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My wife Leslie was diagnosed with a brain tumor in May of 2010.  She fought that 
tumor without fear for twenty months.  She did very well through much of that time - 
was very active and enjoyed life as best she could without ever losing her amazing spirit, 
all while knowing what the outcome would very likely be.  The tumor ultimately took its 
toll and she lost her battle with this insidious disease on New Year’s Eve of 2011.  

This story is just about the five years since - what I’ve thought about, what I’ve done and 
where I’ve gone, how I’ve continued to live my life and do things that are fun, as well as 
things that are important and meaningful all without forgetting who she was and how 
she faced this disease with such courage and grace.

– Ron Brown
   February, 2017

Cover photo:   Reflections in Kinney Lake,  on the Robson River,  in British Columbia’s Mt. 
Robson Provincial Park - taken while hiking on our last trip to the Canadian Rockies together in 
2004.  An appropriate metaphor for this account of the last five years.  



Five Years
Five years ago this morning, I sat on my front deck on a beautiful and warm New Year’s 
day - thinking about the previous twenty months and contemplating what life would be 
like now, having just lost Leslie the previous evening.  We both knew this day would 
come, but there was really no way to prepare for it.  So this is a story of what I have 
done since that time, how I have dealt with her loss, how I’ve continued to live life - 
teaching, traveling, golfing, engaging in things that are fun and meaningful - without 
losing sight  of  who she was and what  she went  through and reflecting on our lives 
together.  As she said often, “You can’t control what life gives you, but you can control 
how you deal with it.”  If I learned anything from her during her twenty-month ordeal, it 
is that we must just continue to live life as best we can regardless of the circumstances.

January 1, 2017

2012   –   A NEW YEAR … AND A NEW LIFE

That morning, five years ago, was difficult.  Leslie had done very well, actually, during her 
twenty-month  battle  with  this  aggressively  malignant  glioma,  a  primary  tumor  in  the  left 
temporal lobe, the language center of her brain.  Even while having two major surgeries, six 
weeks  of  radiation therapy,  and three  aggressive  clinical  trials  of  chemotherapy through the 
UCSF Brain Tumor Research Center, she was very active for nearly a year and a half - living and 
enjoying life  all  while  battling  this  disease.   And for  much of  that  time,  she  was  not  even 
particularly compromised.  Of course there were lots of issues - with language, of course, and 
especially fatigue - but with her amazing spirit  through it  all,  she was determined not to be 
defeated by it even knowing that this tumor was unlikely to be survivable.  She fought this with 
such courage and grace.  But none of that was much comfort as I sat there that warm and sunny 
January morning. The tumor had taken its toll and she lost her battle drug-free, pain-free, without 
fear or anxiety or despair, and at peace in the comfortable and familiar environment of our living 
room on New Year’s Eve of 2011.  As  our son Jamie said, “It was as if she chose the day and 
time so that we could all begin the new year with a fresh start.” 

It was very comforting for me that morning to receive the many calls, emails, and visits 
from our  friends  and  neighbors  -  and  to  hear  the  many  ways  that  they  said  she  had  been 
important in their lives.  Kristof, from across the street (and whom neither of us even knew very 
well) brought a large plate of French crepes he had made - knowing I was unlikely to have a 
good day.  It was something he could do to acknowledge what I was going through, and that he 
thought might help a little.  His daughter and her next-door neighbor Clea - both eleven at the 
time and without their parents’ knowledge - left a home-made note on my doorstep:

No matter how many doors slam in your face, another one will always open for you.
We are so sorry for your loss.  Mrs. Brown was a wonderful person.  We hope your 
spirits will be held high by your friends, family, and neighbors.

Love, Clea and Maddy  

And thus began my new life without her.



After a beautiful first day of January, the following day was cool, grey, and gloomy.  I didn’t 
want to just sit around the house that day, so I went for a morning walk on the bluffs trail at 
Montano de Oro - along the cliffs above the crashing waves of the Pacific.  Leslie and I had 
walked it many times.  I had the trail nearly to myself that cool and foggy January morning.  And 
with the fog blowing up over the bluffs from the ocean below, which I could hear but not see, it 
was nearly mystical.  I walked that morning because I had nothing else to do and I could just 
easily get lost in my thoughts. 

So after taking care of the very few things that had to be done - and knowing that there was 
no hurry for most of the tasks that were then before me, I left a day or so later for San Francisco 
taking Highway 1 along the Big Sur coastline.  It was much easier for me to visit our son Jamie 
than for him to come home - and spending some time with him in the City would be very good 
for both of us.  It had been years since I’d driven the coast route.  Our biweekly trips to San 
Francisco for Leslie’s treatments were always more direct on freeways. The drive was beautiful 
that day.  Not many people were on the road - unlike in summer when vacationers in RVs take 
that drive through San Simeon, past Ragged Point and 
the  campgrounds  along  the  coast,  through  Big  Sur, 
and on to Carmel.  I stopped for lunch at the Nepenthe 
just south of the Big Sur campgrounds and sat outside 
on the patio overlooking the spectacular coastline - a 
place Leslie and I had stopped many times.  It  was 
nice  -  but  difficult  emotionally,  not  quite  knowing 
how  to  feel.  We  had  been  fighting  that  tumor  for 
twenty months together.  Now there was nothing for 
me to do.   I  didn’t  much like the void,  the lack of 
purpose.

