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Linda’s Lines       by Linda Doyle, CEO/Administrator 

 And the celebrations just keep coming…Northcrest was     
selected as the Best Senior Living Community in Story County for the 5th 
consecutive year and our Medical Director, Dr. Bird, was again selected 
Best Physician – what a team!  A huge “Thank you” to everyone who 
took the time to first nominate Northcrest and then do the whole process 
over again to vote for us – such dedication.  
 Another significant accomplishment to celebrate was a “deficiency 
free” survey of the Health Care Center and Heartwood House conducted by the         
Department of Inspections and Appeals. From Rod Roberts, Director: “Best wishes for con-
tinued success in service to Iowans with special health care needs.”  
 Independence Day celebrations can include fireworks, parades, barbecues, baseball, 
family reunions and Northcrest – yes, Northcrest.  For Northcresters it means freedom from 
the   burdens of home maintenance, lawn mowing in the summer and shoveling snow in the 
frigid Iowa winters. It’s the freedom to choose the kind of quality health care services you 
want and deserve in the future with the knowledge that no matter what life brings, you will 
have a home at Northcrest. 
 Some people mistakenly think that moving to a community like Northcrest takes away 
their independence.  But just the opposite is true, for the reality of life at Northcrest is know-
ing you now have the freedom to come and go as you please, travel without concerns, and 
pursue long awaited hobbies and avocations. This is the freedom and independence you         
experience 365 days a year. 
 At Northcrest the tradition of good food and friendship is at its best when residents 
share their favorite recipes with each other at the July 4th potluck. Some of the best cooks live 
at Northcrest and the tables are laden with their scrumptious creations. If you go away hun-
gry from a Northcrest potluck, it’s your own fault and not from a lack of mouthwatering food.  
Take time to enjoy  the holiday and celebrate your carefree independence with friends and 
family! 
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Stories from the Farm               by Mim Patterson      
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  Isn’t it a little surprising that in our Northcrest 
Community, in the center of Iowa’s rich agricultural 
land and historically rural culture, there is only one 
resident couple who were a farming family right up 
to their retirement? Many of us started out on a 
farm, but most of us had to leave the country life 
behind as we pursued other goals and dreams.  So 
it happens that  Harriet and Bob Ringgenberg are 
presently our only true “farm 
family,” and out of their rich 
history come some stories 
that we’ve asked them to 
share. 
 A little background first: 
Bob grew up on a Century 
Farm south of Ames, while 
Harriet was an Ames townie.  
They met, they think, in Sun-
day School at the Ames First 
Methodist Church. They are a 
little vague on this point, but it’s enough to say that 
they’ve known each other a long time! Bob graduat-
ed from Iowa State, and in 1954, just before his dis-
charge from the Army, he and Harriet, a registered 
nurse, were married. Harriet started working with 
Dr. Howard Hildebrand, a well-known Ames pedia-
trician (and husband of our own Maxine Hilde-
brand), the day that Bob went into the army, contin-
uing until the year after they were married. The two 
went about raising their family of four children on a 
farm south of Nevada which abuts the Nevada golf 
course. Bob recalls that when they moved there, 
eleven farms bordered the road between their place 
and the town of Nevada. Now, he says, “there is  
only one person along that road who could be 
called a farmer.” Times have changed in rural Iowa, 
and quickly! 
 Since 1954 there are many memories. Some 
are quite funny. Some are remembered as funny by 
one of the pair while the other reserves judgment. 
See what you think, while Bob recounts a few of the 
stories they let me listen in on……….. 
  

 “Most of the cattle I purchased to finish in the 
feedlot were heifers. Some of them came with a  
bonus. This could be good or bad; I’m referring to 
pregnancy. Some conceived at a very early age. 

This may result in inbreeding with its complications. 
Maybe they just were not ready to be mothers. One 
situation stands out. A heifer produced a nice white 
calf. For whatever reason the two did not bond, so 
we had a bottle calf. We put it in an area near the 
house for easy feeding. We soon noticed he did not 
respond to our calls, but if he saw you he came at 
full speed. He was deaf. Eventually he was placed 

in the feedlot with all the oth-
er calves. They ate on both 
sides of a 100 foot bunk with 
an auger system to deliver 
the feed. The auger made a 
fair amount of noise, which 
would spook the new cat-
tle...but not the deaf calf. He 
would stay at the bunk eat-
ing. He would look around 
for his departed buddies as 
if to say,  ‘Where did every-

body go?’  He learned to   adjust very well.” 
 

