
If I hear “We’re all in this together” one more time in a 

commercial trying to sell me something, I am going to 

scream.  How about you???  The past 8 weeks have been a 

rollercoaster ride. Rollercoaster rides make me sick and I 

am ready to get off.  Just like the pioneers who started 

Northcrest, the residents and staff have stood up to adver-

sity and are doing the right things to maintain the safety of 

all. There is still so much to celebrate at Northcrest. 
 

It has been such a joy to welcome new residents to their 

apartments at 2305 Northcrest Parkway.  It was definitely 

not what I had envisioned but I want to share what one 

new resident told me: “Even without the ‘official wel-

come’, we feel grateful for (the staff’s) welcoming ser-

vices on our behalf,”  Knut, Brenda and Stacey are doing 

everything in their power to address issues, large and 

small, that have come up in the apartments as residents 

move in. Many people are taking advantage of the carry-

out meal service provided by Rashell and her staff. 
 

May is a beautiful month and nothing can change that 

fact. I was so worried that our flowering trees would not 

bloom this year after the late bout of severe cold weather, 

but wonder of wonders, the fragrant blossoms appeared.  I 

love having windows open so I can smell the freshly 

mown grass (apologies to those who suffer from aller-

gies), feel the warmth of the sun and hear the birds sing. 

May is the month we celebrate 

Mothers’ Day and this year you 

better get busy figuring out to use 

ZOOM or the many other electron-

ic ways to connect with loved ones. 

If all else fails, just pick up the phone and say, “I love 

you” to Mom, Grandma, Great and even Great, Great 

Grandma. 
 

May is also the month to celebrate the exceptional nurses 

who have chosen to dedicate their lives to the care of oth-

ers and at this crucial time, that dedication is essential.  At 

Northcrest, we are indeed fortunate to have nurses who 

care so deeply about the residents they serve.  National 

Nurses Week begins each year on May 6 and ends on 

May 12, the birthday of Florence Nightingale, but our ap-

preciation knows no boundaries. 
 

Then, it’s on to June, when we celebrate and recognize 

the CNA’s and CMA’s at Northcrest. We are privileged to 

have nursing assistants who work full time, part time or on 

an “as needed” basis to ensure residents in the Health 

Center and Heartwood House receive the quality care they 

desire and deserve. This time gives us the opportunity to 

recognize and thank them for being an integral part of the 

Northcrest team. 
 

Please, please don’t forget to celebrate Fa-

ther’s Day in June. Seems like dear ole 

Dad gets lost in the shuffle after Mothers’ 

Day in May.  I was born on Fathers’ Day and it was al-

ways a special time for the two of us to celebrate together. 
 

As we head into the summer and more businesses begin to 
reopen, please continue to act responsibly and STAY 
SAFE. 
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Neta Snook Southern                     by Phyllis Harris 

Aunt Neta & Mom                      by Karsten Smedal 

Although Aunt Neta was twelve years older than my mother, 

and they were separated by 1900 miles, they stayed in contact 

through the years.  Mom wrote letters, or called after 11:00 

p.m. (when the long distance rate was lower!), and Aunt Neta 

responded, occasionally by letter but often by post card.  They 

had a wonderful relationship, and Mom respected and admired 

her sister. 

My mother had excelled academically, graduating from Ames 

High in 1924 at age 16 after being advanced two years of 

school.  She also was the world's best proofreader (my unbi-

ased opinion!), and her favorite book was the dictionary.  

When Aunt Neta sought assistance to publish "I Taught Ame-

lia to Fly," she knew her sister should be the person to ask.  

Mom readily agreed. 

Aunt Neta's original manuscript was submitted to the Iowa 

State University Press - which promptly rejected it.  The offi-

cial response:  "It is a delightful read, but we feel it will be too 

limited in reader interest."  Disappointed, they found Vantage 

Press in New York City, and an agreement was made.  Mom 

would be the editor from-a-distance and have all of the contact 

with the publisher.  This turned out to be a near nightmare.  

Mom would make edits and corrections to the proofs coming 

from Vantage, but it seemed that Vantage did not employ a 

single proofreader!  Mom, who wanted the book perfect, was 

dismayed by all of this.  Finally, she decided she had done all 

she could, and publication was approved.  The original manu-

script, revisions, and correspondence are at the Ames History 

Museum, with numerous Snook family artifacts. 