 Leslie didn’t want a service of any kind - a funeral or even a memorial.  She didn’t want 
people to feel they somehow needed to attend out of some sense of obligation to her or just 
because they thought they ought to for their own reasons.  Each person would have to find their 
own path to closure.  (And as our son Jamie said so succinctly, “Thank goodness, I really didn’t 
want to dress up so people I didn’t know could come up to me and give me a hug and say how 
sorry they were for my loss.”)  So there was nothing for me to plan at that point.  But the idea to 
just have her closest friends over after a few months had passed - for a barbeque or potluck or 
something very casual - seemed perfect.

It was nice, spending a few days in San Francisco with Jamie.  I also was able to get together 
with my former student Seraphina (who was very close to Leslie) - and her young daughter 
Liliana, as they were visiting in the City anticipating being able to return from Moscow after 
nearly five years being away.  It was so nice to see them again - we enjoyed catching up.

Over the previous six months or more, I had assembled a collection of photos - first of our 
hiking  adventures  in  such  special  places  as  the  Grand  Tetons,  the  North  Cascades,  Utah’s 
Canyonlands and Zion, and the Canadian Rockies - just as a reminder of how strong and active 
she had been, and of the places we had been on those long trailer-camping trips we took every 
summer.  It grew to include pictures of our early lives together, her joy of being a mother, as well 
as more recent photos taken during her last twenty months.  This photo montage had become an 
important way for me to remember who she was.



I contacted Jenny Clarke, Leslie’s neuro-oncologist at UCSF, who had said I would always 
be welcome to stop by when in the City.  It had been over a month since our last appointment 
when Leslie had been taken off treatment.  I met with Jenny and both Margaretta and Emelia, the 
two neuro-nurses who had worked so closely with us, late on Friday after the completion of their 
week’s work.  It was just the four of us on the eighth floor lobby of the clinic with its spectacular 
view overlooking Golden Gate Park looking north toward the Golden Gate Bridge. I wanted to 
thank them personally for  all  they had done for  Leslie.   I  had my laptop with me,  and we 
watched the slideshow I  had put  together.  They only get  to  know patients  after  these brain 
tumors assert themselves.  So I think they appreciated seeing who Leslie was before, when she 
was strong and healthy both as a young woman and then later on those strenuous mountain hikes 
during our summer travels.  And they were clearly grieving as well.

The view from the eighth floor lobby of the Medical Center at UCSF.

On one of our many trips to San Francisco for treatments, I think in mid-November this past 
year, we were driving in Sunday traffic and Leslie asked if I was going to by another Audi (after 
all, mine was by then eleven years old).  When I said I probably would, she said, “Then let’s go 
buy one.”  I said I didn’t think that was a very good time to be shopping for a new car, so she 
made me promise that I would eventually, her way of saying I needed to be thinking about what I 
wanted.  And for the rest of the weekend, she would point out dark grey metallic Audis and say, 
“That one,” - as she wanted to still be involved in the decision.  So, in February, I replaced my 
old car with a new one - dark grey metallic - and with all the features she would have loved.

It was a wonderful event in March, a potluck dinner party for some of her closest and most 
cherished friends - her quilting friends, her teacher friends, her neighbor friends, and her best 
friend from childhood, Ruthie, who came from Arcata just to be a part of this event.  It put 
closure, in a way, on a sixty year friendship that began in kindergarten and lasted until her last 
visit three days before Leslie died.  Everyone there either already knew each other or knew of 
each other from the stories they had heard from Leslie.  And Jamie was able to come as well - 
and enjoyed finally meeting the people whom he had heard his  mom talk about.   Everyone 
invited - and it was intentionally a small group - was there.  And it was comforting to me to hear 
the wonderful things said and the stories they told.  Leslie would have loved the party - and 
would have been embarrassed by the attention and adoration that was paid to her.   It  was a 
special night in so many ways.  Joe, Jill’s husband, later said so much when he said the best thing 
about the evening was the slideshow put together to chronicle her life - then added that it was 
also the worst thing about the evening.  I think everyone there was touched by the event.



Quilters have stashes - and Leslie had her studio filled with quality “quilting stuff”: fabric - 
drawers full  all  neatly folded and arranged by color,  machines, specialized cabinets,  notions, 
scissors, irons, cutting mats, etc., etc. ....    On three different occasions, her three closest quilting 
friends - her Wednesday quilting group - came over and each filled a large plastic bin with things 
they could make use of in their own quilting endeavors at my insistence.  I had told them this 
was not an exercise in finding something to remember Leslie by, it was an exercise in taking 
whatever  they could make good use of.   It  was so touching to hear  them talking about  the 
projects, and quilting, and quilt shows, and lunches and good times that they all shared together.  
And it was hard to even see whether there was a hole left behind!  Leslie’s studio was still full 
even after her friends came on those three occasions.  Jill, Kathi, and Carole also took some of 
her unfinished projects in order to finish them.  How special the respect they showed for Leslie.