 “When we moved to the farm in 1955 most 
all of our neighbors milked 10 to 15 cows. We had 
hogs, sheep and chickens but no dairy cows. In less 
than 10 years we had four little kids that were con-
suming a gallon of milk a day. I bought a Guernsey 
cow, and she was the only milk cow around. We 
had at least one other cow before the kids went off 
to college. Our strategy was to milk five quarts, 
which filled our pasteurizer. Hopefully we had a will-
ing calf to take care of the excess. Sometimes the 
milk cow was in the pasture with the beef cows; 
then she would just stand while I milked her. My fa-
ther went to Europe and visited Ringgenberg, Swit-
zerland among other places. He brought back a 
cow bell for my cow. It wasn’t like the bells we used 
to hear at football games, but a nice sounding bell. 
It must have been a source of pride to the cow, at 
least she never complained. She learned that if she 
stood perfectly still it would not ring. One day she 
escaped from her confinement and went to the pas-
ture. This particular year the pasture was planted to 
corn that was full height. We knew about where she 
was, but she emitted no sound until nature called. 
We heard ‘plop, plop, plop.’ That gave her away.” 

(continued on next page) 
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 Editor’s note:  Bob says, “Harriet was sup-
posed to tell this story but she declined. So this is 
my version”: 
 “Years ago we raised hogs in the field. They 
were farrowed in buildings, then moved to the field. 
When it was time to wean the pigs the sows had to 
be removed. This year an electric fence had been 
used.  We opened the gate and removed the electric 
fence. The sows would not go where the fence had 
been. That called for Plan B. I caught a pig and gave 
it to Harriet and suggested she take it where we 
wanted the sows to go and make it squeal. I may 
have neglected to tell her to put the pig down if the 
sows got close. Plan B worked. The pig squealed, 
the sows came running, and one allegedly bit Harriet 
on the leg. No tourniquet was necessary. No plastic 
surgery was required. No skin was broken. No 
bleeding detected. Some slight skin discoloration 
was noticed. In the future, she said, I could make 
the pig squeal.” 
 

 “There are sad and happy times on the farm. 
This is the story of Andre, a calf named after Andre 

the Giant, a popular professional wrestler at the 
time. He was so big at birth that his mother pro-
lapsed her uterus. In spite of the vet’s efforts, his 
mother died. He became a bottle calf. This caused 
him to think he was human. As he grew he was 
moved to the cow herd and then to the feed lot with 
150 or so other critters. He seemed to stay to him-
self rather than mingle. There is not a long term   
future for a beef steer. When you get big and fat you 
move on. We kept him around until the last load of 
the group had to go. All of the other cattle went up 
the chute into the truck, but not Andre. We pushed 
and spoke to him, but no go. You don’t make much 
progress pushing on a 
1300 pound steer. Final-
ly, as a last resort, I got 
in front of him and he 
followed me into the 
truck. In all my life I have 
never felt such betrayal. 
We always thought he 
wanted to ride in the cab 
with the driver.” 

Stories from the Farm (continued)              

Each year a Community Outreach Gift is collected 
voluntarily from Northcrest residents to be given to a 
worthy charity in the Ames community. The charity is 
selected by the Residents’ Council from suggestions 
offered by the residents. This year, the annual out-
reach gift was given to The Center for Creative Jus-
tice. 

The Center for Creative Justice [CCJ] is a communi-
ty-based, non-profit agency that has  provided adult 
probation services in Story County since 1974.    
Supervision is completed on all levels of crime. Their 
clients are your neighbors, employees, co-workers, 
friends, and possibly members of your family. CCJ 
helps their clients get their life back on track through 
rehabilitation, which reduces crime in our communi-
ty, decreases victimization, and lessens the burden 
on our law enforcement, jails, and courts. 
 

Without the services provided by CCJ, offenders would simply receive a fine and/or a jail sentence with little or no 
rehabilitation and absolutely no supervision. 

THANK YOU, NORTHCREST RESIDENTS, FOR ANOTHER SUCCESSFUL OUTREACH DRIVE! 

 

Johnie Hammond and Jere Maddux from Northcrest     
presented $13,200 to Craig Evans, the Executive Director      

for CCJ, on June 6. 