As a footnote to Aunt Neta's 

aviation adventures:  My 

mother also took flying les-

sons as a young woman.  On 

June 4, 1929, at the age of 

21, Mom soloed in a Travel 

Air biplane from the Ger-

bracht airfield south of 

Ames.  She had followed in her sister's footsteps! 

“Cliff notes” from  Chapter I,  
“I Taught Amelia to Fly,” 
 

In Mount Carroll, Illinois,  
at four months, baby Neta  
poses in a long white dress 
of handmade lace fit for 
baptizing a young lady. 
 

At four, Neta on Papa’s lap, 
steering the Stanley Steamer. 
Neta wants to know,  
how do cars go?  
Papa twinkles, Mama eyes  
the school for young ladies. 
 

Dr. Mershon races his Ford 
Model T to the top of a hill,  
coasts down the other side 
Wheeeeeee!! Neta calls it 
 flying! like feet on handle- 
bars coasting downhill.  
  
Papa has a surprise: a  big 
heavy maroon-colored 
gasoline powered, body  
by Fisher, second hand  
from Chicago, not  
geared for country hills.  
Papa calls Mama the belle  
of Woodland Township, 
calls the car, “Queen.” 

They drive it on Sunday, but  
STOP meeting a carriage.  
Papa leads fearful horses past.  
A stop means extra cranking  
a car with no self-starter. 
 

At ten, Neta cries, gets to go to  
auto show in Chicago. Talks  
differentials, clutches and gears,  
Papa calls her “my boy.” 
 

At twelve, Neta welcomes 
baby sister Vivian at the  
county fair with ice cream  
and balloons rising! Neta  
stays with balloons until time  
to line up for ice cream in  
waffle cones, chafes to return 
to newly towering balloons  
hard to hold down.  
 

Grandpa fashions tools by forge. 
Neta pumps bellows, needs a cart. 
Uncle finds two iron plow wheels. 
Neta makes an axle from split oak. 
Longer nails keep on wheels. 
Heavy grease squelches squeaks. 
 

At fourteen, Neta attends 
Frances Shimer for art and music,  
lies on sloping cellar door. 
watches red-tailed hawks circle, 

imagines circling with them,  
a longing too painful to describe. 
 

By eighteen, Neta’s family moves  
to Ames and Iowa State College.   
Freshmen women consigned to  
Margaret Hall but downtown 
in a garage, Papa leaves a car. 
 

Neta reads about balloons  
at the library.  Fly she must.  
Applies to Atlantic Coast  
Aeronautical Station  
at Newport News, Virginia.  
The answer: No females allowed. 
 

But an ad in the Des Moines news: 
“Flying School in Davenport  
guarantees success for $400.”  
Mama says, “$400?”  
Father says, “No.” But it happens.  
Fellow classmates put her front 
and center in graduation picture 
because now Neta can fly! 
 
 
Appreciation is due Karsten Smedal 
for graciously coping with endless in-
terest in adding to his family history.     
He reminds that more is available from 
the HistoryMuseum.  



Seller’s Routine                          by Jane Farrell-Beck 

Bubbler Garden Reprise 2020         by Judy Brooks 

First, our realtor calls to arrange a visit by “lookers.” About an hour before the appointment we spring into action, as practiced, 

as firefighters answering an alarm. 

 

We ... 

   whisk the white towels away and hang the coral-colored sets 

   set out dainty guest towels 

   place the bedspreads precisely 

   roll up and stash floor mats 

   tuck waste baskets in closets 

   shuffle utilitarian bathroom and kitchen items into cabinets 

   switch magnetic towel-rack holders from the sides of our refrigerator onto the garage side of         

   our back door 

   roll the utility cart into Marvin’s closet and the microwave oven into mine 

   arrange side chairs artistically, not functionally 

   scoop up stray reading materials and secret them in the armoire 

   open all blinds fully 

   switch on all lights 

   scoot out the door with fingers crossed 

        

It seems to have worked, producing a “sale-pending” sign. 

 

It's spring, a strange spring to be sure. With 
the combination of sunny days and souls who 
can't stay inside, there has been a reconnect at 
the Bubbler Garden. This is the Bubbler Gar-
den's first spring. Daffodils came up cheerily. 
The ISU Horticulture Club shared pots of hya-
cinths, crocuses and more daffodils. The two 
“outdoor cats” survived the winter. Now there 
is a hydrant for easy water access. 
 
With the three seating areas and occasional 
lawn chairs, five or six persons may join in 
conversation at a safe 6 foot distance of each 
other. The conversation is riveting. One gen-
tleman was seen polishing the rocks in front 
of his home. Another man and woman dis-

cussed buffing and rebuilding their house 
numbers so they could be more easily seen 
from the street. Food and food procurement 
are discussed extensively. 
 
