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Linda’s Lines       by Linda Doyle, CEO/Administrator 
 

End of an era…Elaine Anderson passed away December 5, 2016. Elaine had been an integral part of the 

Northcrest Community since September 1, 1967 when she and her husband John came to Northcrest; John as the    

Administrator and Elaine assuming numerous du es as the Assistant Administrator that included bookkeeping, person-

nel, general office du es and some mes even cooking. Their enthusiasm, crea vity and dedica on shaped the culture 

of family and community at Northcrest that we con nue to enjoy to this day.  
 

John & Elaine recognized the need for addi onal housing beyond the original buildings A,B,C and D and spearheaded 

the construc on of buildings E and F in 1968, building H and 8 room Health Care Center in 1969. There was remodeling 

even then with a larger dining room, new offices and elevators. With 100% occupancy in 1973 the 3 story building J was 

completed and filled.  In 1975 the west wing of the Health Care Center was added followed by the north wing in 1980. 
 

John re red in 1982 and Elaine re red a year and a half later.  So where did they decide to live??? Northcrest of course, 

residing in Apartment E-15 un l John passed away in 2006 and Elaine moved to the Health Care Center in 2013.  
 

John & Elaine were my friends, my advisors and mentors when I came to Northcrest in 1993, and when I assumed the 

du es of Administrator in 1996 I turned to John & Elaine whenever I needed words of encouragement or affirma on 

that I was actually doing the right thing.  They would commiserate and relay stories about similar situa ons they had 

experienced and I always le  their apartment feeling be er and ready to con nue my journey. They were my staunch-

est supporters. They were both so generous in sharing their exper se and knowledge of Northcrest with me. One of my 

fondest memories is a Thanksgiving when we did not have enough staff in the kitchen to both prepare and serve 

Thanksgiving dinner in the main dining room, so John and Elaine, my husband John, daughter Ka e, Lori Weitl 

(administra ve assistant) and I served dinner that day – one of the best Thanksgivings ever and so reminiscent of past 

Thanksgiving dinners at Northcrest when John would carry in the turkey and carve it at the table. 
 

My life was blessed when my Mom moved to an apartment at Northcrest and then to the Health Care Center following 

a massive heart a ack. It was Elaine who held me and comforted me the day Mom returned to Northcrest from the 

hospital and throughout Mom’s final days. 
 

It has been a blessing and a privilege to know Elaine and she will always hold a special place in my heart. 

One of my fondest memories is 

a Thanksgiving when we did 

not have enough staff in the 

kitchen to both prepare and 
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the main dining room, so John 
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daughter Ka e, Lori Weitl 
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served dinner that day – one of 

the best Thanksgivings ever.... 
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Meet Your Neighbors              

Ted and Joanie Tedesco have left their Stone Brooke home of twenty-four years 
to join us in Apartment F-11 at Northcrest.  
 
Joanie was born in Marengo, Iowa but since she lived in Boone from third grade  
on, she considers Boone her “home town.”  Ted spent his “growing up years” in 
Council Bluffs, Iowa and graduated from Abraham Lincoln High School.  He 
came to Iowa State to study business.  A blind date was arranged with a high 
school senior -  Joanie.  Ted “didn’t want to do it.”  This April blind date he didn’t 
want to do morphed into a September marriage that has lasted 59 years. 
 
After two plus years at Iowa State, Ted joined McDowell Insurance and later   
became the business manager for Ames Ready Mix. He started Tedesco       

Insurance and then Knapp Tedesco Insurance emerged to fulfill his 46 years in the insurance business in 
Ames.  Joanie was a bookkeeper for Pyle’s until Knapp Tedesco claimed her as their bookkeeper.  She 
says she retired many times - but she was always needed to  train new bookkeepers over the life of 
Knapp Tedesco.   
 
Joanie has devoted her efforts to volunteering - particularly with the hospital.  She was president of the 
Hospital Foundation Board during the million dollar fundraising campaign for the Israel Hospice House.  
She served six years on the Gilbert School District board and is a member of P.E.O. HN Chapter and was 
a member of Noon Kiwanis. 
 