2017 Northcrest Community Outreach Gift    

One of Harriet’s favorite pets  
on the farm 
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Learning to Drive             by Lorene Hoover 

Each of my three brothers probably 
learned to drive before they went to school. 
My youngest brother was scarcely out of    
diapers when he took his first solo drive 
across the barnyard and into the side of the 
machine shed. 
 I came late to driving—age 27. For 
some reason I seldom felt the urge or need to 
drive. Maybe it was a girl thing. After all, I had two older brothers plus friends to take me wherever I want-
ed to go. Also, my dad loved driving and was often my willing chauffeur. Looking back, I am amazed that 
he was always there to pick me up or take me to a bus station for my weekends home. There were also 
those 400 mile (one way) trips to college, to job interviews, to a teaching job half-way across Iowa, and to 
another one in Illinois. 
 My mother didn’t learn to drive until she was 57. My brothers gave her a car for her 80th birthday. 
They felt proud of themselves until they faced the challenge of taking it away from her when she turned 90. 
 My high school friends, boys and girls, knew how to drive. However, a girl seldom took the wheel if 
there was a boy driver available.  I remember a couple of my aborted attempts at driving. One resulted in 
my rounding a 90 degree turn and winding up in the ditch. My embarrassed girlfriend, fearing her father’s 
reaction, never mentioned my driving again. Another time, in spite of my younger sister’s tutelage, I froze 
at the steering wheel and skidded across ice toward an oncoming car. Managing to stop within inches of 
the other driver’s front bumper, I looked up to see his eyes wide with alarm. 
 So I was quite content to be a passenger. However, newly engaged and teaching in Illinois, I decid-
ed to take driving lessons—on a car with automatic shift. Weeks later, I proudly told my father that I had 
received my driver’s license. 
 His question was: “Did you drive?” 
 Perhaps my fiancé Lee, a graduate student at the University of Iowa, also questioned that. During a 
weekend trip to visit him, we drove out to a relative’s farm north of Iowa City. Lee suggested I drive back to 
town. So here I was at the wheel of his stick shift, 1950 Ford.  

I was doing all right on the gravel road that inclined slightly toward the highway, until I was confront-
ed with a stop sign. Braking was easy, but to start again, there was that clutch to deal with. Brake, push 
down on the clutch, shift gears, release clutch at the same time you press down on the accelerator.  En-
gine dies. Try again, brake, clutch, shift, clutch, accelerator.  Again, clutch, accelerator, brake. Car jerks, 
brake. Clutch, accelerator, shift. Car rolls backward. I look at that tiny distance to the stop sign, that tiny 
slope, and try again. Clutch, shift, brake, accelerator. Car dies. 

My beloved fiancé sat comfortably in the passenger seat, arms folded, grinning. The only infor-
mation he gave me was, “Your ears get red when you get mad.” 

I don’t remember how we ever got past that stop sign, but it must 
have been true love that got me past that weekend.     
A couple of years after we were married, we moved to a Chicago 
suburb. My husband bought a car for me to drive to my teaching job 
in an adjacent suburb. It was a good looking car: a 1957 Nash-
Rambler, two-tone teal and white with a sporty wheel adorning the 
trunk. And most important, it had an automatic shift.  As cute as the 
car was, it made funny gurgling noises, and it also had the unfortu-
nate habit of dying when I took my foot off the gas. I learned to brake 
while still giving the engine some gas.  

In memory of that car, I still do a two-step dance when driving: left foot to the brake and right to the 
accelerator. 
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First Lines (from donations to the library)      by Phyllis Harris 

“ ‘You gonna eat that?’ ”                                     
            Garlic and Sapphires, Ruth Reichl 
 
“The heavy wooden doors to court-
room 4-8 swung open again, tapping 
the back of the chair where the correc-
tions officer sat fiddling with the      
bottom snap on his department-issued 
green windbreaker.”                                       
Last Witness, Jilliane Hoffman 
 
“The mountain range known as the Sierra Madre 
Oriental ran the length of Mexico like a bony 
spine.”     The Captive Heart, Dale Cramer 
 
“Love and death are neighbors.”                        
        Midwinter Sacrifice, Mons Kallentoft 
 
“Moving a guy as big as Keever wasn’t easy.” 
    Make Me, Lee Childs 
 
“Steve Drum rested, chin in hands, deep in 
concentration, his mind on one of the most 
pressing problems he’d ever faced.”                               
 Sounding Drum, Larry Jay Martin 
 
“Any woman who can, as the Hebrew de-
clares, “smile, laugh, make merry, cele-
brate, rejoice, and have no fear” about the future is 
my kind of role model.” 
  She Who Laughs, Lasts, Ann Spangler 
 
