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Our 50th Wedding Anniversary



The Davies 50th Wedding Anniversary 

       Guests were welcomed at the front door. There were a 100 or so guests, they represented a sprinkling  
of family members and other folks from memorable experiences across the 50 years of the Davies marriage.  

Drinks and appetizers were served on the deck. “Our Wedding Memory Book” with moments and photographs was on a table. 
We all joined hands and those familiar with our tradition of a dinner blessing sang with us: 

The Johnny Apple Seed Grace 
Thank you God  

for giving us  
the sun, the rain and the apple seeds. 

The Lord is good to me. 

A light buffet dinner was served in the dining room and folks continued conversations on the deck or watched the 
video “50 Years of Remembering” on the screen in the living room. A shortened version is available for easy viewing  
at http://sunnybank.com/50thRemembering.html 
The song frequently used at celebrations of the Davies family shifted the focus of the evening from the deck  
to “Memory Sharing” in the living room:   
               “You’ll Never Walk Alone” 

   Soloist, Melody Svennungsen 
Dawna Davies welcomed everyone and invited guests to share short vignettes of how they met and have  
been influenced by Bill and Phyllis. 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A recap of the stories told at the 50th Anniversary Gathering for Bill and Phyllis  

Dawna introduces Tim LaSalle who begins with sharing his recollections.  

Thank you, Dawna. Yes, I am Tim LaSalle. These two folks, Bill and Phyllis, are important to many in this community. 
That is why we are here tonight. The significance of their heart, passion and caring feels important to acknowledge. 

Just look at the architecture of this house. Note how it was designed to bring community together in this space.  
It was designed for us to be here, not for just one small intact family. It was intended to help inspire us to become 
more and to share.  
 
Being here brings me to a fond recollection of coming to this place. Derek and Dawna were out doing chores. That 
memory takes me back to a memory of my mother. 

She had shown me, she didn’t really teach me, that it is very important to give. We lived rurally on a small farm.  
She would feed hobos, at that time what we called homeless folks. She never said anything about it, she just stepped 
up and did it.

When I met these two and their children, they started to re-inform me, my soul, my being about how to intentionalize 
giving. They as a family taught a goals class, “Living Intentionally.” It seems there are two types of folks in this world, 
givers and takers; they are givers.

These two not only exemplify sharing, they give of themselves and also their resources. Yet beyond that, they have 
given me and others the education along with the inspiration to not only share but want to do more and to be more. 

I’ve had the privilege of traveling with the Davies over the decades of our relationship. We looked at and learned from 
indigenous people, how their land had taught them about survival and what programs were really making a difference 
among some of the poorest of the poor on this planet. These two, and down through the generations in this family, 
take on the responsibility of not only knowing people are our brothers and sisters but that we have a responsibility  
to others. 

They introduced me to many people who are making important differences. I have on occasion introduced them  
to the same kind of folks. People who have a vision and had a method of approach to do real sustained development, 
empowerment and a renewing concept of who they are in this world. This has an effect of rising people up out of some 
of the poorest conditions; situations we would not ever need to, or have the challenge of experiencing.

Just today, I have been in touch by email with some of those people who know the Davies. It is in a way a network  
of folks who work across the world. Each said they wish they could be here with us this evening. 

In that group of people who have their focus on helping others and give their lives for the improvement of others,  
Bill and Phyllis have been there to support them. But even more importantly, they have educated and inspired others 
of us to not only give of ourselves but to also give financially. They step beyond financial and give emotional support, 
which is so necessary as these folks go through the trials that life gives. This emotional caring and support is 
especially important to those who are working under remote conditions. 

In the Davies’ generosity to make a contribution, even if things don’t work out as hoped, they have the courage and 
real integrity to say that’s OK. Bill and Phyllis are not averse to taking risk, and they expect transparency. They hold 
the vision of success in the hope that the effort may bring change and steps forward. They constantly encourage us 
that the world needs us and that we need to go on and to hold tight to a vision that change can happen both 
internationally and at home.

