother
to return home on the bus from her shopping trip “over
town.” On the day my grandmother died in the downstairs
bedroom, I remember Lottie and me being ushered out of
the house to neighbors across the street. From there we
saw her being carried out and placed in a mortuary van.
My mother had seven brothers and one sister, so there
is a lot of history to be shared. (She had a brother and sister who were twins that died before she was born.) Mother was the last and youngest child. Her oldest brother
Austin lived in Yakima when I was growing up. He was a
very unsuccessful apple grower. I was a little kid the few
times I saw him. Mother informed Lottie and me that he
was very “religious.” He never joked or laughed like the
rest of the Bittner boys. Today he would be called a very
conservative Christian. My mother Myrtle also mentioned
to me that her father and brothers ran a grocery store on
the Northwest corner of 20th and Powell.
I mentioned that my uncles were free to pursue their
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professional careers. That they did! Simon Peter became
an MD specializing in tuberculosis. Linus, Reed’s first
graduate, went on to University of Oregon Medical School
(now OHSU), and graduated with a medical degree.
Before establishing a medical practice in Glendale, California, he was a medical missionary establishing clinics
on the Java/Sumatra Islands in the East Indies. I have enclosed a copy of an article about Uncle Linus published in
the Reed Magazine, Sallyport (see following this essay.)
It has additional information about him. I keep in touch
with his daughter Lois. Linus Jr., a retired Los Angeles
teacher, communicates only by Christmas cards. He is the
youngest Bittner cousin.
Myrtle’s bother Jacob (Jack) became a dentist. I remember that he had an office above Zell Brothers Jewelers on S. W. Broadway. He later started a practice in
Vernonia. He filled my teeth. He used a drill that at that
time was very slow drilling. No novocaine in those days.
But it was free and in the depression that meant a lot.
After a short while he decided to move to Bend and died
of a heart attack on the move there. I believe he was my
mother’s favorite brother. He was a little “wild,” certainly
a Bittner maverick. Unlike his brothers, he drank alcohol
and smoked tobacco.
Brother Adolph taught in the old Lincoln High School.
His brother Omar taught there too. Later Omar became
a Dean of Boys at Benson Technological High School and
Adolph became the Principal of Grant High School. He retired in 1939. After his retirement, during WWII, Adolph
taught math to U. S. Air Force Meteorology students at
Reed College. He later became interim Admissions Director at Reed. We frequently crossed paths on the Reed
campus. His son Francis, taught piano at the University
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of Oregon Music Department. He was a good friend of
Steve Beckham who was Scott’s history major professor. I
believe Scott met Francis and his wife in Eugene when he
was going to school there (1979-80).
Mother’s sister Almira, aka Barbara, taught school
in Portland. A friend of hers, Miss Betinger, was my
third grade teacher at Abernethy Grade School. My Aunt
Barbara eventually settled in Long Beach, California. Her
daughter, Ripples, became a doctor. Unlike Linus’ daughter Lois, Ripples showed no interest in keeping in touch
with her aunt Myrtle or cousins.
Other Bittner cousins: Ted Bittner is a retired doctor still living in Pendleton (now deceased - his obituary
follows this essay). His son Tom graduated from Lewis
and Clark College (1982) and continued into Law School.
Ted’s brother, Omar Jr. lived in Eastmoreland and was
a member of Moreland Presbyterian Church. His widow
Helene checked on Myrtle frequently. Both of my Uncle
Jack’s daughters, Barbara and Charlotte lived in Portland.
Note: Lois, Linus Jr. and I are the only cousins still living.
Uncle Austin’s wife, son and daughter settled in and
around Squim, Washington.
During then 1930’s and 1940’s, Myrtle had a little
inferiority complex about her siblings successful lives and
the choices she had with only a ninth grade education.
Lottie and I were coached carefully, particularly about our
table manners, when we visited our Bittner uncles. Needless to say, we didn’t look forward to visiting them, though
we were always welcomed warmly.
By Depression standards, my uncles, who were doctors and teachers, were affluent. My father had a steady
job as a pharmacist, but struggled to “make ends meet.”
The Christmas tradition was for the Wolff’s to visit
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Christmas Eve at Uncle Adolph’s house. When we returned home late that night, Lottie and I got to open our
Christmas presents. As a child, I don’t remember having
a belief in a Santa Claus. I knew who paid for my presents. We did have a tree, which I got to help decorate.
The Christmas Day tradition was to have dinner with the
Wolff side of the family.
(January 2010)
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Obituary of Cousin Ted Bittner, son of Omar Bittner.
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From Portland to
a detention center:
Remembering
George Katagiri

P

reface: Browsing through the Sunday Oregonian,
August 30, 2009, in the Opinion Section, my attention
quickly turned to the Life Story feature section by Joan
Harvey, entitled, “GEORGE KATAGIRI - A teacher up to
the task in tough Portland times.”
George and I first met in the 1st grade at Abernethy
Elementary School, which is located just off S.E. Division St., between Orange and Elliot streets at the edge of
Ladd’s Addition. We frequently met on Saturday mornings to ride our bicycles in
and around Ladd’s Addition
especially up the alley ways
that paralleled the main
streets. The car garages for
each house lined these alleys.
In addition to his regular
classes at Abernethy, George
attended a special Japanese
school at least once a week,
in late afternoon, when his
classes were finished at Abernethy.
George and I started our
formal education at AberGeorge Katagiri in the 1950s.
nethy in September 1932.
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Because of a large enrollment that year, George and I and
several others were moved to the class that had started
the previous January. After completing the eighth grade,
we were enrolled in Washington High School, January
1940. The building is still used by the Portland Public
School District.
In our sophomore year, World War II began and
Federal authorities were instructed to remove Japanese
citizens, born here or not, from the West coast. It was
not until 1953 that I saw George Katagiri again. (Editor’s
note: George Katagiri wrote about the history of Japanese
descendents living in Portland in Nihonmachi: Portland’s
Japantown Remembered.)
I was working to qualify for an elementary emergency
certificate at Portland State University, housed then in the
old Lincoln High School. One of my class requirements
was to visit an elementary classroom. I decided to visit
my old elementary school - Abernethy - and discovered
George was teaching 8th grade there. I stopped just to say
hello.
Much later, when I learned he was the state science
educator/consultant on staff at the State Department of
Education, I invited George, several times, to talk to my
elementary science methods class at Lewis and Clark College. He was an inspirational, outstanding speaker for my
college students to listen to. I feel fortunate to have been
one his associates. He touched many lives including mine.
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Bernie and Sara Lee’s
39-year journey

P

reface: This writing effort
describing our journey, Sara Lee’s
and mine, will be more or less
chronological, beginning with our
early acquaintance at Reed, 1944, to
the scattering of Sara Lee’s ashes in
McClellan Meadows, 1983. The main
focus will be on Sara Lee’s activities
and our activities together. I will
describe my life journey at another
time.
Young Sara Lee.
There will be some side trips on
this journey because no life’s journey runs on a straight
path. Context is important too.
Though Sara Lee was not keeping a journal during
the early years of our marriage, she did make short notes
about events, some of which I have used in this chronicle,
1951 to 1965. Between 1965 and 1977, I have used information from her more formal journals looking for similar
family records. What I found and what you will find if
and when you read them is about 90 percent is dialogue
and discussion about her spiritual journey. The rest has
some family history and husband/wife interactions and
struggles.
I started my own journal keeping in the fall of 1977.
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I strongly urge that you begin some kind of journal or
record keeping so that in later life, as memory fades, you
will be able to leave your children your family history,
warts and all.
Sara Lee began her “diary,” as she called it then, on
December 20, 1965. She said she wanted to continue a
family history she started but lost. She stated, “I worked
on some of the history just now - hope to make it complete for the interest of the boys in the future.”
By 1970, her journal writing had developed along
other lines and less about family history. For example,
one March 16th entry just stated that it was Scott’s birthday, no other comment.
I will quote a few lines of her Preface, To The Reader
dated Wednesday, May 13, 1970.
First of all, know that I have written this
with primary and no other thought than
for my eyes alone. Yet should it sometime
happen, through accident or design, with
my permission and intent, or beyond my
capacity to permit or intend, that it come
into the hands of some other sympathetic
and interested reader, there is nothing
written herein which I would prohibit
family member, friend, or stranger from
examining. I only ask that you read it with
full understanding of how, why, and when
I have written it....The writing act itself I
have kept fairly secret, but not absolutely
so...
As to the content, it is a journal, of a sort...
it is not in any sense a formal record of
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events in my life, those of the family,
or any national or social history of the
times. It began as a rather therapeutic
self-analysis, continues as a record of my
thoughts and reactions to many things,
chiefly things I have read using them as
examples and explanations...
I ask you pardon for lengthiness, your
forbearance in error, your forgiveness for
any sin or slander, your rejection of any
attempt at my self glorification, your praise
to God for his wondrous care, and your
prayers for my soul.
I have written this part of our history primarily for
Chris and Scott and of course the grandchildren who
never had the privilege of knowing their grandmother,
Sara Lee. However, others may “listen” in if they wish.
1944 - 1947
My first contact with Sara Lee was during my freshman year at Reed College in a beginning German class
taught by Frau Peters. Frau Peters was a good teacher but
easily distracted the young male students by sitting cross
legged on a high table in front of the class. Funny what we
remember about our teachers. Sara Lee and I sat next to
one another that gave us an opportunity to chat occasionally. She also rode to Reed on the Eastmoreland electric
trolley as I did so I would see her once in awhile coming
or going. She lived on Benton Street, just off Northeast
Broadway, near what is now the Portland Public Schools
administration building. She lived near the end of the
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Bush Street Transfer streetcar
line that ran to the end of the
Broadway bridge. Prior to WWII
at the south end, it ran east up
Powell and south on 21st Street
to Bush Street. During Sara Lee’s
transit to Reed, this streetcar
ran from Broadway to 12th and
Hawthorne. She transferred to
the Eastmoreland trolley that ran
along Hawthorne to 12th, then
south to Division, made a little
jog over to Clinton, and south
Eastmoreland and Reed College.
I walked down from the house
on 18th to Clinton and caught Bernie and Sara Lee at her Reed
College graduation in 1949.
it on 17th.
Later in our freshman year, Sara Lee started dating
Milton Davis. Milt and I were friends for many years. He
later became a Business-Psychology Professor at PSU. He
and I shared a great sense of humor. We met our first day
at Reed. We were registering in the Library. Milt came to
the question labeled Sex. In place of M or F he suggested
putting down “sometimes.” We were considered quite
witty among our Reed friends. My high school sweetheart,
Norma Kinloch and I, Milt and Sara Lee double-dated
once in awhile.
Sara Lee and I were also in the original group that established an Inter-varsity Christian Fellowship. It was the
first and probably the last organization of its kind on the
Reed campus. It was a very conservative, bible studying
group. However, we did socialize some with roller skating
and bowling parties. It is interesting to note that the first
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major building on the Reed Campus was Eliot Hall. Next
to and north of the Portland Unitarian Church is Eliot
Chapel. I believe Thomas Lamb Eliot was the first Unitarian minister at this church.
In addition to the fellowship group, Sara Lee and I
were part of group of students that spent a lot of time
together. I remember two overnight beach trips we took.
There were no specific couples, just students having a
good time. There were no drinkers or smokers that I remember. I did not own a car until I was out of college, so
for trips like these, my father did not hesitate to let me use
his car, though I was later in two major accidents which
were not my fault.
Before leaving this part of our Reed experience, I
should mention that my Uncle Adolph Bittner was the
Registrar at Reed while I was there. This was one of his
many post-retirement jobs following his principalship
at Grant High School. During WW II, he taught math at
Reed to men in the Air Force who were training to be meteorologists. Another bit of Reed history is that my uncle
Linus Bittner was in the first graduating class, 1915. The
first to receive a diploma.
1947 - 1949
Sara Lee took a year off from Reed after successfully
passing her Junior Qualifying exams in Biology. She left
Reed to attend the University of Oregon, 1947 -1948.
She was no longer dating Milton Davis and had no attachments. I dropped out of Reed and planned to attend
Oregon State College, fall 1947. I needed an expensive
comparative anatomy book for a Biology class so I called
her to borrow the book, which she had, before both of
us headed south. I believe her family had now moved to
Essays
33

