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     Remember the old preacher’s story about

the little girl jumping into her parents’ bed late

a night with a thunder storm raging? Giving

her a hug, father says, “Don’t be afraid, God is

with us even in the storm.” To which the wise

little girl replies, “OK, but sometimes you need

God with skin on it!”

     We’ve all endured the pandemic in different

ways. Hopefully, you didn’t lose someone in

your circle of family and friends. Our

vaccinated and boosted son Matthew

contracted Covid experiencing minor

symptoms. Thousands were not so fortunate. 

     Like most, the lockdowns and restrictions

came with challenges. Our pandemic included

remodeling our wonderful little house here in

Monterey, three hospitalizations and two

surgeries for me; non-Covid related, I’m doing

great now! Thanks for your prayers. 

     Our dog Daisy came to us when our next-

door neighbor Betty suffered a stroke and

could no longer care for her beloved 14-year-

old toy poodle. Bonnie had been visiting Betty

and walking Daisy a couple of times a week.

We had a wonderful 18 months with Daisy

before she died with complications from

Doggie Dementia. Our hearts were broken to

say goodbye. 

     She had been a constant companion for

walks and snuggles during the pandemic’s

isolation. Sometimes God comes with fur.

We’re actively looking for our next canine

angel. 

     A fabulous gift during the siege was the

presence and support of my brother Paul and

his husband Robert.
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AND GOD IS 
WITH US
by Mark S.
Bollwinkel, Pastor
Emeritus

I'M FROM MISSOURI 
by Elzene Yancey

I was born in 1920 in

Kansas City Missouri,

the year prohibition

began and the year

women got the right to

vote. My father, 

who had participated in the 1900 Oklahoma

land rush, believed it was better for me to grow

up on a farm than in the city.

      I liked going barefoot. My dad washed my

feet while I stood in the bathtub. On the farm,

we had no electricity, plumbing or running

water. Hot water came from a tank connected

to the kitchen stove. We grew all our food

except salt and sugar. I helped plant potatoes,

picked apples, pecans and walnuts.

     After supper, we would sit around the fire.

Entertainment came from my dad who made

popcorn and my mother who read to us.

     I had no playmates. I had cats and drove

them in my baby buggy. I had a dog, Billy, and

a horse name Prince, who pulled our buggy. On

a visit to relatives I saw my first Victrola, and

heard my favorite song “The Wreck of the Old

97.”

     My favorite childhood activities were playing

tag, tree climbing, making snowmen and

swinging on a wooden seat attached to a rope.

My family bought a piano when I was seven so

I would be “refined.” From money I earned

raising a pig, I bought a typewriter. 

      In 1933 I started high school and met my

best friend. I went to Washington, DC and met

Mrs. Roosevelt at a tea at the White House. I

was the only kid there. Although my dad

thought a car was “ruination” he bought a 1926

Model T Ford.

     I got a role in our high school play “Murder,

She Wrote” because I screamed well! In 1937 I

started college and was an English and Home

Economics major. After college I taught school

during World War II. Our motto during rationing

was “Use it up, Wear it out, Make it do or Do

Without.” 
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     As a musicologist (don’t worry, it’s not

catching) of 62 years, I spent eons noodling

about what to do with my music collection

hobby. Then in November 2004, Sue Alvey

asked me to be a substitute Christmas program

speaker for the Keystone Group. “What should

I talk about?” Sue: “Well, you are interested in

music; why not talk about your collection.”

Boring!

     After my talk at Keystone, I tried an

experiment. I played a set of original Christmas

songs that hadn’t been on the radio for at least

50 years, but the melodies, lyrics and titles

should be familiar. For each short snippet

played I asked, “Who is the performer?” They

knew every one! Wow! 

     I had wondered for a long time if maybe

some research could shed light on why it was

that I could remember the words and melodies

to all the songs from the 50’s and 60’s, even

though I really enjoyed listening to popular

music from the 1920s onward. I found some

answers in the work of two neurologists who

concluded that our most powerful hormone and

brain development occurred when we were

teenagers, and that we would never forget

what we listened to during that period. Well! I

had my answer.