I could go on internationally, but let’s come back here to this community. What these two have given this area is 
important. Bill has worked through Rotary and Phyllis with her broad efforts at Cal Poly and elsewhere, through their 
faith and people-concern-based efforts.
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They have helped organize us to come together; to work together and make a difference. That kind of leadership  
is so powerful. It is the way real movements are formed. Yet these two don’t need to be egocentric or need to get 
credit for their actions. They will also give you a push, even a kick in the butt, to keep you on target and doing 
something that you know matters. 

They also live what they preach or ask others to consider doing. That brings us to another point of integrity; this is  
a quality which is hard to find. We all struggle with this issue within ourselves. Am I really holding to my own integrity? 
Are we doing what we believe should be done? Bill and Phyllis have the added integrity of doing what they ask others 
to do. Take the solar panels here on this place. Phyllis continues to not only teach solar cooking but practices cooking 
with only the light of the sun; she doesn’t just teach or tell others. They both put words into action.

We are all so grateful for the example you have brought to us. We want to thank you for the inspiration you are to each 
of us in this community over the many years that I have known you. 

We are here to express our appreciation and thank you deeply for your example, your inspiration and your heart. You 
are givers and models for the rest of us. Thank you and congratulations on the rare accomplishment of surviving and 
growing through 50 years of marriage.

I’m Marcia Alter. Unlike Tim, I have only known Phyllis and Bill since 1999. Susan Atlee, whom many of you also 
fondly remember the role she played in our lives, introduced us. 

Before I go on with my sharing, I want to mention that huge, and lovely map-quilt on the wall. Dawna, when she was  
a teen-ager, made that map on a sewing machine here in this room. It is there to use, if we want to refer to a map.

When I needed a place to stay, I lived in my little RV, here on this farm. I helped with the garden. We made meals 
together. I learned how to cook with the sun. I was here as Trevyn began his teen years. You see the Davies out in the 
community, but I got to know them by working in the garden with Bill, helping Phyllis cook, pull invasive weeds and 
other projects around here. I learned so much! They were always loyal to one another, true to their values, and I 
marveled at they're constantly encouraging me and everyone else with whom they come in contact. 

I have one story that to me exemplifies their togetherness: how they work together as a team. This occurred as Bill 
was hiking the Pacific Crest Trail over the mountains from Mexico to Canada. It’s 2,650 miles of mountain walking. 
Phyllis was a “Trail Mom” to hundreds of hikers. She would meet up with Bill every few days at an agreed location with 
a good meal ready for him. Bill could catch up on the news of the family and world, take a hot shower in the van,  
get a good night’s rest. With a hardy breakfast, he was off with any supplies he needed for the next leg of his hike.

A story illustrates Phyllis, their relationship and supportiveness with not only Bill and his commitment to hiking but also 
how to work with the earth. After breakfast and seeing him off on the trail, she needed to go around the mountain. 
They agreed to meet 30 miles or so up the trail and have dinner that evening. It was a steep and sheer-cliffed, very 
winding logging road; not well traveled. She suddenly came to a 16” log, which had fallen across the road. She had no 
saw, ax or chainsaw. There was no one around. She had no telephone, and even if she did, there would have been no 
reception. The road was too winding for Phyllis to back up several miles. 

After appraising the situation, she started Bill’s dinner, a pot roast, so it would be cooked by evening. She then spent 
her day dragging rocks and small logs to build a long ramp that was solid enough to drive over safely without breaking 
the van axels. After getting over the log; she reported it to the authorities and went on to meet Bill on time. She had 
dinner ready. As well as, another harrowing experience successful behind her. 

To me, this is an example of their willingness to work through a challenge, and take risks, and the dedication of their 
commitment to each other. 

Marcia introduced Joe Obregon, a longtime friend of the Davies.
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I’m Joe Obregon, and I talk with my hands so this microphone is a problem. (Dawna fixed the headset on him.) 
I have known the Davies as Bill and Phyl, since 1968. One of the things I remember about Bill is that we joined the 
Toastmasters Club at the same time. The reason he gave was he wished to learn to speak more easily as he wanted 
to become a more effective Realtor. 