Ted may be best known to many of us for his political services to the city, county and state.  These activi-
ties began first with the Jaycees and led to Ames Planning and Zoning, at-large City Council representa-
tive, and he was elected mayor of Ames in 1997 - serving eight years in that capacity.  This was also the       
period of the fulfillment of the Ada Hayden Park dream.  He was the first mayor to give a Condition of the 
City speech.  He served on the committee to re-purpose the downtown school building into the current 
City Hall and he was co-chair of the Furman Aquatic Center committee.  His local activities in the Republi-
can party led to being a State Central Committee representative.  He was inducted into the Republican 
Party Fundraising Hall of Fame.  He isn’t through yet.  He currently is serving on the Story County Conser-
vation Board.  Ted and Joanie smile and say they have been candidates in five political elections and 
have never lost! 
 
They are parents of two daughters with three grandsons. 
 
They have traveled to all 50 states, England, Italy, Scotland, Canary Islands, Bahamas, Japan,  Germany 
and the Canadian Provinces. 
 
Their hobbies - in addition to their community service are - for Ted fishing - for both reading and volunteer-
ing.  They have been saluted as the Ames Tribune Unsung Heroes. 
 
How fitting that now Northcrest has the benefit of their energies and love of service.  Ted has already 
sought assignments with the Landscape Committee. 
 
Welcome Ted and Joanie to your new home and to the Northcrest family. 

 by Norma Hensley 
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A Short History of Me!         by Lorene Hoover 

I began life as the new Marshall baby  
my brothers’ little sister 
until my sister was born. 
Then I became one of the look-alike 
name-alike Marshall girls. 
Few could tell which was which.  
 
In high school I was one of the country kids. 
At a Kansas college I could at last be ME 
in class, in choir, on the news staff— 
except when I was Mary’s roommate 
or one of the Iowa kids. 
 
On my first job 
I was the new office girl 
until I tired of writing down words 

of six male bosses. 
That sent me to college again  
to become some kid’s teacher. 
Later I was my husband’s wife 
my children’s mother. 
 
Now I am only ME 
writing to be me 
except when I’m my grandchildren’s “Nana” 
one of those old people at Northcrest 
except when I’m 
an Arizona “snow bird” 
an Iowan. 
At family sing-a-longs 
I am again one of the Marshall girls 
a writer, writing to be ME. 

3 

Her Name is Lena, Lena Draman    by Don Baustian 

 In her nineties, Lena’s memories of the trek from Indiana, across northern Illinois, and then northern Iowa 
were still vivid.  Father, mother, Lena, and the family cow had walked with their covered wagon with the sun on 
their backs in the morning, and in their faces until sunset.  The destination?  Palo Alto County in northwest Iowa. 
 

 Lena’s daily task was keeping track of the family cow as it wandered about the new homestead, while her 
father and mother labored to build their log cabin.  Soon Lena found that she had playmates.  Indian children in the 
neighborhood often kept her company.  As the children grew, so did the homestead.  The cabin was soon livable.  
Her father and mother now turned their attention to clearing a plot for a garden and getting it planted.  Lena’s regu-
lar task was still tending the cow.  In the morning she always took a tin cup and a bit of bread with her.  When the 
sun was high overhead, she milked the cow to fill her cup for her mid-day meal. 
  

 On some days now one of the older Indian boys would come along on his pony in the afternoon to fetch the 
Indian children.  Often, he would also round up the cow for Lena.  For his assistance she would watch for times 
when she could sneak into the cabin when her parents were occupied, climb the ladder to the storage loft, and 
snitch a bit of tobacco.  Her young Indian friend was always delighted with that small gift! 
 

 Lena’s parents were capable, industrious homesteaders.  The little farm prospered.  Eventually, a real 
house replaced the log cabin.  Lena learned to read and write.  Her education began. 
 

 As a young woman, Lena was popular and attractive.  Soon she married.  Her husband, like her father, es-
tablished himself as a successful farmer.  Lena, in her mother’s footsteps, proved to be a capable and efficient 
homemaker, farm wife, and mother.  Soon there was a hired man.  A small tenant house was built. 
 