I am so looking forward 
to the big pots and sum-
mer annuals. Honestly, I 
can't wait to bring a 
sandwich and apple out 
and enjoy the first of 
many summer picnics at 
the Bubbler Garden listening to cardinals, 
sparrows, and phoebes. 



Travel Tales—Travails & Thrills     by Jan Beran 

Two worlds diverged in a wood  
and I took the one less traveled by 
and that has made the difference. 
   —Robert Frost 

 
Mountain Climbing-Mt. Kanlaon Volcano, Philippines  
Dad George, and nine-year-old son, George, were ‘scooting‘ 
on their bottoms. Each of them had rocks in their hands to 
slow their rapidly accelerating descent down Mt. Kanlaon.  
Mom, Jan, and daughter, Anne, had just reached the bottom of 
the still-active volcano. They were alarmed by Dad’s white 
face and his obvious relief when they reached the lower level 
of the mountain.    
 
Dad was firm when he said, “I don’t want either of you to 
climb up there to look over the rim.”  Son George remembered 
years later his Dad telling him as they peered over the edge of 
the very hot boiling crater,  “ I am not certain what is support-
ing us under this ledge, we need to turn around right now and 
go down”. *     
  
Anne and Jan waited for them below.  
Once they heard the story they all had a 
good hug and prayer of thanksgiving.  
They set about to have lunch.  But first 
they had to make a flat place to sit. They 
moved enough volcanic rocks and ashfall 
to make a smooth space to sit down to eat 
the small lunch they had been carrying since before dawn.   
They drank the last of their water.  The guide had told them 
there would be water at the top.  They searched the slopes and 
the flat area between the twin peaks.  No water. 
  
Even though the mountain was at a high elevation it was just 
eight degrees north of the equator.   The tropical sun was hot. 
There were no trees so near the volcano.  A body needed lots 
of water.  By this time, the guide had long ago left to return to 
lower elevation.    
  
Although it was only high noon it had already been a long day.  
The day before they had left their home in Dumaguete to drive 
four hours north to stay with friends in the Kanlaon area.  
They knew it would be a long arduous trek up the mountain so 
they had gone to bed soon after the 6:30 p.m. sundown.  Be-
fore dawn they ate breakfast, packed their lunch, filled their 
WWII water canteens, met their guide, drove to the departure 
point and started the hike through the tropical 
rainforest.  The trees glistening with the early 
morning dew, the hornbills and the maya birds 
were singing, the geckos were croaking, and the 
lovely tree orchids made the early going delight-
ful.   They hoped there would be no leeches drop-
ping from the tress invading their noses, mouth 
or eyes or crawling under their jeans. 
  
Within a couple of hours the heat of the sun was breaking 
through the tree canopy.  The trail got steeper and steeper.   
Breathing became more labored.   Legs became tired.   The 
guide set a rapid pace.   After about five hours of strenuous 

hiking they emerged from the rainforest only to be faced with 
finishing the journey without the shade of the trees.  By then 
they could see the imposing Horns of Negros, site of the Kan-
laon volcano.    The guide pointed the way.   He had been 
there multiple times. He didn’t really need to go any further.  
They were on their own.  
  
The hardest, most challenging part of the hike was just 
ahead—elevation plus cogon grass!   That invasive grass 
(weed) grew six feet tall with 1/2 to 3/4 inch leaves that had 
plumes with many large hard seeds.   They had to ‘fight’ their 
way to get through it.  To make it even more challenging much 
of the cogon was lodged on the ground.  And it cut! The two 
Georges were either faster or more determined.  They left 
Anne and Jan and moved on up.   Anne would fall down and 
proclaim, “This stupid cogon grass cuts.   I am just going to 
stay here until you all come down.”    Mom would chide her, 
“Come on, you can do it.   Get up and we’ll make it”.   And 
she did.    

 
A little further Mom slipped a little way 
back down on the slippery cogon and gave 
up. “You go on ahead.  I’ll just stay here”.   
Anne chided, “You made me go on.   Now 
it’s your turn.   Get up, we can’t stop now.  
We are near the top.”  So it went for the 
next hour.  Finally, they reached the top 
and saw the other two descending. 

  
Anne and Mom never got to look into the volcano.  At that 
point, they really didn’t care.  They had seen the crater from 
below.  It must have been 50 meters across.  George said it 
was a large yawning steaming glowing colorful fire—
somewhat like a firepit.   
             