1315 S. E. 13th, just north of
Hawthorne. They lived upstairs
in a duplex. I borrowed the
book, met her parents, and took
her out for a milkshake, our
first date, so to speak. During
this year, whenever I had my
father’s car for a weekend, I
would go to Eugene for a funcSara Lee, late 1940s
tion or bring Sara Lee up to
Corvallis for a Sunday. Sometimes we would date when
both of us were in Portland on a weekend. Both of us
dated other people as well during this time.
During the 1948 - 1949 school year, Sara Lee returned
to Reed to work primarily on her senior thesis, The
Mitotic Cell Rate in Frog Tadpole Tails. Our relationship
was becoming fairly serious at this point so I commuted
to Portland just about every weekend. Fortunately, my
former room mate, Kenny Stevens, and Don Oldenstadt,
my current room mate, were also coming to Portland to
see their girl friends so transportation was no problem. I
think we paid him a dollar a round trip. At times it was a
little cramped in Kenny’s 1937 Pontiac Club Coupe. However the price was right. Don, Kenny, and I later married
the women we were seeing on those hectic, short weekend trips. In fact, I was Kenny’s Best Man at his wedding.
The sad note is that all three wives died of cancer related
illnesses. Sara Lee survived the longest. The other two
women left very young children.
1949 - 1950
Out of school at last. Sara Lee had several research
lab assistant positions at the University of Oregon
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Medical School, now OHSU. One of her jobs involved
doing electroencephalographs on Rhesus monkeys. The
monkeys did not appreciate the planting of electrodes
onto their heads and could be quite nasty at times. Sara
Lee had to wear heavy leather
gloves to handle the monkeys.
Luckily she was never bitten.
(Editor note: Sara Lee’s grand
daughter Erin Wolf joined
OHSU at the Primate Center
performing research with
monkeys and mice.)
Her second position
was with Doctors Graham, a
husband and wife team doing
cancer research using mice.
Sara Lee did pap smears
Sara Lee and Bernie at Mt. Adams and slide preparation. The
(Mirror Lake?).
Grahams decided to continue
their cancer research in Boston and asked Sara Lee to
go with them. This was a tough decision for her to make
for we had talked about marriage but had set no date.
In our subsequent, serious discussions, I made it clear
that I would not leave Portland. I guess her love for me
outweighed her professional career plans. Maybe, in this
day and age, I would have put her interests first and gone
to Boston and changed both our lives, a journey not taken.
Prior to my trip to Fort Ord in September 22,1950,
Sara Lee accepted my engagement ring.
1951 - 1952
After my Army basic training and assignment to
Letterman Army Hospital, San Francisco, Sara Lee and
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I decided to get married in San Francisco. Having been
in the Army for only a short time, I had not accrued any
leave time so I couldn’t go to Portland. I know friends and
relatives were disappointed in not being able to come to
the wedding. My father did not come.
We were married on February 17, 1951, at noon, in
Grace Episcopal Cathedral Chapel. Sara Lee’s parents
Ray and Berenice, my mother, and Sara Lee’s Aunt Bea
and Uncle Howard Palmer were at the wedding. Cannon
Charles Gilbert presided. He was originally from Portland. In fact his son has been a
The Groom and Bride in front
member of St. Stephens Episcoof Grace Cathedral Chapel,
pal Church here in Portland for
San Fancisco
many years. This is the church
in which Larry Rouillard, Carol’s
first husband, was priest before
he died.
After the wedding, we had a
luncheon across the street at the
Fairmont Hotel with the family
members who were present. After
which, we taxied to our abode at
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2824 Geary Blvd., San Francisco. In April 1951, we took a
bus to Carmel for a honeymoon weekend. While there we
rented a pickup truck because it was cheaper than a rental
car.
We drove up Highway 1 for a one-day trip to Muir
Woods. Highway 1 is a curving two lane highway.
Prior to our trip home in August 1951, we purchased a
1940, green, Chevrolet Club Coupe from a private owner
in San Francisco. While in the Northwest, we had a twoday camping trip to Mirror Lake, near Mt. Adams.
During this 1951 - 1952 period, in San Francisco,
Sara Lee worked in the Laboratory at Mt. Zion Hospital
sectioning frozen tissue for cancer diagnosis.
In April 1952, we moved to quarters along Mac Arthur
Blvd. on the Presidio where Letterman Army hospital was
located. We bought our first washing machine and had
the Army later ship it to Portland. In September 1952,
we moved back to Portland. We rented the top floor of a
duplex at 3535 S. E. Main owned by Mr. and Mrs. Rodabaugh. Sara Lee got a job as a receptionist for doctors
Lester Jones and Lewis Jordan, eye, ear, nose and throat
doctors. Dr. Jordan took out Chris’ and Scott’s tonsils,
though not at the same time.
1953 - 1956
After finishing enough course work at Portland
State University (PSU) for an Emergency Elementary
Certificate, I accepted a teaching position in Toledo,
Oregon, September 1953. Since we were unable to find
rental housing, we purchased a small two bedroom house
in Agate Beach. It is still there. However, Fossil Road is
now 56th NW, Newport, on the north side of Yaquina
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Head. There is still beach access at
the end of the road. After placing
numerous buckets in the attic during
rain storms in the winter, we had a new
roof put on in the spring, 1954, for a
total of $175. In the summer of 1954,
we came to Portland so I could take
more education classes at PSU. We
kept house for my father while mother
went
to California. It is also during
Sara Lee at Agate
Beach, Oregon
this summer that Dr. Jesse Broody
informed Sara Lee that she was pregnant.
During the fall and winter, Sara Lee and I sponsored
an evening high school group at St. Johns Episcopal
Church in Toledo on
Sunday nights and
opened the church
basement on Friday
nights for students from
the Toledo High School.
It was a very popular
place. It was held in the St. Johns Episcopal Church, Toledo.
basement of the church which had a recreation room with
a Juke Box. The youth could dance to the music played on
78 speed records from the 30’s and 40’s
Christmas 1954 was spent at Agate Beach. Our folks
came down at New Years. After one false start to the
hospital, we returned a few hours later. Christopher Mark
was born, Tuesday, March 29, 1955, in Pacific Community
Hospital in Newport, Oregon, with Dr. Avard C. Long
attending. I took a week off to help with the new baby.
This helped set a new district policy for giving husbands
paid sick leave time for caring for their wives after they
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had given birth.
My brother-in-law Merl brought my mother-in-law
Berenice down the second week, to help Sara Lee with
the new mother tasks. He also brought down a 1946
Plymouth sedan which we purchased. He took the 1940
Chevrolet back to Portland. Sara Lee remarked, “The last
important act of the 1940 Chevrolet is to bring Chris and
me home from the hospital.”
Summer School again. We came to Portland and
stayed with Ray and Berenice at 20 N. E. 71st. On July
5, 1955, Ray’s father died, a day before he was to see his
new great grand child. He died in a meeting of the United
Brethren Conference. He and his wife had been living
in Idanha, Oregon. Sara Lee and I had visited them in
Idanha before we were married.
Chris was baptized at St. Johns Episcopal Church by
the priest, Albert E. Render. Lottie, Merl, their two daughters Bethel and Karen, as well as both grand parents were
there. Ray Poindexter was also a sponsor, by proxy. 		
The following events changed our lives. This is verbatim from Sara Lee’s written record of these events:
Nov. 28, 1955 - Mon. - I don’t feel well.
Call Bernie to come home after school and
take care of Chris.
Nov. 29 - Tues. - Spend day in bed.
30 - Wed. Still in Bed - headache and
backache
Dec. 1, Thurs. - Get up in the night - back
too weak to sit up in a chair. B. took Chris
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and me to Dr. Long’s office
- sat a couple of hours. Left
hand weak, can’t grasp. Dr.
Long sends me to Toledo
Hospital. Later he comes
back. I can’t cough well or
take deep breath. He calls
ambulance. B. leaves Chris
with Mr. and Mrs. Elmer
Lyle next door to deliver
to Mr. and Mrs. Spangler
across the street to keep for
him. B and I go to Portland in ambulance to Holiday Park Hospital.
My Dr. will be H. L. H. Dick. Have
tracheotomy at once by Dr. Chamberlain
and go into Iron Lung. B. goes to
Reynolds.
Dec. 2 - Reynolds and B. go down to Agate
Beach to bring Chris to Portland
December - Bernie moves out of Agate
Beach house - things to his folks upstairs
rooms of house. Later rents to Miss Lois
Fisher.
Dec. 25 - Chris’ first Christmas - spent
at Reynolds. Jan, Feb., Mar - I improve
at Holiday Park Hospital. Bernie starts
teaching at West Orient School, east of
Gresham.
Mar. 29 - Chris’ first Birthday - I get to
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go home for the day to Reynolds to help
celebrate. (A day or so later.)
April 21, 1956 - I get to leave Holiday Park
Hospital. Move with braces to Reynolds’.
June - We move to apartment at 6601 S.
E. 58th, owned by Mr. and Mrs. Morton.
Got a baby sitter, Mrs. Techman, by
advertising in the paper. I have to take
therapy at the hospital in the mornings
with Mrs. Jean Vann and three times a
week in the afternoon with Mrs. Emma
Lentzer. Bernie went to Summer Session,
P. S. C (PSU).
July - Change baby sitters to a Mrs. ____
and her daughter. They don’t work out and
quit. Get a baby sitter, Mrs. Ruth Todd
who seems to work out.
Sept. - Bernie teaching at West Orient
again. Dec. - Christmas in our own place
again - go to Lottie’s for the party. Chris
gets a spring horse from Wolff’s...”
1957 - 1958
After Sara Lee and I disagree with Mrs. Todd about
Chris’ toilet training, Sara Lee decided to care for Chris by
herself. We had learned that it wasn’t unusual for boys
to take more time for boys than girls to “toilet train.”
Sara Lee recorded, “This spring alone was my test
and I made it.” In June we moved to Eugene so I could
begin my Master’s program. Father helped by pulling an
extra trailer of stuff. Our Amazon Housing address was
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2322-12 Patterson Drive. This was married housing called
Amazon, named after a drainage ditch. We lived on the
second story. Across the yard were our neighbors, the
Coalwells. Chris played with Bruce Coalwell. With our
Christmas money, we bought a portable dishwasher. It
relieved both of us of a very time-consuming household
chore.
In March 1958, we moved back to Portland. We
rented a house at 4305 S. E. 35th Place. Sara Lee wrote,
“April 5, Chris remarked, on being undressed for bath, ‘I
got no clothes on; this is just me!’”
On May 10, Chris fell on the outside cement stairs. I
took him to Good Samaritan Hospital. I had to hold his
head while Dr. Bishop stitched the cut above his eyebrow.
On September 7, we had a picnic with my cousin Lois,
her husband Fred, and her four children at Beacon Rock.
(Sister) Lottie and (her husband) Merl were also there.
I started to teach in Lake Oswego and we decided
to buy a house in the Portland area. We began attending First United Methodist Church. Chris is enrolled in
the three year old class. Christmas 1958, Chris got a new
tricycle.
1959 - 1961
In March, 1959, we found a house in Westmoreland,
7524 S.E. 19 Ave. We purchased it for $9000. I sought
Veterans help and had to pay only $94 a month. We
moved in on May 29, 1959. Our neighbors included the
Cresap family: Don, Marilyn, Bonnie, Dale and Kelly.
Their house was a north at 7424, On the south side lived
Ruth, Paul and Jim Liniger, On the north side of the
house we shared our driveway with Betty and Al Knight.
In July 1959, Dr. Gerald Kinzel informed Sara Lee
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that she was pregnant. We had planned both births for
the spring season. In August we had a four day vacation
in Long Beach, Washington. We stayed at the Shady Dell
Motel. In September, Chris started Preschool at Moreland
Presbyterian Church with Dale Cresap. The church is
just down the street on S. E. Bybee. They walked there by
themselves. My cousin, Omar Bittner Jr. was a member
there. His memorial
service was there. Don
and Marilyn Cresap
had the celebration of
their 50th wedding anniversary there, also.
On March 16, 1960,
at 10:56 P. M., Scott
Jonathan was born at
Wilcox Memorial Hospital, now part of Good
Home at 7524 S.E. 19th Avenue.
Samaritan Hospital
(grand children Allegra and Ariana were also born there.)
Mrs. Quitmeyer helped out and I took a sick leave for a
week from Lake Oswego School District. Like in Lincoln
County, I set a precedent for getting a weeks of sick leave
to help take care of the new baby. I also did this in Lake
Oswego School District, I took a week of sick leave to help
with the new baby. Sara Lee developed a breast infection
three weeks after Scott was born and spent three days in
Good Samaritan Hospital. Lottie helped take care of Scott.
In June, Dr. Jordan took Chris’ tonsils out. In July, a 5
mm X 10 mm brown mole was removed from the top of
Scott’s left foot. He stayed at Good Samaritan Hospital
for three days. I remember a cast they put on his foot that
he liked to wave around in his crib. Chris started kinderEssays
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garten in September, but only attended a half-year due
to Portland School District budget problems. Mrs. Foley
was his teacher. Dale Cresap, Doug Price, Chris’ friends,
started in January. Chris started first grade at Llewellyn
Elementary School, but is moved into a 1-2 with Mrs.
Winsor. Scott got a spring horse for Christmas.
1962 - 1964
I began a new teaching career at Lewis and Clark College starting with the summer session, 1962. In August we
toured Crater Lake and the Oregon Caves. We lost a teddy
bear in the Caves Lodge. It was later mailed to us.
In September Chris began second grade with Mrs.
Sharon Pettersen. On October 12, 1962, the Columbus
Day wind storm swept up the Willamette Valley. I was in
LaGrande with some Lewis and Clark students during the
storm. Drove back the next day to streets blocked by trees,
tree limbs, and other debris.
We went to Reynolds at Christmas. They gave us a
stereo record player.
During the winter of 1962 and spring of 1963, Scott
was sick a lot with tonsils and ear aches. He didn’t talk
much but pointed to what he wanted, particularly food.
Dr. Jordan took Scott’s tonsils out in June and Scott’s
speech improved dramatically. Sometime in this period, we had to make Chris’ bedroom dust free and give
Squeaky, his guinea pig, away because of allergic reactions
to animal fur. He was also allergic to wheat products In
August 1963, we took a vacation in San Francisco. Chris’
third grade teacher was Mrs. Eschelman. Chris got off his
wheat- less diet. We had the family Christmas party at
Lottie’s. Scott got a Tot Rod pedal car from the Reynolds.
Summer 1964, we went off in the green 1953 ChevEssays
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rolet (also see essay, “Cars I have owned) to Palo Alto,
California, for Summer Session at Stanford. We stayed in
Escondido Village, cockroaches and all. Chris and Scott
had the mumps (chicken pox). Bea Palmer, Berenice’s
sister died of cancer. We visited Howard in Lafayette.
Later Howard drove to Portland to give Sara Lee the antique clock, an heirloom that was handed down to female
members of Rice family. The clock is in Scott’s house in
Lake Oswego.
Chris’ 4th grade teacher was Mrs. Albrecht.
We had the family Christmas party at our house. Our
car was almost flooded out on the street that crossed
Johnson Creek on our way to a restaurant in Milwaukie
on Christmas Eve.
1965 - 1968
Chris got the measles on his birthday, March 29. He
missed his first day of school that year. Beth and Ron
were married on August 14, 1965. They rented our house
when we departed for Eugene for a year to complete my
Master’s Degree at the University of Oregon. We lived in
Westmoreland University Housing, 2140 W. 15th Court.
In the fall 1965, Chris began 5th grade at Westmoreland
School. During Christmas vacation, we stayed at the
Reynolds. Chris saw Dr. Talbot who informed us that he
would need glasses in the next school year.
In January 1966, Scott attended a private
kindergarten. While I was driving to Portland in June
to see my father who was ill, the 1953 Chevrolet threw a
rod just outside Salem. Father loaned me his (gray) 1940
(1950?) Plymouth which we used until the following
spring. We moved back to Westmoreland, August 1966.
Scott began 1st grade with Mrs. Robinson and Chris had
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Mrs. Mac Donald in 6th grade, both at Llewellyn School.
We purchased a new Penncrest washer and refrigerator.
We later purchased a new Zenith TV. The Christmas party
was at Beth and Ron’s, dinner at the Reynold’s. Chris got
an HO electric train.
As predicted, Chris got glasses, January 1967. In
March, we bought a 1960, 4-door Valiant. Scott got new
wheels too, a blue sting ray bike with a “Banana Seat.”
For his birthday, Chris got a sleeping bag and a new fishing pole. Sara Lee had a bad case of flu. Lost quite a lot
of weight. She began to notice breast cysts. I spent the
summer in Eugene by myself attending the University of
Oregon for more course work. Chris earned $75 picking
berries and beans. In August, we rented an Apache Tent
Trailer and spent several days at Beverly Beach. We visited the Undersea Gardens and the OSU Marine Station
in Newport. I think this is the summer that Chris and I
climbed Sleeping Beauty, and stood on her nose. It can be
seen from Trout Lake valley, nose and all.
Chris began seventh grade with Miss Knight at
Llewellyn School. Scott began second grade with Miss
Cromwell. Sara Lee, Scott and I attended her wedding On
October 1, 1967, Ron and Bethel had their first child, Scott
Allen, It was Lottie’s and Merl’s first grand child, It was
my parents first great grand child. Sara Lee and I went to
Spokane where I attended a Science Conference. Ontario,
Oregon, is a short distance away so we stopped to visit the
Coalwells. Chris and Coalwells son and Scott were playing
with a BB gun (air rifle). Intentionally or not, one of the
boys shot a BB pellet that just missed Scott’s eye.
We spent Christmas with the Reynold’s and later took
an overnight car trip to the beach with my parents. I think
we stayed in Lincoln City at the Ester Lee Motel, where it
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sits high on the bluff over looking the ocean.
Other major events in 1968: In May, Sara Lee had
surgery to remove a breast cyst. My father had surgery
on left his left eye after a massive stroke. (Much) later
he had to be placed in a nursing home. On August 10,
1968, I received my doctorate (Ed.D) at the University of
Oregon. It was a very special event for me. Not just the
relief of finishing all the course work and thesis to qualify
for the degree, but having my family there to witness the
graduating ceremony and see me receiving my degree. It
was also great to have then-Lewis Clark College President
John Howard there. He gave the commencement address,
was on the stage to shake my hand and congratulate me
in person. I also met my college contract stipulation that,
after three years teaching at Lewis and Clark College, I
had to have a doctorate to continue to teach at Lewis and
Clark. Also, It didn’t hurt that my salary increased too the
following September.
End of August, we purchased an Apache Tent Trailer
and camped at Prairie Camp in Central Oregon and at
Silts Camp near Florence. Scott and Chris enjoyed playing
in the sand dunes. Our cooler was stolen during the night.
1969 - 1970
In the summer, 1969, we took our tent trailer to Timothy Lake. Chris and I hiked around the lake. The twelve
mile trip was very tiring trip for both of us. We also spent
some time in the Puget Sound area to visit Bob Hostetter and at Beaver Camp on the Wind River in Skamania
County, Washington.
Chris started Cleveland High School and Scott began
fourth grade. We bought property on the Wind River.
Chris gave up his paper route for awhile in order to play
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softball. Chris built a Go Cart that he ran around the
house and occasionally into the street when we weren’t
looking. Ray’s mother, Bertha Elizabeth Savage Reynolds,
who lived to be 100, went to Victoria Nursing Home. Sara
Lee joined the League of Women Voters. She did some
calling for the Portland Council of Churches, now called
the Ecumenical Ministry of Oregon. She also worked at
Cleveland High School as a volunteer helping students
find jobs. We set up petition tables at First Church to end
the war in Vietnam.
In 1970, Lottie died suddenly in her home after telling
Karen, her 15-year old daughter, she was going in to take
a nap, Cause of death was believed to be a cranial aneurysm. She died on August 24, Sara Lee, (Chris, Scott) and
I were vacationing in Vancouver, B. C., at the time.
Scott took swimming lessons at Lewis and Clark College. Scott and I went to Jantzen Beach Amusement Park
just before it closed. Sara Lee went on her first spiritual/
meditation retreat at Our Lady of Peace, a Catholic Convent in Beaverton. Karen ran away from home and was
gone for several months. My folks had their fiftieth wedding anniversary.
1971 - 1976
In 1971, Sara Lee took a religion class from Dr. Harrington at Lewis and Clark College. It is the beginning of
her serious spiritual journey. We went to Wickcliffe Motel
in Taft. I went into the hospital with a foot infection.
Sara Lee had her third benign breast cyst removed by Dr.
Miller. Father went to Barnes VA Hospital in Vancouver
with a stomach problem.
In February 1972, my father broke his hip by slipping
on the ice. I had called him earlier to stay indoors and that
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I would be over to clean his walk. I took him to Barnes
Hospital in Vancouver, Washington.
Sara Lee and I celebrated our 21st wedding Anniversary at the Steetles in Waldport. Steetles are old friends
we met at First United Methodist. Scott got a red nylon
jacket for his birthday. We celebrated at Farrell’s with the
Reynolds. This was Scott’s long hair period. Scott gave
Chris a license plate holder which said, “Smile, Jesus
loves you”. In April, Sara Lee had another breast cyst removed and was in St. Vincent’s Hospital for several days.
Portland Schools ended May 11 for lack of money; a new
(tax) levy had been defeated. Scott’s bicycle was stolen.
Merl now widowed, married his second wife Mary. Chris
and I put a new canvas-type roof on the black Volkswagen
Beetle I had purchased from a colleague who was moving to the east coast and didn’t want to take it with him.
Chris went on a two week choir trip with the Moreland
Presbyterian youth group. Scott, Sara Lee and I went to
Oregon Caves and Mt. Lassen. Will Reynold’s wife died
after a cancer struggle. Will Reynolds was Ray’s son (and
Sara Lee’s half brother). Scott and I climbed Bunker Hill.
It is up in the Wind River area. Scott won a trip to Disneyland by adding new “paper” customers to his paper route.
Chris buys his first car. Sara Lee has an hysterectomy. Her
recovery was very slow with much pain and depression.
Sara Lee began to read about Zen and other religions.
On January 5, 1973, our friend and neighbor next
door, Paul Liniger, died. His wife Ruth, died later August 15. Frank Gaynor, a neighbor and private contractor who lived down the street, remodeled our bathroom.
We went to the Steetles in Waldport again. Scott called
us long distance to tell us how mad and sad he was that
we hadn’t awaken him up before we left in the morning.
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Sara Lee and I attended our first Ram Dass lecture. Scott
got a bean bag chair for his birthday. Chris counseled at
Outdoor School. Chris graduated from Cleveland High
School as a National Merit runner up and a member of
the National Honor Society. We took the Reynolds’ to
Pokarney’s house at Lincoln Beach. Milt Pokarney was a
principal in Lake Oswego who encouraged me to stay at
his place on Lincoln Beach. Scott won a trip to San Francisco. Chris quit Woody’s Auto Parts to drive a school bus
for Portland Public Schools. Sara Lee and a friend held a
retreat at Mt. Angel Abbey.
In November, we bought a used Airstream Trailer to
put up on the Wind River (lot) instead of building a cabin.
Sara Lee became more interested in meditation practices. In January 1974, Sara Lee attended a Zen Class at
Reed. A pseudo gas shortage took hold for awhile. Scott
got hit by a bat at school.
In March, Don Cresap and I towed my Airstream trailer up to our Wind River property with his International
Harvester Station Wagon. It wasn’t easy to maneuver it in
a narrow space between the big Cotton wood trees. Later,
the Wind River flooded, but did not reach our property.
We took my parents to Pokarney’s beach house, which
turned out to be our last trip to the beach with both parents.
In July, Chris went to the Easter Seals Camp at Ten
Mile Lake. Scott graduated from 8th grade and told us
he was planning to go to law school. Later, the Airstream
was connected by the Skamania PUD so we finally had
electricity. Scott testified in court regarding an accident
involving another paper boy. Scott went to Expo ‘74 in
Spokane and got to fly home.
August 8, President Nixon resigned, even though he
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said he wasn’t a crook. In September, Chris started Lewis
and Clark College. I made the mistake of not advising
him about who were the good teachers in whose classes
he should try to register. I did not make this mistake with
Scott.
The Reynolds had their 50th wedding anniversary.
We had them over for dinner.
My sabbatical from Lewis and Clark College began at
the end of Fall Term. Chris moved to the “family” house
on 18th.
On February 17, 1975, Bill and Joan Brelje joined us
for our 20th anniversary dinner. I joined the Fish Emergency board. While I was on sabbatical, Sara Lee and I
visited many local college libraries as I worked on a math
research project.
Chris moved to Lake Village in Milwaukie. Berenice
gave Scott ten shares of Tektronix stock for his birthday.
At 7524 S. E. 19th, Sara Lee moved into Scott’s bedroom upstairs to use as a study. Scott moved into the
basement room that Chris had used before he moved. My
father had eye surgery following a stroke on Good Friday.
The stroke left him blind. Sara Lee’s allergies began to be
a problem. She began to do yoga watching Giselle Fitch on
TV.
In May, Bonnie Cresap graduated from Reed.
Sara Lee and I visited John and Joy Ulrich in Myrtle
Point. My mother went into the hospital for surgery.
Janet Hohnstein (a former Lewis & Clark elementary
student) and Cal Brockman Jr. (both members of First
Methodist) got married.
Scott went to United Methodist Youth (UMY) camp
at Suttle Lake. UMY makes big bucks parking cars in the
First Church parking lot for the Timber Soccer games
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at Multnomah Stadium nearby. Sara Lee and I became
UMY leaders with several other adults at First Methodist.
Sara Lee and I took a Yoga class at the YWCA. Scott went
as Groucho Marx at the UMY Halloween Party. Sara Lee
became interested in Biorhythms. Chris brought Terrie to
the Christmas Eve service at First Methodist.
In January 1976, Ray Reynolds had a mild heart attack. In March, Scott got his driver’s license and bought
a Volkswagen Karmann Ghia. Sara Lee led her first First
Methodist meditation retreat at Marylhurst College. Scott,
Sara Lee and I drove to San Francisco in my VW Bus. We
had our final First Methodist function, a retreat at Camp
Leewood. Sara Lee began to use Progroff’s Intensive
Journaling ideas in her own journaling. Scott worked at
FISH as a community intern. I believe he was paid $400 a
month. Sara Lee surprised me with a 50th birthday party.
Guests included Bob and Joanne Weiss, Marilyn and Don
Cresap, Floyd and Ester Kester, Chris and Terrie.
Erlene Hawley and Sara Lee went to a Loyola Charismatic Prayer Group. Sara Lee attended a Conference on
Spiritual Healing sponsored by the Episcopal Order of
St. Luke held at Lewis and Clark College. Sara Lee and I
spent a whole week on the Wind River. Sara Lee continued to work on a major study guide for the Gospel According to Luke. My mother and father moved out of the
house on 18th where they spent most of their married life.
It was a sad occasion for all of us. They moved into a duplex at 3225 S. E. Gladstone with the help of Merl, Bethel,
Sara Lee, Scott, Chris, and Terrie. Chris got mononucleosis and came home, October 6, for three to six weeks of
rest. Scott and I moved his belongings from his Milwaukie
apartment to the house on 18th. On November 1st, Chris
moved to 3116 S. E. 18th with Molly his new dog. We took
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Scott to dinner at Black Angus in celebration of his all
“A’s” on his fall report card. Christmas Eve party was at
my folks on Gladstone. The McFaddens, Karen and Dennis, (Karen’s first husband) and Merl were there. A few
days after Christmas, Sara Lee and I went to the Pokarney’s house at Lincoln beach.
1977 - 1979
In January, Sara Lee and I visited Chris for the first
time in the house on 18th. Scott, Kelly, and Marina,
Scott’s girl friend, went to a New Years Party. Chris applied to Portland School District for a School Bus driving
job. Sara Lee became Spiritual Life Chairman of the United Methodist Women. On February 25, Ray, Berenice,
Chris, Terrie, Scott, and Marina joined us at Pokarney’s.
Sara Lee and I attended a retreat at Mt. Angel. In May,
I went to see Laura Heist on her 90th birthday. She was
one of several elderly women we picked up on Sunday to
take to First Methodist. Scott, Kelly, and Bill go to beach
in Scott’s Dodge. Ole Nelson cut a big Cottonwood tree on
Wind River property. On August 20, Karen married Dennis Liebman in the Montavilla Methodist Church. Scott
and Sara Lee took Amtrak to Seattle to see the King Tut
exhibit. I took the car up to meet them and bring them
home.
In September, 1977, Sara Lee directed a Meditation
Retreat at Mt. Angel for members of First Methodist.
I took a beginning counseling class at Lewis and Clark
College, which prompted me to keep a journal. I write in
it every evening about the day’s events. I took my father
to the VA Hospital in Vancouver for a routine checkup.
Ray and I finished the chimney on a fireplace on the Wind
River property. We did not use it much. In October, Sara
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Lee visited the Hawleys in Iowa. Sara Lee and I spent
a weekend with the Weiss’ at Roads End. Bill Cason, a
friend of Scott’s, tells us he plans to enlist in the Marines.
On November 5, Sara Lee attended a Progroff Intensive
Journal workshop.
						
