WESLEYAN TRIP - 2006

5 July 2006
Dear Family,
Chapter 1 “4 stops”

Thursday, June 22, 2006 we arrived home after 6 weeks minus 1 day; 3.7 88
miles of travel; 19 stops on the way; 11 "Jubilee" CDs, 8 English thin-lipped
mugs, & 2 "Tikva" CDs given as gifts. Yes, we gave the last hostess, Mary
Munson, all three, and Linda Jekel looked longingly at "Jubilee" saying she
would love to have one to share with her brothers, so we gave 2 at the Jekel
stop. Now, for those counting, does the math come out? :>)

Equally important is the fact that our roads were clear and safe all the way,
that due to Alan's careful research on maps and timely advice from locals,
we never got lost; that we were kept amazingly healthy; that our hearts were
encouraged by the warm welcome accorded us by family, long-time friends,
and folks newly met; and the treasure of touching so many lives so that we
became a part of each other. The tiredness we feel upon arriving home can
be fixed. The bonds forged are for eternity.

Our first stop on Friday May 12 was at Penney Farms to visit Bridge. Her
friend Dee Williamson also lives there, and we had a tasty meal together in
their dinning room. I noticed a greater percentage of men around than in a
usual retirement complex, and they explained that there are many jobs
available for men, so that they continue to feel useful. Jobs are tailor-made
to a resident's abilities. Because Bridge cannot walk or stand easily, her jobs
continue to be consultant to Kaiua, the material in progress sent to her on the
computer by the Brazilian team. She also works on the P.E.T.(Personal
Energy Transportation) Project. The shop, making a thousand hand driven
carts at a time for those who cannot use their legs, set up a bench for Bridge,
and hang in front of her the wooden pieces of the cart which she paints red.
Others paint other colors, and still others put the cart together, and ship them
all over the world to needy areas. Here is a lady with anthropology and
linguistic degrees who is really proud of the chance to help someone be



mobile. Maybe it is not so far from translation, which helps someone move
from the shadows of illiteracy to the very throne of God. Bridge could name
all of you girls (a feat we find rather rare) and the Dettweiler and McKinnon
cards are part of her daily routine.

On Saturday May 13 we had the long drive to Anderson. Started "Harry
Potter & The Order of The Phoenix," the fifth book in the series. By the
time we got home 6 weeks later, we had only read about half of the 870
pages, so we may not be able to write many letters in the near future, since
we have to know what happens! Well, maybe another trip will come up, and

we can read as we traverse more miles.

All the Woodalls were home for supper that night, a rather amazing fact.
With all sorts of youthful agendas, we still got goodnight hugs all around.
That was special. Earl & June came for dinner the next day, Mother's Day.
What fun to have a big family. Woody grilled, Sylvia made her yummy
mashed potatoes, and June brought a chocolate cake. The mothers all got
Russell Stover chocolates too. In the afternoon the whole family, with Earl
reading nearby, played "Movie Mania" a board game Sylvia had picked up
at a yard sale. It provided many laughs for the three generations around the
table. Someone knew the answers most of the time. Was great to hear big
Alan sing the tune from "Chariots of Fire" as a clue. The week passed in
errands, gatherings with this one and that, Wednesday evening meal at
Boulevard Baptist where we had a warm welcome from our old friends. On
Thursday Sylvia and the two of us went to Greenville to hear young Alan's
brass quintet in concert. Inspiring music.

Continuing our journey on Saturday, May 20, just up the road we stopped at
the Woodall Srs. for the weekend. Alan took his accordion to the Men's
Bible Class at First Salisbury, and had the words for "Cantai Ao Senhor”
which, amazingly, is in our Presb. Hymnal. We imagine that most people
think it is a Spanish song, since those are the words in the hymnal. Sylvia
and we had prepared a wedding gift for Cibele & Joseph who marry in Rio
Verde in July. His parents attend the Salisbury church, and will take them
the 2 USBs in cute little pockets.



Monday May 22 we were off early to get to our lunch date with Dr. Ben
Rose at Westminster Canterbury in Richmond. He is 92, looks very much
like he did 50 years ago, was a delightful host. His wife, Anne, died lasi
December. He said that he teaches and preaches, but that his knees don't
help very much, keeping him from being able to stand for any length of
time. When we said that we would be with Tommy & Mardia Brown in a
few days he said, "In the 80s I went with Tommy and a group of 40 pastors
on a visit to Asia. At the end of the days there we were in a meeting
together with many national pastors and we asked them what sustained them
through difficult times. One of them answered, “The LIC still reigns and is
in control, and the HS can be trusted." By the end of the hour of lunch,
when we had talked about many things and Dr. Ben had come back to that
refrain several times as an answer to today's woes, with broad smiles we
joined him, repeating the refrain as a tie that bound us in faith and
friendship. He said that Anne had compiled a long prayer list that she used
each morning, and that after her death he had continued using it in his
devotions each day. With a smile he said, "Sonia Dettweiler is on that list."
We left with hearts full of admiration for this encourager.