They still had to get down to the vehicle before dark.  And 
they were really thirsty!   The downed slippery cogon grass 
actually helped them descend faster.  Then they were back in 
the rain forest.   They came to a puddle that had lingered after 
the gentle shower of the morning.   Dad George had never 
been a Boy Scout but he was always prepared!  Of course, he 
carried Halazone (iodine) pills to purify water.  They waited 
the requisite ten minutes and then each had a drink.  They did-
n’t even complain about the iodine taste.   After filling their 
canteens with more water they zoomed down the trail.  They 
were tired but happy hikers.  They had truly taken the road so 
few had travelled and it did make a difference.  It gave us 
more understanding and respect for God’s amazing creation.** 
 
*Kanlaon is a stratovolcano volcano, one of the most active 
volcanos in the Philippines and rises to the highest elevation 
on Negros Oriental at 8,027 feet.  It is 85 miles north of 
Dumaguete where we lived for 13 years.  It last erupted in 
1993 spewing from the caldera molten rocks, hot ash and 
steam clouds. The ashes leave the mountain area dotted with 
fissure controlled pyroclastic cones and craters.   
 
**We were all sorry that Bruce couldn’t have shared this ad-
venture.  He was already living in the United States. 



The Wedding March                    by Mim Patterson 

At Northcrest, life event celebrations occur frequently: birth-

days (80 to 100+), anniversaries (50 to 70+), even great-

grandchildrens’ births are celebrated, or at least commented 

upon.  But weddings?  Very rarely.  When one does occur it’s 

worth celebration and commentary!  So, in this issue of The 

Northcrester, we proceed to do just that, regarding the mar-

riage of Lee Smithson to Polly Gilbert on March 21st, 2020! 

Lee is a long-time resident of Northcrest.  He and his wife, 

Jeanette, were one of the first couples to move into a town-

house on Northcrest Court in the ‘90’s.  Polly is more of a 

newcomer to Iowa and Ames.  She and her husband, Ray, 

came to Ames from Dallas, Texas, in 2015 to be near Polly’s 

son, Stephen Gilbert and his wife and two sons.  Ray, having 

suffered a stroke earlier, died in 2017.  Jeanette died unexpect-

edly in 2018.  After her death, Lee found a “Grief Share” pro-

gram, offered in Ames at Bethesda Lutheran Church, to be 

especially comforting, so much so 

that he put out an invitation to others 

who had recently lost a partner to join 

him as he experienced the program a 

second time.  Polly, who had been 

attending her son’s church, CPC, 

heard of it, as CPC was Lee’s church 

as well, and joined the group.  Here 

the plot thickens! 

Lee was so impressed with the pro-

gram and with what it had done for 

him and others that he was moved to start a similar one at 

Northcrest.  By now he and Polly had become acquainted, and 

Lee approached her about possibly co-leading with him.  She 

was hesitant because of many other responsibilities, having 

become president of the ISU Women’s Club and helping her 

grandson with his Eagle Scout project, but promised to attend 

the first group meeting “to help it get started”.  In the end, she 

stayed, saying that she liked Lee’s teaching and leadership 

abilities.   Then Lee wondered if Polly would enjoy attending 

some of the ISU music concerts, going with him on the bus 

because, as Lee reasoned, she could get acquainted with some 

of the Northcrest folks.  (Soon after Ray died, Polly had signed 

up for one of the new apartments here. Of course she would 

want to meet her future neighbors!)  One thing led to another, 

and soon Polly and Lee were enjoying one another’s company 

even outside of activities with Polly’s future neighbors.  The 

friendship bloomed, important commonalities came to light, 

families were introduced to one another, the story became a 

love story, and by the end of 2019 the pair had announced 

plans for a wedding on April 25.  It was to be a big church 

wedding, with a dinner and dancing and many guests; elabo-

rate plans were being made.    And then, Covid 19 intervened. 

When it became evident that, due to the pandemic, it would 

not be possible to safely, or even legally,  gather together that 

many people, the much-anticipated gala was set aside in favor 

of an intimate ceremony in front of the fireplace in Lee’s 

townhouse.  CPC’s minister, Brett Becker, and Lee’s son, 

Tom, an ordained minister, performed the ceremony, with 

nuptial music on piano, tympani, guitar, and violin performed 

by Lee’s other son, Bob, Polly’s son, Stephen, and Lee’s 

daughter-in-law, Angela.   In accord with pandemic rules, only 

three other family members were present, but 80 others dear to 

the couple, from across the country, were virtually present via 

ZOOM!       