     After playing “Name that tune” and “Who

sang it” for various audiences, in 2008 I played

for an adult day care group with Catholic

Charities. “John, these are low functioning

persons, lots of memory loss.” No one seemed

to listen to my short talk.
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Following Paul’s retirement, they sold their

house in San Francisco and moved into a

home less than a mile from ours here in

Monterey.

     They immediately jumped into a remodel

themselves; we shared the journey of our

two projects comparing contractors,

plumbers, and paint colors. Considered a

“pod” since we were family, we shared

meals together and household errands. Paul

and Bonnie love to do jigsaw puzzles. Robert

and I love to cook. We couldn’t visit our 93-

year-old mother in Sacramento for over a

year, but we had family in Monterey. Paul

and I shared a bunkbed growing up. Being

close now in retirement is a blessing indeed. 

     Bonnie tutors English as a second

language at a nearby library. I volunteer as a

chaplain at our local hospital. I continue to

make pottery here in my downstairs studio

and get up to the Canyon Creek Pottery

outside of Alturas to fire the kilns with my

best friend Dick Mackey whenever I get the

chance. Craft shows were cancelled during

the pandemic and are just now rescheduled

for 2022. It will be good to get back into

the rhythm of art and craft again. Check out

pastorpotter.com to see what I’m up to

these days. 

     Since we moved into our home following

my retirement from Carmel’s Church of the

Wayfarer in 2017, I guest preach on

occasion in churches on the Monterey

peninsula. Bonnie and I enjoy live-streaming

LAUMC services, especially the music,

prayers, and Pastor Kathi’s sermons. God

bless her in retirement and God bless David

Samelson and his family as they transition

into life at LAUMC!

     One of my favorite preaching professors

stressing the importance of poignant

illustrations encouraged us to “put a face on

it”. It’s not enough to make profound

theological statements if the listener can’t

see what it looks like in a human life. That

was the secret of Jesus’ parables, of

course. Yes, the Bible says, “God is love” (I

John 4:16). But doesn’t that love so often

show up with “a face on it”?

     We got through the pandemic by the

love and support of family, friends and even

a little poodle. God was, and is, with us.

How about you?
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     I met my husband Chet, an Army veteran,

on a blind date. After dating for some time, he

asked my father for my hand in marriage. We

worked at several businesses together, with

me as bookkeeper. In 1963 we moved to

California, where we took up square dancing.

My church work included driving for Angels On

Call. I am still part of the Sunday Laura Mae

Lunch Bunch, and still live in my home in Los

Altos.

MUSIC OF MEMORY
by John Lehman
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A GOOD WORD 
by John L. Dodson, 
Pastor Emeritus

the newspaper, talking and discussing a

book I'm reading out-loud until around 11

am. We've found this time together is

invaluable, giving us a time to look ahead

and talk about many other topics.

     We recently returned from a 5000 mile

journey to St. Paul, MN and back. We

were going for our granddaughter, Fee

Dane-Dodson’s graduation from Hiawatha

Collegent High School. It was the finest,

most encouraging graduation we have

ever attended. It is a unique school

intended for kids from immigrant families

(Fee was adopted from Guatemala), 97%

of them are going on to some kind of

higher education. The school gives every

student a laptop computer, and every kid

had the same adviser for all four years.

Personal attention truly works!

     When we left California we were

disgusted by the litter and trash on our

highways. However we were delighted to

discover that the highways in the Midwest

(South Dakota, Kansas, Minnesota, Utah,

Colorado) were sparkling clean and upkeep

was ongoing.

     South Dakota is not only a beautiful

state, but it has some remarkable cities.

Rapid City has 53 life-size Presidential

statues on every corner of of its

downtown area. They all have some kind

of identifying mark, e.g., FDR has his dog

Fala by his side. Sioux Falls, has art works

of all kinds on every street in the

downtown area. It is an attractive city

filled with parks, and has interesting

events for its citizens.

    The lovely Vicky drove the entire way! 

 We spent a week with Richard and

Gabrielle in St Paul. While there we met

the young man who will be marrying our

other granddaughter, Melina Garrett Epp.
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I was certain I had made a mistake by coming,

and got ready to pack up, but hit the play

button on my CD player and “Over the

Rainbow” came on. Everyone started singing all

the verses all the words! I went over to one

singer and said, “You sing beautifully; what’s

the name of that song?” She completely ignored

me, but kept singing.