 The wheel turns.  Generations reproduce, live, and die.  When Lena’s husband ended his days, their son 
and his family came to live in the family home.  Lena, seeking a quieter life, went to live in the tenant house.  Her 
energy level had decreased.  She moved a bit more slowly.  But, her smile was always at the ready.  Her frame 
had always been slight.  She stood barely five feet tall.  She had never weighed more than one hundred pounds.  
She might look frail now, but she was tough and resilient from a life well lived. 
 

 So, we end at the beginning:  with Lena in her later years, brimming over with vivid memories of days long 
gone by.  Delighted to share such stories with her visitors.  Delighted also to welcome her priest and join with him 
in a quiet celebration of the Eucharist.  Thankful for a long and eventful life. 
 

 Yes, her name is Lena.  She is one of the saints of God. 



 

 

DVD’S in the Northcrest Library              
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First Lines (from books donated to the library)       by Phyllis Harris 

“The first public water supply was ‘the town pump’ located at the northwest corner of Douglas 
and Main.” History of the Ames Water Department 1892-2015, Harris F. Seidel 
 
“My mother was Elizabeth Georgia Kallus and I was born on November 15, 1921.” 
 Mesquite, Prickly Pear and Rattlesnakes, John Pesek 
 
“I have wandered through life a while....”     Summing Up, Howard Johnson 
 
“Was this what forty looked like?” Winter Garden, Kristin Hannah 
 
“Listen, I’m not complaining.”  The Hurricane Sisters, Dorothea Benton Frank 
 
“My father is one of those people who are most comfortable at the fringes, away from the action 
center stage.”      The Grace of Silence, Michele Norris 

 
“My brother is eight years older than I am. I was a big surprise.” Bossypants, Tina Fey 
 
“Herr Brugli’s mudroom was in the front of his mansion, looking out over the waters of the Lake 
of Zurich.” Heavenly Date and Other flirtations, Alexander McCall Smith 
 
“Arawak men and women, naked, tawny and full of wonder, emerged from their villages onto 
the island’s beaches and swam out to get a close look at the strange big boat.” 
 A People’s History of the United States, Howard Zinn 
 
“He was an eighty-two-year-old, proud Alabama boy, lying in the intensive care unit, and while I 
didn’t yet know the time of his death, I already knew the cause.” 
 Appointments with Heaven, Dr. Reggie Anderson 
 
“Susan Tate never saw it coming.”        Not My Daughter, Barbara Delinsky 
 
“It’s taken me almost a whole lifetime to become a decent liar.”          
 Girl in a Box, Sujata Massey 
 
“Katie Finglas was coming to the end of a tiring day in the salon.”  
 Minding Frankie, Maeve Binchy 
 
“Teddy Xanakis would have to steal the painting.”     X, Sue Grafton 
 
“Father Aiden O’Brien was hearing confessions in the lower church of St. Francis of Assisi on 
West Thirty-first Street in Manhattan.” I’ll Walk Alone, Mary Higgins Clark 

Modern Family 
Supernatural 
Orphan Black 
West Wing, First through Sixth 
 Seasons 
Band of Brothers, Vol 1 
Iowa Living Roadway Trust 
 Fund 
Alien 3 
The Lion in Winter 

The Verdict 
Absence of Malice 
Bullitt 
Road to Perdition 
The Fugitives 
Valkyrie 
Minority Report 
Presumed Innocent 
Fail Safe 
Apocalypse Now 

The Passion 
The Interpreter 
Rin Tin Tin 
Lawrence of Arabia 
 
Audio:    Laced 

            
Videos:  Sound of Music 
             Hoosiers 



Honduras on my Mind       by Mim Patterson 

Inside the water building 
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Some twenty years ago, a group of Presbyterians in Mississippi, recognizing the cri cal role that clean water would increasingly play around 
the world, resolved to take some small steps.  Those steps have reached around the globe, with teams of Living Waters for the World  
“water warriors” from many congrega ons traveling to countries in various stages of development where safe, clean water is not available 
to many of their people.  They brought with them some exper se, many suitcases filled with materials, and a whole lot of good will.   They 
were helped immensely in their task by a cadre of na onals in the various countries who joined with them and served as skilled workers, 
interpreters, drivers and friends. 