Getting acquainted with people is one of Polly’s strong suits, 

so she and Lee were immediately accepted as an official fami-

ly at 1817 Northcrest Court.  Lee says, with a twinkle in his 

eye, that all newlyweds should honey-

moon in the midst of a pandemic, where 

you are not allowed to go anywhere or to 

let anyone into your house.  How conven-

ient!  Polly and Lee are busy creating one 

home out of two, a difficult but very satis-

fying job, involving decisions about fur-

nishings and art and dozens of smaller 

details.  Their children have been helpful 

in distributing heirlooms.  But perhaps 

their children have been most sensitively 

helpful by giving their full support to this marriage and to the 

wider family that has resulted. 

A postscript is needed here for very brief background infor-

mation about the bride and groom.   Lee is well known at 

Northcrest and the wider Ames community where he and Jean-

ette raised their family.  He retired from a distinguished 45 

year Civil Engineering career with Iowa DOT where he was 

State Maintenance Engineer, and also retired as a Colonel after 

28 years with the Army National Guard and Reserves.  He is 

knowledgeable in many areas and a trusted friend to all who 

know him.  Polly is a born-and-raised Texan, a high school 

teacher all of her adult life in both public and private schools 

in Dallas, with her specialties in the areas of English, Writing, 

and Librarianship. After her marriage to Ray, the two created a 

very successful business in academic coaching and private 

tutoring, which they continued even after moving to Ames.  

Polly says that she loves tutoring, and would like to continue 

working with both adults and children in that capacity at a lat-

er time (presumably post-pandemic!)  Polly, incidentally, has 

never met a stranger. Congratulations to the happy couple! 



 The Brighter Side 

Seeing the Brighter Side by John Stanford 

Many years ago, the day after a devastating tornado in Ohio,            
a child reported: 

"HOUSE ALL BROKE.  TOYS ALL BROKE.  BIRDS ALL 

WORKING." 

 

 

 

6-year-old watching a movie: Why do the bad guys always try to 
take over? 

Dad: They want to be in charge and make all the rules. 

6-year-old: Why don’t they just become moms? 

First Lines                            gathered by Phyllis Harris 

First lines of books recently donated to the Northcrest Library 

 
“In the year 1878 I took my degree of Doctor of 
Medicine of the University of London, and pro-
ceeded to Netley to go through the course pre-
scribed for surgeons in the Army.” 

        —The Complete Sherlock Holmes,  
A. Conan Doyle  

 
“The lane from our house to Grandma’s house was about one 
half mile long.” 

        —Bits and Pieces, Dorothy Vandecar 
 
“Not safe…not even all that nice…when you think about it.” 

        —Bicycles, Nikki Giovsnni 
 
“January 20, 1993.” 

        —Barbara Bush, Barbara Bush 
 
“What made Isabel Salhousie think about 
chance?” 

        —The Comforts of a Muddy Saturday,  
Alexander McCall Smith 

 
“Precious Ramatswe was sitting at her desk at 
the No. 1 Ladies Detective Agency in Gaborone.” 

        —The Full Cupboard of Life, Alexander McCall Smith 
 
“It is useful, people generally agree, for a wife 
to wake up before her husband.” 

        —The Good Husband of Zebra Drive,  
Alexander McCall Smith 

 
“Water.”         

—When You See Me, Lisa Gardner 
 
 
 

“On 13 October 1967 Dr. John W. Mauchly testi-
fied he spent no more than ‘one and one-half 
hours’ in the presence of the Atanasoff Berry 
Computer at Iowa State College, Ames, Iowa.” 

        —Atanasoff, Clark R. Mollenhoff 
 
“Julien Dubuque outfoxed the Indians.” 

        —Rogues and Heroes from Iowa’s Amazing Past,  
George Mills 

 
“The year Bob Ray was born, there was a Republican, John 
Hammill, occupying the Iowa governor’s office, Iowa-born 
Herbert Hoover was elected president, and the Depression 
was just around the corner.”        

—Governor, Jon Bowermaster 
 
“In these days of dark distress, teach us to love 
more and hate less!” 

        —Someone Cares, Helen Steiner Rice 
 
“George H. W. Bush took an unusual path to the 
presidency.” 
        —The Wars of the Bushes, Stephen Tanner 
 

“My  phone rings as I’m walking through the glass-walled 
foyer of Harry’s impressive offices on London Wall.”        

