
 

 

 

 
Linda’s Lines                       by Linda Doyle, CEO/Administrator 

Happy, Happy 2020!  I decided to look back at 
my Lines by Linda of 2000 and chuckled when I 
read about our Y2K Management Plan ready to roll 
out with staff alerted to be ready to come back to 
Northcrest if needed. We had been preparing all 
year for the possibility that there might be some 
glitches in equipment but when Department super-
visors checked in at midnight I was able to tell them 
“all was well”. So much hype but we were certainly 
glad nothing materialized and it was business as 
usual.  I think about the small number (3) of com-
puters we had then in comparison to the 20+ that 
we have now.  None of the residents had comput-
ers then and now almost all residents have person-
al computers. A typical household has 1-2 
smartphones, a desktop and/or laptop computer 
and a streaming device. Certainly very different 
from the year 2000. 
 

The first “Town Meeting” was held in February and I 
can’t even begin to count the number of informa-
tional meetings that have been held since then.  
Just like now, I was talking about construction, re-
modeling, and new services and looking forward to 
another year of progress as we continue to en-
hance and enrich the lives of Northcrest residents. I 
guess some things just never change. 
 

Speaking of construction…I am very grateful for the 
open winter we are having so far.  I am normally 

just chomping at the bit for snow but will be perfect-
ly happy this year to glide into an early spring (no 
torrential rains, please). We held a “dusty shoe 
tour” for the residents moving into 2305 Northcrest 
Parkway apartments.  Even though they were not 
able to see their own apartments, there was an ex-
ample of each floor plan for them to tour.  It’s al-
ways tough this early to really get a feel for the 
space but gave everyone an opportunity to do 
some measuring and think about furniture place-
ment. We’re pleased to see the tremendous pro-
gress in the Assisted Living and Health Center 
buildings. We had envisioned the way it should look 
from 24th St. with the progression from single story 
building to 2-story and finally to the 4-story apart-
ment building and I’m happy to say it has met our 
expectations.   

How about those resolutions for 2020? If you are 
like many of us, some of those resolutions involve a 
healthier lifestyle; that can mean eating more fruits 
and veggies, losing weight or exercising on a regu-
lar basis. We may be inspired to take stock of our 
lives and try to figure out how to be a better, kinder, 
gentler, heathier person in the New Year. “Experts” 
tell us we won’t reach our goals without a firm plan 
with specific objectives, the more specific the objec-
tive, the greater the likelihood of success. Also, 
make a plan to fail – recognize that is part of the 
process and resolve to get yourself back on track.  
 

Make a commitment to a healthier lifestyle this year 
and you will be able to indulge in a piece of choco-
late on Valentine’s Day without any guilt. C
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The Roving Reader                                  by Wes Shank 

In this issue of The Northcrester the Roving Reader column 
will focus on author Robert Harris’ remarkable imagination. 
I have read three of his books  –  Imperium, Fatherland, and 
The Fear Index.  Imperium, is subtitled A Novel of Ancient 
Rome, and was published in 2006. It depicts the political 
intrigue, electoral corruption, and spe-
cial prosecutors in the Senate of ancient 
Rome. Harris places Fatherland, pub-
lished in 1992, back in an imaginary 
world of 1964 where Germany has won 
the Second World War. In The Fear In-
dex, Harris makes use of science fiction 
to examine what computer technology 
may be doing to us now. Set in 2016, 
five years after the book’s date of publi-
cation, the story can qualify as science 
fiction.  
 
For Imperium, Harris takes us to first century B.C. Rome, 
capital city of an empire that stretches from Spain and 
through Europe and North Africa to the edge of India. His 
main character is Cicero, the greatest orator of all time and a 
key politician in the imperial politics and intrigue that led to 
Julius Caesar’s assassination in 44 B.C. The crude exercise 
of power and influence in Cicero’s lifetime has its parallels 
today. Harris brings his story to life by vividly describing 
the Roman Senate Building and Roman Forum at the heart 
of the city where Cicero’s public life took place and the pal-
aces where his private life played out. 
 