This was the scene into which our team of seven from Collegiate Presbyterian Church in Ames inserted ourselves.  The church had been in-
volved in two previous trips to Honduras; this was my first.  Our mission was, first, to create with the villagers of El Bijagual a system which 
would make their water supply (from a local river) safe to drink and cook with.  Second, to build on their understanding of why this was  im-
portant to their lives, and third, to leave them with the ability to manage the system into the future. 

From that week there are a thousand pictures which stand out in my mind.  The first one has to be the long and rough van ride, five hours 
from our arrival point in the capital city of Tegucigalpa, well a er sundown and much later than we had been expected, to find a crowd of 
perhaps twenty-five people wai ng for us in front of the just-finished water building. (Crea ng that space for the new water system had 
been the responsibility of the village.)  These were the folks who believed in the project from the beginning and perhaps most wanted it to 
succeed.  The warmth of their gree ngs in the flashlight-lit dark, were more than enough to make the long trip 

seem worthwhile. 

Then there were the people!  The twenty-four or so village leaders who showed up eve-
ry morning to soak in the few basic things we were there to teach.  They entered into 
our play ac ng and demonstra ons with such enthusiasm, and took extensive notes so 
that they would be able to pass on that informa on to an a ernoon class of younger 
students.   We got to know Reina, who took over as interpreter the few mes when our                    
official interpreter could not be there, and who told us her story of being deported from 
her home, husband and family in New Jersey because she didn’t have “the right papers,” even a er having held a job 
there for three years.  The high schooler, Elmer, who, with his brother and cousin, were present at every a ernoon 
class, lending their intelligence and wit to the proceedings.  And then there was the three-star general, re red from 
the Honduran military, who had returned to his home near the village and who was one of the chief movers and 
shakers in the water project.  With his rotund shape and his manner of dressing (the white short-sleeved tropical 
shirt), he looked for all the world like the prototype “Banana Republic Dictator”….and did he enjoy making speeches! 

So much else:  the CPC team, who faced difficul es and abrupt changes in plans with flexibility and good humor and 
who supported each other in every way.  Our Living Waters of the World Honduran staff who were our interpreters, 

drivers and “guardians.”  The gracious women of El Bijagual who prepared a lunch for us every day which we ate in the shade of the school 
courtyard. 

In addi on to the people, there were the casual livestock of the village.  Horses and pigs o en were seen ambling down 
the dirt streets (actually the mud streets, since it rained every night in typical tropical fashion).  There seemed to be li le 
concern on anyone’s part as to where a par cular animal might actually live; apparently it all got sorted out at sundown!  
There were the herds of ca le (varia ons of the Brahman sort) being driven down the public dirt roads by cowboys on 
horseback.  There were the village dogs, always on the lookout for a hand-out, who frequently wandered through the open 
doorway of the village church where classes were held and dropped under a handy pew or table for an a ernoon nap.   

An outstanding picture in my mind is our visit to last year’s water project village, Zopilotepe.  It was this visit which more than anything con-
vinced me of the impact that such a project can have.  In spite of hardships related to village poli cs and a empts to sabotage the system by 
local nay-sayers, the system and the business it engendered had func oned even be er than could have been hoped.  The villagers had 
been so encouraged that in the past year they had teamed up to create some street lights, including one which illuminated the water build-
ing (and may have discouraged any further sabotage a empts) and had revamped their cemetery wall to keep out animals and create a shel-
ter where mourners could gather in rainy weather.  Even though it was nearly dark and star ng to rain, it was important to these Zopilotepe 
folks to take us in pick-ups (over even worse roads than around El Bijogual and over a forded stream) to see 

their handiwork!  It was very professionally done, and there was palpable pride in 
their accomplishment.  Clearly the success of the pure water project had been the 
impetus to work together to accomplish more things to benefit their community.  It 
bodes well for what can happen in other places. 