Such were the first 4 stops on our Wesleyan trip 2006. Your Dad suggests
that we send you chapters, so that you get some news sooner, and have more
time to read it. We trust that Chapter 2 will soon follow.

Much love,

Mom / Dad



WESLEYAN TRIP - 2006

Dear Family,

Chapter 2 - Wesleyan 2006 Trip

Our 5™ stop was on Monday, May 22, 2006 at Knox & Bev Swayze’s in
Montclair, VA, 25 miles South of DC. Just out of Princeton in the late 80s,
both ordained, they came to Sdo Paulo to work with street children. Knox is
a Brazil MK who did the drug scene as a teenager, an experience that today
contributes to his ministry. They are both beautiful young people, energetic
and fearless on the streets. They were a new kind of overseas worker in our
eves. They set out to work in SP 10 years, and then return to work in the
US, and this they did. We have a lady here at WPPC who came from their
VA club, and often mentions them, so off and on we wondered how life was
going for them. We stopped there one night. They now have a middle
school boy, and an early teen daughter, both of whom were busy coming and
going to school, sports and scouts that afternoon. Bev was in the middle of
helping Carter make a mud cake for a scout party. He was covered in
chocolate, happily licking up as much of the icing as possible. It seems that
the scouts had a cake walk, and each got to take home the cake in front of
them when the music stopped. Carter came home with an equally chocolaty
cake, so was very pleased. He said that some of the younger scouts got
yucky carrot cakes, or pineapple upside down cakes, and went home crying.
Bev remarked that the mothers should have known better! :>) Alan
brought out his accordion which interested everyone, especially Carter who
kept trying to punch buttons and cause sounds. After the kids retired we
watched the ABBA video. It brought back strong memories for them, for
there were scenes from their past. Matty & Simone, I wish that you could
talk with them for they have 10 years experience in what you are involved
in. The two of them trade off Sundays leading the gatherings. The club will
actually relocate from Woodbridge to Manassas this Fall because of a shift
in location of membership. They are such a happy memory of our SP days,
and it did our hearts good to touch base with them again.



Our 6" stop was on May 23, 2006 in Laurel, MD at Matthew & Dixie
Whongs. I am still grateful to them for all the little extras that they left for
us in the José Portolano house in SP. I smile when I think of the trash cai
that lasted all during our 20 years in that city. They have changed very little,
continue to be warm and welcoming friends, interested in our family from
Donald Gordons & Daughertys down to Brandan our youngest. Matthew’s
Korean heritage shows in his deep respect for age, and for male children.
Many times he would come back to “and Simone & Matty have 6 boys!!
That is wonderful!!” He would grin broadly, and we even more. A most
amazing happening took place while we were with them. They took us out
to their favorite Asian restaurant. We had a lovely happy dinner and when
we asked for the bill, the waiter brought us a paid bill with a note “Rejoice in
the Lord always!” When we showed surprise, the waiter said that a
gentleman had just finished his lunch, paid for his and ours, and walked out.
I had seen a man sitting by himself eating near us, and maybe he noticed that
we prayed before the meal, Matthew in a preacher voice, but the Whongs
said that this has never happened to them before, and it certainly has not
happened to us. So I add another angel story to my repertoire. Paul Whong,
pastor wife Amy, Ben & Sadie arrived for a truly Korean supper at the
Whongs. It was obvious that Dixie had carefully brought in a dozen special
ingredients for the meal, serving us some 12 different delicious dishes.
Well, a couple were too spicy for me, but forewarned I enjoyed the others.
Alan again took out the accordion and we sang old songs and hymns for a
long time. They are both so happy in their new town house, Dixie teaching
English second language on an easy schedule, and enjoying her
grandchildren who live nearby. Matthew travels a great deal to conferences
and workshops involving Asian people. He is greatly respected as an elder
wise man. We did not know him when he was lost in the Korean conflict
many years ago. Now, as we left their home, they stood on the steps smiling
and waving, a blessing in their hearts.

Our 7% stop was North Haven, CT at Jim & Jan Jekel’s. Their daughter,
Linda, who works with the Walters, was there for the summer. This was her
20™ Wesleyan Reunion, so she made a great addition to her parents and our
50", We actually decided to go to the reunion at the invitation of the Jekels.
We stayed with them and drove the half hour to Wesleyan each day. There
were formal dinners Thursday, Friday & Saturday, about 30 workshops to
choose from during the day, picnics and class photos, a grand parade in