“There were only two tonight, to start off the      
season in New York.”       Burn, James Patterson 
 
“My name is Harry Clifton.”                                    
   The Sins of the Father, Jeffrey Archer 

 
“The jury was ready.”  
 The Appeal, John Grisham 
 
“In the spring of 2001, twenty-seven-
year-old Amy Barnes was working as a 

paralegal at the Anoka county Public Defender’s 
Office, thirty miles north of Minneapolis.”            
   Ten Years Later, Hoda Kotb 
 
“He walked into the local diner.”                      
            Crystal Beach, Jackie Haley 

“January, old Janus face looking left at the past 
year and right toward the new.” 
        A Year in the World, Frances Mayes 

 
“Monday, October 9, 1933, began as a 
gray day in Seattle. A gray day in a 
gray time.” 
               The Boys in the Boat,           
                   Daniel James Brown 
 

“Ove is fifty-nine. He drives a Saab.”                 
         A Man Called Ove, Fredrik Backman 
 
“Marseille was a fine place to die and had been for 
centuries.” 
   The Expected One, Kathleen McGowan 
  
“Even though it was barely eight o’clock and the 
sun had just come up, practically the whole town of 
Eagle had turned out to see the pack train off.  

                     Tisha, Robert Specht 
 
“Elizabeth Fitch’s short-lived teen-
age rebellion began with L’oreal 
Pure Black, a pair of scissors and a 
fake ID.”            
 The Witness, Nora Roberts. 

 

“He was a fresh faced youth with golden hair.” 
                         The Striker, Clive Cussler 

 

“The child with thirty-six years to live is 
being hunted.”                                  
  Killing Jesus, Bill O’Reilly 

 

“The horror was in the waiting—the unknown, the 
insomnia, the ulcers.” 

                Gray Mountain, John Grisham 

 

“Phillip Lanahan drove to Las Vegas in 
his 1985 Porsche 911 Carrera Cabriolet, 
a snappy little red car his parents had 
given him two months before, when he 
graduated from Princeton.” 

         V is for Vengeance, Sue Grafton 



50’s Day at Northcrest 

THANKS TO ALL WHO VOTED 
NORTHCREST COMMUNITY the 
Best Senior Living Community  

in Story County for the  

5th year in a row! 

We have truly enjoyed serving the greater Ames 
community for over 50 years! 

NORTHCREST is proud to be a Marquee Sponsor 
once again for the 

Friday, August 18, 7:30pm 

Sunday, August 20, 2:00pm 

“FEELIN’ GROOVY”  -  A Celebration of the 60’s 

Ames City Auditorium 

520 6th Street 

www.SeniorVarietyShow.org                         
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Know your Staff          by Norma Hensley 

Welcome to Laureen Borg as she and Linda Woodworth begin job sharing 
the daytime receptionist responsibilities. 
 
Laureen was born in Connecticut and lived there until she was twelve years 
old. From then on she lived in different locations, including three years in 
Italy. She graduated high school in Illinois and attended Iowa State Univer-
sity for two years where she met Barton, her husband of 33 years. They 
spent one year at St. Thomas University in St. Paul and graduated from 
South  Dakota State University where she also attained a Masters of Educa-

tion, and Barton a Ph.D in Animal Nutrition. She just finished a Masters of Art in Seminary from North-
western in St. Paul and is working on certification of chaplaincy. 
 
Laureen and Barton have been Ames residents for 20 years. Currently they live on an acreage within 
walking distance of McFarland Park. Barton is employed as an animal nutritionist. He is the son of now 
retired PBS Iowa Press moderator Dean Borg.  
 
They are the parents of three children, and their nurturing has been her career choice. The oldest son 
is a captain in the Air Force and an engineer. The second son is also a captain in the Air Force and just 
received his dental degree from the University of Iowa. Their daughter will be a Gilbert High senior this 
fall. She plays soccer and is an accomplished musician. She is a violinist with the Des Moines     
Symphony Academy. 
 
We look forward to Laureen complimenting our beloved Linda as Linda “thinks” about retiring. 