—Bring Me Back, B. A. Paris 
  
 

DVDs: Sweet Home Alabama                   

             The Trouble with Angels              

              Anything Goes 

 Pay It Forward 

 Titanic 

              



 Just For Fun 

An Overview of Overalls           by Jane Farrell-Beck 

As familiar as bib overalls are today, and 
as emblematic of farming and manufac-
turing work, the beginnings of bibs have 
been hard to pin down.   
 
Catalogs and sales lists mention “overall
(s)” in the 1840s, but the earliest image I 
could find was an 1852 photo of a Califor-
nia miner in white or light-color overalls. 
The legs were narrow and the bib worn 
twisted, to hold it close to the chest. In the late 1800s, bib 
overalls were made of blue or white denim, or occasionally 
striped fabric that resembled ticking. The bib portion could be 
narrow or wide, worn high almost to the armpits or lower, at 
nipple-level. Early bibs had the chest piece continuous with 
the narrow legs. Some overalls were worn cuffed, to protect 
against puddles and dirt.  
 
At the turn of the 20th 
century, denim or duck 
bib overalls came in 
brown, or blue mixed 
with gold or red. Gradual-
ly, bibs sewn to the pants 
replaced the cut-in-one 
styles. Backs were usual-
ly low. New features in-
cluded a hammer loop on the back of one leg, a ruler pocket 
on the right thigh, and a small patch pocket on the left side of 
the bib.  The 1910s and ‘20s brought diverse striped fabrics 
and a proliferation of pockets, on the outside for nails, tools 
and pencils, and the inside for a watch, memo pad, or hand-
kerchief. Factory workers and 
builders, as well as farmers, 
wore bib overalls. Backs be-
came higher and overall (pun 
intended) proportions were 
wider. Varied styles and innu-
merable attachments typified 
1930s and 1940s bibs. 
 
During the late 19th century and into the 1920s, children’s 
styles of overall were offered in lightweight gingham or 
chambray. “Womanalls” made an appearance during the 
1910s, as war work in factories or on farms drew women from 

their homes. Safety around machinery or 
modesty helped popularize womenalls. In 
the 1930s  Depression, women were pre-
sumed to be at home or in white-collar oc-
cupations, so overalls advertising assumed 
women were buyers of overalls for men in 
the family, not wearers. 
 
Early advertising for overalls stressed 
comfort, practicality, and durability.  As 
Depression-era conditions made selling more difficult, ads 
began to dramatize and even celebrate the workmen: tele-
phone linemen, railroad workers, glaziers, miners, industrial 
and construction men, as well as farmers. Good overalls signi-
fied a good job and a “real American home” with a man as the 
breadwinner.  
 
Wartime brought striking shifts in ad messag-
es. Overalls were the patriotic sign of men 
and women working in defense or agricultur-
al production. Uncle Sam, in an aggressive 
pose, modeled overalls; a woman driving a 
tractor and Rosie the Riveter wore overalls. 
Still, there were strictures: in one survey few 
Iowa farm women admitted to wearing over-
alls in public. 
 
After the War, overalls clad the whole family, especially for 
weekend chores or for recreation. Overalls ironically took a 
back seat to matched work-sets of shirt and trousers, which 
had a dressier look, wanted by gas-station attendants. During 
the ‘60s, jeans and other casual garb replaced overalls, even 
among Hippies. Finally the ‘70s and ‘80s brought a fashion 
revival, often in the form of short-pant overalls, tennis over-
alls, and white painters’ pants. Velveteen versions hit the 
fashion scene in the late 20th century. The all-American over-
all is still with us,  mostly as workwear, 
awaiting its next fashion revival.        
          

Hospital regulations require a wheelchair for 
patients being discharged. However, while 
working as a student  nurse, I found one elderly 
gentleman--already dressed and sitting on the 
bed with a  suitcase at his feet--who insisted he 
didn't need my help to leave the  hospital.  

 

After a chat about rules being rules, he reluctantly let 
me wheel him to the elevator.  On the way down I 
asked him if his wife was meeting him. "I don't know," 
he said.  "She's still upstairs in the bathroom changing 
out of her hospital gown."  



 

Help Northcrest Go Green! 
Help Northcrest save paper and postage by requesting  

The Northcrester be delivered via email. 
Contact Stacey at strytek@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 
Judy Brooks, Jane Farrell-Beck, Phyllis 
Harris, Norma Hensley, Loreen Hoover, 
Mim Patterson, John Stanford & Stacey 
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Additional contributions by: Linda Doyle, 
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