     One man didn’t sing. About every 30

seconds of fidgeting, he jumped up, told me a

joke about my bald head, then ran out, to

returned about 45 seconds later. He repeated

this 30 times in each hour. My last session used

songs from movies. One was “As Time Goes

By” from “Casablanca” in 1943. Instead of

fidgeting, he appeared stunned, sitting calmly.

Then he came up to me and said, “You know, I

was in the war.” And he told me his WWII

experience as a teenager in the Japanese army

in the Pacific, when the Voice of America

broadcasts played popular American songs. And

65 years later the song brought back his

memory.

     By 2012 armed with memory tests and a

music therapy program for groups, I began

vintage music therapy at several adult day care

and memory units. I memory tested 50 persons

every six weeks for three years, along with two

one-hour group music listening and reminiscing.

No memory test result ever declined.

     A WWII pilot came to one sessions in a

wheelchair, flight jacket, medals and all. He

never spoke or sang. After a few weeks I played

a group of songs from the war years, and over

the hubbub of the group, I thought I saw his lips

move. He was the last to leave. As he went by,

I saluted and said, “See you Monday, Captain.”

He turned, saluted me back and said, “Thank

you.” The activity director who was pushing his

wheelchair nearly collapsed. “He’s never spoken

before.”

     Today in the tenth year of this therapy, USC

is continuing my research with control and

therapy groups. To my knowledge there is no

other program like it. The documentary “Alive

Inside” shows some excellent examples of my

inspirational experiences.

     We start our

mornings with a cup of

coffee, reading the



choir “someday.” Later in the 1960’s my first

husband and I moved to the Lake Champlain

Islands to open a restaurant in the Historic

South Hero Inn. There I immediately joined

the Congregational Church choir, and soon

became the director, to the relief of the

organist. 

     Sometime later the organist called me one

Friday afternoon to say that he had to go into

the hospital and I’d have to play the organ

Sunday. Yikes! I’d never played an organ and

had no clue about stops. He gave me a brief

overview, and in my panic, I hardly heard

what he said. Our restaurant was very busy

on weekends, so I didn’t have time to go to

church to practice on the organ. Instead, I

practiced a bit on the piano in the bar. I

looked up the hymns in the hymnals I had,

and each was in the same key. But Sunday

was a disaster! 

     I tried to arrive early, but the snowplow

was still clearing the driveway. By the time I

got in, it was almost 10, so I had little time

to prepare. One of the hymns was in a

different key then I had practiced, so I quickly

marked it in the Youth Hymnal. I made it

through my simple prelude with shaking

hands. 

Los Altos United Methodist Church

655 Magdalena Avenue

Los Altos, CA 94024
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MY DEBUT AS CHURCH
ORGANIST
by Ruth Evans

     At the University of

Vermont, I majored in

music/voice with plans to be a

music teacher and dreams of

directing a famous

     By the first hymn, I had a tummy ache.

Then I played an intro to the second hymn

and started singing, but the congregation

wasn’t with me. 

     What’s wrong? Then I realized that the

Youth Hymnal had an alternate tune. So I

stopped, mumbled an apology, and found

the right page in the church hymnal. By

then, I was a basket case trying to play it

unrehearsed in 4 sharps! When the service

ended, I stayed in the choir loft until most

everyone had left. 

     Our organist was never able to return.

A few months later, I had to play for his

memorial service. As his pregnant wife

walked down the aisle with their 2-year-old

son, I could barely see the notes through

my tears.  I did improve as time went on.  

     In November one year, our Catholic

head waitress asked if she rounded up

some folks from her church, would I help

them learn a mass for Christmas. (They

had no organist.) So we rehearsed together

throughout Advent. On Christmas Eve our

combined choir sang at our church at 7:30,

then at 11:30 at the Catholic church we

sang a half hour concert of Christmas

anthems, followed by the Midnight Mass.

After that the priest often called me to play

for weddings and funerals.

     The following summer the Catholic

Bishop brought some visiting dignitaries to

the Inn for dinner. He introduced me to his

guests as “Our Catholic-Protestant Choir

Director.”  