which I rode a golf cart sitting next to a lady whose sister-in-law has
recently moved into WP Towers! I have not met her yet, but will go looking
first chance I get. The dinner Thursday night was hosted by the Wesleyan
president, and held in banquet rooms in the library. Through latticework I
could see the stacks. Friday’s evening meal was held in a large gorgeous
tent on the quadrangle field. It was the only cooler evening, with a drizzly
rain, so I really enjoyed the trendy raincoat that Sylvia had lent me. The
third banquet was in another substantial tent on the lawn of the Presidents’
residence. Each of the 70 classmates was given 30 seconds to say whatever
he wished. Only one started in on telling about this great book he had read —
so he got stopped after a couple of minutes. I suppose that the most
impressive characteristic of the weekend for me was hearing Alan’s
classmates share about what had gone on in their lives in these last 50 years.
We chatted with different people over meals, on the campus, waiting for a
program to start, and 50 years is an amazing amount of time in anyone’s life.
There were scientists, researchers, CEOs, professors, doctors, lawyers,
preachers, sports coaches, actors, photographers, folks who had traveled
widely and made a difference in our world. Two of the workshops
impressed us greatly. One was led by Donald Price, a research physician at
John Hopkins in neurodegenerative disorders, like Alzheimer’s, for instance.
He held hope for the future. Another was led by Michael Yamashita, a
photographer with National Geographic who is preparing a film and a book
named, “Before Christopher Columbus There Was Zheng He.” This was a
Chinese explorer who covered a vast expanse way before Columbus, but is
not well known in the West today. One of my favorite books is Yamashita
following Marco Polo in text and amazing pictures. Iloved getting to meet
him in person. One more aspect of the weekend I really enjoyed was getting
rides in the plentiful golf carts all over campus, driven by staff or students
who were friendly and helpful. We had some wonderful conversations. The
speaker at the main assembly on Saturday morning was Bradley Whitford
Wesleyan’81. His talk, “From Wesleyan To The West Wing,” was based on
his experience as the second in command in the popular West Wing show on
TV. Sunday we went with the Jekels to their club in Hamden, Westminster
Orthodox Presb. Such friendly, welcoming people. After a quick lunch we
were on the road again.



Stop 8 May 28, 2006

Amazingly we got to the ferry in Bridgeport just as they were ready to piit
on the last car - ours! We crossed the Long Island Sound along with a few

ferry has been in operation since 1883! I don’t think our modern ferry has
been working that long. From Port Jefferson, Long Island, it was only a few
minutes to the Winston’s home at Stony Brook. We had a lively reception, a
delicious supper out in the garden where our eyes followed non-stop Tiger in
awe and amusement. The next day was Memorial Day, a holiday. First
Marcia fed us a banquet breakfast with the most delicious pyramid of
freshly-baked cinnamon buns she had just made. Then we went to Avalon
Park where we watched ducks and climbed to a maze at the top of the hill.
Stan brought along bocca, which was enthusiastically received, and Tiger
spent his time trying to catch the ball, any ball. :>)  For lunch we headed
for cool McD’s ending with ice cream all around. In the afternoon we
played Wizard. What luck! They love to play it too. In the evening Stan
hooked up SKYPE so we actually saw and talked to Alma & Dick! What a
treat! We enjoyed chats with each of the kids, and Alan even played a few
games of chess with Gabe. I was amazed upon hearing that Marcia’s job of
medical transcriptionist is all done from their living room. Her compuier
receives the notes, and she sends the keyboarded material back to the
hospital by pressing a key. Will wonders never cease!
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Chapter 3

9™ stop Gary & Doris Gordon, May 30, 2006

We left Stony Brook after rush hour traffic, ambling along on sunny roads. We
both enjoyed crossing New York City on 34% Street without a glitch and with all
sorts of interesting things to see. Alan didn’t think much of my suggestion to stop
and shop. :>) When we got to Gary & Doris’ around 4 PM, in over 100 degree
weather, Gary was ]onrking on the kitchen sink. Since it was difficult to use the
kitchen, we decideﬂl that our long awaited plan of dining at Normandie Farms
would be perfect for that evening. Our car had been sounding a warning trouble
alarm again, so we left it at Gary’s mechanic overnight. The next morning the
happy news was that it was only low in coolant, which once replaced, kept all the
warning bells at bay for the rest of the trip. Wonderful to have had someone who
knew what they w;re doing. We played Wizard that evening, (they don’t even
own one!) Not Gary & Doris’ favorite, since they are into word games. We
grinned broadly when Doris won! Another day we played their favorite,
UpWords, which GL:ry won. One evening we all dressed up and went to hear the
Baltimore Symphony Orchestra at the lavish new Strathmore in Rockville.
Tchaikovsky and Khachaturian music flowed all around us. The conductor, Yuri
Temirkanov, was tall and willowy, his hands creating a music all its own. One
evening we sat in the living room and sang hymns in both Portuguese and English.
Carol phoned and listened for a while, joining in our singing at times. René joined
us, knowing many of the tunes. So there was a hymn sing that took in a guest and
a long-distance daughter too. René’s son, Arthur (or Vince, as he likes to be
called) lives nearby and was often working on his Masters papers at his father’s
computer. He joined us for several meals. Saturday was Gary & Alan’s big day -
Seneca Creek adVatce cleanup. It rained very hard the night before, raising the
level of the water so that most in the crew worked chest deep in water. Alan was
designated photographer and back-up to clear the trash away, so came home
around 7 PM mud-splattered, but only his sneakers were really doused. We were
packing to leave the next afternoon, so did a fast cleanup, Doris doing laundry and
I scrubbing shoes. Doris & I enjoyed the day going out to lunch and doing girl
things. Alan and I with a lot of help from Gary, had done much preparation for
our speaking to the “Poverty” class at GPC Sunday morning. “Global Poverty”