It has to be a good thing, I think, to see and par ally experience how much, if not 
most, of the world lives; and while doing that, observe the openness and warmth and 
intelligence of people who have survived what seem to us to be tremendous hard-
ships.  There is much to be learned in these hidden corners of the world. 

Our 3-star general 

Our view from the village church 

Our classroom pal 

Our classroom 

Beau ful Honduran children 



Climbing the Income Ladder, Part I  by Howard Johnson 
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 In 1930, my father, an immigrant farmer, rented a farm in northwest Iowa.  The beginning of the Great Depression 
was not financially kind to farm people, although probably be er than for many other laborers.  We had a place to live, food 
and enough clothes.  Most landlords rented on shares or excused some of the rent.  I don’t remember feeling desperate or         
depressed. 

 In 1930 I was seven years old, old enough to trap pocket gophers for bounty, a mighty 10 cents 
a pair of feet.  Over a spring and summer I set traps in the gopher runs and caught about twenty.  Late in 
summer before country school started, my folks drove to Sac City, the county seat.  I held the Prince   
Albert tobacco can stuffed with salted gopher feet to present to the lady at the counter of the County 
Treasurer’s office.  With gloves and an old dinner fork, she held the rusty can at arm’s length, dug out 
the putrid feet onto newspaper and counted twenty pair of feet.  She then made a note and gave me 
two one dollar bills, my summer’s pay.  Parents didn’t give their sons allowances at the me.  We had 
room and board and we had loving care. 

A note on the present value of a 1930 dollar may be of interest.  Using the Consumer Price Index as a   
measure, the 1930 dollar was worth about sixteen dollars today. 

At age ten I began trapping fur-bearing animals.  Dad had one double-spring trap and I had 
my gopher traps.  Skunks and muskrats provided the available furs for income.  A properly 
skinned, cleaned and stretched skunk pelt was worth about two dollars and fi y cents, a 
muskrat, a dollar.  On a rare occasion a mink stepped into a trap.  Time for joy and celebra-

on  -  a mink pelt was worth ten dollars!  During the years 1933 – 1936, I trapped,          
prepared, and sold about twenty dollars worth of pelts a year.  The Consumer Price Index 
changed very li le during the dirty thir es.  In 1936 I started high school and quit trapping 
skunks.  Grade school kids and teachers tolerated hands with no ceable skunk odor. 

 During the late thir es I “hired out,” as it was called, as farm labor.  Our bachelor neighbor, Clint Currie, asked for 
help a day or two at a me.  As I recall, pay was a dollar a day.  Occasionally, Clint drove us to town to have lunch at 
McGonigles Restaurant, a wonderful treat for me.  I had never had a meal at a restaurant.  Other farmers also hired me a day 
at a me.  I dug out manure in a sheep barn, loaded a manure spreader, and spread it on crop land.  I 
“opened up” cornfields so the single-row corn picker could begin picking.  I ran an Allis Chalmers trac-
tor and plow for a dollar a day and room and board.  We farmed in loess soils void of rocks.  In east-
ern Sac County, the plow struck rocks and snapped the wood shear pins.  I had to reconnect the plow 
and recover my wits.  Feeding the baler with dirty hay stored in a barn was my dir est job.  The con-
tractor wanted to hire me full- me.  I turned him down.  I coughed up dirty phlegm for a couple of 
days a er my first day.  Hauling bundles at threshing me with a team of horses and hay rack was 
hard work but enjoyable and paid three dollars a day.  Meals served around the threshing ring were 
wonderful. 

 A er high school I dri ed, not finding direc on while farming with my father and working part-
me as a farm laborer.  The shadow of World War II emerged.  In late 1942, I received a le er from my 

Friends and Neighbors, the County Dra  Board, sta ng I would be entering the US Army in January, 
1943.  My pay, twenty-one dollars a month and room and board as a private, con nued un l entering 
tank maintenance school as a T-Corporal at thirty-five dollars a month.  Later I was privileged to enter 
engineering school as a soldier for twenty-one dollars a month.  I eventually completed military service 
as a corporal in the ar llery of the 69th Infantry Division at thirty-five dollars a month. 