A memorable thing to me about Bill is that he traveled to Australia in 1965. He flew around the country, looking  
at farms, Did you know he went across Australia with a motorcycle? 

Today, I walked around this farm, and it is a long journey for an older fellow. So for me and for them, a trip is just  
a trip. I asked someone at the door, how should I find Phyllis? The lady said, she is barefooted. That’s how she was 
when I got to know her, and she’s still barefoot here today.

I want to close with a poem that was written about 4,000 years ago. I dedicate it to Bill and Phyllis.

Look Well to This Day 
Look well to this day 

For it is life 
Your life, 

 and  
My Life. 

The very best of life. 
In its brief course lie all 

The realities and truths of existence, 
The joy of growth, the splendor of action, 

The glory of power. 
For yesterday is but a memory. 
And tomorrow is only a vision. 

But today well lived 
Makes every yesterday a memory of happiness 

And every tomorrow a vision of hope. 
Look well, therefore, to this day. 

I say to all of you, 
 Look well at today, 

Because it is a day to Celebrate 50 years of marriage for Bill and Phyllis. 

Joe’s version of this Ancient Sanskrit Poem 
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We are Jim and Christine Maguire. We’ve owned a sheep dairy out towards Pozo, since 1999. Each year, when the 
ewes are dry, we take a trip to mark the end of milking season. We call it a research trip. Others call a trip like this a 
learning vacation. 

Our trip in 2003 was to be in Italy attending a famous cheese festival. Visiting with Christine, Phyllis said they would be 
in Italy at the same time and would enjoy joining us. For years, their children made and sold specialty cheese on this 
farm in San Luis Obispo. They raised chickens, pigs and calves on the whey from the cheese as a college fund project.

That summer of 2003, Bill had been hiking the Pyrenees, so we met in Bra, Italy. There were about 50,000 people at 
this famous and incredibly organized International Cheese Festival. We signed up for every class we could.

We all went to classes. The girls went to wine and cheese tastings. Bill and I thought the Single Malt Whiskey and 
cheese pairing class sounded interesting. My memory is a bit foggy for good reason, and I suspect Bill’s is as well. 
The whiskey was served in wine glasses, and as I recall, all the cheese tasted really good. They had a “milky way” 
which featured the hundreds of items made with milk, yet are not cheese. We learned a lot and had a great time.

No cars were allowed in town. We were staying three or so miles out of town. Christine arranged for the seven of us 
from San Luis Obispo County to stay with a family who had a large home. Bill said he’d walk in to town rather than 
ride. Christine joined Bill on his walk to town once, but that was the ONLY time. 

From Italy, the Davies went on to Africa where Bill hiked Kilimanjaro and Phyllis worked with Hospice in Kenya and 
joined her brother Wes and Bill in Arusha, Tanzania, after they summited the tallest mountain in Africa.

Dave Smiley tells of hiking with Bill: Dan Sterns and I have been in a men’s group with Bill and several others for 30 
years. Bill’s hiking stories captured our imagination. Some of us decided to hike a section of the Pacific Crest Trail.  
We took the opportunity to join the hike near Lake Tahoe. Bill’s advice was don’t carry more than 20-30 pounds, he’s 
an “ultralight backpacking” advocate. We started two days ahead of Bill to get acclimated as we knew he’d be a fast 
hiker. We ended up hiking the 60 miles in four exhausting days. Bill (remember he was 66 at the time) caught up with 
us and slowed his pace to ours and had a leisurely walk.

When we came close to the end of our hike through the Desolation Wilderness, we were at Donner Pass. Bill took off 
to find you, Phyllis. You were scheduled to rendezvous with him. Dan and I finished the trail section on another route 
and headed for the restaurant/bar for a refreshing brew. We also needed to get a room for the night. Bill showed up 
about 30 minutes later with no Phyllis. So after we all had a drink, we hired a cab to go fetch my car so that Dan and  
I would be able to take off in the morning. We could then pick up Dan's car in the parking lot at the other end of the 
trail as it goes into the Desolation Wilderness. 