was our topic. We included Brazil, Mozambique, Cambodia, India, and Haiti &
Palestine. The Hunger Program had sent us some interesting materials from
Louisville. Of course Alan brought out his accordion and the class enjoyed “Let
Us Talents & Tongues Employ.” The class ended with a poignant 5-minute DVD
our Florida club made of the devastation of Katrina on the Gulf Coast. That is true
poverty. Lunch for us was baked chicken with xuxu and cheese on top! Then
packing to leave again.

10" stop — Tim & Sana — Arlington, VA June 4, 2006

Alan took Carol in our loaded car, and I rode with Gary & Doris for the 45 minutes
ride. Tim & Sana, and Gil & Henry were sitting on their front porch waiting for
us. Their house is a pointed roof fairy tale 2-story bungalow on a tree-lined street.
Sana has a study room from where she has done most of her medical studies, only
needing to go into Georgetown for final exams. This has allowed her to be at
home most of the time, able to breast feed Henry, a cuddly 7-month-old with a
bewitching smile. Sana plans to take her major 2-year exams in late July, and start
hospital rotations in September or December. Their home has a lovely finished
basement and a large backyard for which Tim has many plans. We all went out to
Chipotle for supper around a table on their terrace where it was cool and quiet. We
returned to their house, took some pictures, hugs all around and Alan & I were on
the road again. The visit with Tim & Sana and the boys meant a lot to us,
especially since we have seen them so seldom.
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11" stop — Lillian Lessa, Clayton, NC — June 5, 2006

After leaving Tim & Sana’s we headed into a dark and stormy night toward
Richmond. Finally pulled into a motel and sank onto the bed thankfully. The
surprise next morning was a FREE full breakfast and sunny skies! That’s the way
to travel. Just before leaving Florida I had made contact with Sylvio Lessa, who
gave us their North Carolina address. His wife, Lillian was one of our threesome
circle in Uconn Nursing. We had last seen or heard from them in 1980. As it
happened, in order to go to Wilmington where we were due on the evening of June
5% we went right by Clayton at around 11 AM. So we agreed to have lunch with
Lillian. In Clayton we pulled up at a mansion on the edge of a sparkling green golf
course. Color, beauty and light were everywhere in the house. Lillian was the
same friend of long ago, with twinkling eyes and a good sense of humor. She took
us to an upscale café (Allium Bistro) for a delicious lunch, and told us many stories
about her children and grandchildren. The grandchildren live nearby, a real joy in
her life. Her ballerina daughter, after being dropped three times in her career, now
teaches art. Sylvio still has his orthodontic practice in Massachusetts- in the same
place he started almost 50 years ago, calls each evening and escapes to NC when
he can. Lillian stays away from the snow most of the year. She grew up in a
devout catholic home. We talked about faith, something that has not been a part of
her life in recent years. She left nursing behind years ago, was a successful potter,
and now enjoys painting. One of the most unique touches of her present life is the
very personable Brazilian butler-cook-guard-gardener (caseiro) who lives on the
premises. Right after we arrived and sat down, he offered us drinks. We accepted
water. =>) I would suppose that he is the only butler among our acquaintances!

10
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12" stop — Doris Walters, June 5, 2006