Late April was more difficult for me than usual - the second anniversary of the first episode 
that indicated there might be a problem and which led to the discovery of the tumor - and only 
one year since she had been doing so amazingly well and it looked as if her treatment was being 
so successful.   Although I knew from the original diagnosis that there was only a small chance 
that she would survive two years, there is always hope.  My greatest hope, of course, was that 
she not only survive the tumor, but be able to tolerate the treatments and not be compromised by 
either.  And until progression occurred well over a year after it all started, it seemed that it was a 
real possibility that she would be one of the lucky ones - a long-term survivor.  But that was not 
to be.  I went to the Seven Sisters Quilt Show in late April as I wanted to show support to the 
group that she was so involved with and meant so much to her.  It was good to go and see some 
of her friends and their quilting projects.   And sharing that day with her dear teacher friend 
Wendi made it very special.  But it was also a bittersweet day as it brought so much of it back.

During those first several months after she passed away, I spent a lot of time reflecting both 
on what she had gone through but also on what our lives had been like throughout our forty-three 
year marriage.  I think that is normal - and healthy.  But I also was trying to rebuild my life - 
doing things that were fun and meaningful for me.  There was, of course, a sense of emptiness as 
well as mourning.  There was even a sense of guilt, I think, that I had a life to live, but her’s was 
gone.  I got to enjoy things, but she did not.  There was even some guilt that my life was easier 
than it had been while taking care of her.  And yet I missed taking care of her - it had given me a 
real sense of purpose, knowing that I was helping her.

Time Heals Everything ... or so they say.     Six months later

Maybe.  It is hard to know for sure.  And I’m not sure “heal” is the right verb here.  Time 
passes and that means many new and different events and occasions also fill one’s memory.  But 
it doesn’t change what happened and how one is affected by it.  I knew this tumor was a problem 
I wouldn’t be able to solve.  But could I have made that time better for her?  I tried my best, but 
simply don’t know if I could have helped her even more.  And many of those feelings are with 
me still five years later.  I know I mourn less, and there are many other things that now occupy 
my time and thoughts.  But the loss is still there - and I will never forget what she went through 
or how she dealt with it all without fear and with such courage and determination.

It had been six months since Leslie lost her battle.  And it was very hard for me to realize 
that so much time had gone by.  Intellectually, of course, I knew that would happen.  But even 
though it was a difficult time, I didn’t want to let my memory of it fade.  



Anniversaries were more difficult than I would have expected. I had kept a detailed journal 
throughout her illness - from that very first day when I took her to the emergency room to find 
out why her language was suddenly blocked.  I  felt  it  was important to record everything - 
weekly at least and often daily - since she had both local doctors and the medical team at UCSF, 
and I wanted to be able to convey accurately everything that was happening at the time.  So I 
often reread parts of that journal - and reminded myself of where we had been maybe six months 
or a year previously.  And I still ached when I thought of her and what she went through.  And 
that, too, did not change a lot as time went on - although became less frequent.  She continued to 
be a big part of my life - even though I was doing a lot, going a lot, and trying to fill my life with 
activities that were fun as well as activities that were important to me.

I continued to stay in touch with the people at UCSF.  Jenny Clarke and I became friends - 
and Margaretta as well, one of the neuro-nurses who was so involved in Leslie’s care.  Even now, 
when I am in San Francisco, I occasionally get together with one or both of them for coffee 
before their morning appointments.  Or we email each other just to keep in touch.  They meant so 
much to Leslie, and held our respect so.  And I enjoy those visits.

I went to a local hospice volunteer meeting once. That was harder than I had expected.  I felt 
compelled to tell her story - even though it was not intended to be a grief counseling meeting - as 
it spoke some to why I was there.  But I realized I was clearly not ready to help someone else 
through this ordeal.  What I could do, perhaps, is help with the program through talking with 
volunteers and staff about some of what patients and families who are dealing with brain disease 
are feeling and what might be helpful for them to know from a caregiver’s perspective.  I would 
like to be able to use some of what I learned through this to help others.

Golf

I had grown up with golf, played through high school and college, but had taken a hiatus - 
for over three decades - after graduate school while building a career and raising a family.  I had 
started playing some again about five years before I officially retired.  And then retirement in 
2005 let me play a lot more.  So the game had again become an important part of my life and I 
was playing a couple of times a week or so.  Leslie also liked to play, but it wasn’t nearly as 
important to her - we would occasionally play together, and those rounds were usually more 
social (we would take a cart, have lunch with us, and just make it a fun outing).  She mostly 
wanted to play enough so that when we were on those long summer trips, if we came across 
some local course that wasn't too expensive, it would give us yet another thing to do together. 

Even before Leslie was diagnosed in 2010, she had been spending much more time on her 
quilting projects and had not been playing much golf.  But she knew that I enjoyed it and was 
happy for me to go play.  And then after her first surgery and while on treatment, she was doing 
so well and didn’t need me to be at home so much, so liked it that I would get out to the golf 
course occasionally.  (I think she worried some that I was spending too much time looking after 
her and not doing enough for myself.)  Her Wednesdays were generally reserved for getting 
together with her quilting group, and that meant I had those days to play as well - and it was a bit 
of an escape for me, as I knew that she was with her friends and having fun.  So although I didn’t 
play as much as I had prior to her becoming ill, I still played or practiced maybe once a week or 
so - up until her last three months when she needed help more of the time. 