When the cab arrived in the parking lot Bill said, there's our van/RV. He knocked on the door. It was at least 8:00 P.M., 
and Phyllis had already gone to bed. Pleased to see us, she got up. While I went to get Dan; Phyllis, made us what 
Dan and I to this day, swear was the best meal we have ever eaten (Fillet minion, lobster, tossed salad with Fritos, 
garlic bread and a sumptuous pie).

Dan and I came away from that trip with a huge admiration for Bill and Phyllis. He hiked many 30-mile days.  
I understand Bill and his brother-in-law Wes actually hiked 37 miles in one day. 

Thank you for the 34 years of love and adventure you have shared with MaryAnn and me, and for all you do to help 
others. You were and are both the best and most supportive friends one could have. You are both a treasure.

I am Ernie Obregon, Joe’s son. I live with my family in San Francisco and am a United 320 Air Bus pilot, flying mostly 
to Latin America.

When I came to Cal Poly, I worked for the Davies. When Phyllis and Bill were going to be away, I would in addition  
to being a painter and handyman for them; I’d stay with Dawna and Derek. They came in from doing chores one 
evening, ‘Sugar is having twins, and she’s having trouble. One of them is stuck.’ So I called Phyllis and she told me 
what to do on the phone. Dawna and Derek were there to help, but as you can imagine, I still clearly recall helping 
deliver my first kid and she lived!
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As a pilot, I encountered a lovely Peruvian stewardess, Iris, who is now my wife.

Thank you for all the good things I learned when I worked for you as your helper. You made it possible for me to earn 
enough to take flying lessons and realize my dream of becoming an airline pilot.

Ernie hands the microphone to his wife, Iris Obregon.
Before we were married, Ernie insisted I meet the Davies because they had played such an important role in his life 
since childhood. I want to thank you, Bill and Phyllis, for continuing the wonderful family influence Ernie had in 
moulding him into this remarkable man. Thank you and congratulations, Bill & Phyllis, on your 50 years of marriage.

Donna and Julian Crocker. Over the years, Phyllis in particular has been doing an amazing ministry. She’s done this 
not just in our community but across the world. 

She wrote her book, Grief Climb Towards Understanding, after the death of their son Derek. She has taken her 
outreach to many places, especially where their have been multiple deaths of children. She has worked on with police 
and rescue workers on Critical Incident Teams in major catastrophes. The ripples from the energy of her grief have 
spread far and helped so many people. 

Our son Kevin died at 19, I can remember from the depths of my grief and coming up for air and Phyllis was there with 
her book to help us. Sometime later, I asked Phyllis to send her book to a friend, who also lost her son. He had been 
in Boy Scouts with our Kevin. Just today that friend called me and again mentioned that Phyllis’s book came to her 
when she needed it the most. The work you have both done continues to help bereaved families and encourage 
others though a very difficult time. Thank you, Bill and Phyllis.

Kay and Floyd Tift who will soon celebrate there 75th Wedding Anniversary, send their encouragement and best 
wishes for continuing adventures together and as individuals.

My name is Beth Halchard, and I met Bill for the first time, just a bit after 5:00 today. I’ve known Phyllis from visiting 
with her, two or three minutes at a time, for over 12 years as I checked-out her groceries at Food 4 Less. 

Thank you for being an example and for showing us what a marriage can be. I feel very fortunate being included  
in this event. I love getting your Christmas letters. I’m always inspired by the Davies family. You remind me of our 
mutual friends Chuck and Sue Attlee.

Vicki Carroll. I first met the Davies when I came to this house for a Thanksgiving leftovers party many years ago. 
There were several Quakers here. After our dinner, we deboned ours and many other turkeys for a giant pot of 
colorful, hardy, turkey soup for the homeless the Sunday night of Thanksgiving weekend.  

Still today, Bill, Phyllis, Dawna and Trevyn help with feeding the homeless with me when the Quakers have their turn. 
Bill actually grows the collards that the homeless are so fond of when Phyllis cooks them with garlic, cranberries and 
apple juice. Bill also helps when his Rotary Club feeds the Homeless. 

Repeatedly, the two of you take a project that seems impossible, make it possible and even fun. Thank you.