(To be con nued in the March‐April, 2017 Northcrester) 

 

Check out the following articles on our website: 
4 Easy Steps Toward Tackling Tax Time 
With a Will, There’s a Way 
A Gift for the Ages 

www.northcrestcommunity.org/Founda on 

“What’s New” sec on 
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Lyrical Iowa 2016 

  

The 71st Annual Anthology of the Iowa Poetry Association received 1,221 entry  
poems, of which 351 were published in Lyrical Iowa. 
 
Three Northcrest residents had poems selected. Phyllis Harris and Lorene Hoover 
had poems included in the General category, Howard Johnson in the  National/World 
Events category. Their poems are below. 

ONE MAN 
 
“You’re just like your father, 
They said to each of his sons, 
But not one was. 
 
The eldest had the same black hair, 
the same deep timbre voice. 
The second had his lift of head, 
wide mouth shaped for stories and song. 
His youngest his “I-know-who-I am” step. 
But not one had the whole of him. 
 
Each had the same blue eyes, 
but not the dreams he held there. 
Nor did he live again 
In his easy striding, 
dark-haired grandsons. 
 
An ordinary man, 
most would call him. 
A few would know 
“We shall not see his like again.” 

Lorene Hoover 

IMPRINT 
 
Not Harvard’s touted yard, 
36 inches of classics on a shelf, 
mine, more like a foot- 
prose from our mother: 
Bambi, Kipling 
Marjorie Kinnan Rawling’s The Yearling, 
wearing its original torn jacket, 
Pinocchio, Raggedy Ann in the Deep, Deep Woods 
 
Add a leather-bound copy of Sea and Land, 
One Hundred and One Famous Poems, 
a new Child’s Garden of Verses 
I let my old copy go.  I was adult now 
wasn’t I?  Apparently not, 
for as a bird imprints its young, 
Father, in tandem with Robert Louis Stevenson, 
won’t let go, echoing the familiar chorus in the car 
at table or sitting in the big chair, 
rocking, reciting, 
together. 

Phyllis I.T. Harris 

 FUTILE JOURNEY 
 
From Damascus to Aleppo to Kobani 
the Kurdish four fled from the war, 
paid Syrian smugglers for transport 
to a Grecian isle in the Aegean Sea. 
 
Waves of the Aegean Sea, 
waves that know no charity, 
tipped the overburdened boat, 
expelled the fleeing family. 
“Daddy, please don’t die!” 
last ardent pleading of a little boy. 
 
Efforts to escape from war 
end in futile tragedy. 
The father, a swimmer, pulled from the sea. 
Waves took down the other three. 
Washed onto the Turkish shore, 
In red tee-shirt and red play shoes, 
remnants of a little boy 
raised from the sand by a Turkish guard. 
 
Father, alone, escaped from the sea: 
“Bury me, too, near Kobani.” 

Howard P. Johnson 

 



 

 

Did you know… 
NORTHCREST COMMUNITY AMES  

has a FACEBOOK page!!   
 

Check it out—and LIKE us! 

The Best Christmas Gift Ever!          by Mim Patterson 

The other day I sat down to visit with a very happy man, our own Andy Latham 
of the illustrious maintenance team at Northcrest  Community.  The reason for 
his beaming smile, as many here at Northcrest now know, is that he has become 
a father for the first time.   
 
Andy and his wife, Katherine, after a three year wait, have adopted a newborn 
son, Zane Edward (8# 6 oz, 20 inches), who made his appearance on November 
14 and came home with them on November 17.   He is “perfect in every way,” 
and that’s not just what Andy and Katherine say; Zane’s doctor agrees.    Zane 
gets his name from the Nordic form of Susan, Katherine’s mother’s name, and 
from Edward, Andy’s long time best friend.   
 
Zane doesn’t have a lot to say for himself yet, being very busy eating and sleep-
ing and growing (now over 10#), but it’s clear from his pictures that he’s a beau-
tiful baby, and Andy reports that he is very thoughtful of his mother, usually getting her up no more than once 
during the night for his 3AM or so nosh.  I say “mother” advisedly, because Andy tells me that he (father Andy) 
is very fortunate to be a sound sleeper.  
 