1978
In January, Sara Lee, Scott, and I celebrate my promotion to Full Professor. I bathed my father Saturday
nights, on a regular basis. He couldn’t do it on his own
anymore. Sara Lee became interested in dream analysis.
Saw Bill Cason starring in My Fair Lady at Cleveland
High School. We went to a Meditation Retreat led by Dr.
McGee. Sara Lee and I celebrated our 27th wedding anniversary at Cape Kiwanda. While we there, Chris stopped
by with his girl friend and Molly his dog. I attended a
science conference in Washington D.C. I had Multnomah
County jury duty for two weeks. Chet Earls left First
Church. Scott was on a union picket line in front of a Fred
Meyers store. Scott., Sara Lee, and I bussed to Seattle to
see the King Tut exhibit. Sara Lee, Scott, and I hiked up
on Gobblers Knob in Washington east of the Wind River.
I bought a ‘62 Valiant, two door. Scott started Lewis and
Clark College. I became a member of the SMILE board, a
neighborhood association that dealt with local neighborhood issues brought to its meetings by residents. Truck
traffic was a problem; cars were taking Lynn Street as a
shortcut to Tacoma St. It now has a series stop signs. I
was the first male initiate in a women’s education profession sorority, Pi Lambda Theta. Sara Lee and I went to
Burns to see a student teacher. I began to hook rugs as a
hobby.
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1979
Chris began Tri-Met training. Joan and Bill Brelje,
Sara Lee and I saw Sarah Vaughn at Lewis and Clark
College. We heard Buckminister Fuller, the founder of
Habitat for Humanity. Sara Lee and I celebrated our
wedding anniversary at Mt. Angel. In April, Ray Reynolds
had cataract surgery. In May, Merl had his gall bladder
removed.
The Summer From Hell - 1979
My father had to have his infected right eye removed
and was hospitalized at Good Samaritan Hospital for
several days. June 13, Dr. Baker informed me that I would
have to have a lump in my neck removed in the hospital
under general anesthesia.
On the same day, Dr. Miller informed Sara Lee that
her breast lump test was positive. She had cancer. On
June 15, Sara Lee was admitted to Good Samaritan Hospital. While waiting for Sara Lee’s surgery outcome, I met
a former student who was visiting her mother on the same
floor. While we were talking, she was informed that her
mother had died very suddenly of cardiac arrest. I comforted her until her minister arrived. Later, I went to the
lobby to be with Ray and Berenice and to await Dr. Miller
who later, gave us the grim news. Sara Lee was in recovery until 9:15 P. M. Sara Lee’s hospital room faced west
and on one of my evening visits we witnessed a beautiful
sunset. I wrote in my journal, “It was quite cloudy and
then the sun shone through like a spotlight into her room
reminding us of God’s light and love that was upon us no
matter what.” Sara Lee mentioned Isaiah 60:19:
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The sun shall be no more your light by
day, nor for brightness shall the moon give
light to you by night, but the Lord will be
your everlasting light, and your God will
be your glory.
June 22, Sara Lee came home from the hospital. I
took father several times to see Dr. Singer, his eye doctor.
July 2, I spent a day at Good Samaritan Hospital to have
a benign throat lump removed. July 9, Sara Lee began her
chemotherapy. July 18, I had to give father several enemas because of his constipation problem. July 27, I took
Scott to a dentist for a molar problem. On July 31, I took
mother to see Dr. Dick. He suspected thrombophlebitis
so mother was hospitalized at Good Samaritan Hospital.
I felt mother was very fatigued from trying to take care of
father. August 2, father’s friend, Kenny McCormmick and
I took father to Victoria Nursing Home. August 16, my
mother returned home from the hospital. It was quite a
summer!
September 15, mother is moved to an apartment on
S.E. Tacoma. Sara Lee continued radiation as well as
chemotherapy. Scott went to school at U of O for a year.
October 14, Sara Lee and I visited Chris and Terrie’s new
house on S.E. 48th St. and saw Terrie’s engagement ring.
In November, I bought a used Volvo and visited Scott in
Eugene. Merl had a heart attack. December 1, Chris and
Terrie are married, officially. Scott worked for “Ma Bell”
during Christmas vacation. My mother, Sara Lee, Berenice, Ray and I had a Christmas Pot Luck at Chris and
Terrie’s.
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1980 - 1981
January 3, 1980,
Sara Lee, Ray, Berenice and I spent a night
at the Inn at Otter
Crest. On January 10,
Portland had a major
power outage. Our
cross-the-street neighbors, the Kesters,
came over and cooked Sara Lee, Chris, Terrie and Bernie at Chris’ and
Terrie’s wedding, December 1, 1979.
on our wood stove.
I continued to clean the house on 18th to get it ready
for renters; Scott helped. The Sunday afternoon ritual
continued by my taking mother to see father and then
taking her out to dinner. In March, Sara Lee attended
Sunday sessions at Kathy McLaughlin’s house. Kathy was
a religion professor at L & C. Janet and Cal Brockman,
Jr. joined Sara Lee and me for a weekend at Pokarney’s
house at Lincoln Beach. On March 27, Mt. St. Helens
began to stir. Sara Lee and I retreated again at Mt. Angel
Abbey. On March 31, mother went into Good Samaritan
Hospital for surgery. I rented the house on 18th to two
Lewis and Clark students. In April, Sara Lee and I went to
Vancouver, B.C., for a math conference. We also attended
a Career Education conference at the Embarcadero in
Newport. May 18, Mt. St. Helens erupted. In June, Sara
Lee and I attended the Oregon-Idaho United Methodist
Annual Conference in Salem. Sara Lee went to a conference at University of Portland. Scott was concerned about
registering for the draft. I believe he wrote a letter as a
conscientious objector that was filed at First Methodist
Church. Chris had a draft number but the number was
Essays
57

never called up. Sara Lee and I thought about moving to
Canada if his number had been called. This was during
the our Vietnam fiasco.
On June 30, Sara Lee had her last chemotherapy. In
July, Sara Lee went to Eugene to lead some sessions at the
United Methodist Women’s Conference. Scott and I did a
lot of fixing up and painting in the house on 18th. July 11,
I went up to check the property on the Wind River. I had
to get a special permit to get in, proving I owned property
there. However, very little ash fell in the area. On July 19,
I took Sara Lee to see Dr. Baer for an eye infection.
Later in the summer, Sara Lee and I went to Caldwell,
Idaho. In a church there, Sara Lee made presentations on
meditation and contemplative prayer. The state conference of the Oregon-Idaho United Methodist Women was
meeting there. While resting in our motel, Sara Lee developed asthmatic type coughs. She had one severe spell that
prompted us to go the emergency room in the local hospital in Caldwell. X-rays showed that she had fractured a
rib coughing so hard. On August 5, Sara Lee and I spent
several days at a friend’s house on Neahkannie Beach.
September 1: Scott moved into the house on 18th
and rented rooms to Lewis and Clark students he knew.
September 6, Sara Lee and I attended the ground breaking ceremony at the Collins Retreat Center. We had
contributed to the construction of the Center. (Sara Lee’s
memorial funds were donated to pay for the construction
of a trail down to a creek running through the property.)
We spent Christmas Eve at Karen’s and Christmas Day at
Terrie’s. From December 27 to the 30th, Sara Lee and I
spent some time on the southern Oregon Coast. On New
Years Eve, the family joined father in his nursing home to
celebrate his and my mother’s wedding anniversary.
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In January 1981, Chris and Terrie came by to show us
their new Reliant Station Wagon. My mother moved into
Westmoreland Manor, a retirement facility; the location made it easy to visit her regularly. In February, Alice
McCuistion, who lived in Trout Lake, died. She was my
baby sitter when her family lived next door on 18th. At
the time she was just a teenager. Visited the Reynolds at
Rose Villa for the first time. February 17, Sara Lee flew to
New York for a National Methodist conference in March.
It was quite an honor for her. Scott and I went to see the
Pilobolus Dancers, a really unique performance. April 10,
Sara Lee directed a prayer and meditation retreat at Mt.
Angel. In May, Sara Lee and I went to a retirement party
at Lewis and Clark College. Retirees were Neil Sabin,
Eldon Fix, Bob Dusenberry and the college president,
John Howard. June, I went, as a delegate, to the Oregon
- Idaho Annual United Methodist Church Conference in
Pocatello, Idaho.
June 27, Dale Buscho and my niece, Karen got married on Mt. Tabor. Spent about a week at Pokarney’s. July
5, Sara Lee and I attended the St. Stephens Episcopal
Church here in Portland to hear The Rev. Cannon Charles
Gilbert, the priest who married us in San Francisco.
Several years ago, Carol and I met Cannon Gilbert’s son
at St. Stephens where Carol was attending before we were
married.
On July 19, Sara Lee and I we got our first look at a
cabin on Slick Rock Creek. July 22, I cut my knee with
the chain saw up on the Wind River while I was sawing a
huge log. I drove to White Salmon to an emergency room
in a hospital there. A doctor put stitches in gash on my
right knee. Back looking at the cabin we were interested
in buying: July 26, we were taken by a real estate agent
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to look at the cabin, The bumpy dry road bothered Sara
Lee’s back, which was her first symptom of the cancer metastasizing. We found this out later that this was the cause
of her discomfort.
Saturday, August 1, I attended the “Last Hurrah” celebration for Washington High School alumni of which I
was one. It ceased being a high school. It is now a Portland Public School administrative center. Many alumni
attended including former Governor Victor Atiyeh and
Sam Naito, Dr. Ron Naito’s father (Dr. Naito is a Wolff
family general practitioner). Victor Atiyeh was there when
my sister Lottie attended there. Another coincidence: Sam
Naito and his wife were trustees at Lewis and Clark College.
On Sunday, August 2, took Sara Lee to Good Samaritan Hospital Emergency and she was admitted. After a
series of tests, she was discharged, August 6. Two days
later we were informed that the cancer had spread to
some of her bones and she would have to start radiation.
The temperature during these days in August reached 107
degrees and tied a record.
August 12, Sara Lee started radiation therapy. On the
way home we visited Scott on 18th to see his bathroom
remodeling. Friday, August 15, signed papers for the Slick
Rock Creek cabin. August 16: agreed to sell lot number 15
on the Wind River to Red and Fern, who owned the property next to ours for $5000. August 23, Scott went with
us to see the Slick Rock Creek property. On August 28,
Chris and I went up to the Wind River to pick up picnic
table and benches. Friday, September 4, Sara Lee, Scott,
the Brelje’s (Joan and LC colleague Bill) and I went to the
Columbia Gorge Hotel for a great dinner.
September 9: I attended a Lewis and Clark College
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faculty retreat at Menucha. Met the new president, Jim
Gardner, who, fortunately did not stay there (as president) very long. September 12, picked up keys to Slick
Rock cabin. On September 21, Sara Lee and I visit Ruth
Bach, her Cancer Counselor.
October 4: Chris and Terrie visit Sara Lee and I at
Slick Rock Creek. After they left Sara Lee complained of
side pains. On the way to Portland the pains became so
severe that we went directly to Good Samaritan Hospital
Emergency. Sara Lee stayed in the hospital until October
13. On October 16, Chris and I went to Bill Brelje’s cabin
(near Zig Zag on Mt. Hood) to pick up refrigerator and
take it to use at the Slick Rock cabin.
November 3: Sara Lee had gastric pains and was admitted to Good Samaritan Hospital in a restricted, sterile
environment because of the risk she had for infection due
to a her low white count in her blood. In this hospital stay,
the doctors found more tumors. On November 9, I took
mother to Dr. Dick for a suspected heart problem.
November 10: Sara Lee came home from the hospital.
November 20, mother was admitted to Good Samaritan
Hospital and discharged November 24. On November 28,
Sara Lee, Scott, my mother and I went to the Reynolds
for Sara Lee’s 53rd birthday party. November 29, Sara
Lee and I went to the Collins Retreat Center consecration
and celebration. December 4, Sara Lee and I visited Dr.
Turner, a pulmonary expert, who believed Sara Lee had
lung cancer. On December 19, adding to my stress and
concerns and wondering what the future held, I had to
have a root canal performed on one of my teeth.
December 25: our family went to Chris and Terrie’s
for dinner. On December 30, Scott and a friend came by
Slick Rock Creek to visit us. December 31: When Sara Lee
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and I returned home from the Slick Rock Creek cabin, we
discovered that our house had been burglarized. I don’t
believe anything valuable was taken. To get in, they had
kicked in a basement window. None of our neighbors
heard any unusual noise.
1982
In January, Sara Lee battled an arm infection. Mother
went into Good Samaritan Hospital, after which, she
stayed with Bethel for awhile. February: Sara Lee and
I spent a weekend at Mt. Angel Abbey. We also spent
some time at Slick Rock Creek. On February 27, Sara
Lee’s mother, Berenice, my mother and Sara Lee went
to Terrie’s baby shower. Weekly trips continued: I took
Sara Lee to Dr. Ellerby and my mother to see father. On
April 7th, Terrie gave birth to Andy. Sara Lee had more
cancer involvement. May 3: I learned that my cousin Don
Simpson had drowned in Lake Washington. He saved a
family whose boat had capsized. Later in May, Sara Lee
and I went to hear Ram Dass (formerly Richard Alpert)
at Benson High School. On June 13, Scott graduated from
Lewis and Clark College. In July, Sara Lee and I spent a
few days in Central Oregon. October: our family had a
turkey dinner at the home of Terrie’s parents, Frank and
Dixie Regehr.
Sara Lee had more lung tests. I took mother to Good
Sam for blood transfusion. October 25, I got a notice to
serve on a Federal jury. Took Sara Lee to Good Sam for
a bronchoscopy. Dr. Turner did a lung biopsy. October
26, I reported to Federal Courthouse and was picked as
a juror. During the lunch break, I called Sara Lee. She
had heard from Dr. Turner. He had found cancer in her
lungs. So I asked the court assistant to talk to the judge
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about being dismissed from the case because of Sara Lee’s
medical circumstances. He dismissed me and I went right
home. Sara Lee wanted to tell her parents right away. She
had always been convinced that they did not believe how
serious her illness was. It was a very sad encounter for all
of us. I remember Ray sitting opposite in a big chair and
not responding at all. I thought he was just stunned. Later
he was diagnosed with Alzheimer’s Disease. I remember
Berenice telling me that he had forgotten his way home
frequently and wasn’t driving anymore. October into
November: Sara Lee and I had many doctor visits. Sara
Lee was on codeine and had oxygen support at night. In
between hospital visits, I also had the usual mother and
father duties and care. On November 17, I took mother to
Good Samaritan Hospital for blood tests. Sara Lee said
she felt strong enough to go hear peace activists, Daniel
Ellsberg and David Berrigan at the Portland Congregational Church. November 28, I gave Sara Lee a Casio
electronic keyboard for her birthday that she really like
and played quite a bit. The family went to the Benihana
Restaurant for Sara Lee’s birthday dinner. November 30,
I took Scott to Good Samaritan Hospital emergency for a
foot injury.
December 5 and 6: Sara Lee and I went to Slick Rock
Creek for several days. On December 10, family celebrated
Berenice’s birthday at Kirkpactrick’s Restaurant in West
Linn. December 14: I took Sara Lee to see Dr. Turner,
her lung specialist. Sara Lee’s heart rate at rest was 120.
After a miserable night at home, Dr. Ellerby admitted
Sara Lee to the hospital again. When she returned home,
we noted that she could not walk very far without a short
rest to catch her breath. On December 20, the cardiologist
told Sara Lee and me that this happened because she had
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a pericardium constriction around the heart that
prevents the heart from
expanding normally so the
heart has to pump faster to
keep the necessary volume
of blood flowing. December 21: I took mother to
her eye doctor for a blood
clot problem. On December 22, I brought Sara Lee
home from the hospital.
December 25: The family
Sara Lee and Andy, December 1982
went to Chris and Terrie’s
for dinner. I believe this
is when I took a picture of Sara Lee holding Andy. On
December 26, Sara Lee and I attended First Methodist
where we picked up a brochure describing a class Sara Lee
was to teach in January, Making the Gospel Come Alive
Through Visual Imagery.
December 28: Because of continuing diarrhea and her
weakening condition, I called Dr. Ellerby who decided
that she needed to return to Good Samaritan. She had to
go by ambulance. December 30, I called Scott to come
home from Slick Rock Creek as soon as possible. I called
Berenice, Ray, Chris, Terrie and Scott; we held a vigil
around her bed. Sara Lee died peacefully at 12:30 P M.
1983
On January 8, 1983, Sara Lee’s memorial service took
place at the First Methodist. As part of the service, a letter
by Sara Lee’s was read describing her spiritual journey
July 31, 1983, Sara Lee’s ashes were scattered at
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McClellan Meadows with the family present. This was a
favorite place she enjoyed in the Mt. Adams area.
Her body was cremated by a mortuary in Milwaukie.
It is no longer a mortuary but a place to have group meetings. Sara Lee’s cremains were kept in a box upstairs in
Scott’s bedroom which he moved out of a year or so before. We took the box to McClellan Meadows in the next
summer when the road was snow free.

Essays
65

1982 Christmas letter
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What is a warrior

T

o the reader and or listener, this is not autobiographical like my other essays, but it does reflect my
interest and values. It jogged my memory and lends itself
to my writing style.
A sermon Nov. 8, 2009, at United Unitarian Church,
with warrior as a theme prompted this essay. (Preston
Moore) The definition given for a warrior was different
than what you might find in a dictionary. Not a fighter,
not one who kills, but one who wants to defend what is
righteous and honorable and will defend it to his or her
death.				
This sermon prompted my “memory jogger.”
• I remember the Marshall plan brought forth by
General George Marshall after WW II to heal the
wounds of our enemy and was supported by General Eisenhower. I believe this meets the definition
of a warrior.
• Shortly there after, World leaders met in San
Francisco to develop an international association
called the United Nations. I was attending Reed
College at this time. Dr. Munk who was my International Politics professor there mentioned in
class that he felt that if the United Nations failed,
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maintaining international peace would be difficult
if not impossible. Guess what?
• Several years ago I read Warriors of God, by
James Reston. He tells the story of English King
Richard the Lionheart and Saladin who led armies
against each other in the Third Crusade.
• Perhaps a book (quote) written by Chris Hodges
is related to this topic: “War is a force that give us
meaning.”
• Maybe John L. Lewis, a major union organizer,
who tried to improve the lives of workers who had
no voice, was a “warrior.” Historian Howard Zinn
once wrote that “Capitalism without unionism, is
feudalism.” If you haven’t seen it, try to see Michael Moore’s movie, Capitalism: A Love Story.
• Mediators who attempt to get advisories to a “win,
win” situation might be labeled warriors too.
• Nasrudin, a Suni story teller, tells of a judge, who
after confronted by two lawyers making their
case convincingly as possible, said, “You both are
right.”
• Perhaps, suicide bombers think they are right as
Muslim warriors.
• Maybe we all think we’re warriors where we have
used violence as an instrument of foreign policy.
Iraq and Afghanistan come to mind.
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• Maybe that Sunday we could have marched out
singing the hymn, Onward Christian “Warriors” in
jazz tempo. Substitute Unitarian for Christian.
• A saying, source unknown: Honor the heros, Heal
the wounded, Console the survivors.		
(2009)
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Places
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Growing up at
3116 (604) S. E. 18th