Hisham Assal tells of how he and his wife Abir helped Phyllis when she started the local Middle East Dialogue Dinner 
Group, thirteen years ago. Our group of Muslims, Jewish, Christian and others want to understand more about the 
Middle East and why there is so much difficulty in that area. We have continued to be a meaningful and interesting 
opportunity to learn for those involved. We all have come to a greater understanding of this conflict-plagued area  
of the world. 

Over the years, folks have come and gone from the group, but Bill and Phyllis have held to their commitment to better 
understanding. They have accommodated Abir’s and my children, so they too as well as other youth could be involved 
and feel of value as they increased their understanding. Congratulations, Bill and Phyllis, you are such good examples 
and for all here and for accomplishing the achievement of 50 years of marriage. I’m so glad our children could witness 
this event and be here today.
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Renee Metoyer. Earth Day, two years ago, I had an interesting conversation with Bill, Phyllis’ was doing a solar 
cooking class. I consider you both very special. I’ve been working with Phyllis on solar cooking and gardening 
projects. There is something about you both—you are so genuine. That makes you both really memorable friends, 
Thank you.
    
Doug Hilton, I met Bill in 1976 when he came to San Luis Obispo as a Realtor. Before I became a judge,  
I specialized in Real Estate Law. Besides solving problems, Bill taught Real Estate classes at Cuesta College. He has 
always done a remarkable job of helping people solve situations and assisting them in meeting their goals with a really 
caring manner and with a generosity of spirit. I deeply admire the Davies, their Davies Company and Dawna who has 
continued in her father’s footsteps. 

Jacque Van Epps. I met Phyllis in 1988 and can recall thinking, Woo! — Do I really have the energy to deal with this 
woman? Yet, she was so genuine, and we shared some common interests. Before long, she had me going on a trip 
with her to Honduras. After that, I accepted the role of President of the World Neighbors San Luis Neighborhood for 
the next two years. During that time, our local group raised 12% of World Neighbors International budget donated by 
individuals. That was accomplished right here in this county. Under Bill and Phyllis, I found a new spark in my life.  
The skills I discovered surprised me, my leadership abilities gave me new confidence that I had no idea were hiding 
under my timidness. Then, when I divorced in 1998, I sold everything and hit the road. I followed your example and the 
light that the two of you shined on me. You have opened to me a far wider world than I had known before. Thank you.

Wes Armstrong, They tell me, I first met Phyllis in 1943 when she brought me her favorite toy. The gift was to 
welcome me home from the hospital. I am one of her younger brothers. Growing up, I can recall thinking, “Why can’t  
we have a normal sister?” 

She was never normal. She was exceptional! She had her own hour-long radio program at 14. That wasn’t enough. 
Before long she was receiving awards for innovation in public relations; the best in 4-H in the 11 Western States. 

Bill is not only a great brother-in-law, but a wonderful friend. We have taken many motorcycle trips together. Several  
of the international ones were with our wives; to New Zealand, England, Scotland, Wales, Ireland and much of 
Europe. I’ve hiked parts of most of his hikes with him. 

One quick hiking story: I was here on the farm talking to Phyllis, and the phone rang. It was Bill. He needed to come 
home, lighten his pack and get trail shoes instead of boots. It was Wednesday, my 1/2 day, so I had time and flew my 
plane down to Lake Arrowhead. 
 
I saw a small fellow coming towards the plane. He looked like Bill, but this guy was 25 pounds lighter. We flew home, 
Bill repacked to light gear. Phyllis took him back and resupplied him the rest of the trip. She also was “Trail Mom” to 
hundreds of hikers. I can’t image being related to a better grounded and more supportive couple.

I’m Marilyn Armstrong. When I moved to San Luis Obispo, I opened a computer store. Phyllis came in to my store
when she had written her book. She was beginning to typeset it, getting the manuscript ready for publication. In 
visiting with her, I mentioned I was from Salem, Oregon. She said her two brothers and father had gone to Willamette 
University in Salem. 

The next week at church, I began talking with a man eating a cinnamon roll. He introduced himself as Wes Armstrong. 
In answering his question where are you from, I said, I grew up in Salem, OR.