So after the start of this new year, I began playing a lot of golf again - and taking it more 
seriously.  I had the time to work on my game as well as play a lot.  It is great recreation, I nearly 
always walk the courses, meet with friends, and just enjoy being out there.  And playing golf was 
also a nice escape - I could lose myself in the golf game.  And I nearly always keep my camera 
with me to capture some of the natural beauty inherent in a good golf course.

My local courses:  Dairy Creek and Morro Bay (looking toward my house in Los Osos).

I played in the County Senior Amateur Golf Championship in June - preparing for it gave 
me something to focus on.  It was my first tournament since I was a senior in college!  On the 
first round I shot a 75 (and was tied for 2nd at that point) - the same score as my last tournament 
round fifty years earlier!  So I told my son Jamie that my half-century tournament average was 
75.  The second round was not as good, and I finished sixth. 

A funny discovery, though, occurred a year or so after Leslie passed away.  I was looking for 
something  in  our  file  cabinet  and  found  a  folder  marked  “Golf”  -  although  it  was  in  her 
handwriting and not mine.  In that folder were score cards from, I think, every round of golf she 
ever played - all  paper clipped together by course and in order by date.   She was ‘secretly’ 
keeping track of her level of play - I’m sure to see if she was improving over time.  In addition to 
that cache of scorecards, I found golf for women instruction videos and books, fitness books for 
women golfers, etc.  In retrospect, it wasn’t actually that surprising, since anything she took on 
she wanted to do well.  But it was all something I didn’t know about until after she was gone.



SUMMER  –  A Road Trip to Colorado

Leslie always looked forward so to our summer trips.  We would go for six or seven weeks 
pulling a travel trailer and staying in RV parks and campgrounds.  She liked the planning, finding 
interesting places to visit  or hikes to do, collecting the books she would want to read while 
traveling, etc..  We liked to hike and those trips were usually to places that we wanted to explore 
-  the  national  parks  of  the  western  United  States  and Canada.   We would  usually  alternate 
between  traveling  east  into  the  western  states  or  traveling  north.  We went  to  the  Canadian 
Rockies several times, to Banff, Lake Louise, and Jasper - just amazingly beautiful country. 

So with the beginning of summer, it was hard not to reflect on those trips - even though we 
had not been able to go on those adventures since Leslie had gotten sick (and, in fact, even the 
couple of years before that for one reason or another).  But I also looked back on the last two 
summers - and our trips to San Francisco every other week for treatments.  Even though they 
were  serious  and necessary,  we enjoyed those  trips  since  she  was  doing  so  well.   She  had 
tolerated the aggressive treatments and was so active and essentially asymptomatic for much of 
the time.  And we often did the five mile walk from our hotel in the Marina past the Palace of 
Fine Arts to the Warming Hut near the Golden Gate Bridge.  We had hoped, of course, that the 
clinical trial would prevent the cancer from reasserting itself.  But that was not the case.  And by 
the end of the previous June, we knew that there had been tumor progression and she would have 
another surgery and the treatment protocol would have to change.  Then after her second surgery, 
she again did well and was very active almost immediately.  But there was then more progression 
and she would only have a few months before she started to decline quickly - and was gone only 
two months after that.  So reflecting on all of that was not easy.

My former student and dear friend Stephanie, whom Leslie never actually met but felt like 
she  knew  from  our  conversations,  was  to  marry  Jon  in  mid-July  in  Denver.  When  the 
announcement came the previous fall,  Leslie was excited about it and said that although she 
would not be able to make it, I had to go to the wedding.  So I planned a trip to Colorado in July 
(as if I had a choice!).  I didn’t know what it would be like traveling alone.  I knew that I would 
not want to pull a trailer the way we had for many summers - that would have been hard.  So it 
would just be a road trip in the new car I had purchased in February (and that Leslie made me 
promise to buy).  In a way, it mirrored the first trip we ever took together.  In 1969, our first full 
summer as  a  married couple,  we did a  road trip  to  Colorado -  in  our  then new Porsche (a 
replacement for the old 356 I had in grad school) - to see her childhood friend Ruthie prior to the 
birth of her first child forty-four years previously. 

It was good to get away and be on the road and revisit some of the places we had been 
before.  But it was different - traveling alone.  Although Las Vegas was never our thing - we had 
been there a few times.  So traveling through brought up those memories.  The first, was July 20, 
1969 on that first summer trip to Colorado - the night of the first manned moon landing - and we 
traveled across the moonlit desert with the full moon in view, knowing there were humans up 
there.  Then going into Zion Canyon reminded me of two spectacular hikes we had done there - 
to Angels’ Landing and to Observation Point, two steep climbs leading to spectacular views of 
the Canyon.  And the riverwalk up the Virgin River narrows was always one of our favorites and 
we had done that several times.  It was hard not to think about those hikes - and about how much 
I missed hiking with her.