P

reface: This essay was prompted by a sermon
given at Portland Unitarian Church, December 13, 2009.
Several other essays have given me a memory jogger
about similar experiences that the minister discussed in
his or her sermons. It is true in this remembrance as well.
The sermon topic was “Christmas at 114 S Street.” It was
given by Reverend Dr. Mark Morrison-Reed. This address
was for the tenement housing he grew up in on the South
side of Chicago. I believe Barack Obama grew up in this
area living with
his grandma. I
hope I can be as
descriptive as Dr.
Morrison-Reed
was.
The reader
should know
that Scott wrote
an extensive
document in
1981 entitled, The
Bittner /Wolff
House: Its History. I encourage
members of the
1898
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family and others to get
a copy. Currently, my
niece owns the house
so the history of this
house, hopefully, will
continue and be occupied by members of the
family for many years to
1909
come. Bittner and Wolffs
have been the only occupants except a married couple and
several Lewis and Clark students. I believe the student occupants were there a year or less at a time. Scott and Chris
lived there for a short period of time (Scott: four years).
Though I was born in Redmond, Oregon, I spent the
first 20 or so years in this house until I left for Corvallis to
attend Oregon State College in 1947. After graduation in
1949, I lived there until I was drafted in 1950.
You only had to have lived about a block and a half
from the Southern Pacific railroad tracks at 17th and
Powell Blvd. from the 1930’s to the 1950’s to have had
both sound and smells when the
Daylight passenger train was
passing by heading south for San
Francisco. You could have motion
too. When the small yard steam
engine started up, you could hear
steam exhausting from the pistons
and the warning whistle as it begun
to pull its attached load of box and
The only remaining example
tanker cars. It literally shook the
of the GS-4 class of steam
ground which we felt at our house.
locomotives, the SP 4449
There were only blinking red lights was built in 1941 and retired
to alert oncoming traffic, no drop
in 1956.
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bar. Today, car traffic goes under the tracks. The joke my
neighborhood friends and I had was, “I saw UP on a box
car.”
The destination for the switch engine and its cars
was usually the “yard” just a few blocks south, between
Powell and Holgate where the cars were sorted for different southern designations. When you cross the Holgate
overpass, you can still see the Roundhouse on the south
side. (The Brooklyn roundhouse was demolished in early
September 2012, but its turntable was removed and
placed into storage by the Oregon Rail Heritage Center,
which opened a railway museum in September 2012.)
On September 22, 1950, I boarded a Southern Pacific
train of coaches with a hundred or so draftees headed
south for basic training at Fort Ord a few miles south of
San Francisco. I kept asking myself why the draft board
classified me 4-F, physically unfit for the army during
WWII, the war we had to fight to survive, and not the
Korean War. I later found out they had changed the eye
requirements. For the next two years, there were many
sights, smells and sounds. (My military history can be
found in this section).
To continue with my
earlier years,
sounds and
smells: I remember waking up early on
an occasional
spring Saturday morning
and hearing the
1940’s
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buzz of a circular saw in the front of the house. This happened frequently in my neighborhood. Many residents
burned wood, not only to heat their house, but also to
heat their kitchen stove as well. Before we got our wood
furnace and central heating, we used wood heating stoves
in the kitchen, dining room and front parlor. The smell
of the fresh cut wood was a byproduct of the freshly cut
pieces. This also reminds me of the sticky fir wood pitch
and the nice clean smell it had when it got or your hands.
For some readers, perhaps in an odd way, this may sound
almost romantic, until you think about how the cut wood
got from the street into the basement. This job went to my
sister Lottie and me, as soon as we were strong enough
to lift the pieces, load a wheel barrow, push it up a steep
driveway, and throw it through a basement window where
it later had to be stacked.
Remembering smells, my mother was a great cook
and baker. She made homemade noodles from “scratch.”
After the dough was flattened with a rolling pin and she
put on tea towels which were on pillows around the wood
stove in the dining room. The noodle dough was left to dry
a little. When it was just right for forming into tube-like
rolls, she would cut them in such away they looked like
the noodles one buys in stores today. The noodles were
stored in jars and put into soups as needed.
Another of mother’s special baking goodies was coffee
cake. It was probably a German recipe that her mother
had handed down. Mother called it “kaffe kugen”(my German spelling is not great). I have the recipe but I haven’t
tried it. I remember that there are several stages. The
first mixture is put into about six pie pans. The dough has
yeast in it so it is allowed to rise in each pan. Then holes
are pushed into the dough making holes. Melted butter is
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spread over the dough and sugar and cinnamon is sprinkled over the top. The cakes are then baked. What a treat
to eat! My lament was that she gave several to her neighbors limiting our supply. You see, the coffee cake wasn’t
made very often.
1936. I would climb on the back porch roof and eat the
ripe Royal Ann cherries on the branches that hung over
the roof. I also watched from this roof President Franklin
Delano Roosevelt (FDR) going by on Powell after dedicating Timberline Lodge at the foot of Mt. Hood. I believe it
was built by the WPA work program during the depression years.
I remember seeing Eleanor Roosevelt and her grand
daughter at Reed eating lunch in the cafeteria. A friend of mine
at Reed jumped in the
outdoor pool to be the
first in the pool in early
April. Later that day we
learned that FDR had
died that day, which
was something we did
not know at the time.
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They’ll never take me:
from 4-F to 1-A

U

nlike my father, I did not volunteer for military
service. I was drafted for military service for WWII just
after my 18th birthday. I reported for Army duty at the
Old Armory in N. W. Portland. However, I didn’t pass
the physical exam because my right eye only measured
20/200 corrected with glasses. I was somewhat disappointed. This was the war we had to win and most of my
friends were already in the military including my brotherin-law Merl. With no real goal in mind, a high school
friend suggested
applying to
Reed College,
but that’s another story.
Six years
later, I received
another draft
notice because I
was still within
the age range
and our government decided
to militarily
save South Korea PFC Wolff and jeep outside of apartment on Geary
by stopping the
Street, San Francisco, about 1951
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North Korea Communists. We had to build up our military resources to accomplish this mission. Considering my
pervious experience, my response to friends and relatives
was, “They’ll never take me!” However, unknown to me,
the eye requirements were lowered. On September 22,
1950 I was sworn in with about 100 other draftees at the
old armory in N.W. Portland. From there we marched to
the train depot for our trip to Fort Ord (California).
During basic training we had to fire M-1 rifles. They
were semi-automatic. The empty shells were ejected out
the right side. Since my right eye was not very good, I
had learned to fire my 22-special rifle by sighting in a
left handed position. When I did that with the M-1, the
empty shells went past my eyes when I fired. This upset
the lieutenant in charge who questioned my position. But
he let me alone. Because of my eyesight, I would never
have been placed in the infantry, but I could have been a
medic. It was a dangerous
job too.
In terms of physical
fitness, for at least fifteen
years, I had a skin problem much like Athlete’s
Foot. It itched so badly I
would scratch the feet raw.
I showed them to Dr. Dick
who referred me to Dr.
Kingery. First he gave a
patch test to rule out allergies. The test was negative.
He thought it might be a
leather problem. He sugNewlyweds in San Francisco.
gested an-all plastic shoe
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that I could send away for. They worked. In three weeks
the the skin was healed. Later, I started to wear Birkenstock sandals. In the Army, the boots issued during basic
training were roomy enough so my feet did not sweat very
much. At Letterman Army Hospital, the doctors there let
me wear an oxford that had holes in the top and wrote a
permission slip to show MP’s if I was stopped for being
“out of uniform.” They rarely came around the hospital grounds so I was never stopped. To this day, in hot
weather, I wear Birkenstocks most of the time.
Back to my Army life: Politically, then and now, I
never thought we should be in Korea. Personally, it was a
major disruption in my life, to say the least. I had started
the used produce box business. I was engaged to Sara Lee.
It only delayed our marriage a little over four months.
Luckily, we had a honeymoon in San Francisco that lasted
a year and a half while I was still in the Army.
I was never happy to be in the Army, but my tour of
duty was easy compared to other draftees and enlisted
men. I had only six weeks of infantry training. The Army
also wanted their soldiers to be able to swim. We stood at
the edge of a pool, at the deep end, and were told to jump
in. I did, but I couldn’t swim the normal crawl so I got on
my back and did the back stroke. That won’t do if you are
jumping from a sinking troop trip. Those of us recruits
that couldn’t swim were put in a separate group for swimming instruction and were dismissed to go back to our
barracks. I was never contacted again
The standard basic training was for 14 weeks. After six
weeks at Fort Ord, a group of us recruits who had college
degrees were put on orders to report for duty at South
Fort, Virginia, across from the Pentagon. (I had KP in the
basement there.) During my interview with the Placement
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Sergeant, because I had a degree in Zoology, he asked if
I would like to work in an army hospital laboratory with
these city locations: Washington, D. C., Denver, one in
Texas, Madigan at Fort Lewis and Letterman in San Francisco. I requested Letterman and was put on orders to go
there via Portland. In my previous and only visit to San
Francisco, I thought it was a great city.
I was barely settled in the barracks at Letterman when
the sergeant in charge informed me that I was on emergency duty. I had only reported for duty a couple days earlier and this was Christmas Eve. I spent three nights on a
ward watching the vital signs of a patient who had been
in a serious car accident in downtown San Francisco. The
following week, I reported for my regular duty assignment
in the hospital laboratory. Before I had a chance to learn
the various lab procedures, several of us new recruits were
ordered by the sergeant in charge to clean a section of the
lab that was being remodeled. When this task was finished, we drove fork lifts to deliver new lab furniture from
the warehouse to the lab. During this mission, or several
days later, the lab sergeant was getting more recruits than
he needed. Some of us had to be reassigned. When he
asked who could type, I said that I could and was sent to
report to a sergeant in the Orderly Room, where the Commanding Officer had his office.
As a clerk/typist, the Commanding Officer, Captain
Bedayn gave me letters to write, not to copy, but to create.
He was a smart enough officer to recognize and use skills
where he found them. I think he did not feel adequate
in composing professional-like letters to other officers
or bulletin board notices to enlisted men. He only had a
high school diploma. He was promoted, in the field, from
his enlisted rank to Second Lieutenant. This happened
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when officers in charge
were wounded or killed
and not able to perform
their duties. He was later
transferred to Madigan
Army Hospital near Olympia, Washington. I had an
opportunity to join him.
I refused since I only had
six more months of active
Army duty left. I stayed at
Letterman.
Either because of my
work ethic or my aptitude,
PFC Wolff, 1951
I had relatively quick promotions in the short time I was in the Army. My commanding officer liked my work and my promotions came
rather fast. My last promotion was to sergeant E5. E7
Master sergeant was the top enlisted rank.
As a private in the Orderly Room, I was in charge of
the roster that listed the enlisted men. The roster included
corporals on emergency and ambulance duty and sergeants on “charge of quarters.” The sergeants’ duty was to
cover the Orderly Room from 1600 hours to 0830 hours
the next day. The sergeants had to stay awake all night.
The men on emergency duty had cots to rest on unless
called. I assigned myself to pull duty too, but never on
a week end. Because I had duty in the Orderly Room, I
didn’t have to stand inspection on Saturdays like other
enlisted men. The commanding officer had his office in
the Orderly Room and saw me every day so I was excused
from inspection.
I was also in charge of married housing on the PresiEssays
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dio. After asking around, I discovered that no eligible sergeant wanted military housing. The Army would provide
the basic furniture we requested. Sara Lee was delighted
to move on to the beautiful grounds. I could walk to work
and she had a short bus ride to Mount Zion Hospital
where she worked half time in the lab. She prepared tissue with suspected cancer cells in the Pathology Department. I covered this period with Sara Lee in my “39 Year
Journey” history.
Lest you think every thing was “hunky-dory” I made
the mistake of expressing my unfavorable views about
Army life to a career Army man who was in charge of
MOS (Military Occupation Specialty) classification at
Letterman. I had been classified as a Company Clerk and
later a Personnel Administrator. In the company orders
I was now a Medic and ordered to Korea. When my boss,
the First Sergeant got back from his bowling tournament
and read the orders, he asked me if I wanted to go. My answer was no. At his and the CO’s request, my orders to go
over seas were rescinded. Sara Lee’s tears of sorrow were
changed to tears of joy. Six months later, I was separated
from Army duty. The discharge came in the mail seven
years later.
I never “brown nosed” in any situation to improve status. I believe I was trusted for my honesty and integrity.
However I’ve made mistakes just like all of us human beings. Fortunately, I only made few mistakes in the Army.
To the reader this may be a lengthy discourse compared to my other essays; however, many unpredictable
events happened that I need to describe. These were very
“packed” two years and a day in the Army. Yes, I was “separated” from the Army after two years and a day. The last
day of my required two years of service fell on a Sunday
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and my papers and some back pay could not be given to
me on a Sunday. All offices were closed.
I was supposed to join an Army reserve in which I was
to serve for seven years. The closest was in Vancouver,
Washington, probably at a National Guard facility. I decided not go. I didn’t call and they didn’t either. The Honorable Discharge was mailed to me in less than a year. I
met many men at Letterman who joined the reserve after
their military service in WW II, and were unhappy about
being on active duty. It was their risk in getting the money
and not being called.
I did receive veteran benefits. I got tuition support at
U of O for both degrees in education. I also got a mortgage
loan guarenteed at 4 percent from some department in
Salem. I (now) get three presciption drugs from the Veterans Administration. I now call on the phone about ten
days before the end of the month and receive the medicine for $9, by mail, in less than ten days. One drug costs
$50 to $75 at a local pharmacy. I go to a VA clinic out on
N. E Glisan for a physical check up once a year.
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Work experiences
and reminiscences:
Sheridan Fruit Company
1941 to 1958

W

hen you walked into Sheridan Fruit Company,
back in the 1930’s, around eleven o’clock or so, chances
are you would see a tall gentleman in a gray suit, chewing
on a cigar, standing behind the cash register stand, checking invoices and other related paper work. Parked on Oak
Street would be his 1938 Ford sedan. His name was John
Sheridan, the store owner. I believe his was the first produce business on S.W. 4th and Yamhill. There were other
produce stalls on this street as well.
He was always kind and friendly to me; when I wasn’t
busy he would discuss with me the business practices,
even the math for price markup percentages. He let me
take the 1936 Ford V-8 flat bed pickup home at night,
which for a teenager was quite a privilege.
When I was going to high school and college I always
had a job there. I walked down Stark Street from Washington High to work late afternoons. After Larry and Sam
Poleo bought the business, I worked summers while going
to Reed College and Oregon State College. I also worked
there nine months in a row, between between dropping
out of Reed at the end of the fall 1946 semester and transferring to Oregon State College in the fall 1947.
The Pear Saga
I believe it was at this time, between colleges, that Mr.
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Sheridan purchased winter pears from a big fruit storage company in Underwood, Washington. It’s also my
guess that the pears were from orchards on the hills above
Underwood. This small town is on the opposite side of the
Columbia River from the city of Hood River, a few miles
south of Bingen on Washington State Highway 14.
I know they were not from Hood River Valley. They
were shipped to Sheridan’s in big cannery boxes. The
varieties included Bosc, D’Anjou, and Comice, my favorite pear. They were kept at a company that had many
refrigerated storage rooms just West a few blocks from
Sheridan. I took the small truck to pick the up when I
needed them. Bartlett pears, I believe, are not good “keepers” unless kept in the refrigerator. I was given the job of
repacking these winter pears into used, regular wooden
pear boxes we obtained from Safeway’s box storage for
ten cents a box. Pear boxes were smaller than wooden
apple boxes. An elderly Chinese gentleman lived up above
the narrow room on Oak Street next to the small storage
room where sacks of potatoes and onions were stored. He
collected the thin wooden box covers from apple, pear,
orange, and grapefruit boxes that were discarded and and
could be used over again. He sold them back to Sheridan.
I used them on the empty pear boxes. I took the bottom
wood cover off the pear box and nailed the thin wood
cover on the box. I turned the box over. Put the first layer
of pears on the thin box cover and then loosely filled the
rest of the box with pears. It may sound complicated but
it sold a lot of pears. The opened boxes were displayed so
the customers could see the first layer and examined the
pears.
One summer Larry and Sam, the new Sheridan owners, let me buy peaches at the Farmers Market. Sellers
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and buyers sold and bought produce there, from about
4 AM to 7 AM. I contracted with one peach farmer that
only sold to us. I believe they were called Sloppy peaches.
They had excellent flavor and canned well. Larry and Sam
had great trust in me. Before I went into the box business, they offered me a partnership. They were thinking of
opening another store in Parkrose that I would manage.
Fellow Workers
I worked with some very interesting people at Sheridan’s. Many were college students like me. Larry used to
brag about the number of his employees he indirectly put
through college by letting them work according to their
class schedule, if possible. He also discovered they were
quick learners.
I met my future business partner there, Eddie
Minagi. Our joint produce box business is covered in
another essay.
Eddie Minagi’s son-in-law was Jack Yoshahara; his
daughter-in-law was Kim, who was a Title-I-Aide at Arleta
Elementary School when I was there. I recently saw her
at Freddy’s (Fred Meyer) on 39th (12/3/10). We chatted
quite awhile. She still lives up, off 58th and Steele. I used
to stop there (at the Fred Meyer store?) to quench my
thirst, when I rode my bicycle to visit my mother who was
residing in a Seventh-Day-Adventist Assisted Living Unit.
Dave Lewis, for me, was my most memorable employee because he hired me when he was Mr. Sheridan’s
manager. In that position, I guess he felt he didn’t have to
lift heavy things, like orange crates for himself. He always
asked one of his coworkers to do it for him; he didn’t appear to have a physical problem. I don’t think any coworkEssays
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ers of his were sad when Dave left. He was fired for putting money in his pocket rather than in the cash register.
One of the first jobs I was to be asked to do by the
“Boss” was dumping bags of potatoes that had some rotten ones in them, which needed to be removed from the
bag before they were sold. The slanted table was in the
back and was generally not in the customers view. This
was not an easy job. Maybe it was test to see if you really
wanted to work there. I thought at the time, considering
my age, it was better than my friend, Lloyd Albers, who
only got $.35 an hour delivering Postal Telegraphs by
bicycle. That was my starting wage too. It was later that I
got up to a dollar an hour.
When I first started working at Sheridan, there were
only canvas-like walls to keep inside as warm as possible
during the cold months. It was hard to wear gloves and
handle the produce for customers. To warm up our hands
between sales, we would cover them in the warm peanut
bin. There was a small electric heater under the bottom
wire mesh that held the peanuts.
I quit that first summer in July and worked for the
Portland Park Bureau. I worked at the Woodstock pool
where I checked in clothes and when we closed, hosed
out the locker rooms, both male and female rooms. The
female rooms had stalls for changing clothes. It was much
dirtier than the men’s side. Using lip stick, they scrolled
graffiti in the stalls, some of it obscene. Fortunately, Dave
Lewis hired me back the following fall.
Charley Barley was another interesting employee,
who wanted to be a singer. He was a handsome guy. We
got along quite well. Unfortunately, he became an alcoholic. I was told he died in a drunk tank in a Portland jail.
John Cociceia had an Italian name I can proEssays
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nounce but can’t spell. He lived a few blocks from me on
18th. He was an “old timer” in the produce business. We
frequently delivered fresh fruit in crates, like oranges, to
a company just up on Burnside a little way. They had a
contract with the U.S. government during WWII to make
and deliver box lunches to the shipyards.
Another person I worked with was a student at University of Portland who was currently working at Sheridan
like me. I was going to Reed at the time so we bickered
a bit, in a friendly way, about our schools and theology.
He had a 1931 Model-A, 4-door, that I thought was pretty
neat. I believe I purchased my first car, a Model-A roadster, from a worker at Sheridan’s.
A man named Kash worked at Sheridan’s for a short
while. He subsequently opened a plant and garden business that is running, but with a different name and owner.
After my discharge from the Army, September, 22,
1952, Larry hired me to work while I was deciding what I
wanted to do.
I started teaching in Toledo, Oregon, in 1953. I left
there in 1955 when Sara Lee became ill with polio and had
to be in a hospital in Oregon where they had Iron Lungs. I
moved to Portland and taught in West Orient. While I was
teaching, I worked summers at Sheridan.
The Boss’s Son
Larry Poleo’s son Joe was a student of mine in fourth
grade at Forest Hills School in Lake Oswego. Before Larry
had his house in Lake Oswego. I used to pick up Joe at
Larry’s apartment and take him to Forest Hills School in
Lake Oswego. This way he wouldn’t have to start at another school and then transfer in the middle of the school
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year. Mr. Sheridan’s grand daughter was also in one of my
fourth grade classes in Forest Hills School.
Vince Torcia now owns Sheridan Fruit Company. Like
me, he worked for Sam and Larry Poleo the new owners.
He and I worked there at the same time. Vince later married Sam Poleo’s daughter. She was an attractive student
going to Oregon State College and working for her father,
Sam, during the summers. We never crossed paths at
OSU.
Memories with Vince
The following is from a conversation with Vince
Torcia September 14, 2010. when we started sharing
and reminiscing on the history of Sheridan that we both
remembered. The following items are not necessarily in
chronological order:
I don’t remember if Vince and I talked about this
event, but I do remember going down to the “team tracks”
just down Oak St. from Sheridan with Sam Poleo. Sam
was pitching watermelons from inside the box car to
waiting arms in the truck. There is a special technique in
catching them and then pitching them to the next catcher.
Sometimes a melon would weigh close to twenty pounds.
In the box car, the floor was layered with straw so the
watermelons wouldn’t break in transit. These melons usually came from California growers. Sam Poleo taught us a
way to cool a melon before eating it. Since it was summer
time, Sam would break a melon on purpose and expose
the moist insides, to the warm sunshine for a minute or
two. This caused the water in the fruit to evaporate and
reduce the temperature of the fruit. It was a very refreshing “time out” on a warm summer afternoon, for it was a
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sweaty job and this was before underarm deodorants were
on the market. I’ve done this on picnics with family and
friends.
Of course we learned how to purposely drop one and
break it open.
When we got back to the store, we had to pitch them
from the truck to someone on the sidewalk who then
pitched it to someone else until it got into the store where
they were carefully stacked by an experienced store employee on the floor where they wouldn’t roll. They were
priced for as little as $.05 a pound. Hermiston melons
came by truck. They were smaller and weighed a lot
less. Some melons could average 20 pounds. When you
pitched them, you developed a rhythm in pitching them
on. Once in a while, when someone wasn’t watching, a
melon was pitched his way and dropped before it could
be caught. Currently, melons usually come in pads with
reinforced sides that can be lifted placed by a lift truck.
How Are They Hanging? Selling fresh vegetables
that were watered on the stand. The water increased the
weight and therefore increased the cost to the customer.
(July 2009)
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The Trout Lake
experience:
1930 to 1941
(“Fish on!” Ben cried)