In Fatherland, Hitler is seventy-five years old and still rules 
Germany and its European empire. The political murders of 
the Nazi rise to power and the wartime atrocities like the 

concentration camps and the gas chambers are unknown to 
the world and the German people. Xavier March, a Berlin 
Gestapo police agent working to solve what turns out to be 
a political murder discovers secret archives of the history of 
the Nazi rise to power. Charlotte Macquire, an American 
journalist who speaks unaccented German that she learned 
from her German mother, gets wind of March’s work and 
comes to his aid. She wants to write the news scoop of the 
century, offer it to The New Y ork Times, and land herself a 
job. 
 
The Fear Index is about an American physicist, Alexander 
Hoffman, who builds a supercomputer that analyzes human 
behavior patterns in dealing with hedge funds transactions. 
He devises a successful algorithm that makes him one of the 
richest people in the world. But some inexplicable events 
lead Hoffman to question his own sanity and to wonder if 
the artificial machine intelligence supercomputer is med-
dling in his own life. And so I speculate now, what after all, 
are the robo-calls on our telephones and the pop-up ads on 
the internet trying to do to us? 
 
The Ames Public Library has these three books and several 
more by Harris. 

The Fox Family Professional Development Scholarship was established in 2009 with a dona-
tion by Karl & Sylvia Fox’s daughter, Karen, and son, Karl, Jr.  The motivation was two-fold.  
Karl and Sylvia had been Northcrest residents and both spent their end of life in Health Care.  
The  establishment of the scholarship by the children expressed their gratitude for the care be-
stowed upon their parents.  Secondly, Karl and Sylvia were both educators and encouraged the 
Health Care personnel to pursue their dreams.  The scholarship helps provide the means for 
those who are recipients. 
 
In 2012 our own Billie Hudson, LPN, was one of the first recipients of the  Fox Scholarship.  
Also a recipient, and current CMA, is Mikayla Vance.  Mikayla has completed her course work 
and after she takes the boards she will become an RN.  Most recipients move on to other places 

of employment for new experiences if our own Health Center does not have a specific staff opening at the time of graduation. 
 
Scholarship funding includes tuition, classroom fees and books related to improving skills in the areas of gerontology, pre-nursing, 
nursing, BSN and culinary arts.  Other programs  may be approved by the committee. 
 
The three most recent recipients are Terrisa Clark - CNA since 2014; Madison (“Madie”) Eischeid - CNA since 2018, and Eddy Perez 
- CNA since 2017.  

Fox Family Scholarship                     by Norma Hensley 



 

 

3 

Just for Fun                                       
My friend asked me, “Where do 
you see yourself in the new 
year?” 
 
I responded, “How would I know?  I don’t have 2020 vi-
sion.” 

 
I was going to quit all my bad hab-
its for the new year… 
 
...but then I remembered that no-
body likes a quitter! 
 
 

At the beginning of this year I made a 
New Year’s resolution to lose 10 
pounds… 
 
...only 15 more to go! 
 

 
 
Where can you find comedians on New 
Year’s Eve? 
 
Waiting for the punchline. 
 
 

An Oasis                                             by Judy Brooks 

The wind is blowing fiercely. Sleet 
coats your windows. 
 
The sun hasn’t shone in seventeen days. 
What to do? 
 
As much as you don’t want to go out, 
bundle up, start that cold car, turn on the 
seat warmer, and head for Reiman Gar-
dens, south of the ISU campus. 
 
As soon as you walk through the double
-doored entry, you will realize that you 
are in a different world.  Head left into 
the Butterfly Wing. There is a soft flut-
ter of up to eight hundred live butterflies 
representing eighty different species, 
which is constantly changing.  
 

However, know that you will see the big 
owl butterfly. It is so dramatic and so 
distinctive with what looks like an owl 
eye on each of its large wings.  
Another favorite is the black and white 
lacy winged butterfly.  
 
In the background you’ll hear the subtle 
sound of the waterfall, soothing and al-
most hypnotic. The temperature is tropi-
cal, eighty degrees, the humidity eighty 
percent. You may almost feel sleepy as 
you relax into one of the benches scat-
tered about the wing. Here is peace and 
tranquility.  
 