But the best (and in another way the worst) was in Canyonlands.  We had done a number of  
long and strenuous hikes there - in the Island in the Sun and Needles districts as well as the 
Horseshoe Canyon hike to the Grand Gallery in the remote western region of the park.  But my 
favorite views - and hers, I think - were still along the Grand Overlook trail.  A short hike by 
hiking standards, but with the spectacular expanse of Canyonlands before us, cut by the Colorado 
and Green rivers.  So returning there was both wonderful and thought provoking.

Leslie  loved  Canyonlands  -  everything  about  it:  
The dry heat,  the incredible beauty, the vastness,  the 
sheer  magnitude  of  it  all  -  and  the  solitude.   So  it 
seemed only appropriate that she make one more trip to 
this  amazing  place.  I  sat  at  the  point  of  the  Grand 
Overlook and just looked at the scene before me - as 
we both had done many times before.  It was cathartic, 
in a way - and I said a short prayer as the wind took 
some of her  ashes.    “Godspeed, my love.”

While in Moab, I wanted to play the Moab Golf 
Club.  Leslie and I had played that course many years 
earlier - when neither of us were playing much golf.  
We thought it was hard.  The course was as beautiful as 
I had remembered - a high desert course with red rock 
cliffs, lush fairways - but just desert if off the fairway, 
and great greens.  At 4500 ft and in hot dry desert air, 
the ball would go a long way.  It was hot, and I had the 
course to myself.   I played 27 holes - two over par!

I liked redoing the hikes and doing those things that we had once done together.  But it was 
also bittersweet, because I knew I would never be able to share them with her.  I think she would 
have liked to know that I was going back - and remembering.  And I think she would have 
approved of my attempt to recapture some of our favorite times.  I know that she worried that I 
would not continue living an active life.  But she would have appreciated knowing that I was 
taking this trip.  And I think she would have liked it, as well.

The drive from Moab to Grand Junction was spectacular. The first thirty or so miles of that 
scenic byway followed the deep gorge cut by the Colorado River as it began cutting through the 
plateau and resulting in the great canyons of Utah and Arizona.  Gorgeous.  



Ultimately,  of  course,  the  scenic  byway led  to  the  interstate.   But  it  was  so  worth  that 
beautiful drive along the Colorado.   The drive through the Rockies was marvelous, even though 
it was along the interstate with all the truck traffic.  These mountains are imposing - with many 
peaks reaching over fourteen thousand feet.  The interstate even goes through the Rockies at one 
point  along  the  drive  -  the  nearly  two-mile  long 
Eisenhower Tunnel is at an elevation of 11,000 feet, 
with the mountains towering above it!  I took a side-
trip  from  the  little  town  of  Idaho  Falls  west  of 
Denver to the top of Mt.  Evans (14,300 ft)  before 
dropping back down to the Mile-High City.  Oxygen 
was in short supply at the top of Mt. Evans - so it 
was  easy  to  get  light  headed  and  I  had  to  move 
around slowly on ‘heavy legs’. But what a view of 
the Rocky Mountains from one of its highest peaks!

Stephanie’s rehearsal party, the wedding itself, the reception and dinner afterward were, of 
course, wonderful.  I had thought I might feel like an outsider there.  But it very much was as if I 
was part of the family.  I had met her parents when she was a student - years earlier.  And they 
welcomed me with open arms and seemed so pleased that I had made it to the event.  Her father 
reintroduced himself to me as “her other dad” referring to how she often spoke of me.  The 
family introduced me to many of their guests as Stephanie’s favorite professor and mentor.  I 
almost felt like a celebrity - and  several people came up to me and asked if I was “Stephanie’s 
Dr. Brown” and they wanted to talk.  It is difficult to express how special it was to be a part of 
this.  Stephanie is an amazing person - and Jon is as well.

When I left for this trip, I had allowed myself a week to get to the wedding.  And since I 
didn’t know how it would be traveling alone like this, I had thought I might be making a quick 
return after Denver - maybe just taking two or three days or so to get back home (although there 
was nothing I needed to be back for).  Although I found traveling like this different - it was  also 
fun.  So I left Denver heading north - to go back to the Grand Tetons in Wyoming, a place Leslie 
and I had visited a number of times.

The Grand Teton National Park is an amazing place, probably my favorite National Park this 
side of the Canadian border.  We had trailer-camped in the park several times during our travels - 
and one of my favorite hikes of all time is there.  So revisiting the park and doing that hike again 
was something I had always wanted to do.  But it had been clear for a number of years that 
Leslie would have a hard time with it. The fifteen mile out-and-back hike with a nearly 3000 ft 
elevation change to Lake Solitude had been difficult enough ten years earlier.  And climbing had 



become more difficult for her over the years even before the tumor due to a knee issue.  But after 
the Colorado wedding, I thought it was time to go back to the Tetons.  I was not disappointed. 
Gorgeous weather and a visual fantasyland 
made the entire trip worthwhile in itself.  I 
had recalled doing a great short hike along 
the  Leigh  Lake  trail  many  years  earlier 
with Leslie - and it was just as beautiful as 
I had remembered late that first afternoon.  
I  hiked  several  miles  beyond  the  lake 
before turning back.  The only other people 
on the trail were two college-aged sisters, 
and  we  had  a  great  conversation  at  a 
turnout along the trail telling our stories.