C

old water is coming out of a lava bluff, but it
is not the Metolius River in Central Oregon. Cows are
munching alfalfa and grass in the fields, but this is not Tillamook. You are in Trout Lake Valley. Picture Mt. Adams
in the distance with Sleeping Beauty hill on the right/
west side. Trout Creek is just outside your cabin door for
rafting or fishing for, yes, trout.
I didn’t know it at the time but
my future brother-in-law, Merl
Crawford, lived nearby. I have to
keep reminding myself of how
lucky I was to spend so many
summers in Trout Lake as a
young boy.
To help the reader, here is a
The Wolffs at Trout Lake, 1930s.
little geography: Mt. Adams is
an extinct volcano in the chain of
other volcanos in the Cascades. It sits within the boundaries of the Gifford Pincho National Forest. Trout Lake is
north of White Salmon, Washington, across the Columbia
River from Hood River, Oregon. The White Salmon River
has its beginning at a glacier on the mountain and flows
north to south in the Trout Lake Valley. The name, Trout
Lake, refers to a lake, a mile or less from the village of
Trout Lake. The lake is fed by the upper Trout Creek and
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emptied by the lower Trout Creek, which eventually runs
into the White Salmon River.
How did Trout Lake become part of my “life” experiences? It began in Portland in the house next to 3116 S.
E. 18th, on the north side. The year was 1930. The names
of the couple living there were Margie and Cliff Harris.
Because there were few jobs in Portland, Margie, Cliff,
Alice and Alice’s brother Bob moved to Trout Lake valley. Cliff and Bob had found work as timber “fallers” for
a logging company headquartered in Trout Lake. Shortly
after their move, the Harris’ found a vacant cabin that
could be rented during the summer and suggested that
my mother, sister and I could rent it. My guess is that rent
was very cheap. This pleased my father since he loved to
fish and he could come up on weekends to fish. I got to go
with him on a few fishing trips. Cliff became a friend and
fishing partner to my
father.
Our first cabin
was one of two cabins
right on the main
highway, half way
from BZ Corners and
Trout Lake, quite isolated except for a few
Myrtle, Cliff and Margie at Trout Lake, 1960s. farms nearby. There
was no running water in the cabin. There was a water pipe
with faucet just outside the back door. It was used for
drinking, cooking and washing. The two rooms were for
sleeping and cooking. There was no electricity in this area
until 1936 after the Bonneville Dam was built and electrical networks were established as PUD’s.
Before 1936, we used kerosene lamps, flashlights for
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light and a wood stove for heat, hot water and cooking.
No radio, but we had a wind up Victrola with a set of old,
1920’s records. One record I remember was Cohen on the
Telephone and Happy Though Married. This last one had
a line I’ve always remembered, “I loved every hair on her
bureau.”
NEWS FLASH, September 27, 2009 8 PM, OPB,
Oregon Field Guide Highlights with Jim Neuman! In one
of his segments were photos of hand and foot prints of a
female in lava rock on the edge of a lake. He did not mention the location. He did not want the public to have access for fear of vandals and collectors. Where the photos
were taken was at Goose Lake, an easy, short drive from
Trout Lake. At one time I had a postcard with a photo of it
that I purchased. I believe I saw the actual rock and prints
when the water in the lake was low.
These topics may be covered later if my long term
memory holds out: Free roaming cows, “cutting one’s
foot,” kite flying, the Civilian Conservation Corps boys,
the Logs at BZ Corners, picnics at Cold
Springs Creek, the
Stage with mail and
ice cream delivery,
Saturday nights in
White Salmon to
shop and go to a
movie at the Cameo
(Trail of the Lonesome Pine with
Henry Fonda comes
to mind), a new 1937
4-door Chevrolet,
Lottie Wolff and Merl Crawford at Trout Lake.
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a church and airplanes, the outhouse
since there was no plumbing and
sewer. Bill (McCustion)’s Halloween
prank. Irrigation ditches and playing a trick on Lottie. The Trout Lake
Cheese Factory, and the lava cave for
storing the cheese. Margie Harris’
remark about Mrs. Germain: when
Margie saw Mrs. Germain riding in
Mr. Germain’s car she would remark,
“There goes Mrs. Germain with Joe’s
little Peter on her lap.” Joe Germain’s
Myrtle and Bernie at Trout
brother was named Doodle Germain.
Lake, early to mid-1930s.
He ran a saloon in Guler, a small village, about a mile up the road from Trout Lake village.
When I was in the saloon with my father and Bill McCuistion, they gave me nickels to play the slot machine. I usually won a lot coins. Soon Doodles wouldn’t let me play.
Bill would take me on trips with him, hauling wood
or other activities. One summer I got to be with Bill and
Alice, for about a month. I got a job working out in their
hay field. I wasn’t strong enough to lift a stack of hay and
put it on a wagon so Bill had me pull the wagons driving a
modified tractor Bill had made. It took me a while to learn
how to drive it. It was my first driving experience. I did
earn $15 while I was up there.
Editor’s note: some additional history about Trout
Lake and surrounding areas can be found at this Klickitat County Genealogy and History Research website:
http://homepages.rootsweb.com/~westklic/ .
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The Reed College
experience

T

hese reflections are in response to the recent
request for Reed Stories as part of the Reed Oral History
Project. First Writing, August 25, 2008.
What comes to your mind when YOU think of Reed
College? These are the memories that come to my mind:
First and foremost, meeting my first wife, Sara Lee
Reynolds (now deceased). I would see her ocassionally on
the Eastmoreland electric trolley bus that ran past 18th
and SE Clinton where I picked it up on its way, stopping
at Reed College, but our friendship began by our sitting
next to one another in Frau Peters’ beginning German
class. After her Junior year Sara Lee attended University
of Oregon for a “break” away from home. She completed
her Biology degree in 1949 under the supervision of Dr.
Ralph Macy. Her thesis was
The Mitotic Rate In Tadpol
Tails.
The Bittner family connection: My uncle, Linus
Bittner, was the first Reed
Graduate in 1915. After Reed
he enrolled and completed
his studies at the University of Eliot Hall at Reed College (from the
Oregon Medical School (now 1949 yearbook.)
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OHSU). When he returned from his medical missionary
work in Java and Sumatra, he presented the Reed biology
department with his collection of tropical butterflies he
collected there.
Linus’ brother, Adolph Bittner, after his retirement as
principal of Grant High School, Portland, taught Math to
U.S. Army pre-meteorology recruits during World War II.
For a short while, he continued at Reed as interim Admissions Director.
Coming and going
I was a “Day Dodger,” a label given to those students
who did not live on campus and had to commute. I believe
that this living at home and working on some weekends,
made it difficult for me to get immersed in campus life. I
also believe it contributed to my desire to transfer to Oregon State College where I completed an undergraduate
degree in Zoology.
Religion at Reed
I don’t know if there is any student group that meets
on campus whose members have orthodox, religious
views. Several of us would now be classified as Born
Again, Conservative Christians. We established the first
Intervarsity Christian Fellowship at Reed. There were
about ten of us. At least two members that graduated
from Reed became ministers. As for me, my theology
now would be most like the man for whom Elliot Hall
is named. He was a Unitarian and Elliot Chapel at First
Unitarian Church is named after him.
Lasting influences. Though I didn’t complete my
degree at Reed, the Liberal Arts component of my course
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work gave me an excellent background for my later studies as I pursued my career goals.
For me and perhaps for other former Reed students,
my learning experience at Reed fostered an attitude about
the importance of challenging authority, trying to get all
the facts, and then speaking out instead of “wringing one’s
hands.”
On July 7, 2011, I was driving by the campus and noted a new sign, Reed College, A Century Of Inquiry. How
true! Recently I received an Annual Fund Drive thank you
card saying, “Love Reed because Reed helped me grow,
think, ask, love...and give.”
Of course, I will always cherish the memories of the
faculty and friends I met at Reed. One in particular was
Mr. Botsford who was in charge of the PE program. His
goal was to help students to develop a sport that that one
could continue after leaving college. He had a motto over
his door, “So many paths and roads to trod, when all we
need is the art of being good.” It was in this gym that I
got interested in handball and racquetball. I continued to
play racquetball at Lewis and Clark College when I taught
there... (Bernard R. Wolff ‘48)
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Oregon geology
materials and related
personal history

T

his essay starts with a letter to Kerry Tymchuk
which is printed below.
October 7, 2011
Kerry Tymchuk, Executive Director
Oregon Historical Society
1200 S. W. Park Ave.
Portland, 0R 97205
Dear Kerry Tymchuk,
I enjoyed your talk at the Alliance group meeting,
Wednesday, especially your anecdotes and jokes. The
Irish saying I’ve heard, “...you’ll know them by their limping.” Did you know about these jokes and puns that I have
enclosed? Feel free to use them if you wish. Also, I don’t
know if you are interested in geology, but I listed below
some information about Oregon geology, and added a
couple of related puns. I just couldn’t quit so I also included the Oregon State Song. There was also the US Battleship called the Oregon, which until WWII, was moored on
the West bank of the Willamette River by the Hawthorne
Bridge.
I hope you’ll find time to explore Oregon. I’m sure you
will. In a little more than a couple hours, one can drive
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to the coast or the mountains, rain or shine, except in the
snow or on icy pavement. You might need snow tires or
chains. However, they are plowed pretty regularly.
Some Oregon Geology information and some other
things that came to my mind:
1. I live on a Milwaukie, Oregon, street called Lava
Drive. There is a Columnar Basalt formation where Oregon Highway 224 intersects S. E. 17th. Hwy 224 dead
ends here, going West. There is a stop light at this intersection. It’s a little hard to see, even in the digital pictures
I’ve taken and enclosed.
2. Fifty-plus years ago, I lived on a road North of
Newport, Oregon, and Yaquina Head. It was called Fossil
Road. It is 34 th Street now and part of Newport. Where
this road dead ends, there used to be a very steep trail
down to the sandy beach. I believe Beverly Beach is just
North of Agate Beach. It had fossils in its sandy banks and
was part of the Astoria Formation. The clam shell I have,
may be from there. I believe it is now illegal to take and
keep fossils.
3. I used to have a Thunder Egg that had been cut in
half. Inside was a crystal-like cavity. I do have a slice of
one now. I don’t know its origin.
Obsidian is an extrusive rock: lava that cooled without forming crystals, giving it a glassy texture. I have one
piece of Obsidian that is shaped as an arrow head.
4. Geology /slide related: The Capes is a gated community between Netarts and Oceanside: The developer
was told by one of three geologists not to build there
because of the possibility of a slide. The developer did not
take his advice. They had a slide: from the beach, one can
see houses perched on the edge. Some shubbery has been
planted there to prevent further erosion.
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Sand Lake, between Cape Lookout and Pacific City,
has been protected by Tillamook County Commissioners from being turned into a golf course. The developer
did get permission from the commissioners in Bandon to
build a golf course in the dunes there.
Back to some other things: Netarts Bay is off the beaten path, so to speak, for many tourists and you may want
to drive there in the spring, summer or fall. Winter can be
a little wet and cold. We have found May to September to
be the best time.
Dungeness crabbing can be good in Netarts Bay, but
be sure to get a license. Oregon State Police who patrol
the area, are known to check boats when they pull into
the boat landing and check for the number of crabs, the
size and whether they are male or female. If you are over
the limit, there is a heavy fine, which will make the crabs
very expensive. At low tide, people dig for a special clam
that is raised by a company on the bay and planted there.
They pump water out of the bay to use in their process.
They have a special license, but there is a limit of twenty
for others; it is also monitored by the Oregon State Police
who have this special duty. I’ve seen them use field glasses
to watch the diggers.
Netarts is about six miles S.W. of the city of Tillamook. Tillamook is at the end of State Highway 6, which
is off of Highway 26 going west out of Portland. AAA has
the best maps of Oregon and other Northwest states. They
are located on the west side, not far from Portland State
University.
I’m beginning to sound like a guide on tourist bus,
but I love this state and wouldn’t live in any other state
and or city. I was born in Redmond, Oregon, and grew up
in Portland. I lived in Portalnd except for six years that I
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lived in Netarts. Before then, I served in the Army during the Korean War but was lucky to be stationed in San
Francisco for a year and a half.
Back to Geology:
5. I also have a small amount of ashes when Mt. St.
Helens erupted in 1980. When strong winds blew, the
ashes headed south to Portland and environs. I remember
cleaning the roof gutters. The ashes seemed quite heavy
and and were weighing down the gutters. It also affected
carburetors in cars that were in its path.
6. Ice Caves North of Trout Lake, Washington, is a
special county park. It is a hole in the soil with a ladder to
climb down to the floor. In the the cold and snowy winter
at that elevation, snow and ice remains so one can step in
it on a warm summer day. Speaking of Trout Lake, there
is a lava cave west of Trout Lake where special cheese was
aged. The Trout Lake Cheese Factory made the cheese
from cream purchased from dairies in Trout Lake Valley.
It is no longer in business.
Trout Lake is in Skamania County. Its (county) office
is in Stevensen, Washington. This county has many kinds
of interesting features one needs to see. It is Mt. Adams
country. Much of the county is in Gifford Pinchot National Forest. Not many Portlanders go up there. Most Portland residents go to Mount Hood if they want to see that
kind of terrain. I’m biased because I spent many summers
as a boy from the big city of Portland.
There are hot springs in Carson, Washington. Speaking of springs, there were Cold Springs six miles or so
west of Trout Lake on the way to White Salmon. My sister
and I had our lunches there occasionally. By the end of
summer, it would be a dry bed of rocks. The water came
out of a lava bed forming a small stream.
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7. The Metolius River in Oregon does the same
thing, though it is a much larger stream. There’s a park
east of Bend that has small stream that flows into a lava
bed. I understand that there are lava tubes that carry the
water from its source.
8. Geology and rocks brings to my mind: Beacon
Rock. As a monolith, it is the second in size to Gibraltar.
You see it when you go up the Columbia River Gorge. (A
monolith is a geological feature such as a mountain, consisting of a single massive stone or rock, or a single piece
of rock placed as, or within, a monument.
The Bridge of the Gods is a bridge crossing the Columbia River at Cascade Locks. It is believed that a rock-like
structure crossed the Columbia River at the spot near
where the modern toll bridge is now. It got its name from
the Indian tribes that lived near this bridge. It’s part of
their lore. There is some Oregon History about Cascade
Locks and how the town got its name. The town is on the
Columbia River Highway going east out of Portland.
Other Geology (historical?) items that came to mind:
Eohippus was an early horse the size of a dog that ran in
Oregon. Also there were Woolly Mammoths that looked
like elephants with curved tusks. They were covered with
hair to shed rain in the cold climate.
Does the Oregon Historic Society have information
about the Bridge of the Gods or the dams on the Columbia
River or how the the pioneers floated their covered wagons on “home made” barges down the Columbia River?
Do you know the song “Columbia The Gem Of The
Ocean“? We sang it in grade school in Portland.
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Oregon, My Oregon
Words by J.A. Buchanan
Music by Henry B. Murtagh
Land of the Empire Builders, Land of the Golden West;
Conquered and held by free men, Fairest and the best.
Onward and upward ever, Forward and on, and on;
Hail to thee, Land of the Heroes, My Oregon.
Land of the rose and sunshine,
Land of the summer’s breeze;
Laden with health and vigor, Fresh from the western seas.
Blest by the blood of martyrs, Land of the setting sun;
Hail to thee, Land of Promise, My Oregon

Back to more history items: Oregon had a Klu Klux
Klan organization in the 1920’s. During WWII, many
African American families from the south came to Oregon
to get good paying jobs working in the Kaiser ship yards.
They lived in Vanport nearby. After the war, realtors at
that time would only sell them property in North Portland
where many African Americans live now, though they can
buy property anywhere in Oregon.
Also at the beginning of WWII, Japanese Americans
on the west coast were sent to special camps (after) giving
up their property. Nothing happened in Hawaii to the
Japanese population even after Pearl Harbor. The U.S.
Supreme Court finally ruled that many had had their
property taken besides having to move to special camps
out of the state. This information is probably in the Oregon Historical Society’s archives.
Japanese doctors and business men could not rent
or lease offices in downtown Portland. Two Japanese
brothers helped create the Naito family business, after
which the Parkway is named. One of the brothers was a
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trustee at Lewis and Clark College where I used to teach.
Also teaching there was Steve Beckam, a history professor whose specialty was Northwest history and Northwest
Indians. He’s retired now but you might be able reach him
by checking with the History Department at Lewis and
Clark College. It’s a beautiful campus to visit. It is up in
the Portland west hills.
Another aside: You mentioned former presidents. A
couple of books you may or may not have: A Heckuva
Job, More of the Bush in Rhyme, by Calvin Trillin. Great
People of the 20th Century, from Teddy Roosevelt to the
Beatles, and The Progressive Magazine, 1909-2009, 100
years.
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Sacred places

T

he following discourse was prompted by a sermon given at Portland Unitarian Church by guest minister, Leah Hart-Landsberg, July 19, 2009. Her admonition
was to visit and return to sacred places, physically or in
memory. Sacred is not necessarily God-related. Sacred
may refer to something one feels at a different time usually related to a person, place or purpose. It may elicit
positive memories or emotions, maybe it’s just a feeling
you have. The following are what I have categorized as
sacred:
Weddings at First United Methodist Church: Scott
and Concetta, Cal Brockman Jr. and Janet (a former
student).Grace Episcopal Cathedral Chapel in San Francisco: Bernie and Sara Lee. Carol and Bernie’s wedding
and luncheon in the General Meeting Room at Koinonia
House on Portland State University Campus. Chris and
Terrie’s wedding reception in the large house on SE 39th.
Scott and Concetta’s reception at the White House in NE
Portland. Ray LeBov and Shelley Rouillard’s wedding in
a Sacramento public park. Holly and Perry’s wedding reception in their small house in Boulder, Colorado. Karen
and Dale’s wedding at the Mt. Tabor bowl.
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Grandchildren baptism and naming ceremonies: Lauren, Andre, Allegra, Ariana, Andy, Megan.
Memorial Services, which were held at First
United Methodist Church for Sara Lee Wolff, Max Pew,
Laren Hall, Dr. Naito’s mother, and David Weiss among
others. At Laudholm Farms in Maine: a memorial service
was held for Becky, Carol’s mother. Myrtle Creek Cemetery: we shared a few words over Berenice’s ashes; the ash
container was placed on her mother’s grave, courtesy of a
Myrtle Creek Elks Lodge member.
Other Special Places:
McClellan Meadows where Sara Lee’s ashes were
scattered: It was disconcerting for me when I opened the
box containing the ashes. I
expected ash-like pulverized
bone material rather than
some pieces the size of quarters. For me, the box was
sacred too. I couldn’t put it
in the garbage can. I decided
to burn it on a piece of cedar
shingle on the Neskowin
beach where these combined
ashes floated out on the beach waves. When we stayed at
Slick Rock Creek, we frequently spent time at Neskowin, a
very sacred place.
Little River on Drakes Island, Maine, not far
from the Rachel Carson Reserve (she was one of the first,
nationally known environmentalists. She wrote the book,
Silent Spring, one of the first to get national attention on
the importance of saving our natural habitat, particularly
controlling the use of pesticides): Part of Becky’s (Carol’s
mother) ashes were scattered in the Little River. LaudEssays
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holm Farms is nearby and is a preserve established by the
local residents. The farm house is a tourist center where
Becky volunteered. Carol and I spoke at one of Becky’s
eulogies there.
Netarts Bay: The other part of Becky’s ashes was
scattered on Netarts Bay. She went there frequently with
Carol and me. She loved that beautiful area too. Carol and
I walked there frequently and sometimes alone to drink in
its peace and beauty. (Cover photo is of Netarts Bay.)
Jim Mundel’s Netarts House at Pearl Street:
Jim grew up and returned here after retiring as a former
First Mate in the U. S. Merchant Marine. I got to know
Jim quite well. We first met serving on the first Tillamook
County Land Use Planning Committee. Jim was very
generous with his wealth, which he inherited from his
parents. The money was put in trust for keeping Netarts
Bay pristine. About two years ago (2007), a cancerous tumor appeared on the bottom of his foot and metastasized
quickly. The last time I visited him was in his home where
he was being cared for by a hospice nurse. Places where
you lose a good friend are certainly sacred places.
Spiritual Focus Group Meeting Place at The
Capes (near Netarts): The people who gathered there
were friends I met during my volunteering in Tillamook.
When I had an opportunity, I would ask them what
churches they attended. If they said that they were not
attending any, I would ask them if they would like to meet
to discuss other spiritual possibilities. The group is still
meeting.
Camp Magruder Trail: I helped maintain it for several years, generally, fall through spring. About one half
mile from the lodge along the lake, there is a bench where
a short but steep trail goes up to a clearing surrounded by
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several large Sitka Spruce trees. This space is aptly named
“The Cathedral.” I was in one of the first high school work
groups at Magruder before the lodge was built. I planned
and attended many retreats there.
Collins Retreat Center: There is a plaque on the
wall with Sara Lee’s and my name as major contributors
to its establishment. We were there for the ground breaking. A memorial fund was set up for Sara Lee. Some funds
were used to build a trail down to the creek nearby. A
sign with her name marks the beginning of the trail. Carol
spent a weekend there for a United Unitarian Church
Women’s Retreat.
The cabin on Slick Rock Creek: From bumble bee
buzzing to the
water bubbling
over the Slick Rock
Creek rapids.
The property on the Wind
River with all its
memories, including many trips that
Ray Reynolds and I
The fireplace along the Wind River.
made made.
The house on 18th with its long family history.
Koinonia Catholic Community: this building was
built by the Catholic Diocese for PSU students to meet.
The property is now owned by PSU. It had some office
space that housed a conservitive Christian fellowship.
The Koinonia Community met upstairs, Sunday Evenings
at 6 PM. More later: Bishop LaVada, Dan Adams, our
marriage there, Patrick Lomax, the pianist, Dave Lyon’s
history, Tom the music director.
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Sara Lee (Carol?) and I attended different downtown
churches on Sunday Evenings including the United Unitarian Church, but not the Episcopal Cathedral.
Mount Angel Monastery (and Seminary): Sara
Lee lead several meditation and prayer retreats there.
We also celebrated several wedding anniversaries there.
Hearing the monks chanting and singing the Psalms was
a special treat.
Churches not previously mentioned: Myzpah Presbyterian, Montavilla United Methodist, St. John’s Episcopal
in Toledo, Oregon, General Meeting Room at Tillamook
United Methodist, Portland Unitarian.
The reader may also ponder about the places he or she
holds sacred.
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Glacier National Park:
A terrific trip!