This is truly an oasis in the midst of an 
Iowa winter.  

Ten Thousand Things                         by John Stanford 

My wife, Win, and I are continually 
amazed at the bustle of activity and love 
of learning exhibited by Northcresters! 
 
Ames is a wonderful university town 
providing a plethora of opportunities for 
growth in body and mind:  Sports events 
galore, musical performances, lectures, 
courses and physical training.   
 
Then there are a myriad of interesting 
bus trips, not to mention beautiful Ada 

Haden Lake Park just a mile or so from 
Northcrest.   
 
I am reminded of a favorite Chinese 
proverb which goes something like this: 
 
DILIGENCE 
Learning is like an ocean -- 
    vast, deep, inexhaustible. 
Ten thousand things -- 
    all are my teachers. 
 

Such active use of 
our "little grey 
cells" must bring a 
smile of approval 
to Agatha Chris-
tie's Hercule 
Poirot! 



 

 Rambling Reunion                          by Miriam Patterson 

It was the halcyon days of September, 1953, when I left my Iowa 
farm home and went out into the world, specifically to Earlham 
College, a small liberal arts school in east-
ern Indiana. Many friendships were forged 
there, first among them my roommate, 
Hannah (from Dayton, Ohio). Then there 
were our next door neighbors in the gender
-segregated dorm of the day: Nani (from 
Connecticut) and Anna (from suburban 
Chicago). And, down the hall, Lyn (from 
another Chicago suburb). Nani and Han-
nah remained at Earlham to graduate, and, 
incidentally to later marry their college sweethearts whom they met 
during freshman year.  The other three of us moved on after we 
were sophomores, leaving reluctantly but feeling the call to pursue 
the careers of our dreams.  
 
Many years passed. We kept in touch sporadically, but our lives 

were full of husbands, babies, com-
munity involvement and those ca-
reers. It was in the summer of 1993 
when a letter came to the other four 
of us from Hannah, wondering if it 
might be fun to get together again, 40 
years after we met. Their family had a 
charming old fashioned summer cot-
tage near Lake Michigan; would we 

like to come there for a few days? As it turned out, we all would! 
 
It was a lovely time of recollections accompanied by fits of laugh-
ter, of wondering what might have become of various characters 
remembered from our college life, of showing family pictures, of 
sharing the ups and down of family life, of reviewing the books 
we’ve read, of cooking together, of enjoying the ambience of the 
Michigan lake lands, and again finding our common ground. This 
was too good to do only once, we all agreed. So for the next four 
summers we gathered either at Hannah’s in Michigan or at Lyn’s 
family’s rustic cabin by a lake in Tennessee.  By this time we had 
become brave enough to branch out a bit…and besides it seemed 
kinder to Hannah’s husband, Jerry, a captive resident with us when 
we went to Michigan, to get out of his hair.  
 

A friend had a cabin in Gatlinburg, 
Tennessee, and was happy to loan 
it to us for a week.  
 
Then, Anna became the part owner 
of a choice of rental condos around 
the country and the world, and we 
were off, not always in the summer 
any more.  In 1998 and 1999 we 

spent a winter week in New Orleans and Tucson.   About that time 
we decided that life is short, and perhaps we should get together a 
little more often!   
 
From that decision onward we have occasionally hosted each other 
in our own homes between more major trips.  On rare occasions 
there have been trips when one of us had to pass, because of a bro-
ken leg, nasty case of the flu, or job obligations, but mostly we 
were all together.  
 

Highlights have been Puerto Vallarta, Mexico (twice), Hilton Head, 
GA; Vail, Co; the beach at Newport, Oregon; various Florida sites; 
Quebec City, Quebec and Victoria, B.C. in Canada; and this year 
Montreal, in Quebec again.   Then there have been Albuquerque, 
N.M.; Hilton Head and Savannah, GA, and more.  
 
In May of 2011 the destination 
was Ames, IA at Northcrest. All 
seem to remember how friendly 
everyone was in that unique re-
tirement community, and what a 
satisfactory destination Ames 
turned out to be! Every trip, by 
common consent and custom, 
involves cooking for each other, 
eating out, book reviews, walking 
the beach (when there is one handy), at least one (and preferably 
more) trip to a resale shop, and knitting...a whole lot of knitting, 
because knitting lends itself so well to conversation! 
 