 Tuesday morning coffee May 22 was “billed” as a salute and tribute 
to Knut Morken and his o v e r  3 0  years of service to Northcrest. I t  
w a s  a  f u l l  h o u s e ,  a n d  the standing ovation attests to our love and 
appreciation for his indispensable part of our lives at Northcrest.  
 It all began as a sixteen year old hired to do summer yard work. 
Knut was an Ames High wrestler and on the baseball team. He arranged 
his time mowing the Northcrest grounds around baseball practice. 
His “inside” information came from his Mom, a kitchen employee, who 
told him Northcrest was looking for a summer yard worker. And in later 
years, his Dad, a carpenter who in his retirement worked for Pike Con-
struction, was on the crew building the Heartwood House. 
 And now we’ve been observing the young lady moving about the Northcrest grounds with a pack on her 
back, spreading fertilizer on the many landscaped areas, using weed killer where necessary, and constantly wa-
tering. She is Knut’s daughter, Kylie. Kylie was a track star at Ames High, earning four school track records. 

She just finished her freshman year at the University of Iowa where she is 
a member of the University track team. 
 And that isn’t the end of this three generation story.  Now we are de-
lighted to have Hope  - one look at her smile and you know she is Knut’s 
daughter - serving in the dining room. Hope is a junior at Ames High, a 
track participant, plays varsity softball and is a member of the cheer squad.  
 We are waiting to see if Kirsten, a freshman this fall at Ames High, 
joins this three generation Northcrest/Morken family affair. 
 Thank you, Knut, for your ever-smiling, gracious service to us at 
Northcrest! 

Celebrate your Staff                   by Norma Hensley 



 

 

Where’s the Bus?                   by Janie Lohnes 
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 On a sunny morning in early May, Northcresters boarded the bus with Ron-
nie and Ed and headed for the 82nd Annual Tulip Festival in Pella. In preparation for 
this event 250,000 tulip bulbs had been planted.  The previous weeks of cooler 
weather helped preserve the tulip blossoms. We were greeted by exquisite gardens 
filled with an array of beautiful colors, sizes and shapes. 
 
 Our group arrived in time for a delicious lunch prepared and served by a lo-
cal church.  The homemade pie was a hit with everyone. 
 
 There was ample opportunity to explore the Historical Village which included 
a working windmill.  The Town Square was surrounded by charming shops –     
bakery, meat market, apparel and gift shops, Opera House and the famous 
Klokkenspel announcing the time. The Pella Garden Club displayed lovely flower 
arrangements entered in the Flower Show, housed in the 1847 Scholte Church. 

Dutch treats were available for purchase throughout the day. 
 
 The focus centered on the stage near the Grandstand at 1 pm with 
a preview program. The Burgermeister (honorary mayor) presided over 
the activities and introduced the Tulip Queen and her court. An added  
attraction was the presence of the Orange City Tulip Queen and her court 
who came to participate in the Pella festivities and in turn, the Pella court 
will join the celebration in Orange City later in May. 

 
 The Parade was a rollicking 
event lasting 1 ½ hours; it began with 
the Pella citizens washing the streets.  
Marching bands from Pella and    sur-
rounding areas kept the pace lively. 
There were lots of creative and inter-
esting floats, lots of wooden shoes 
and Dutch costumes, lots of children 
and, of course, lots of tulips! 
 
 As the parade ended we again boarded our Northcrest bus and        
journeyed home – a tired, but happy group of people. 

Join Northcresters on the Bus to……… 
Cedar Rapids on a coach bus tour! 
We’ll be visiting the Dale Chihuly glass display at the  
National Czech & Slovak Museum, Czech Village and the NewBo Market (one large     
building with crafts, art, and food vendors).  
Lunch will be on your own. (A suggestion is the authentic Czech food at the Village 
Meat Market and Sykora Bakery for “kolaches”!) 

 

Wednesday, August 23, 8:30 a.m. to around 4:30 p.m. 
$45 includes coach transportation and museum.  

Call Northcrest at 515-232-6760  
to reserve your spot. 

Limited seats are available! 



 

 

The Northcrest Gardens       by Jan Beran 
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Walking around the Northcrest campus you will see 
many smiling faces. During June, July, August you will 
see  smiling faces on the south side of the most north-
ernmost garages. No, they aren't residents, although res-
idents will smile back at you. They are many colors  -  
magenta, orange, pink, lavender, deep red  -  and they 
all stand straight and tall. By now, you may have 
guessed that those smiling faces belong to the beloved 
hollyhocks. A recent addition to the many gardens, they 
brighten the northeast sidewalk.   And perhaps some of 
the passers-by will reminisce about how they made holly-
hock dolls.    