But the highlight of my Teton trip was the incredible Cascade Canyon-Lake Solitude hike.  
It was even better than I had remembered it - the shuttle boat across beautiful Jenny Lake to the 
trailhead, Hidden Falls,  Inspiration Point,  then the gorgeous hike up the canyon between the 
majestic  peaks  of  the  Tetons,  then  the  final  climb  to  the  alpine  lake.   The  vistas  were  as 
spectacular  as I had remembered.  The altitude, at 9500 ft, had gotten to Leslie a bit when we 
were there years earlier.  And I wasn’t certain I would still be able to do the hike this time, since 
it had been a decade.  But hiking is a good metaphor for life.  Even when it gets hard, you just 
take one more step - or commit to one more leg of the hike.  Of course, I knew it would be tiring, 
but that was not a reason not to do it.  I saw the same two young women I had seen the day 
before along the trail.  We hiked together for awhile - and they seemed to keep looking out after 
me to be sure I was doing okay!  And I even met up with them again that night in Jackson at the 
Snake River Brewing Co.  - they seemed to enjoy that as much as I did after a long day of hiking.

Another special day was the chance to play the 
magnificent  Teton  Pines  Golf  Club  -  an  Arnold 
Palmer  design  at  the  base  of  the  Teton  range.  A 
spectacular  course  with  tree-lined  manicured 
fairways,  trees  and  lakes  everywhere,  glistening 
white  bunkers,  and  spectacular  views.   Although 
pricey, I was treated so well at the club that I would 
play  it  again  if  I  ever  returned  to  Jackson  Hole.   
After a great three days there, it was hard to leave 
the Tetons - but it was time.



Visiting Ruthie (and Carl, of course) on the way home after making my way across Idaho 
and Oregon was especially nice.  Ruth had been Leslie’s best friend - for sixty years.  They met 
in kindergarten and were like sisters.  Ruth and I did a hike together in the redwood forest near 
their home in Arcata - something she and Leslie had done many times.  She really wanted to do 
that walk - and it was special for me as well.   Ruthie is almost family - I’m so glad I spent some 
time there.  The drive from Arcata to San Francisco - through redwood country - is also beautiful.  
I then stayed in San Francisco to spend some time again with Jamie.  We played golf at the 
Presidio Club - something we had done a dozen years earlier (a round that had renewed my 
interest in playing golf after a thirty year hiatus).  Then I headed home.

Leslie would have loved this trip - and that I even took the trip, had gone to the wedding, and 
visited so many special places we had been together.  And she surely would have loved that I 
redid those hikes we had once done together - and thought of her while doing them.  And, of 
course,  she would have been happy to know I spent time with Ruthie and Carl and then Jamie.

What would have been our 44th anniversary on the 24th of July was a bit difficult for me.  
The previous year’s anniversary was wonderful - for us both, I think.  We had spent the day in 
Cambria on a gorgeous summer day - going to lunch, browsing in the shops, etc..  But we both 
knew by then it might be our last one together.  Although Leslie had recovered very quickly from 
her  second surgery  and  felt  good,  we  did  not  know whether  any  new treatments  would  be 
effective against progression.  But this anniversary - only one year later, and already without her 
for over half of that time - was especially difficult.

Her work lives on

Quilting had quickly become Leslie’s passion after she had taken a couple of quilting classes 
in 2005.  She loved getting together with her quilting group - Carole, Kathi, and Jill - every 
Wednesday.  They would sew, and talk, and go out to lunch, and just spend the day together.  
Even after she was somewhat compromised as the tumor was asserting itself that last year, it was 
still important to her to get together with them.  She was also active in the local Bear Valley Quilt 
Guild  -  and had even been treasurer  a  few years  up  until  receiving her  diagnosis  and then 
knowing that life would become more difficult for her.  But she still attended quilt meetings 
when she could, and just tried to stay in contact even when that become more difficult.  The 
group meant so much to her that I donated a lot of her “stash” to the guild to sell as a fundraiser 
for their charitable work.  I think Leslie would have liked that.  

So it  was very special  that  her quilting friends had 
taken on the task of finishing some of her work - projects 
that  she loved working on but  had not  put  together  as 
completed quilts.  Some of those quilts have now been 
returned.  And it means so much to me to have that work 
on display here at house where it belongs.  The plan is to 
also  put  these  quilts  on  display  at  next  year’s  Seven 
Sisters Quilt Show in her name - a meaningful tribute, I 
think.  From an email from Jill:  “I am so glad Carole, 
Kathi and I took some of Leslie's quilts to finish.   It has 
kept her close to us as well as giving us the opportunity to 
admire her beautiful handwork.”