All of us are approaching our mid-eighties now. We are not neces-
sarily as agile as we were in our college days. or even in 1993. Now 
we sometimes speak of the possibility of meeting in a hotel in some 
city, and hunkering down in our suite with room service three times 
a day. But not yet, of course, not nearly yet. We have survived 
some knee replacements and one ankle replacement, some medical 
events, and, for some of us, there is a little fatigue and shortness of 
breath on our rambles. We have also survived one divorce and two 
spousal deaths...we have not totally avoided some difficult and sad 
times. We have 28 grandchildren (an average of 5.6 apiece) who are 
the antidote to the hard times. We keep in touch between trips by 
frequent emails.  

 

We live now in Iowa, Illinois, Ohio, and Virginia. We are thinking 
of a possible stay in the Smoky Mountains next summer. Above all, 
we know that, in our friendship, we are supremely fortunate.  
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 Eliza Hamilton, Alexander’s Enduring  
Valentine                                               by Phyllis Harris 

My great grandfather was named for the American hero Patrick Henry*. Could a great uncle, Hamilton Wheeler
(Congressman from Illinois) have been named for Alexander Hamilton since there was no Hamilton surname in our geneal-
ogy?  

 
Eliza Hamilton, extraordinary life and times of the wife of Alexander Hamilton, arrived in an Ames 
Public Library book exchange.  Time to check in with the Hamiltons. 
 
Charismatic Alexander Hamilton wrote to a friend about Eliza, the middle of three sisters (the other 
two sisters known as ‘beauties') from the wealthy Schuyler family "....though not a beauty, she [Eliza] 
has fine dark eyes—is rather handsome….has every other requisite of the exterior to make a lover hap-
py."  Hamilton was intelligent, dynamic, and fluent in language.  He wrote Eliza frequent, passionate 
love letters, but was disappointed Eliza's letters were infrequent and lacked passion to match his. He 
chided her about it, but her output remained limited, though sincere.  In time she would prove her deep 
devotion despite tawdry punishment in the press and society from scandal involving Alexander.  
 

Eliza and Alexander did agree on the importance of family and so Hamilton, flawed from inexact circumstances of birth 
from the British West Indies, married Eliza, daughter of a premiere Dutch family from upstate New York.  Both Eliza and 
Alexander were young favorites of George and Martha Washington with one glaring difference: Washington tried to evade 
power, while Alexander craved it through his vision of a national bank of America and as Secretary of the Treasury.  In-
creasingly Eliza, often left alone with the children, begged him to retire, and though he would agree, he wasn’t the retiring 
type. 
 
Hamilton, The Musical holds him responsible for adultery amid financial miscues while the 
book supports Eliza's insistence that letters incriminating the other woman were fake, and 
Hamilton, while not blameless in all financial matters, was not an adulterer. 
 
At age 59, Hamilton died in the famous duel with Aaron Burr in 1804 leaving Eliza, 47, with 
his debts and scandal.  Her protective father died four months later at a time when laws did not 
favor women as heirs. Soon, she also lost her mother and elder sister but survives hardship, 
always trying to get an author to write a book about her husband that rightfully places him in 
history. After two authors repeatedly fail her, her youngest son writes the book.   

 
Always on the side of children (she had seven of her own and conscious of Alexander’s difficult child-
hood), she  helped establish a home for orphans in New York City where, in spite of great need, none 
existed.  Eliza burned her letters, keeping all of Alexander’s except for controversial correspondence 
regarding business. 
 
"Who will tell my story?" asks Eliza at the end of the musical. Author Tilar Mazzeo's 2018 book an-
swers. Eliza lived to be 97. Ron Chernow, in his book, Alexander Hamilton, from which Lin Miranda 
based his musical, refers to Eliza as “the oldest living Revolutionary War widow.” 
 
 
*“Give me liberty or give me death!” 

Did You Know…? 

The red rose was the favorite flower of Venus, the Roman goddess of love.  Since red stands 
for strong feelings, the red rose is the flower of love. 