Wes said, I went to college in Salem and was just there to a reunion. He mentioned, “My brother and my Dad also 
went to school at Willamette University.”  

I asked; Do to know Phyllis Davies? He said, yes, she’s my sister. We continued our conversation after church over 
lunch then went for a walk at the beach.

A little over a year later, Wes and I were married. Together we had six teens — all at once — in our combined family.
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Phyllis explains:
I’m not clairvoyant. Bill sometimes refers to me as being a bit  
wo-wo.

One night, I had a vivid dream. I saw two people flying around in 
the sky, like this Chagall painting. Yet, the woman had the bouquet 
in her right hand; they were reaching out and touching each other. 
It was clearly my brother Wes, and it was Marilyn. 

The next day, I walked into Marilyn’s computer store and said:  
“I had the weirdest dream. You were reaching out and touching  
my brother.”  

While I was at the store, I reminded Marilyn about the solstice 
party our family was having the next weekend.

Marilyn had not seen or met my brother. At the time, Wes lived  
in Oregon. I thought he was happily married and busy. He didn’t 
come down often to see the family here in San Luis Obispo.  

Literally “out of the blue” the next Sunday, my brother, Wes flew 
down from his ranch in Northern California. We picked him up at 
the airport. We were on our way to church. As he got in our car, he 
mentioned that his wife Judy had announced that she was filing for 
divorce; she wanted to marry another man. Wes had come down 
to get some family support.

At church, I noticed out of the corner of my eye that Marilyn and Wes were talking to each other. But didn’t think 
anything about it or recall the strange dream.

Unbeknownst to me, they went out to lunch after church, continuing their conversation, then later went for a walk  
at the beach. There Marilyn said, “I promised your sister Phyllis, I would come to their solstice party. I’ve told her 
several times that I would come so I need to go home and fix something to take for dinner.”

When my brother, Wes walked through the front door of our family home together with Marilyn, I was so astounded,  
I just about lost my balance.

I am Lew Franklin. Bill and I are cousins, my mother and his father were siblings. We lived in the Sierra foothills in  
a tiny town. My first recollection of Bill was when we visited their family and our grandparents in Pasadena. I recall Bill 
wanted to go to go to this place with lots of lights, winding cement trails, little creeks, green grass and castles. It was 
really an amazing place, I had never seen anything like it. Instead of hike trails and climbing trees we played 
something called miniature golf. 

We saw each other at family gatherings over the years. Eventually our lives seemed to cross more often. I began 
teaching for Stanford and working on disarmament after the “Cold War” was over. Bill and Phyllis asked me to come 
down and give some talks about helping the world move toward peace. Today is a bit of Déjà vu for me, talking in this 
room to folks. It is special to be here as another part of the Davies family celebrates their 50th Anniversary.

I’m Steve Davies, another of Bill’s cousins. We’ve hiked a lot together. In the summers of 2003-2004, I invited Bill to 
hike with me in France. We did the Pyrenees from the Atlantic to the Mediterranean, about 600 miles of really steep 
mountains terrain. For me, that was one of the most important events of my life. 

Bill is such a consummate gentleman. He is such an interesting and fun guy to be with. I will always treasure the time  
I spent with him.
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Jim Patterson was one of our recent San Luis Obispo Supervisors. 

I grew up in Blythe, CA; down on the Colorado River. Bill was my 6th grade Sunday school teacher. Phyllis worked as 
a cowgirl; in what was the largest Cattle Feed Yard in the world at the time. She was Blythe’s Rodeo Queen in 1964,  
I’ll always call her as “my Rodeo Queen.” So we go back to the early 1960s and have those nice memories.The three 
of us share the fact that we are Cal Poly School of Agriculture graduates.

Dawna Davies, Bill and Phyllis are my parents. I appreciate your love, integrity and leadership as well as your 
unstoppable support of my efforts and interests. I want to thank you.

Bill, well we need to clarify some of these stories! At our wedding, Phyllis’s family warned me that this lady you are 
marrying, is a hard act to follow. 