I did the Bob Jones trail to Avila Beach one day at the end of August - and it was harder than 
I had expected.  For years, Leslie and I would do that walk as a frequent part of our Saturdays 
together - then we’d go out to lunch somewhere - often to Gus’s Grocery and Deli, go shopping, 
and just enjoy being out.  In fact, we were just getting ready to do that walk the first morning 
there was any sign that something was wrong - back in April of 2010.  She just had a complete 
language block after a very active Friday morning helping to set up the annual quilt show.  It 
passed quickly and she seemed to feel okay - but we had no idea what had just happened, nor 
what lay ahead for us.  And it was nearly two more weeks before she had another episode that 
sent her to the ER.  But throughout her long ordeal, when she felt well enough, we often did that 
walk to the beach - sometimes quickly, sometimes slowly, sometimes an abbreviated version of 
it.  This was the first time I’d been back in over a year - and I spent much of the walk thinking 
about her and the many times we had done that walk together as well as all that had happened 
since the last such walk.  And I found that a bit difficult.

As September approached, and even though I was long-since retired, my department at the 
university asked if I would be interested in teaching again as they could always use the help in 
meeting student demand for classes.   I  was officially done,  but  this  seemed like a welcome 
opportunity to stay active, do something useful, and continue to enjoy what I had done all my 
adult life.  So I looked forward to spending some time at the university teaching labs or classes 
as a part-time faculty retiree. I also stopped by Baywood Elementary to see Leslie’s dear friend 
Wendi as she put together her classroom for the new year.  Leslie loved Wendi - and vice versa -  
so it would be wonderful to see her again.  I love her too, she is an amazing teacher and friend - 
and we always had such great conversations about “the big things”, as she would say.  Leslie so 
enjoyed working with her in the classroom a couple of days a week when she could - and so 
spending a little time with her always reminds me of that enduring friendship.

Quilter’s Estate Sale - September 1

It was time, I felt, to put more of Leslie’s quilting stuff - fabric, notions, machines, etc. - into 
the hands of people who could make use of them.  (I was certainly not going to take up quilting!) 
I had given a lot away to her quilting friends, had sold some, had donated a lot to the quilt guild 
for a charity fundraiser, and was finally willing to have people come to the house to look at what 
was left - and there was a lot left.  Setting up for the sale wasn’t easy, it turns out.  Partly because 
I didn’t really know anything about quilting, but also because I was dealing with her things - and 
could not help but think about what all this meant to her, how much thought she put into it, how 
many plans she had for her accumulated stash - fabric, patterns, etc. - expecting  to have decades 
to work on it all.  Several of her dear friends came over to help - to set up, price things, and help 
with the sale itself - Jill, Brenda, Kathi, Colleen, and Wendi, along with others from the quilt 
guild on sale day.  And that was a good thing, since I definitely needed the help.  It was good to 
see them all as well - they had all been wonderful friends - to her, of course, but also to me.

It was an amazing day, actually - the day of the quilter’s estate sale.  The living room and 
garage looked like a quilt store - with fabrics, books, patterns, and notions all neatly organized.  
We estimated that maybe a hundred and fifty women came to look and to shop - including so 
many of her quilt guild friends.  And these women were amazing, even after looking through 
everything, they would reorganize it all, so it was always neat - just smaller as the day went on.  
And the praise for Leslie, both as a person and a quilter, was very gratifying to hear.  Even the 



people who did not know her seemed to get a sense of who she was when they saw the quality of 
the fabric - and how it was organized - and books and other things, as well as some of her work 
which was out on display.  So much of her high quality fabric, accessories, and even sewing 
machines were put in the hands of people who would use them well.   As Brenda said, “It’s 
amazing how much art will now be created from Leslie’s things.”

But it was then odd to go back into the sewing room - and see very little there.  Not her 
cabinets, not her fabric or books.  Just one more thing to remind me what had happened -  that I 
would not be going into her studio just to say hi or bring her some tea or something in the 
afternoons.  And that all those things she planned to do and all those projects she wanted to work 
on just won’t happen.  And that was hard.  

It has been great getting together with Jamie - and talking with him so often.  He is now 
golfing again - and taking it seriously.  So we have that in common now - and it is good for both 
of us.  He has been “home” a couple of times now for a nearly a week each time - and it has been 
great.  And he has been saying he’d like to continue those trips every couple of months, which 
we would both enjoy, I think.   I only wish his mom were here to enjoy his visits as well.  I kind 
of hope that somehow she knows, since she wondered how often we would see each other.

Fall

I was teaching full-time again fall quarter - a result of a faculty member being unable to take 
her classes at the last minute.  It was fun - and it kept me busy.  Being in the classroom again, 
working with both students and colleagues kept me busy enough - without it being too busy (no 
committees, no meetings, just classes and office hours!).  

I still thought about Leslie a lot of the time - even though I was fairly busy.  I would often 
come home from campus wanting to tell her something that happened that day.  I would also see 
Wendi occasionally - just stopping by Baywood Elementary on my way home to say hi.  She is 
such a dear - and loved Leslie so.  Also, Kathi had finished another of Leslie’s quilts - and that 
was special as well.  I could hardly wait to put it on display.  The quality of Leslie’s work never 
ceases to amaze me.   And showing it  to  quilters  who actually understand how difficult  and 
precise what she did was gives me even more appreciation for it.   Upon thanking Kathi for 
finishing this and what it meant to me, she responded, “It was an honor to finish those quilts. 
Like many quilters, when we are working on a project for a specific person, they are in our 
thoughts as we work. I feel close to Leslie when I work on her quilts. You thanked us by sharing 
them with others. It makes me feel like our work on her quilts was good enough to share. It is a 
huge responsibility to finish her quilts to the high level she set in her hand and machine work.  So 
pleased you are happy....”   Very special.