Katherine, who has worked for 20 years as a decorator and salesperson for Redeker’s Furniture in Boone, is 
scheduled to return to work on December 26.  I wondered who would be Zane’s caregiver during his mother’s 
(and father’s) daily absences.  I need not have worried.  Katherine’s mother, who for years has been director of 
Ames Community Preschool Center, will be Caregiver in Charge at least one day a week.  Katherine will take 
over on her weekly Friday day off, and the other two or three work days a week Zane will reside with Andy’s 
cousin and wife who live on Melrose Avenue.  I mention this because that house is familiar to many of us:  you 
know, the one with the yard full of blow-up holiday characters at Christmas time.  Zane, as he gets a little     
older, will love it! 

 

There is another fun fact to add to this story.  Andy and his wife have long wanted to live in 
the country, and this fall the opportunity came to have a house on two acres west of Napier.  
On the day they had the car loaded for the first leg of their move, the call came that baby 
Zane had arrived.  Oh. My. Goodness.  Not only do the three of them now have a home in 
the country, but, who knows?  Could there be a pony in their future?   Andy, Katherine and 
Zane, we are so happy for you and wish you all the best, whatever the future holds.  
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We thank the following who have made  
some of our wishes come true: 

 

  Bob & Jan Samuelson  Rigid shop vac 
  Jerry & Diane Parsons  Wagner texture sprayer 
  Wallace Sanders   Cordless Dewalt chainsaw 
       Serving utensils 
  Laura Shanks   Dewalt inspection camera 
  Helen McRoberts   Bells & Music for HCC/ 
       HWH Bell Choir 
  Julie Luther    12 tabletop easels for group  
       painting 
 

ITEMS STILL WISHING FOR: 
  Rigid cable drain cleaner:   $550 
  Key making machine:  $620 
  Display stands & platters for catered events:  $500 
  E-Z Up tent for outdoor events: $2 @ $400 each 
  Hydration snack cart for HCC:  $5500 
  Blanket warmer:     $3500 
  Camera:     $200-$300 
  Engagement package for “It’s Never 2 Late software:  $2100 

It’s Just a Nuisance!                 By Betty Wright 

 
My Parkinson’s Exercise and Dance Group had a 

Christmas party in December.  We all had fun with 
the Physical Therapy students. 

 
We exercised, danced and socialized with each 

other. 
 

We’ll learn how to box for therapy in January. 
 

We meet at First Baptist Church in Ames  
every Tuesday from 4:00pm-5:00pm. 
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Northcrest Community 
 “Uniquely Yours, Uniquely Home.” 

1801 20th Street 
Ames, Iowa 50010 

www.northcrestcommunity.org 

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: Dale Christensen,  
Phyllis Harris, Norma Hensley, Lorene      
Hoover, Miriam Patterson, John Stanford,  
Betty Wright, and Brenda Brouwer, ex officio. 
 
Additional Contributions by: Don Baustian, 
and Linda Doyle. 

 

Help Northcrest Go Green!     In order to save on the cost of printing and mailing, this 
newsletter is being sent electronically to readers for whom we have an email address.  If 
you would also like to receive this newsletter via email, please contact Brenda at 
bbrouwer@northcrestcommunity.org with your name and email address. 

—Linda Doyle 

Escape the winter doldrums and join us for the third annual Horizon Club Wine and Cheese Open House.   
This event is by reservation only and for people on our waiting list. 
 
Chat with current residents and meet the outstanding volunteers who serve  
as directors on both the Northcrest, Inc. and the Northcrest Foundation Boards.  
  
Baby, it’s cold outside—but it will be warm and cozy at Northcrest.  
I hope you will join us on February 15!                       
 
 

*Please call (515) 232-6760 or email bbrouwer@northcrestcommunity.org  
to make your reservation.  

Wine & Cheese Open House 
Wednesday, February 15, 2017 

4:00-6:00 pm 
1801 20th Street ♦ Ames 

This event is sponsored by: 