Doris Walters is an MK Counselor that we first met in Winston Salem when
Sandra was living and working there. She came to the first Brazil Gathering in
1995 in Montreat. When she retired 2 years ago she moved to Wilmington, NC.
We have kept contact through mail, and she was the first person who
enthusiastically invited us to stop over with her when this trip was being planned.
By 4:30 PM we arrived at her townhouse in a new development near the
University of North Carolina at Wilmington, a large tree-lined campus. Doris was
a missionary in Japan for 20 years, before she went into counseling. Her home has
beautiful oriental touches in art and curios, and her tiny oriental garden out from
the living room even has a miniature waterfall. After a nice chat we went to the
“Dockside” restaurant for an excellent fish meal. It was beside the Intercoastal
Waterway full of boats of all kinds. The sky was clouding over so folks were
scurrying around tying up against the coming storm. After supper we drove down
Wrightsville Beach Island, but rain kept us in the car. Her car was one of the most
magnificent that we had ever ridden in. A brand-new Cadillac that actually talks to
you. She receives a message if the tire has a nail in it! She also has GPS that will
tell her at any time where she is and where she wants to go. Iloved the fact that
the car, not a remote zapper, closed her garage door. As a lone woman she is set
up with security in her home and vehicle. Besides the fun of chatting at leisure
with Doris, I enjoyed thinking out-of-the-box with her. On her front porch are two
new very comfortable gray metal and fabric rocking chairs. She mentioned that
they were Martha Stewart. After the second time she said it, I picked up that
Martha Stewart meant something more to her, so I asked. With a smile she told me
that Martha was used as an example and got a heavier sentence than she deserved
for having lied in court. Many others got off free. She came out of prison a better
person - more considerate of those who work for her. In the photos taken upon her
release, Martha has on her shoulders a shawl that another prisoner had made for
her. Doris actually wrote to her when she was in prison, encouraging her to use the
opportunity for redirecting her life. So, I guess I need to change from Martha
meany, to Martha renewed. It is dangerous to come into contact with people who
think. You might have to change your mind! Doris took us to see a Winter Park
Pres club! In the Winter Park area of Wilmington. We have pictures to prove it.
The most fun was going to lunch, meeting her dear friend Frances, at the Oceanic
Restaurant on a pier that juts out into the ocean. Wow. I could have stayed there
the whole day. Both Doris and Frances are Sandra’s good friends. By evening we
were packing again.

That’s today’s chapter folks. Hugs all around, Alma & Alan

11
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Chapter IV
i3"stop  Joy & Kevin Decker, June 7, 2006

We got up at 5:15 in order to be off at 6 AM, coffee in hand, so that we could
arrive in Charlotte in time for Annika’s 10:30 Kindergarten graduation. We did
arrive at the school at 10:20, in time to see Annika’s class file in solemnly, sporting
white paper mortarboard hats. The class presented poems and songs, and received
certificates. The teacher, in her little speech, characterized the class by the word
“perseverance.” Cake and drinks were served with much hugging and some tears.
Ben went back to his class, Kevin to a business lunch, and Joy and the two of us
took Annika for lunch to her restaurant of choice — McDs. In the afternoon we
played Monopoly Junior-Disney with Annika who got tired after an hour, so we
closed up and each counted our money. Annika had won with the biggest pile.
The next morning I walked to school with Joy and kids, about 45 minutes the long
way. The kids usually cut through neighboring yards (with permission) and cross
the one highway with a jolly grandfather crossing guard. In the evening Annika
did not feel well and was sick with the stomach flu all the way to Sunday. One
evening Vovd took Ben to tae-kwon-do. Several evening the adults played
Wizard, Kevin being enthusiastic and very good at it. We gave him the extra set
we had brought along to give away. Sunday was our real 50" anniversary. Well,
as Simone said on the phone, “Nothing could be more real than last year’s
celebration!” After church, during which we enjoyed the bell choir that Joy takes
part in, we were surprised by the arrival of Sylvia & Woody on his motorcycle, and
then Mom June drove up too. Earl is off on a trip. We all went out to the Deckers
favorite Chinese Restaurant where we sat at a round table, just like long-ago S&o
Paulo. At last Annika felt steady enough to join us for a few noodles. She looked
so pretty in her soft, deep rose, velvet dress. Just like the princess she dreams of
being. That afternoon we played, what else? Wizard! June joined in, Annika
played with Joy, and there were many laughs around the big family table. I usually
record in my notes who wins, but this time it is not in my diary*The fun was in the
playing. A storm was coming, so the travelers headed off, and we had a quiet
evening, especially grateful that Annika felt better. The next morning Ben worked
really hard to finish an intricate LEGO monster for us to admire before we left. He
is amazingly good at it. I enjoyed his broad smile when he reached his goal. Just
before we left, Kevin gave me two computer printouts. One about Wal-Mart and



13

its connection to Equal Exchange Coffee from Brazil — amazing! And one on the
Urban Legend of carcinogens from plastic — a myth. Gave me lots to think about
as we rolled along. I have a wonderful mental picture of all four Deckers waving
us off from their driveway.

14" stop — Lynn & Edward Lane — Mission Haven, Decatur, GA June 12, 2006

On the road we stopped at Hamrick’s, and then at Abbott’s for peaches and got to
Mission Haven before Atlanta’s traffic crunch. Ed (years ago known as “Boy”)
came in from work around 6:30 with 3 large “bengalas” of fresh bread. Lynn
phoned Rachel Johnson who lives nearby and she came over for the evening. We
met her husband, Jodo da Silva, on his way to his English class. Rachel has just
finished her Masters in Teaching English as a Second Language. They are looking
into mission work, in the meantime very happy in Decatur. That evening Alan got
out his accordion and we sang English and Portuguese songs and hymns for a long
time. I gave Ed a copy of the printout about Wal-Mart’s involvement with Equal
Exchange Coffee and Brazil, since Ed’s work is roasting and selling coffee. I
suggested that he phone the corporate headquarters of Wal-Mart in Bentonville,
Ark., and offer his services as a coffee specialist and translator. Wouldn’t I be
surprised if he ends up as a Wal-Mart top executive? Lynn shared 4-year-old
Benjamin Jennings rattler-snake-bite story with us, and the miracle of his survival
in Rio Verde. Both grandmothers were down there battling, and hundreds far and
wide were praying. June 13™ Ed went off early to work and Lynn was ready to go
to a Brazilian shop in Atlanta that exchanges money and would send it to the
young Jennings. Then she planned to go to Athens and do the bookkeeping for
their coffee business there that is run by their son. Ed & Lynn are looking to buy a
house in Decatur, a good halfway spot in Ed’s work. Problem is the cost of
housing has skyrocketed this year. They need father’s help.