The first Valentine’s Day box of chocolates was introduced by Richard Cadbury in 1868. 
In Wales, wooden love spoons were carved and given as gifts on Valentine’s Day.  Hearts, 

keys and keyholes were favorite Valentine decorations on the wooden spoons that meant, 
“You unlock my heart!” 



 

 
First Lines                                  gathered by Phyllis Harris 
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“Four married guys go golfing.”        
God Loves Golfers Best, Ray Foley 

 
“Alexander Hamilton claimed Nevis in the 
British West Indies as his birthplace, alt-
hough no surviving records substantiate this.”      

Alexander Hamilton, Ron Chernow 
 
“Buy what you like.”      

The Collector’s Encyclopedia of Cookie Jars,  
Fred Roerig and Joyce Herndon Roerig 

 
“Consider your options."      

The Collector’s Encyclopedia of Cookie Jars, Book II, 
Fred Roerig and Joyce Herndon Roerig 

 
“Have you ever looked at our world and seen 
darkness?” 

Kindness is Courageous, Nicole J . Phillips 
 
“Glancing in her rearview mirror as she 
slowed for a stop sign, Sara Murray, smiled 
when she noticed a horse and buggy coming 
up behind her car.”      

The Forgiving Jar, Wanda E. Brunstetter 
 
“The first time Cora heard the name Louise Brooks, she was 
parked outside the Wichita Library in  a Model T-Ford, wait-
ing for the rain to stop."       

The Chaperone, Laura Moriarity 
 
“The beginning point of Iowa's history is in its southeast toe." 

        Iowa Culture Past and Present, Carson Ode 
 
“Michelle Taylor stared at the contents of her 
wallet and groaned." 

        The Hope Jar, Wanda E Brunstetter 
 
“Teddy Fay didn’t like the way the man was 
looking at him.”     

Doing Hard Time, Stuart Woods 
 

“I’d waited for this for a long time."       
Window on the Bay, Debbie Macomber 

“It was the first day of May in Hickory Hollow 
and the day was so bright Rhoda Miller wished 
she owned a pair of sunglasses.”         

The Tinderbox, Beverly Lewis 
 
“In the darkest hour before the breaking dawn, 
Caroline Shelby rolled into Oysterville, a town 
perched at the farthest corner of Washington 
State.”    

The Oysterville Sewing Circle, Susan Wiggs 
 
“Allie gripped the wheel heading to the cemetery.”     

Someone Knows, Lisa Scottoline 
 
“Stone Barrington stood on a wide expanse of 
tarmac, leaning into thirty knots of icy wind.” 

        Hot Pursuit, Stuart Woods 
 
“On July 4, 1838, an elderly Sauk chief ad-
dressed a group of white settlers in the small 
frontier community of Fort Madison.”         

Iowa: the Middle Land, Dorothy Schwieder 
*former Northcrest Resident 

 
“"Don't you want to check the springs?"            

Ticket Home,  James Michael Pratt 
 
“When I was young, just beginning to be me, I had a theory 
why I was smaller than everybody else. 

Life Is Short, Jennifer Arnold, MD, & Bill Klein 

New Resident Mentor Program     by Jane Farrell-Beck 

Northcrest has long had a welcoming atmosphere and a spe-
cial committee devoted to making new residents feel at home. 
What to do, however, when 48 new apartments, with 81 peo-
ple, arrive over a period of about four weeks? The answer, 
according to Margaret Vance, is to involve current North-
cresters as mentors of newcomers, each matched to a new 
person or couple.  
 
Most of the mentors have volunteered, but a few more are 
needed. In the first week of January there will be a meeting to 

discuss guidelines for and expectations of mentors. Mentors 
are encouraged to contact mentees ahead of their move, to 
answer questions.  If you are a current resident and interested 
in becoming a mentor, please phone Margaret Vance at (515) 
290-9094.     
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In 1976, coming from the East Coast, with its cheek-by-jowl 
towns, I was amazed and unnerved by the wide open spaces 
of Iowa, seen first in the miles of farmland that separated 
Des Moines from Ames. Ankeny presented just a blip on the 
landscape.  