Walking on along that sidewalk, you will see lily, ginger, 
dahlia, rose, daisy, violet, petunia, and iris. Again, they 
are not residents but they may be names of current and 
former residents and, yes, they are flowers that abound 
in the many Northcrest gardens. Many of them are in the 
Secret Garden on the south side of those same garages. 
Several volunteer gardeners who live nearby in the main 
building apartments tend that garden that features both 
spontaneity and planning. For them, and for other North-
crest residents who volunteer in the gardens, it provides 
a 'joi de vivre' that encompasses a physical workout as 
well as socializing both with each other and with those 
who pass by.    

Thyme, cilantro, parsley, marjoram, chives, oregano, dill, 
basil and tarragon  -  those delightful herbs and spices 
are fresh for the picking in the Kitchen/Herb garden. Res-
idents appreciate the herbs and the kitchen uses them to 
enhance their dishes. The vegetable garden plots are 
available to those who hanker for dirt under their nails 
and home grown vegetables.  

If you, the reader, think that Northcrest sounds like a 
good place to thrive along with the gardens let me tell 
you about some more gardens. There’s the large Ander-
son Garden named for the former CEO, John Anderson, 
who was an avid, skilled gardener. This garden, along 
Northcrest Drive, is a rainbow of color from early spring 
to late fall. Daffodils, lilacs, and iris are some of the early 

bloomers and they are 
soon followed by bright 
red poppies, clematis, 
climbing roses, false blue 
indigo, daisies, salvia, 
dahlias, flocks, snapdrag-
ons, lilies, coneflowers  -  

the list goes on and on. There is even a rhubarb patch. 
Under the spreading apple tree you will see a spectacu-
lar array of hostas.   Visit it any time of year. If it's early 
morning, you’ll find dedicated gardeners planting, pulling 
weeds, watering, deadheading the blossoms, and trans-
planting. Sit a spell on the bench and just enjoy the fruit 
of the labors of those volunteers.    

It must be a surprise to see a girl jump-
ing rope at a retirement place. But she's 
there in plain sight if you just look to the 
left as you round the curve in front of the 
Main Building.  Of course, she is not 
moving but she is seemingly enjoying 
being able to jump rope in the Northcrest 
Circle Garden.  

Northcrest has two garden tours each summer-one in the 
spring when the peonies and roses are blooming, anoth-
er in the late summer which includes several other gar-
dens. Included in the tour is the Founders’ Garden in the 
center of the apartments that are on the east side of the 
campus. On the far east side of those apartment is a 
lovely small garden that brings color with the African dai-
sies. Just beyond the garages along the east side of 
Northcrest Drive is the recently planted Prairie Pollinator 
Garden which features plants that attract bees, butter-
flies, and other insects that are integral to honey produc-
tion and pollination of all kinds of food producing plants.    

Less visible gardens to visitors but important to residents 
include the Red Bud Garden which is adjacent to the 
Health Care Center. Residents and their guests spend 
many happy hours viewing the well landscaped enclosed 
gardens. Drivers on 24th street can enjoy the Stebbin 
Rose Garden with the ever blooming roses framed by 
hostas in the back. Finally, the Pergola. It is covered with 
lavender blooming      wisteria emitting intoxicating per-
fume in the springtime. It 
features a flowing water-
fall and large hanging 
baskets with vibrant col-
ored blossoms. 

The twenty gardens and 
the campus landscaping 
reflects the pride and enjoyment that residents and staff 
alike have for Northcrest. Come and enjoy them! 



 

 

 

Help Northcrest Go Green! 
You can help Northcrest reduce paper use and save postage by having The Northcrester delivered direct-

ly to your computer!  If you would like to receive this newsletter via email, please contact Brenda at 
bbrouwer@northcrestcommunity.org.   

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, Mim Patterson, John Stanford,  
Betty Wright, and Brenda Brouwer, ex  

officio. Additional Contributions by:  
Jane Lohnes, Jan Beran, & Linda Doyle. 

 
MEL IN THE MORNING 

 
Here at Northcrest on THURSDAY, AUGUST 10  

Come join us for refreshments and a good time  
               with Mel between 7:30am  -  8:30am  
        

The Mission of the Northcrest Foundation 
 is to assist Northcrest, Inc. by encouraging charitable  

giving from individuals and organizations. 
 

Consider including in your will or living trust a gift to the Northcrest Foundation.   
Long-range estate and financial planning provides a thoughtful way to make  

memorial gifts in honor of family and friends. 
 

Find more information on our webpage: 
www.northcrestcommunity.org/Foundation 