151 stop — Tommy & Mardia Brown — Stone Mt., GA — June 13, 2006

We left Mission Haven early and did not want to get to Browns until after lunch.
Since it was only half an hour away, we scouted it out and then decided to wait out
the morning at a very large Target five minutes from their gate. That gave us air
conditioning for walking our half hour, shopping for the speller I had my eye on,
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food and bathrooms. What more could anyone want? We found my little battery-
operated speller, which supposes that I will no longer interrupt Alan every few
minutes when I am writing something. Not that he has ever complained, but I felt
badly about it. We sat in the Target café, after I got a treat of coffee, and Alan
opened the package — ¥z an hour to get it working, and then plenty of time to learn
to use it. By now it has become a handy reference for me. When it got close to
noon we had a nice lunch, and with 10 minutes to 1 PM we figured the afternoon
had arrived and we could make an appearance at the Browns. As we left Target,
hand in hand, a young saleswoman asked if we had found everything we wanted.
A manager nearby said, “Yes, they found each other.” We had been warned that
we should ask for George Brown at the Park Springs Retirement Center gate! That
did not sound like Tommy at all, but his name really is George Thompson Browi.
At the gate to a vast complex of buildings and gardens we were given card keys to
our guest room. We asked the guard where we should go to pay for the room. The
guard smiled broadly and said, “You wouldn’t have the keys in your hands if they
had not been paid for.” We told this to the Browns and they laughed. Tommy &
Mardia took us to our five-star accommodations, and left us to rest — what luxury!
At 3 PM Alan started watching the first Brazil World Cup soccer game right there
in our room, Tommy went to a meeting and I went to the Browns apartment t0 visit
with Mardia. I saw some mail that was addressed to Mary Brown, and discovered
her name is Mary, but Koreans pronounced it Mardia, and she has been Mardia
ever since. We went to a midweek service in one of their lounges, attended by
over 100 people. After that, they took us to their beautiful dining room where
snowy white tablecloths and napkins, along with formally-dressed servers set the
tone. Each meal has a different printed menu. Back in their apartment we talked
until late, Tommy remembering trips to Brazil, and knowing a good deal of our
family history. He is writing a history of the last 50 years of Presb in Korea. They
are closely allied with Agnes Scott, their daughter Mary Brown Bullock ’66 just
stepping down as president, and Elizabeth Kiss (pronounced “quiche”) a Davidson
graduate, coming in as president August ’06. What a treat to get to know Tommy
& Mardia’s present setting and to exchange news from all over the world.

16™ stop — Roberta & Richard Madden — Anniston, AL June 14, 2006

We were off shortly after rush hour, had clear roads and sparkling sun. We
stopped at the Alabama Welcome Center and walked our half hour. After noticing
P RS

that the surroundings looked very familiar — the same rocking chairs on the same
porches — we realized that we had walked at this stop before. What year? Who
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knows. We watched a young man and his large family enjoying the rest at this
stop. Since we went by them about every 10 minutes on our laps, our minds
recorded them in 10-minute bites. The baby was asleep on his shoulder; the baby
was awake, the mother going for water, the kids playing a game; the family
trudging back to their van pulling a U-haul trailer. Isn’t it funny what gets
recorded? We got to Anniston at 12 Noon by our watches, so we went in a
Wendy’s, had lunch and waited until our watches said 1 PM. OK, we could pull
up at the Maddens. They welcomed us warmly even though they were doing jobs
around the house. After about an hour it struck us that maybe it was earlier than
we thought, and sure enough, we had forgotten to put our time back an hour. We
all had a good laugh, went out on the shady back deck and had these enormous
pieces of watermelon, and then all went to rest. Great visiting people who are
around our age and believe in resting after lunch. Roberta and I spent the rest of
the afternoon on family history, catching up on what she has found recently, and
looking some more for Caroline Wilson Bell. I did at last realize Caroline was
buried in Marianna, FL so we made plans to go by there after Panama City.
Roberta game me a whole sheet of Daffin names and addresses in Mariana she got
off of the web. After a special dinner of grilled steaks we played their favorite
game, dominoes. With an enormous, heavy set. I would have won if the goal were
a high score. Since it was the opposite, Richard won with half my score. The next
afternoon we drove up Cheaha Mountain, the highest point in Alabama, a little
higher than any we have in Florida :<). A sturdy wooden walkway to the
furthest lookout, about a half-mile there and back, a vast view, and woods all
around us. Roberta has a friend who is quite computer savvy and can work magic
with pictures. I have long wished that my grandmother, Mima, had been in the
Hall photo of Lizzie Hall and her daughters taken about 100 years ago. They are
holding a flower chain, so the pose is called, “The Daisy Chain.” We don’t know
why Mima is not among her 7 sisters. Since our visit, Roberta’s friend worked 4
hours one night and with a small photo of Mima to just below her shoulders, she
put Mima in the picture! She made her a long white dress like the others, put
flowers in her hands, and now Mima looks out from the left edge of the old
photograph. If you look in the Christmas Book we sent last Christmas, you will
see “The Daisy Chain” minus Mima. So our Anniston stop provided family lore,
great companionship, and delicious food. We move on to Birmingham and the
General Assembly in the next and last chapter.
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WESLEYAN TRIP - 2006