 
Into this terra incognita, I plunged in 
the summers of 1978 and 1979. The 
ISU research Foundation and subse-
quently the Home Economics Research 
Institute had given me small grants to 
study 19th century clothing in muse-
ums around the state.  
 
My first graduate student, E.J. Haack, 
concentrated on the decade from 1870 
to 1880, in response to a request from 
Living History Farms for guidance in 

developing costumes for its town-site interpreters. We trav-
elled separately, but pooled our information.  
 
Ultimately I visited 31 Iowa communities that had 1800s 
costumes in their museum collections. These spanned West 
to East, and North to South: 
 
Glenwood  Waverly  Winterset 
Council Bluffs  Waterloo  Perry 
Missouri Valley  Cedar Falls  Earlham 
Jefferson City  Decorah  Oskaloosa 
Harlan   Washington  Mason City 
Sibley   Clermont  Eldora 
Cherokee  Marshalltown  Grinnell 
Spencer   Rockwell City  Garnavillo 
Algona   Chariton  Fort Dodge 
Dubuque  Osage              Knoxville 
Charles City 
 
I grouped visits to relatively 
nearby towns and became used 
to seeing communities built 
around the Courthouse Square, 
as celebrated in “The Music 
Man.” Although the open spaces 
sometimes intimidated me, the driving was relatively easy…
on the square. With no air conditioning in my Sunbird, I 
sweltered. I savored local “cuisine,” and slept in relatively 
inexpensive motels, including one with small independent 
cabins.  

The museum staff were friendly and did 
what they could to help me study their 
holdings, although there were times I 
perched with a clipboard on my knee to 
record the styles because no desk or table 
was available. Often I was left on my own 
and, had I been dishonest, could have 
strolled off with some lovely costumes. 
One short 1890s jacket of fiery red wool 
presented a particular temptation.  

Conditions varied greatly, from respectable closets and some 
climate control, to items hanging off old wire hangers, in hot 
attics. Display might be polished, or definitely hit or miss. In 
a historic house in one southern Iowa town I had to assist the 
staff to reposition a dress that had been put on the mannequin 
backward. Who knew that in the 1800s dresses unbuttoned 
down the front, not the back? In fairness, this was 40 years 
ago and the dissemination of best museum practices was 
slow. Besides, often the museums and houses were staffed 
largely with volunteers. I tried to repay the helpful curators/
custodians with estimates of a date on unknown items.  

 
 
 
 
 
 

Among the most interesting and memorable finds were an 
1880s jersey tennis bodice with small racquets appliquéd on 
the collar, and some sober colored dresses enlivened with 
touches of vibrant color, including 
fuchsia and lime green. Boys’ dress-
es were an eye-opener but very prac-
tical for little guys still in diapers. 
Fashionability varied, from near-
couture to very utilitarian home sewn 
numbers. More than a few items had 
been remodeled to bring them up to 
date or extend their useful life. Ulti-
mately remodeling became an off-
shoot research topic. The sparse ex-
amples of menswear ranged from 
dressy suits to a genuine red-flannel 
nightgown. 
  
Although the academic knowledge served me well in a series 
of research publications, the more memorable results came 
from knowing Iowa better.  
 
 
 

Exploring “Historic” Iowa              by Jane Farrell-Beck 

Porter House Museum, Decorah, Iowa 



 

 

THE NORTHCRESTER is created by and for 
the residents of Northcrest Community. Its 
purpose is to share items of mutual interest 
and future events. It is published with the 
support of the Northcrest administration.  

 
Editorial committee:  

Judy Brooks, Phyllis Harris, Norma Hensley, 
Lorene Hoover, Mim Patterson,  

Jane Farrell-Beck, John Stanford,  
and Stacey Trytek, Ex-officio.  
Additional Contributions by:  
Linda Doyle and Wes Shank 

Help Northcrest Go Green! 
You can help Northcrest reduce paper use and save postage by having The Northcrester 
delivered directly to your computer! If you would like to receive this newsletter via email, 

please contact Stacey at strytek@northcrestcommunity.org.  