N

ote: to be amended as memory permits
Getting there was part of the fun. Our AAA travel
guide found an Amtrack package that solved a lot of travel
woes like lodging, guided trips and some meals.
We had our own roomette on the train in the sleeping
car, which was the last car on the ten car passenger train.
It was an overnight train trip, but the beautiful scenery
was during daylight.
Most of our days were spent at the Many Glacier
Lodge on Swiftcurrent Lake surrounded by the mountain
peaks. The view is spectacular.
The Glacier Lodge and the other lodges show their
longevity of seventy-plus years. They are maintained well
and the employees, mostly young college students from
around the states and foreign countries, were knowledgeable and quite helpful.
The historic Red Bus has been around since the
1930’s. It was initially built by the White Truck Company.
The body has been refurbished and now has a big Ford V8
truck engine. Years ago I drove a White school bus in the
Orient School District.
Tourist boats were built in the 1930’s. They had to be
trucked in on some pretty narrow roads.
(September 2009)
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Things
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Humor

“M

amma, mamma, my sister is really mad at
me!” exclaimed her youngest of eleven children. “What
happened now, Myrtle?” Her mother asked. “Jack and
Linus tricked me into coming downstairs in a hurry. I
didn’t see Almira’s boy friend’s hat and crunched it flat on
the last stair.”
These and other events were shared with me by my
mother, Myrtle. I had a great relationship with my mother
particularly in her later years after my father died. Her life
was never easy, but her sense of humor never faded. She
told me many jokes. At times, some jokes were a little “off
color,” so, in my preteen years, she would remind me not
to share them with my young friends. Examples: (1) There
was a member of a church called Harry Butts. A woman
in the pew commented to her partner, “There go two
women walking down the aisle with Harry Butts.” By the
way, Carol and I have friends whose last name is Butts.
(2) A mother instructed her young daughter, “Please go
to the grocery store for me. Get some dry peas for soup
and ask how his wife is. She’s been sick.” So the little girl
goes to the store and asked the grocer straight off, “I want
some peas and how’s your wife?” The grocer asks, “Split
or whole?” And before he can answer the second question,
the girl, quite surprised, exclaims, “He did?” (3) A middle
aged woman was at the brassiere counter and was asked
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by a clerk if she could be helped. Looking at a young
woman down the counter, she responded, “Never mind
the rose buds, do you have anything for hanging baskets?”
My cousin Donald Marshall had three boys so he had
lots of experience changing their diapers. He said that you
weren’t a real parent until you had piss in your eye and
shit under your finger nails. I always put a diaper over my
boy’s genitals when I changed their diapers. Sometimes
it was difficult because they liked to exercise their legs at
that time. But when Sara Lee changed Scott’s diaper just
using her one good arm, he held still. An amazing infant
awareness.
In Trout Lake, in the thirties, before Bonneville Dam
was built in 1936 and PUD transmission lines got up
Trout Lake valley, we relied on a Victrola wind-up record
player that Nate Siegle, a friend of my parents, gave us.
There was radio reception, but one had to have a battery
radio. With the Victrola came a set of old, 1920’s records.
The records I remember were Cohen on the Telephone
and Happy Though Married. This last one had a line I’ve
always remembered, “I loved every hair on her bureau.”
Nate also gave me two radios, an old, long, RCA metal
one and a newer “cathedral shaped” one. The older one
was a long metal box with tubes and stuff inside. It had
separate speaker. (An aside: Nate sold me my first wife’s
engagement ring. He had gone from the used furniture
business at 20th and Powell Blvd. to a jewelry store on S.
E. Hawthorne.)
Radio in the thirties: Maybe it’s in my genes or as
a result of my early experiences listening to and telling
the jokes that I had heard including the ones I heard on
the radio. Sitting in front of the Philco radio, I listened
regularly to Fred Allen, Edgar Bergen, Charley McCarthy
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(it was sponsored by Chase and Sanborn Coffee. They
offered a Charlie McCarthy cardboard replica with a
mouth one could move up and down; I believe that the
knees bent down so you could put it on your lap; I sent
away and got one); and Jack Benny. Can You top This
was a joke program that had four male joke tellers. They
were told a joke someone sent in and they had to tell a
joke right there in the same category, in front of a live
audience. A “laugh meter” in the studio registered the
sound volume of the laughter. (A good book on early radio
is Remember Radio by Ron Lackmann, G. P. Putnam’s
Sons, 1970, New York) I put my radios upstairs in my
room and used to listen to them at night.
I especially liked to listen on Saturday night to the big
bands broadcast live from big hotel ballrooms in major
U.S. cities, bands like Jimmy Dorsey and Harry James.
My favorite mystery programs were I Love a Mystery and
The Shadow. On Saturday mornings there was Grand
Central Station, “crossroads of a million private lives.”
Gunsmoke was on radio before it was a TV hit. In the
1930’s, a detective program produced live at a Portland
radio station was Homicide Squad. My mother took Lottie
and me to the studio to watch it being broadcast. Several
radio personalities became TV celebrities. There was one
man, Mel Blank, living on 17th near where I lived who was
the voice for the cartoon character Daffy Duck and his pig
friend. The Road Runner was my favorite cartoon.
Later, only TV was the source of my entertainment. I
watched comics like Bob Newhart with his “on the phone”
routine. I remember his classic call to Sir Walter Raleigh
who just introduced tobacco to other Englishmen, “He
put what in his nose?” Remember the violin playing
Henny Youngman on Ed Sullivan’s show? His favorite
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introductory line was, “Take my wife, please.”
My sons, Chris and Scott, might remember going with
me to see George Carlin on stage in Portland. I had seen
him on TV. He had a commentary on “stuff” we collect
and seven dirty words that are censored on the radio and
on certain hours on TV. His book is entitled When Will
Jesus Bring The Pork Chops? (2004). He has two other
books, Brain Droppngs and Napalm & Silly Putty.
Of all the different kinds of humor, puns and limericks
are my favorites. Consider the horse, and the birds that
loved to perch on the hair on his neck. To solve the
problem, the frustrated owner decided to spread yeast
on the horses neck. He evidently was successful for he
was heard exclaiming, “Yeast is yeast and nest is nest, but
never the mane shall tweet.”
The Oregon Journal newspaper, an afternoon paper
published several years ago, ran a short joke column. This
is a clip on Indian Lore: Four pregnant, Indian woman
decided to have their babies born on animal hides of their
choice. One Indian woman chose to have her son born
on an elk hide. The second Indian women elected to have
her son born on a buffalo hide. The third woman chose
a hippopotamus hide. And to her surprise she had twin
boys. This leads to this geometric conclusion: The squaw
of the hippopotamus is equal to sons of the squaws on the
other two hides.
A math teacher was stopped going through the
baggage inspection line at the airport when they
discovered he had weapons of math instruction. They
found a drawing compass, a protractor, and a sharp
pencil.
A lost hiker was found even though he had a compass
with him. When the rescuers had a look at the Tate brand
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of his compass, they knew why. He didn’t know that he
who has a Tate is lost.
Bear with me for these stories (Sorry).
(1) Three friends went looking for bears and each
went their separate ways. When they returned they each
had stories to share. It so happened that each of them
represented different faiths. The Catholic priest said when
he met his bear, he calmed him down by reading the
Catechism. The evangelical minister took his bear down
to the river and baptized it. They both looked at the Rabbi
and asked him why he was all scratched up. He replied, “I
guess I shouldn’t have started with circumcision.”
(2) An unarmed hunter was approached by large bear
so the only thing he thought he could do was to pray. So
he got down on his knees and asked God to save him from
his fate. The bear also got down on his knees and thanked
God by saying, “Thank you Lord for the food I’m about to
eat.”
According to Ogden Nash, “Algie met a bear, the bear
was bulgy, the bulge was Algie.”
More Animal jokes:
Noah: As you remember, Noah told the animals to get
out and multiply. However, one pair of snakes replied,
“We can’t multiply, we’re adders.”
The elephant and mouse: The elephant looked down
at this wee mouse and bragged, “How come I’m so big and
strong and you’re so small and puny?” In a weak voice,
the mouse replies, “I’ve been sick.”
Then there was a set of twin boys who puzzled a psychologist. He decided to do this experiment. He put each
boy on a pile of manure. The pessimistic boy just sat there
but the optimistic one started digging and exclaimed,
“There’s got to be a horse in here some where!”
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Bill Gates and several other computer specialists were
bragging about their accomplishments. One had a miniature radio in his ear. One had a small TV set attached to
his glasses. Bill Gates bent over and dropped his pants.
“Just a minute.” he said, “I’m waiting for a fax.”
There was a berry farmer who was particularly proud
of a huge strawberry that he produced. When a passerby
stopped to admire it the farmer went out with his shotgun
to scare then intruder off. The passerby exclaimed, “Wait,
I came to praise your berry not to seize it.” (Shakespearean influence.)
Speaking of plants: A woman asked her neighbor how
he was able to grow such big red tomatoes. He said that
he flashed in front of them and they got so embarrassed
that they turned red. After several days, the neighbor
asked his neighbor about her gardening success. She replied that flashing didn’t help ripen the tomatoes, but she
should see the zucchini.
Remember the airline slogan; “Eye the friendly thighs
of United,” during the short skirt era. Or was it, “Fly the
friendly skies of United?”
Several years ago, I attended a special meeting in Tillamook sponsored by KMUN, a community radio station
in Astoria. The program producer discussed their need for
program suggestions, particularly from their new listening audience in Tillamook County. She asked members
of the audience if they had any program ideas. My hand
went up. The program producer asked what I would like
to do. I said that I hadn’t heard any programs here or
in other Oregon communities that had any joke time.
With no time for me to think about it, she asked me to
tell a joke. So I told this one that I had just heard during
a church sermon: Two sons were contemplating their
Essays
117

responsibility, sooner or later, for planning their mother’s
funeral including what to do with her remains. So, when
the time seemed right, they asked, “Mother when you die,
do you want your body buried or cremated. Smiling at
them and brushing each of their cheeks, she responded,
“Surprise me, honey.”
I was asked to send in a proposal, which I did. Six or
more months later, I got a phone call saying my proposal
was accepted and to come up to Astoria where the station was located and talk to the a man who was willing
to work with me for a spot just before his jazz program.
The good news was my that my proposal was selected.
The bad news was I had to drive to Astoria from Netarts
to produce the program. This meant learning how to mix
the sound of my voice, and fade in and fade out my theme
song. I had to learn how to position the microphone, and
burn a CD in the studio so it could be played every Tuesday at 2 PM for a maximum of two minutes. I planned to
use different topics for each Tuesday such as education,
doctors, nautical, etc. I wrote my script that included picking the introductory music which was faded in and out. I
used some Barnum and Bailey Circus music that started
with whistle. And then I always started with “Welcome to
Dr. Wolff’s prescription for a little laughter, a smile, and
perhaps a groan. Today’s topic is.....” I asked people to
participate by sending in their jokes. No one did. When I
discovered that I could use Garage Band on the iMac, use
a USB microphone, read the script, burn it on a CD and
mail it Joe in Astoria, I didn’t have to go to Astoria.
School - Education: The following jokes are some of
my favorite school jokes. (1) The school principal is meeting kids the first day of school. A new primary student
asks the principal where the rest room is. She tells him
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pointing down the hall. He comes back quickly and said
he can’t find it. She gives him directions again and he
comes back again. She spots a fifth grader and asks him to
take him down. The both come back. The fifth grader says
to principal, “He’s right, he put his shorts on backwards.”
(2) A little kid runs up and kicks an adult in the hall. She
says, “Why did you do that I’m just a visitor.” “Oh,” he
replies, “I thought you wuz the principal.” (3) This actually happened: I stopped at a school hall drinking fountain where a little girl was drinking. It isn’t uncommon
for little kids to ask strangers who they are. She asked me
and I replied, “I’m Mr. Wolff.” “Oh no you’re not,” she
responded. Perhaps she was thinking of Little Red Riding
Hood.
Doctor jokes: Henny Youngman: “Doctor it hurts
when I lift my right arm. What should I do” Doctor
responds “Don’t do that!” A secretary who worked for a
psychiatrist and a proctologist was asked, “And what do
you do?” She responds. “I handle the odds and ends.”
Reincarnation joke: After his brother died, a man was
told there was a woman who did fortune telling and could
make contact with the spiritual world. So he sat with her
while she eventually communicated with his deceased
brother long enough so he could ask his brother how he
was doing. His brother replied that he ate well, slept well,
and had sex when he wanted it. The brother responded by
saying that he thought it must be heaven. “Heaven!” the
brother exclaimed, “I’m a moose in Idaho.”
Irish Joke: Two men from the Guinness Brewery had
to tell Murphy’s wife that he had drowned in a beer vat.
She asked if he had suffered. They said that they didn’t
think so because he came out to pee three times.
From Disrud’s Sermon at the Portland Unitarian
Essays
119

Church, June 20, 2010: Portlanders who arrive at the
Pearly Gates are never sent to Hell because they are too
wet to burn.
What about these groaners:
To circumcise a whale, you’ll need four skin divers.
If your nose runs and your feet smell, you are built
upside down.
In a restaurant restroom for men there was a sign that
read, “We aim to please, you aim too, please.” In another
restroom, an elderly man warned the man standing at the
next urinal to him to watch out because his aim wasn’t
very good.
Check out the Men’s Room at the urinals the next
time you’re at Portland Unitarian Church. The urinals
in the Multnomah County Courthouse are shaped like
small bath tubs. Perhaps we need a short picture book,
for adults only, Urinals I Have Known. Washington High
School building, Unitarian Church, Multnomah County
Courthouse. The one in Washington, D. C., zoo was just a
wall with a gutter to catch the urine. It had an awful green
color.
• Book on puns using pictures: Punography
by Bruce A. McMillan, published by Penguin
Books,1978. The cover shows a hand with a cloth,
dusting a reclining female statue. The sequence of
four pictures read, “Making a clean breast of it.”
Another example: a man drinking a cup of coffee is shown not liking the taste. The last picture
shows him putting sugar in it. The caption reads:
“If you don’t like it - lump it.”
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• Book: Heavens to Betsy by Charles Earl Funk,
published by Warner, New York, 1972. It looks at
the origin of common sayings and phrases that I
have heard over the years; I thought of these that
are not in the book, “Down in the dumps,” “keep a
stiff upper lip,” “awe shucks,” or “tit for tat.” How
about, “Jeez Louise,” “whole ball of wax,” “hook,
line, and sinker,” “a monkey wrench in the works,”
“don’t monkey around,” “for goodness sake” (May
West said that goodness had nothing to do with it.
She was also famous for saying, “Come up and see
me sometime.” Except basketball players because
they dribble before they shoot.) What a drip.
• Books: A Prairie Home Companion PRETTY
GOOD JOKE BOOK, Minnesota Public Radio.
• Books: The Encyclopedia of One*Liner Comedy
by Robert Orben, Doubleday and Company, 1971.
• More Anguished English by Richard Lederer,
Bantam Doubleday Dell, 1993.
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Farmers Box Supply

I

met Eddie Minagi,
my future business partner, at
Sheridan Fruit Co. He had just
moved from California where
he worked in fruit and vegetable merchandizing. He and
I pooled our limited financial resources to buy a truck and
rent a small warehouse. My Uncle Linus loaned me $500.
This was the beginning of Farmers Box Supply.
We had a simple business plan. I talked one-on-one to
grocery store managers. I found out quickly that the other
individual collecting boxes regularly was cheating on the
box count on his truck, so we had no problem picking up
his accounts. Our major box suppliers were Fred Meyer
and Kienow stores. The first one was at Kienow’s on 14th
and Belmont. I saw Juan (Young, who later became the
principal shareholder of the Kienow’s stores), the general manager, to get permission to pick up boxes there.
Safeway had their own box storage facility. We had three
trucks that included a cab-over Chevy and a Chevy with
a 11 foot high board next to the cab. The cab-over also
pulled a trailer for larger loads.
Small farmers would pick up boxes at our warehouse.
For large accounts we would truck the boxes to their
farms. I remember delivering as many as 300 lettuce
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crates at a time. This business adventure came to an end
with my draft notice in September 1950. The business
continued, but wasn’t managed well by Eddie and Walt.
No “rainy day” fund.
Some related, interesting Sheridan Fruit Co. connections and coincidences:
• Next to our box warehouse was Tonkin Motors, distributors for Kaiser and Frazer cars. It was located on the
corner of S.E. Oak and Grand Avenue. I remember seeing
young Ron Tonkin and his brother moving cars around.
After WWII, it was Kaiser’s attempt to compete with the
“big three.”
• Kaiser became famous building cargo-carrying
Liberty Ships. He had shipyards in Portland on the Willamette and in Vancouver on the Columbia. Workers were
scarce in Oregon. Many black workers were recruited
from the south. Realtors, by agreement or not, would only
sell to blacks in North Portland. When Ray and Bernice
Reynolds, Sara Lee’s parents, moved from Myrtle Creek
to Portland, his first job was in the Oregon Ship Yards.
I think he was a welder. In a flood plain area, a housing
project called Vanport was developed to house the ship
building workers. I believe Payless Drugs got its start
there. I believe Ray quit the shipyards to work for Payless.
I remember that he would go to the Tri-Cities in Washington to check on the Payless stores there.
• The Vanport Housing (apartment buildings) were
later sold (and moved to Eugene) to become the U of O
housing for married housing. When I started my Masters
Degree at U of O, Sara Lee and I had an upstairs apartment in one of these Vanport buildings. Speaking of
buildings, the Federal Government also gave quanset huts
for needed classroom space. I had at least one class in one
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of these buildings.
• Eddy’s son Hideyo Minagi was a student at Lincoln
High School and would help me when he could. (Got an
e-mail today, Monday, December 5, 2010 that made my
day. This what he sent: Hi, Bernie! Kim sent me your
email address. I’m now age 74, married since ‘66, no kids,
an emeritus professor of radiology still teaching at UCSF
two days a week, in good health, and enjoying what’s left
of my life. I get up to Portland about once a year to visit
my stepmom, but somehow it never occurred to me that
I could look you up. Next time I’m there, probably next
summer, I’ll be sure to do that. Please send me your contact info. I’ll never forget my very first boss, who taught
me a lot about how one should live his life. You taught
me very well, if I do say so myself. Look forward to hearing from you. Best. Hideyo). He later went to Williams
College and
subsequently
From Polk’s Portland (Oregon) City Directory (1950).
became a
prominent
radiologist in San Francisco. Has a “Chair” named in his
honor.
Eddy’s brother-in-law, Jack Yoshahara, played football for Oregon State College. They went to the Rose Bowl
during WW II. The game was played somewhere in the
midwest because no large crowds were allowed for any
outdoor event.
• Jack Yoshahara’s daughter-in-law, Kim, was also a
Title-I-Aid at Arleta Elementary School when I was there.
She still lives up, off 58th and Steele.
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Trains and Things
at 18th

Y

ou only had to have lived about a block and a half
from the Southern Pacific railroad tracks at 17th and Powell Blvd. from the 1930’s to the 1950’s to have had both
sounds and smells when the Daylight passenger train was
passing by, heading south for San Francisco. You could
have motion too. When the small yard steam engine started up, you could hear steam exhausting from the pistons
and the warning whistle as it begun to pull its attached
load of box and tanker cars. It literally shook the ground
which we felt at our house. There were only blinking red
lights to alert oncoming traffic, no drop bar. Today, car
traffic goes under the tracks. The joke my neighborhood
friends had was, “I saw UP on a box car.”
The destination for the switch engine and its cars was
usually the “yard” just a few blocks south, between Powell
and Holgate where the cars
were sorted for different
southern designations.
When you cross the Holgate overpass, you can still
see the Roundhouse on
the south side (removed in
2012). While you’re about,
why not stop, at the Semaphore Restaurant, a few
SP 4449 following its restoration.
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blocks to the west, at 17th and Holgate and have a good
breakfast or lunch prepared by the chief chef, who just
happens to be my grandson. Andy Wolff. ATTENTION:
The restaurant is now closed for good. I believe TriMet is
buying the property for a Max route.
There are other reasons for remembering and reflecting on trains and train travel. On September 22, 1950, I
boarded a Southern Pacific train of coaches with a hundred or so draftees headed south for basic training at Fort
Ord a few miles south of San Francisco. I kept asking
myself why the draft board classified me 4-F, physically
unfit for the army during WW II, the war we had to fight
to survive, and not the Korean War. I later found out
they had changed the eye requirements. For the next two
years, there were many sights, smells and sounds. (My
military history can be found in this collection).
To continue with my earlier years, sounds and smells.
I remember waking up early on an occasional spring
Saturday morning and hearing the buzz of a circular saw
in the front of the house. This happened frequently in my
neighborhood. Many residents burned wood, not only to
heat their house put to heat their kitchen stove as well.
Before we got our wood furnace and central heating, we
used wood heated stoves in the kitchen, dining room and
front parlor. The smell of the fresh cut wood was a byproduct of the freshly cut pieces. This also reminds me of
the sticky fir wood pitch and the nice clean, smell it had
when it got or your hands. For some readers, perhaps in
an odd way, this may sound almost romantic, until you
think about how the cut wood got from the street into the
basement. This job went to my sister and me as soon as
we were strong enough to lift the pieces, load a wheel barrow, push it up a steep driveway, and throw it through a
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basement window where it later had to be stacked. 		
(May 2009)
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From Forest Hills School
to Arleta School: schools
I have taught in