When I asked for Phyllis hand in marriage, her father looked at me very seriously saying, Um, why do you think  
we have always called her Sis? We wanted her to be a Catholic Sister. He caught me off guard with that one.  
I thought, Oh my God what have I got myself into. 

As we went into the house her Dad was moaning and groaning about a potential marriage. He then abruptly went into 
the kitchen. He waked around the corner as he “broke open a bottle of champagne” and we all had a good laugh. 
Phyllis had already alerted him to the news.

I want to compliment Phyllis on putting up with me for 50 years and a few hours. We got married on August 21,1966, 
in the afternoon, so it is now over 50 years. We want to thank each of you for celebrating with us. Thank you for 
sharing your stories of the role we have played in your lives. I appreciate your tribute to both of us, but I have to 
recognize that we are all in this together. For those of you who have thanked us for our roll in your lives. It has been a 
two way street. Your role has been just as important to us.  
 
Bill hands the microphone to Phyllis. 
We are so glad you have been with us today, celebrating the fact we have survived 50 years of marriage. It has  
been a fun adventure and super challenging. Marrying Bill was the best decision I ever made, next was having 
children even though our two sons have gone on. Yet ,we still have Dawna who is a real sparkle in our lives, as is 
Trevyn. The third best choice was moving back to San Luis Obispo, where we both got degrees at Poly.

Bill and I lived in the same town as Jim Patterson, Blythe, CA. I knew who Bill was, we went to the same 
church and he worked in the bank. My Mother thought he was really special. I did know he didn’t know how to 
count cattle the way cowboys count them, bankers occasionally came out to the feed yard to appraise cattle. 
None of them were used to counting bunches of cattle running past them. But Bill could balance a checkbook 
and I couldn’t. We worked on the March of Dimes committee together but he had never had ask me for a date. 

Three weeks after our first date we were married in an outdoor chapel at Mammoth Lakes, CA. We’ve had 
some special challenges in our marriage: both of Dawna’s brothers died, I wrote a book and Bill has said,  
“The next book written in this family will be mine. The title will be, “How to Live With a Woman, who has  
written a book.”

We have appreciated you being with us and have some thank you gifts for you to take home. 
One is a head of garlic. Bill grows lots of garlic each year. We hope those of you have who have a garden will plant at 
least some of the cloves in your yard and cook with the rest. A card is tied to the head of garlic.

There is also a tree collard for any of those who will plant it. It is from one of the most famous gardeners in the world. 
John Jeavons. He gave us tree collard starts nearly 10 years ago. Your collard came from one of those plants.

The card tied to the head of garlic has a list whitch needs some explanation. 
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When I was 12 years old I made a list. I used it from that time forward as a checklist, over my years  
of dating.

I made the list for two reasons:
Because we had a very interesting father, and I realized I didn’t want to make the same selection mistakes 
made by my mother.

I also knew I needed a partner who would balance my shortcomings. I have some serious disabilities. I and 
everyone else knew I was weird, but I was over 50 before I knew why. I am very dyslexic. I am actually what 
they now call a functional illiterate. I can’t add or balance a check book; reading and writing are very difficult.  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Your life partner choice is our major life decision.
(A list I made and used from the time I was12.) 

• Honest in business and relationships.

• As Smart or smarter than I.

• Will they likely be a Good Parent.

• Committed to Peace  
              …… and to Spiritual Growth.

• Zest for Life and Adventure.

• Lifter NOT a Leaner.   
       (Some people always have excuses; 
          where some accept a problem and solve it.)

My Partner Qualities List



I knew I needed a special partner. He need to be someone who was: 
1. was honest, 
2. smart,  
3. would be a good parent, 
4. have a zest for life and adventure.                                    
5. He needed to be willing to grow spiritually.
6. a lifter not a leaner or blamer; committed to peace and the well being of others.

The hardest quality to find was someone who realized spiritual growth was important in life. 

This list is the most important list of my life and I want to share it with you.
We hope you will take it and use your own version of it in your life from this day forward. 

There are memory book pages on the table. If you wish to jot down another memory or take a sheet and mail it our 
address is on the bottom of the page.

Thank you for being here with us, and enjoy the rest of the evening.

�13