Chapter 5

17" stop — General Assembly, Sheraton Birmingham, AL —
International Mission Personnel Alumni Lunch — June 16, 2006

About 150 retired workers, some staff, and overseas delegates gathered for lunch.
Amazingly, Alan and I were the only ones related to Brazil! Maria Arroyo from
the Louisville office, and a few others we knew slightly, were there. A few big
wigs from our time brought greetings, and then were ushered out to other
commitments. We appreciated hearing the just-elected moderator, Joan Gray, 2
pastor from Atlanta, who spoke for about 2 minutes. The redeeming factor for us
was that we sat at a table with Cynthia & Less Morgan, both physicians for the last
14 years, in Bangladesh. They have 4 kids and were fun table companions with
much to talk about. We left by 1:30 PM, not having seen any old friends, but
getting a taste of the club at large. When we first got the invitation, as we were
planning our trip, we thought that it was a great coincidence that we just happened
to be going by Birmingham on the road to Panama City from Anniston on that day.
Looking back, it was not worth the stop, unless, of course, father had his own
reasons. We will leave it in his hands.

18™ stop — Uncle Sid & Aunt Sara Daffin — Panama City, FL, June 16, 2006

At the first rest area out of Birmingham we changed from our finery to travel togs,
and phoned Aunt Sara that we would be there by 8 PM, which we made right on
the dot. Had some rain showers on the way. Stopped in a Wendy’s for a baked
potato, and on the road, read Harry Potter until darkness fell. Changed our watches
back to Florida time, well, EDT. Sara and Uncle Sid were watching TV. We
chatted until about 10 PM, and then were so glad for a comfortable bed. In the
morning, granddaughter Sara (Cissy’s daughter,) who has lived with them for three
years as she has been stationed at Tyndal Air Force Base, was gathering food and
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supplies for a day of sailing with her friends. She is tall and beautiful as well as
personable. When we stopped in her home in England in 1981 she was just a baby.
Alan got a good picture of her for our Wesleyan Trip album, and then she was off.
Uncle Sid does not remember well anymore, not able to drive, but, as always, was
a gracious Southern host. That morning, as we do each visit, we paid our respects
to the Daffin plot at the Greenwood Cemetery. It is meaningful to me to touch
Mima & Grandpa and Mom & Dad’s stones and to remember happy times with
them. There are several other family members buried there as well. The cemetery
staff takes care of the avenues, but the plots are up to the families. When Sid &
Sara can no longer care for the Daffin plot, there does not seem to be anyone else
that will. Sid & Sara will not be buried there, and we have chosen not to, partly
because of the lack of long-term care. Sara no longer plays her beloved tennis, not
to stress her knee surgery. Recently she had Dale (their granddaughter whom they
raised) and her two small children under her care for 7 weeks while Dale recovered
from surgery on a severed Achilles tendon. Sara caught a bug from the children,
and has just started feeling well again. They seemed genuinely glad that we had
come. The rest of the morning we went to a nearby park that has a woodsy
walking path and walked our mile and a half, which they do each day as well. I
loved the greenery and the singing birds all of which they could identify. That
afternoon Aunt Dorothy and her Bill came over. Aunt Dorothy knew I was
looking for Caroline W. Bell, so she brought 2-hours of family history papers. Her
main goal is to get me, or anyone, to sign up for DAR (Daughters of the American
Revolution.) She can’t understand why anyone that has a right to it, and I do, does
not belong. :>) She is one of the leaders in the Florida chapter. We didn’t find
anything new on Caroline. Aunt Dorothy can hardly walk, can’t be touched
because she hurts everywhere, breathes with difficulty, but looks at you with this
radiant smile, has a sharp mind and wonderful sense of humor. Her first husband,
Uncle Hall, has been gone a long time. Bill, her husband of the last 10 years is one
of the most amazingly kind and knowledgeable person I know. We all know that
his care has kept Aunt Dorothy alive. At the end of the afternoon we all went out
to “Po Folk” for a very good dinner. The family is distraught over Annie’s (Aunt
Dorothy’s daughter) son Chris who at 41 is dying of cancer. On Sunday we went
to the St. Andrews church where Grandpa was a pastor when I lived with them
during a high school year. Not many of their friends are left, but some of their
children seemed really glad to see us. In the afternoon Alan started watching his
recorded Brazil soccer game. Sylvia phoned for Father’s Day, and then Sonia, and
Joy, all knowing what the final score had been. Even Sara had seen it flashed on
TV, but Alan didn’t want to know the score until seeing the end of the game. So
everyone was wamned, “Don’t tell Alan the score!” At least it was much more
positive than later in the Cup. : <(
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19" stop Mary Emma Munson — Panama City Beach, FL — June 19, 2006