T

o commemorate the Oregon Centennial (1959),
I was asked to participate in a KGW TV series, She Flies
With Her Own Wings and to represent Lake Oswego
School District. Another fourth grade teacher, Mori Fleischman, and I, using student made props for a modern and
historic Oregon theme, produced the program by writing
the script including camera directions. It was taped and
later shown at a school assembly.
I chaired the (Lake Oswego) Science Fair Committee and a Teacher Salary Committee, which proposed a
new teacher salary schedule to the superintendent. Also, I
chaired a committee that looked at the non-graded primary system for advancing students by ability and not age.
When Uplands School was opened, it was non-graded.
(My doctoral thesis was about comparing graded and
non-graded schools in various Oregon School Districts.
I was one of a three-faculty- member committee who
brought faculty concerns to the principal in order to set

Forest Heights Elementary, Lake Oswego, 1955.
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the agenda at the next faculty meeting during which we
took turns chairing the meetings.)
I was a member of an Oregon Education Association
state-wide committee. We worked on new teacher certification requirements and laid the ground work for the
Teacher Standards and Practices Act.
For 25 years, 1962-1987, I taught at Lewis and Clark
College. My major teaching assignments were math,
science, social studies methods, media and supervising
student teachers. I chaired the Education Department for
one year. Took early retirement 1985-7.
Portland Public School District. Arleta Elementary School
I was hired by Jeanne Pace as a Title I aide at Arleta,
in the Fall of 1985 and worked in a class designed for
under achievers with one other aide. Teddy Cook was
the teacher; I used M&Ms to reward their attention and
behavior in class.
Carol Gaynor and I wrote a grant to the District for
money to buy two Mac IIe’s (computers), a scanner and
laser printer. Carol was a special ed teacher. Later the
district got a Ford Grant. Each school had a budget with
the dollar equivalent of four computers per class room.
We did not use our budget allowance to buy four computers for each classroom, but used it to purchase other items
besides computers. No computer was given to a teacher
unless they took a class with me during the summer
break. I think I just took a day of their time. I also had
handouts as a reference. I bought 15 iBooks which could
be checked out so their students could have a chance to
use them. Remember, this was early in the “computer
age.”
(I also testified) in front of the Portland School Board
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for permission to buy a
digital camera.
I was instrumental in
getting two 20-20 grants
from the State Department for $25,000 each.
The money was used for
teacher development over
Arleta Elementary, Portland.
a two year period. I had
a committee (the principal was a member, not the chairman) that selected the teachers who wrote proposals of
how they were going to use the money. Several teachers
went to a National Reading Conference in Chicago.
Tim Hahn, a former colleague of mine, was involved
in a math project called Hot Links. It was a summer
school session for upper grade students at Arleta, Kellog,
and Franklin High School. Liz McCorrmick and I were his
assistants. The class was held at Franklin High School.
Students went around their community and interviewed
various business owners. They used small tape recorders
for their interviews. I took a small group to Sheridan Fruit
Company. I believe Vince Torsia (Sheridan’s owner) was
interviewed.
Laura Gilles, a colleague and I, on a Saturday morning, decorated the faculty restroom, which was off the
hallway going into Carol Gaynor’s office and classroom on
the second floor. We wanted to make it look like an outhouse as a joke. We made the door to look like a wooden
door with moon-cresent in the door. Inside, we put a box
over the toilet seat with a hole in it, On threads we hung
imitation flies. We made invitation flyers with a picture of
an out house on it for the grand opening.
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Eulogies and memorials
in which I have
participated

S

ara Lee: Undoubtly the most difficult time for
me. I wrote an introduction that included Ghandi’s reply
to an inquiring reporter’s question that he wanted a message to take back to his people. Ghandi answered, “My life
is my message.”
I had met with the minister, T. Askew Crumbley at
First United Methodist sereral days before the service
to make suggestions about the service and what I would
like read. I also wanted a simple service. Of course it’s the
minister’s perogrative to plan the service and speak to the
congregation. He gave a sermon before he read the letter.
I had hoped he would read before the sermon or incorporate in a sermon after he read the letter. But this is hindsight and it was a very sad time for me. I liked Askew as a
minister of First Church.
Prior to her death, Sara Lee wrote a letter on April 16,
1982 to Ray Balcomb, the previous pastor, in which she
responded to one of his sermons. I have the letter and will
share it relatives or friends that knew her (follows this
essay).
As part of Sara Lee’s memorial, I gave some money
to Collins Retreat Foundtion to pay for a meditation trail.
Our names are on wall plaque in the retreat ccenter.
Sara Lee also gave mediation classes at First Methodist Women study groups and at several retreats at Mt.
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Angel Retreat Center. I remember Father Bernard, the
retreat director. I also remember that chants at morning
and evening services by the Monks.
To all in our past, “...not farewell, but fare forward, Voyagers”

My father Ben: The memorial service was at the
First Methodist Church Chapel. Carol played the piano
for the hymns. I was the leader and had planned the order
of worship.
”Earth hath no sorrow that Heaven can not heal.” Thomas Moore
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Memorial Service
for Sara Lee Wolff
January 8, 1983
First United Methodist
Church, Portland

T

here is a story about a newspaper reporter who,
as Mahatma Ghandi was leaving a train station, rushes up
to him and asks, ''Give me a message to take back to my
people." And Gandhi replies, "My life is my message.''
So it is for all of us and so it was for Sara Lee. And she
has left many messages for her family and friends; but the
most relevant message for this time, this place, and for
those of us gathered here is this letter written by Sara Lee
in response to a sermon she had heard:
When we try to serve God, we are sometimes used
in ways we never expected and some of those purposes
involve our remolding so that we may be made more fit to
do that work. I certainly never expected to contract cancer, either, but in my struggles to understand what was
happening to me and how I could use this seemingly devastating event, I have chosen to work several points which
I thought you might like to hear and share. They are not
earth-shaking discoveries, and they are all borrowed from
various sources, but put together, they express for me the
way I must deal with my present problem --and my future
ones.
1. Everything is perfect. God created the world and
it is all good. I believe that evil arises only from human
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free choice and that the devil is a mythical expression
of the Jungian concept of the "shadow" that universal
humanity has conceived to personify the dark and inexpressible side of human nature. In fact, I believe that I
must ultimately come to the point - and sometimes I can where good and evil are irrelevant. God is, everything is as
it should be, and that is all that is necessary.
2. Of course the foregoing would be incomplete
without its corollary we must do everything we can.
Because we live in a human world where human affairs
are imperfect, it is our responsibility to work as hard as
we can to remedy everything that appears wrong. Ram
Dass is the teacher from whom I gained the concept of
these two points as interdependent. He expresses these
two points as a paradox, "Everything is perfect and there
is nothing we can do so we must do everything we can."
We have to do everything we can for world peace, for
political justice, for the disadvantaged, and for our own
growth and healing.
These two points taken together point up a great
truth: everything that has happened to us in our life is
exactly perfect in bringing us to this now moment, which
is the only moment there is, and this moment holds the
potential for our enlightenment. Everything that seems
evil as well as good in our past has its place in creating
the unique individual that we are and making us God's
unique tool to serve his purpose. It's all perfect. And yet
we must do everything we can to build on this foundation
for our personal growth and service to others.
There are theories that imperfect reactions to stress
are contributory causes of cancer, and I have to accept
that perhaps there were processes in my experience that I
could have handled better so that I would not now be havEssays
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ing to deal with the results of those errors. But at the same
time, I can say that imperfect though it is, my life still has
the capability for growth and useful work, and part of that
usefulness may come through the experiences of suffering from those imperfect responses. So I can say, it is all
perfect to bring me here - but I have to work as hard as I
can to grow on the foundation which is laid.
3. The third point, which arises out of the paradox of
the first two, is abandonment. Jean-Pierre de Caussade,
an 18th century French priest, first expressed this concept, and his work is published by Image Books as Abandonment to Divine Providence. By abandonment he does
not mean a shrug of the shoulders, folding of the hands,
and quietly giving up. Rather he means a cooperative effort between our work and God's plan, but accomplished
in total faith that the best will prevail. A typical line from
de Caussade is, "We must put all speculation aside, and
with childlike willingness accept all that God presents
to us. What God arranges for us to experience at each
moment is the best and holiest thing that could happen
to us." John Chapman, a 20th century apologist for de
Caussade, in The Spiritual Letters of John Chapman says
that abandonment is like the swimmer who abandons
himself to the buoyancy of the water but nevertheless
must work hard to reach the shore. Soren Kierkegaard
expresses faith as "swimming over 40,000 fathoms of
water."
4. The fourth point is one day at a time. Alcoholics
Anonymous has a precept that one only has to refuse to
drink for one day - today. We can handle almost everything for one day - it is the fear of the future that weakens
us. I have a tape in which an incident is told of a man who
had a huge malignancy, was on a life support machine
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and was only given two weeks to live. The friend who was
telling the story went to see him. "You are projecting your
thoughts into the future. You are looking at two weeks
from last Wednesday and saying that is all there is." The
patient admitted he was. The friend told him to stop doing that and to convince himself that he only had to live
today. Two years later he met the man again at a business
conference. His tumor had shrunk to insignificant size,
his bodily systems were working normally and he had
returned to work. Whatever we fear most is always in the
future - the little piece of it we undergo today can always
be dealt with.
"I close then with this:" there is a parable out of ancient Zen literature about a fishing village where a holy
Zen monk lived in a hermitage on the hill above the village. One day a girl in the village was found to be pregnant with an illegitimate child. She knew the father was
one of the fishermen, but she didn't want to accuse him
so she said it was the monk. When the child was born,
the villagers took the baby up to the monk and said it was
his child so he would have to raise it. Being a hermit, this
was not something which was part of his personal plan,
but he simply said "Ah, so" and accepted the child. He
raised it and loved it as his own for nine years. When the
village girl was dying and she feared to die with the guilty
secret, she admitted the child's father was the fisherman.
The villagers returned to the monk's hermitage, said they
had made a terrible mistake and would take the child to
its rightful father. As the monk gave up the child he had
grown to love, he simply said, "Ah, so."
A sign of God is that we are led in ways we did not
choose to go. Everything that happens to us is perfectly
suited to help us gain enlightenment in accordance with
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God's purposes, but we are responsible for a corresponding effort through our human powers to accomplish our
share of God's work in the world. We only need to face
these problems one day at a time, and we deal with all
things equally, not judging them as good or evil, but abandoning all our results to God. And this is all expressed in
the watchword, "Ah, so.''
Ah, so, friends, may you go on to larger service and
further growth, enfolded in the love of God.
Sincerely,
Sara Lee
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Life is not fair:
letter to Allegra

T

o: Allegra

From: Grandpa Bernie, aka Grandpa Wolff
Subject: Allegra’s concern about her friend’s
diabetes diagnosis
Dear Allegra,
There has been a lot of medical progress in treating
diabetes. Apart from changing eating habits and some
medical treatment, people with diabetes live a pretty happy, normal life. You should know that Grandma Carol’s
first husband Larry, lived many years with this disease.
Larry and I were members of the same peace committee
during the Euromissile Crisis of the 1980’s.
As you continue your journey into adulthood and beyond, you will begin to understand that life is not always
fair. The following are several examples that have affected
my life and those around me, family and friends. It will
also provide you with some family history.
About 40 years ago, Sara Lee, your father’s mother
and I had just returned from a short vacation in Vancouver B. C. Canada when I got a phone call that my sister
Lottie had died. What a shock! There was no warning. She
had no known illness. She died in her sleep while taking
an afternoon nap. So hard for me to believe. For all the
deaths in the family I have experienced, this has been one
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of the hardest. She and I were very close. Also think about
your father’s cousin Karen coming home from school and
finding her mother dead. Later Karen, as a mother, has
had to overcome the tragic death of her infant son who
died in his crib. Yes, life is not fair!
After I returned home from the Army, I took some
classes at PSU (then a Vanport College extension) to
qualify for an Emergency Teaching Certificate. In September 1953, I accepted a 4th grade teaching position in
Toledo, Oregon, a small lumber mill town 11 miles east
of Newport. Instead of living in Toledo, Sara Lee and I
decided to buy a house in Agate Beach, which is now part
of Newport. In March 1955, your uncle Chris was born.
In November, Sara Lee awakened with flu-like symptoms. We left eight-month-old Chris with our neighbor
next door. We drove to see our family doctor in Toledo.
Upon examination he discovered she had a breathing
problem and immediately called for an ambulance to take
her to Holiday Park Hospital in Portland. I followed the
ambulance in my car. The fourth floor of this hospital
was reserved only for polio patients and had the special
breathing support devices called Iron Lungs. As soon as
we got there, a doctor performed a tracheotomy. The Iron
Lung operated in such a way as to suck air into the lungs
through this opening in her windpipe in her neck. She was
in the hospital four months.
Much more to tell but at a later time.
(September 19, 2009)
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This I believe
Prompted by a BYOT class assignment - Portland Unitarian Church

I

believe the freedom I have in my life is very
much grounded in all I inherited. I must be aware of those
around me who contributed to who I am. (Adapted from
one of Tom Disrud’s sermon or, in a short statement, I believe you have to have people in your life who care about
you and prepare you, as much as possible, for today, tommorow and the future. We know a little more because of
our past experiences.)
I believe one shows his or her love by the way that individual behaves, such as care giving to their friends and
loved ones. A recent quote I found states, “Love doesn’t
make the world go round but it does make the ride worth
while.”
I believe you have to take some risks in challenging
authority without knowing what the costs may be.
I believe all humans have a spiritual side apart from
the physical side we feel but it must be tapped. A definition of spiritual by a Focus group member, December 4,
2010: transcending our material human existence. Some
historic examples are early man burying the dead and
North American Indians hanging a dead man’s clothes on
the limbs of a tree so he would have something to wear in
the next life. Marilyn Sewell (a former Portland Unitarian
Church pastor) made this statement: “In our fast-paced
world of stress and competition, there is one place where
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we are accepted as we are; where we can laugh and cry
freely; where we are comforted and cared for when are
we hurting; and where people will rejoice with the good
fortune that comes their way: that place is called church.”
I believe teaching is “increasing the probability that
learning will take place.” You can’t make a person learn
but loving parents, grandparents, teachers and others the
learner respects can encourage and help.
I believe that humor which creates laughter, some
smiles or even some groans is very worthwhile. I enjoyed
producing my two minute joke program every Tuesday. It
was broadcast on KMUN, Astoria, Oregon.
I believe that having a community to be with that has
a spiritual focus and a community outreach is essential to
support one on his or her spiritual journey.
We must accept differing points of view.
I believe religious orthodoxy stifles spiritual growth.
Intervarsity Christian Fellowship is an example. I was a
member of this group at Reed College of all places.
I believe I am a spiritual being having a human experience. Our origin or beginning is spiritual and our ending
is spiritual. Ram Dass believed in reincarnation. We have
to keep coming back until we get it right. I have always
liked this quote (Source unknown): Life is a mystery to be
lived not a problem to be solved.
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Journaling
and coincidences

M

y interest in journalling began after I enrolled
in a counseling class several years ago. To complete the
two requirements of the course, one either had to write
a term paper or start a journal. I selected to start keeping a journal. I don’t remember being given any specifics
on how to proceed. I’m continuing to keep a daily events
journal. It is in several loose leaf note books. I keep a
medical history page and a page about coincidences.
Sara Lee, my first wife, now deceased, was an avid
reader and journal keeper. She also had a strong interest
in the Gospel of Luke plus prayer and meditation. She led
several retreats on prayer and meditation at the Mt. Angel
Seminary east of Woodburn. I’m sure her journals reflected this interest as well as recording the day’s events. She
also went to a workshop givien by Ira Progoff who was
nationally known at the time. His signature is in his book
Sara Lee purchased, 11/5/77.
The most recent coincidence was about sharing my
summers in Trout Lake, Washington, as a young child. After listening to my Trout Lake Essay in my Writing Your
Life Story Class the teacher commented about her experiences vacationing (as well) in Trout Lake, Washington,
with her parents. As a young child, I spent many summers
there.
While attending Oregon State College (now OSU),
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1947 to 1949, my living situation was in a private boarding
house. I roomed and became friends with Don Oldenstadt. By coincidence, we were dating women in Portland,
but neither of us had a car. Fortunately, Ken Stevens, a
friend I met at Montavilla Methodist, drove to Portland
most week ends to date his girl friend. Don and I were his
passengers those weekends for $1 round trip in his 1937
Pontiac club coupe. After graduation, the three of us married the women we were dating. I was Best Man at Ken’s
wedding. The sad coincidence is that all three women died
from a cancer related illness.
Another coincidence took place in San Francisco
where I spent some time in the U. S. Army in 1950. Army
personnel who were married were allowed to live off the
post in the city and commute to “work.” We subsequently
found a place we could afford on Geary Blvd.
Circa 1975, Sara Lee, Scott and and I went to San
Francisco on a vacation. Scott was 15 and learning to drive
our Volkswagen bus. We stayed near Coit Tower. In 1967
we were also there with Chris staying on Van Ness. Chris
and I climbed a steep street one evening.
Years later, I was visiting Scott who was going to
school in San Francisco at an art school (Academy of Art
College). While there I showed him where his mother and
I lived during the early months of our marriage. While we
parked in front, the son of the former owner came out of
the apartment. We chatted briefly; he was visiting from
Bend, Oregon.
On another trip, my current wife (Carol) and I were
staying in a motel within walking distance and I showed
her the apartment. Believe it or not a second son came
out of the apartment and we spoke to him briefly. He was
visiting from Bend, Oregon. Go figure!
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When I was working as a Title I Aide at Garibaldi
Grade School, circa 2004, I worked with Fran Bush, a first
grade teacher. In discussing my various teaching experiences, I mentioned Arleta School. She told me that her
cousin was Jeanne Pace, the principal there at that time.
Rebecca, Carol’s middle daughter, spent three weeks
in a Boise Hospital after being rear-ended by a large
truck. Carol and I rented lodging nearby so we could visit
her during her recovery. One night I was awakened from
a dream by a phone call at 2 AM that she had pulled her
oxygen mask off and we needed to come to the hospital as
soon as possible. The hospital record showed she removed
the mask at 2 AM.
Another sad coincidence was Carol and I finding out
that our spouses had died within months of each other.
We both understood the grieving process quite well. She
asked me to help her with a class on death and dying
that the Ecumenical Ministries of Oregon sponsored and
asked her to teach. Later, she asked me to her house for
dinner. We found out that the grace that was said was one
we both were familiar with: “The eyes of all wait upon you
oh Lord and you give them their food in due season. You
open your hands and fill all things living with plenty.”
A dam coincidence: Ray Reynold’s brother in Idanah,
Oregon, on the North Santiam River and Bill McCuistion’s
brother Lawrence in Trout Lake, Washington, on Trout
Creek, both built dams and installed hydro-electric plants,
which provided electricity to lumber mills and the towns
in which they were located. Lawrence used a large diesel
engine connected to generator that provided electricity in
the summer when the creek level was to low to spin the
turbine. (Ray Reynold was my father-in-law. Bill was a
long time friend.)
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Progoff book: I believe Sara Lee and I went to one of
Ira Progroff’s workshops. I have his book At a Journal
Workshop.
WHAT TO INCLUDE IN A JOURNAL:
Always date every entry:
DAILY LOG - original
POETRY - appropriate quotes
DIAGRAMS, ART WORK - original or
clippings
LISTS - goals, work, prayer lists, worry
lists
NOTES - of readings, workshops, classes,
sermons, classes
LETTERS - sent or not sent
DIALOGS - with: work, body, events and
persons from literary, artistic, historic,
fantasy, dreams
SOURCES
feelings - anger, joy, pain, fear, society and
social forces
RECORDS OF MEDITATIONS, DREAMS,
FANTASIES, IMAGERIES, BIBLE
STUDIES
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Is violence a part
of culture or part
of behaviors of sick,
deranged people?

I

’m writing these comments on the day after Veterans Day. This day used to be called Armistice Day.
Recent examples of violence in November 2009:
• Estranged wife killed in shooting in Tualatin. Husband kills himself.
• Shootings by an Army soldier at Fort Hood, Texas.
• Murder-suicide in Vancouver, Washington.
• Four police officers gunned down in a coffee shop in
Lakewood, Washington.
• A shooting at the Tualatin Legacy MetroLab
• Advertising in Oregonian, 12/23/09. “If you think
Portland doesn’t have a problem with domestic violence,
you’re wrong. DEAD WRONG. The lives of 17 people were
claimed by domestic violence in the past 50 days alone. If
you think you can’t make a difference, you’re wrong again.
The first step is to open your eyes......we can stem the tide
of tears. Awareness is the key to making it right.” (One of
the sponsors of this ad was Raphael House of Portland, a
halfway house for abused women.) When Sara Lee died
I gave many of her wearable clothes there. It had a secret
location so I was given special permission to drop off the
clothes at the house.)
• November 2010: Terrorist attempting to plant a
bomb in Pioneer Square.
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• December, 2010: Anti-moslem citizens trying to
burn Moslem Temple in Corvallis.
• Oregonian headline: Seattle, Washington, two sheriff officers shot in ambush, both in serious condition.
Some historical examples:
• The US Army massacring native Indians.
• Remember the Alamo, but why were (we) there?
Wasn’t most of Texas Mexican territory?
Some thoughts:
• Is our country unique compared to other so called
western civilized countries? Ghandi was asked once what
he thought about western civilization. He replied, “I think
it would be a good idea.”
• The Methodist Federation for Social Action committee is opposed to violence or threat of violence as an
instrument of foreign policy.
• I can think of only two wars where we had no choice
in protecting our sovereignty, the War of 1812 and World
War II.
• Think about assassinations that have taken place in
our society in the last hundred and fifty years: Lincoln,
McKinley, Martin Luther King, Jr., John F. Kennedy,
Robert Kennedy.
• How many adult shows have stories about violent
crimes, solved and unsolved.
• Though the good guys and gals always win, children’s cartoons on TV and on hand held digital game
devices show aggression and or violence. What ever happened to Mr. Moon or Mr. Rogers?
• Book, War is a Force That Gives us Meaning
• I listened to the radio a lot as a child. There was
plenty of violence in shows like I Love a Mystery and The
Shadow. I played “Cops and Robbers” with neighborhood
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friends, though hide and seek was more fun.
• I played on the Battleship Oregon when it was
moored at the S.W. end of Jefferson Street right by the
Hawthorne Bridge. It was scrapped for its steel. The mast
and bow shield were saved and can be seen in the Naito
Park Blocks. Friends and I used to ride our bikes, board
the ship, unescorted and roam all over the vessel to the
bottom deck where one could see the propeller shafts
cut in half. (I have a file of memorabilia about the USS
Oregon, including a piece of souvenir wood. See also an
enclosed essay.)
• In our state song we are called the “Empire Builders.”
• It bothers me greatly to know so much of my tax
money supports a federal budget, 57 percent of which is
devoted to systems of violence, aggression, and military
might (from American Friends Service Committee).
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Cars and trucks
I have driven or owned

O

f all the cars I have owned (most) have been
used cars, the newest, a 2007 Toyota Corola.
• Car I learned to drive in: It was a 1936 Chevrolet
2-door I could use when father was not driving it.
• First accident when a driver hit a car behind me
which then hit me.
• I owned two Ford Model A’s while single. One was
a 1929 convertible, the other was a 1931 Victoria, a quite
unique 2-door; a limited number were built.
• First car Sara Lee and I purchased was a 1940
Chevrolet Club Coupe. It wasn’t until we had driven to
Portland that we discovered it need piston rings and
other engine needs. While we were in Portland, Merl and
his mechanic buddy fixed it in a day. He would only take
money for parts. We drove
it for several more years,
in San Francisco and Agate
Beach. When it was time
to replace it, he brought
a 1946 4-door Plymouth
down to us at Agate Beach
and took the Chevy back to
Portland.
The 1940 Chevrolet
• 1939 Chevrolet
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pickup. Merl reupholstered the cab. I had a flat bed put on
it and used it in the box business for small loads of boxes.
• 1946 4-door Plymouth - quite reliable.
• 1949 1 and 1/2 ton Chevrolet truck for box business.
• WW II vintage Jeep I drove at Letterman Army
Hospital for use by the First Sergeant and commanding
officer, Major Bedayn.
(1953 Chevrolet Belair - right.)
• School buses I have driven: an
old, short International for Eugene
School District and a White, long,
regular bus driven for a field trip
while teaching in West Orient.
• 1960 Volkswagen Bug with soft roof that Chris and I
replaced with one we bought from Sears Catalog.
• 1968 Volkswagen Bus.
• Nash Rambler Station Wagon.
• 1967 Dodge 4-door sedan.
• Dodge Pickup.
• Plymouth Valiant (1960 and 1962).
• 1964 Dodge Dart station wagon - with push buttons
to operate the automatic transmission.
• Red 4-door Volvo.
• 1990 Toyota Camary.
• 1994 Toyota Camary which had 208,000 miles on it
when we traded it in.
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Early childhood
experiences

W

heels related: in our society, children are
introduced, at an early age, to the importance of wheeled
vehicles to move things quickly including one’s body,
From unicycles (Kelly Cresap, childhood friend of
the Editor) to landing gear of airplanes. Notice the word
“cycle” Did you know that cycle refers to “roundness”or
rotundity. Think of the round things around us, such as
bicycles, tricycles (three wheels), bicycles of long ago that
had one big wheel in front and a tiny wheel in the back.
In my mother’s day, they were called wheels. Other round
things include, among others, rings, hoops, hula hoops,
orbit, belt, hub. (I’m sure the reader can think of more,
or look in thesaurus, glossary or dictionary.) Hey! What
are homonyms? They words that are spelled the same but
have different meanings and are given different sounds
in a different context, such as, wind: The wind is blowing
hard, or, I think I will wind the clock. A tear ran down her
face, or, I will tear this piece of paper. Ok, this is more
than you possibly wanted to know. Sorry, it’s the teacher
in me.
Wheels that I remember growing up: (quick list, more
later) roller skated, tricycle, apple box scooter, 24” bicycle,
26’’ Schwinn balloon-tired bicycle and my rides all over
Portland, from Mt. Scott to Jantzen Beach and swimming lessons, a Schwin light weight bike on which I rode
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to work to Sheridan Fruit Company and to classes on the
OSU campus. (continue with male friends: Richard May,
Lloyd Albers, Clayton Sims, John Stewart, Ray Poindexter, Jim Mundell, Don Oldenstadt, Kenny Stevens and his
sister Emmy Lou, Al Wilson and his influence, Bill Brelje,
Ed Nelson. Female friends: Audrey (?) (bicycle ride)
Phylis Amato, Marguaret Whirlein, Emmy Lou Stephens,
Dee Dee Johnston, Anita Mc Clain, Dorothy Stafford, Ann
Sondgroth, Liz McCormick, Sylvia(?).

Essays
152

Popular song titles,
refrains and singers
I remember

T

hese songs go back many years in my memory.
We have some on CD’s. Remember, music is a universal language, from African natives drumming to North
American Indians dances and songs.
CAMP SONGS:
John Jacob Jingle Heimer Smith, that’s my name too/
when ever I go out the people always shout/John Jacob
Jingle Heimer Smith/da,to do to da da da (Hands go up)
John... (repeat quieter each time until only the hands go
up at the right time. “Georgia”: Georgia said the spider
to the flea/I’ll bite her one the ankle and you bite her on
the knee/boy we’ll be marching on Georgia. “Ears”: Do
your ears hang low/do they wobble to and fro/can you tie
them in a knot, can you tie them in a bow?/can you toss
then over shoulders like a continental soldier?/do your
ears hang low? (or balls). Or: I wear my woolen jamees in
the winter when its cold/I wear my silken undies in the
summer when it’s not/And sometimes in the spring and
sometimes in the fall/I go to bed with nothing on at all/
glory, glory haleluhja, glory, glory, halelujah, glory, glory,
halelujah, with nothing on at all.
SOLAR SYSTEM: “What A Wonderful World”:
Louie Armstrong sang it with a raspy voice. “Moon Over
Miami,” “When the Moon Comes Over the Mountain”
(Kate Smith). “Fly Me to the Moon” and let me play
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among the stars. “Moon River” was Andy Williams’ theme
song (Carol , Rebecca, and I saw him at the Hollywood
Bowl.)
SEASONS: “It’s a long, long time from May to
September,” and the days dwindle down to a precious
few, November, December, and it’s a long, long... (Jimmy
Durante). “Autumn In New York”: Autumn leaves drop
by my window; if ever I would leave you, it wouldn’t be
in summer loving you (Robert Goulet from the Broadway
show, Camelot.) “June is busting out all over, all over the
...” (she always was a big girl) from the show Oklahoma.
“Summertime” from Porgy and Bess by George Gershwin.
HEART: “You Are the Sunshine of my Heart,” “Heart
of My Heart.”
WEATHER: When “April Showers” may come your
way, they bring the flowers that bloom in May, for if it’s
raining have no regrets. “Tip Toe Through the Tulips.”
“Sunshine” on my shoulders makes me happy (John
Denver). I’m “Singing in the Rain,” I’m singing in the rain
(Gene Kelly). “Deep Purple,” “When Blue Shadows Fall”
over sleepy garden walls. “Somewhere over the rainbow”
(Judy Garland). “Don’t Let the Rain Come Down,” the
roof’s got a hole in it and I might drown (The Serendipity
Singers). “Let a smile be your umbrella” on a rainy, rainy
day. “A Garden In The Rain” (Frank Sinatra). “A Foggy
Day In London Town,” “Morning Has Broken” like the
first the morning. “Stormy Weather,” there’s no sun up
in the sky. “Moon light in Vermont” and “Moon Light Becomes you”: it goes with your hair, in the cool, cool, cool
of the evening, tell them I’ll be there.
DAYS OF THE WEEK. “Never on a Monday”,
a Monday, that’s my day of rest (about a prostitute in
Greece. It was a movie in 1960 in black and white film. A
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scholar tries to change the prostitute’s life.) “Come Saturday Morning” (sung by Dee Dee’s husband-to-be at their
wedding. “Blue Monday” (Duke Elington Band). “One of
These Days,” you’re going to miss me honey/missed the
Saturday dance/heard they crowded the floor/can’t live
with out you/don’t get around much any more.
STATES Georgia, we were marching on Georgia.
hurrah, hurrah. We’ll have a jubilee. Said the spider to
the flea. You bite her on the ankle and I’ll bite her on the
knee. Boy, we were marching on Georgia
SCENERY and TRAVEL: On a sunny day in the
month of May, a burley bum went hiking. As he strolled
along, he sang this of the land of milk and honey, where
a bum can stay for a penny a day on the “Big Rock Candy
Mountain”: oh the buzzing of the bees in the cigarette
trees, and the soda water fountain. Where the blue bird
sings: music for greek dancing as filmed in the movie
Zorba the Greek staring Anthony Quinn. “Little Sir Echo,”
how do you do, Hello! Hello! “When It’s Spring Time in
the Rockies,” I’ll be coming back to you. “Rocky Mountain High,” Colorado... John Denver. “This Land Is Your
Land,” this land is... and “Puff The Magic Dragon” lived
by the sea (Peter, Paul and Mary) plus I’m leaving on
a “Jet Plane,” don’t know when I’ll be back again. “The
White Cliffs Of Dover” there’ll be blue birds over on the
road again/ I’m on the road again. “From a Distance”:
Bette Midler wrote and sang this song. “I’m Beginning to
See The Light,” “On The Atchison, Topeka And The Santa
Fe,” Clang , clang went the trolley, ding, ding, went the
bee. zing, zing went my heart strings, and the moment I
saw you I fell (Judy Garland). “Take the “A” Train.” (Duke
Ellington Band).
BY WAYS: “Over the Rainbow” by Judy Garland.
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“There’s A Long, Long Trail A Winding,” into the land of
my dreams. “On the Road Mandalay,” where the flying
fishes play. “It’s a Long Way to Tiparary,” it’s a long way
to Nome. “Look Away Dixie Land,” I wish I was in the
land of cotton. Stephen Foster, “Just around the corner.”
“Appalachian Spring” (Aaron Copland). “The Grand
Canyon Suite” (Ferde Grofe). “We’re off on the road to
Morocco,” sung by Bing Crosby and Bob Hope.
AGING: “Oh the good life.” “When I Grow too Old to
Dream,” I’ll have you to remember (my mother made me
sing this while she played the piano. I was ten years old
and could sing on key but, in front of relatives and friends,
it was embarrassing for me.)
BELIEFS: (a hymn from the Unitarian hymnal,
p.159), “This is My Song.” “Prepare Ye The Way Of The
Lord,” from the musical, Godspell. “Mona Lisa,” men
have claimed you (Nat King Cole). “Twenty-third Psalm”:
though I walk through the shadow of death...” (Bobby
McFerrin) Carol and I saw him in person, singing, in a
square off Market Street in San Francisco, several years
ago. He’s credited for the melody. The song was sung by
a quartet in church on Sunday, May 15, 2011. “Heaven,
I’m in Heaven,” dancing cheek to cheek (Fred Astair and
Ginger Rogers). “Amazing Grace” sung by Judy Collins.
DREAMS: “Dream a Little Dream of Me,” by Mama
Cass Elliot (and Mamas and the Papas). “Last night I
Had The Strangest Dream” (The Lampliters). “Dream
Along With Me Dream” sung by the Pied Pipers and Perry
Como’s theme song.
LOVE: “Send In The Clowns” Judy Collins “All Or
Nothing At All,” half a love never appealed to me (Frank
Sinatra). “My Romance, A Fine Romance,” my dear this
is a fine (Dinah Shore). “Let’s Call The Whole Thing Off,”
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“Stay As Sweet As You Are (Mel Torme AKA The Velvet
Fog). “So Long It’s been good to know you.” “She’s Selling
What She Used To Give A Way”, created by Gib Crawford.
“Always” by Irving Berlin. “Feeling Groovy”: slow down
you move too fast/got to make the morning last (Simon
and Garfunkel). “Our Love Is Here To Stay.” “Embrace
Me,” sweet embraceable you.
TIME : “As Time Goes By” from Casablanca. “Time
On My Hands,” you in my arms. “My Time Of Day” is the
the dark time, where the streets... (from the musical, Guys
and Dolls). “When The Blue Of the Night Meets the Gold
of the Day,” I believe was Bing Crosby’s theme song on his
radio and TV shows. “Moonlight Cocktail,” introduced by
Glen Miller. “Never on a Sunday,” a Sunday for that’s my
day of rest, from a movie based in Greece. “I Found A Million Dollar Baby (in A Five and 10 Cent Store” (Nat King
Cole).
PROCRASTINATION: “Tomorrow,” tomorrow,
there’s always tomorrow from Orphan Annie, a musical
on Broadway.
MEMORIES: “Thanks For The Memories”: Bob
Hope closed his show. “Yesterday,” all my dreams are far
away (The Beatles). “Sentimental Journey” (Tony Bennet). “Try to Remember” the kind of September when life
was slow and oh so mellow (The Brothers Four). “The
Way We Were” (Barbara Streisand). “Georgia” (Ray
Charles). When I was seventeen, “It was a very good year”
(Frank Sinatra); try to remember.
CITIES: “New York, New York,” (“It’s a Hell Of a
Town” -Frank Sinatra). “I Left My Heart in San Francisco” by Tony Bennett. “The Lullaby of Old Broadway.”
“Shuffle Off To Buffalo.”
AUTOMOBILES: “In My Merry Oldsmobile.”
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“American Pie”: I drove my Chevy to the levee/but the
levy was dry.
CHRISTMAS: I’m dreaming of a “White Christmas”
just like the one I used to know (Bing Crosby), “Christmas
in Vermont.” Nat King Cole singing chestnuts roasting on
an open fire.
FOURTH OF JULY: “Damn Yankees,” the Broadway Musical. I’m a “Yankee Doodle Dandy,” born on the
fourth of July (James Cagney).
VETERAN’S DAY: “Over There,” over there, the
yanks are coming, the yanks are coming.
EASTER PARADE: Put on your “Easter Bonnet”
with all the...
ARMY When Johnny comes marching home again
... When the caissons go rolling along...”White Cliffs of
Dover,” “Canteen Door,” I’’ll be home for Christmas...you
can count on that. When the lights come on again, all over
the world.
THE BIG BAND ERA. Les Brown and his band
of Renown. Glen Miller: “String of Pearls,” “Moonlight
Cocktails.” Tommy Dorsey: “Opus One, So Rare.” Woody
Herman’s Orchestra. Stan Kenton: his theme song was
“Artistry In Rhythm.” There was the Hit Parade on the radio with the top ten songs. It was broadcast once a week.
Kenton’s band played several times at the Janzen Beach
Ballroom. Evan Sax, our senior class president, coaxed
him to come to Washington High School and play in a
school assembly. What a musical treat for the students.
SADNESS: “Cat’s In The Cradle”: My child arrived
just the other day/he came to the world in the usual way/
but there were planes to catch and bills to pay/he learned
to walk while I was away/and he was talkin’ ‘fore I knew
it/and as he grew, he’d say ‘I’m gonna be like you dad.
Essays
158

You know I’m gonna be like you.’ “Parsley, Sage, Rosemary, and Thyme” (Simon and Garfunkel), The seasonings were believed to prevent the black plaque. One of
several stanzas: Are you going to Scarborough Fair?/parsley, sage, rosemary and thyme/remember me to one who
lives there/she once was a true love of mine.
ANIMALS: Oh where, oh where, has my little dog
gone? Oh where oh where can he be?/With his ears cut
long and his tail cut short, oh where, oh where can it be?
PEOPLES NAMES: “My Bill,” he’s just my Bill. “Oh
Marie, oh Marie.”
DANCING: “Dancing cheek to cheek,” (Fred Astair
and Ginger Rogers). “I won’t dance, don’t make me.” “Oh
how we danced on the night we were wed”: we danced
and we danced/ for the folks had the bed.
OPTIMISM: “Que Sera, Sera,” whatever will be, will
be be (Doris Day--91 years old, 2011).
FOOD: “I love coffee. I love tea,” I love the girls and
the girls love me.
FRIENDS: With a little help from my friends (Beatles). “You’ve got a friend” (James Taylor).
NIGHTS: “Help me through the night.” “Silent
Night.” “Good night Irene,” I’ll see you in my dreams.
“Good night ladies.” “Tonight” from West Side Story, a
Broadway musical.
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What has Guatanamo
Bay have to do with this?
BATTLESHIP OREGON

T

he sketch is by John Waddingham and was published in the Sunday Oregonian, July 3, 1988. The essay
title refers to a time during the Spanish America War
when USS
Oregon
was anchored in
Guatanamo Bay
for small
arms firing range
practice.
Its sister
ship, the
Maine,
was sunk or scuttled during this war.
It's indirectly related to my bicycle exploring in and
around Portland in my youth. A friend and I, in our
travels, spent a few hours exploring the ship when it was
moored at the southwest end of the Hawthorne Bridge.
We were allowed to explore all over it. (My growing up in
Portland will be discussed in another essay. This one has
a relationship to the discussion in an essay on violence
or threat of violence as an instrument of foreign policy.)
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Our navy has been an instrument of our military power
throughout our history. "Land of the Empire Builders ... "
begins our state song.
Memory Jogger: The USS Constitution AKA “Old
Iron Sides,” an 18th century frigate, was docked here
in Portland in August 1933. My father took me and my
sister to see it at Swan Island. I also saw it in the Boston
harbor in 1984. When Oliver Wendell Holmes read in a
Boston news paper that the ship was being dismantled,
he penned the poem, Old Iron Sides. In 1954, Congress
passed a law to protect the ship by making it a national
monument.
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Puns

P

uns, a definition: a humorous use of a word or
words that sound alike but have different meanings or a
play on words or the word can have two or more allocations
I have a copy of the book, Crosbie's Dictionary of
Puns. Over 3,500 entries by John S. Crosbie.
Example--Elections: Eleanor Roosevelt, discussing
democracy with an oriental ambassador, asked: "And
when did you last have an election?" The ambassador,
with some embarrassment, answered, "Before breakfast."
More examples: Two Eskimos were in their boat and
were very cold so decided to build a fire in the boat. However, a hole was burned in the bottom of boat and they
sank. The moral of the story: you can't have your kayak
and heat it too.
Prompted by “The Edge” in the Oregonian
(9/28/2010): The new worker was repairing a dock by
carefully spacing the boards. He started at the shore moving backwards out above the water and proceeded to back
off the edge into the water. The moral being, when you are
out of Slits, you're out of pier. Apologies to Schlitz Beer.
On a similar dock, a watcher accidently dropped his
billfold. He quickly noticed that his billfold was being
pushed into the air by a large goldfish. It was the first carp
to carp walleting.
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On second thought, I'll have pancakes: A guy goes
into a restaurant and after looking over the menu, he tells
the waiter that he will just have Eggs Benedict. His order comes to him on a shiny hubcap. The customer asks,
"What's with the hubcap?" The waiter answers by singing,
"There's no place like chrome for the hollandaise."
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About the Wolff head

Sent to Sara Lee December 28, 1951.
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