Some years ago Mary had invited us to her house in Sunnyside on Panama City
Beach. Her father had homesteaded there about 80 years ago, and owned a large
tract of land before there was much more than Gulf and sand dunes, the beach
known to have the whitest sand in the South. He drew up legal land documents
that kept the beach of that area free of any buildings. Today there is a beachfront
road that follows the shoreline. Because of her father’s foresight, the Sunnyside
couple of miles are free of buildings on the ocean side, making the beach
accessible to all the residents of the area. The rest of the Panama City Beach has
towering condos and hotels. Mary’s parents were good friends of Mima &
Grandpa, and I remember that Mom brought Chuck and me, quite young, {0
Sunnyside one furlough while Dad spoke in churches. All those original cottages
are gone now, more substantial even though simple houses taking their place.
Mary has added a room and bath beside her house for guests. She was so pleased to
have us, and set about cooking three meals a day for us. We invited her to a
restaurant, but she replied that restaurant food always makes her sick, so she
doesn’t eat out. Since she is 81-years-old, we were not comfortable giving her that
much work, and decided to stay only a couple of days. The beach was as white as
I remembered, and Alan had a good swim with Mary and her daughter Pam in the
Gulf. I called it an “ocean” once, and Mary corrected me quite strongly. On the
beach, I sat under an umbrella and watched young folk using a skimmer, and
mullets flying in arcs out of the water. In the evening Alan got out his accordion
and we sang old hymns for a long time. She had three old hymnbooks, and
recognized anything Alan played. We sang “Nasce Jesus” in Portuguese for her.
We gave her a “Jubilee.” She had a rather new boom box, but said she didn’t
know how to work it. Alan worked with her for quite awhile, and left the steps
written out. Maybe she will use it. Maybe she won’t. She was so kind, and knew
a great deal of history of the area.
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20 stop — Daffins in Marianna, FL- June 21, 2006

Anyone not interested in family history can skip over this stop. I am recording

some details that I need in order to continue my search for a photo of Caroline W.
Rell

a2 rNina,

I may have been to Marianna as a small child, but not since then. It is about an
hour from Panama City, and is where Grandpa Daffin grew up. We arrived there
armed with a sheet of Daffin names and addresses from the Internet, and the name
of the church where Caroline was buried. We found people very helpful, so soon
we were at St. Luke’s Episcopal Church. It was founded in 1838 and has had
continual services since then. It has also burned down a couple of times. Beside it
is a large cemetery, which now only accepts burial of family members of those
already, buried there, because of space, of course. The secretary, Diane, was most
helpful, looking up records in the file, and then taking us out to find the graves.
Under a very old and large magnolia tree were the graves of Caroline W. Bell-died
1891- and her husband Josephus Theophilus Hunter, ITI- died 1856. Side by side
were two large rectangular slabs with words so faint that it was hard to read. So
now I have a picture of a regal magnolia tree over Caroline’s grave even if I don’t
have a picture of her — yet. Alan still smiles and says that I probably can’t find
one. We went to the Daffin Food Services (wholesale food distributors, and
probably the modern remnant of the Daffin Mercantile Store,) and met its chief,
Ralph Hunter Daffin, Jr., and his 25ish son, Lee, both of whom received us well
but had little history to add to our research. There was a beautifully-framed old
photo of Sidney Alderman Daffin, Grandpa’s brother, on the front entrance hall.
He was the founder of the company, and great uncle of Hunter Jr. Once home, we
phoned one more Marianna Daffin, Robert E. (wife Royce.) He suggested that
Julie Dickson in Columbus, GA would have the most family history.

My trip diary is often sketchy and enigmatic. Among the trip papers I found a
note: “There’s not a friend like the lowly Jesus.

No not one, no not one!” (No Not One, Family of God 221)

Can’t remember where or why I jotted that down, but it is a lovely thought. We
are grateful for the health, means, and dear people that made this summer of 2006
trip possible. All of you were there in our hearts.

Love,

Mom & Dad