By this time the previous year I was not playing golf at all - for three months or so, for 
obvious reasons.  I didn’t miss it as it just wasn’t that important.  I was spending much more time 
with Leslie, and she needed that attention those last few months and I wanted to be there for her.  
So this  year,  even though I  was teaching full-time again,  I  still  had some time to play golf 
occasionally.  I would stop by the course to practice a bit on my way to campus.  And I had a 
regular Sunday morning golf game with a good friend whom I’d known for years.  And that was 
good for me to be out on the golf course.



November

The Friday of the Straight Down Classic golf tournament was harder for me than I had 
expected.  Jamie (and his friend Diana) were coming down in the evening to go to this annual 
local tournament that weekend, and I was really looking forward to that.  But I also went by 
Friday morning before my afternoon class just to watch some practice and see friends.  But it all 
brought back memories of what had happened only one year earlier.  Leslie and I were going into 
town together but I told her I wanted to first stop at the course for a few minutes to say hello to 
some of my golfing friends.  She was fine with that and said she would just relax in the car.  But 
Steve Pelisek from Titleist wanted to meet Leslie so came over to the car and they had a very 
nice  chat.   He  told  me later  how much he  enjoyed meeting  her  and  talking  with  her,  how 
engaging she was and how well she seemed to be doing.  He said he would never have guessed 
what she was going through or was facing.  But only a short time later when we went into town 
for lunch, her right leg completely collapsed under her.  It was the first real sign of any motor 
control issues.  It was probably due to a seizure caused by the tumor.  Then after leaving the 
course this time, I just happened to drive by Gus’s Deli - maybe her favorite place for lunch - and 
it hit me then as well.  It’s interesting, because I’m never quite sure when I will recall something 
that will trigger an emotional response.  And that isn’t even necessarily a bad thing - it  just 
means that I’m still remembering her, what she meant to me, and what she went through.

On Saturday, Jamie, Diana, and I went out to the tournament - and that was great fun.  Then 
Sunday morning, we played nine holes together on a local short course, then headed back to the 
Country Club in the afternoon to watch the end of the tournament.  It was a great weekend. 
Leslie would have loved that Jamie came to visit, and she would have really liked Diana, I think 
- bright, independent, and successful - and she would have liked seeing Jamie so happy.

Wendi and Colleen are very dear.  They came over to go through Leslie’s things - first pick 
out what they wanted, then pack the rest for donating to the thrift store.  I was hoping they would 
go through her casual and nice clothes, her shoes, purses, jackets, etc., and take whatever they 
would like.  But most of the time was spent just talking - and sharing a pizza (Guenevere’s 
Garden with artichoke hearts!)  and salad.   It  is  so much fun listening to these two lifelong 
awesome teachers discuss elementary education.  They are really special people - and my respect 
for them and there profession grows every time we get together.  Of course, we didn’t even get to 
going through Leslie’s things!  And that was just fine - it was a great evening.

Thanksgiving - a great day, actually.  Jamie came down again.  It was a spectacularly warm 
and beautiful day.  We played golf at the Avila Beach Golf Resort and had a great time - almost 
had  the  course  to  ourselves.   Then  we  returned  home  and  threw  together  a  make-shift 
Thanksgiving dinner (without going to a lot of work) - complete with a store-bought pumpkin 
pie.  We hadn’t planned it well, and agreed that next year, we’d do it better!  But what a nice day 
it was.  I couldn’t help but think how much Leslie would have enjoyed seeing us do these things 
together.  But it is still bittersweet at times because I still reflected on what was happening a year 
earlier.  Jamie and I were just walking through the grocery store and there was already a display 
of poinsettias and other Christmas things.  And the thought just washed over me was that it was 
already nearly that time again - the anniversary of that fateful New Years Eve.  I didn’t know 
how the holidays would affect me.  But this Thanksgiving visit was a wonderful several days - 
Jamie and I had fun and it was great for us both - and I was hoping Christmas would be the same.



December

The holiday season was not real easy even though we had never made a big deal of the 
holidays.  Of course, what was happening the previous year at this time was always on my mind.  
I was busy as classes for the quarter were coming to a close - and we were approaching finals.  
But that didn’t keep the thoughts from streaming in.  So it was not easy to hear from my niece 
Christie that my nephew Lang was in the VA hospital in Palo Alto with end-stage lung cancer.  I 
just threw a bag together and drove north - as Chris, her sister Jana, and other brother Mike flew 
in to be with him.  It was great seeing the nieces and nephews - as well as finally meeting Lang’s 
wife and their kids (Noah and Tanya).  And the day was filled with stories - about mom, my sister 
Jan, and, of course, Leslie.  Although suffering, Lang was surprisingly spirited - and accepting of 
his fate.  But as wonderful as that visit was, it was also difficult as the subject of most of the 
conversation was about those we had lost.  Lang only lived another week.

I wasn’t sure if I wanted to decorate for Christmas.  I had put up a tree the previous year, and 
Leslie liked that I had a lot, I think - so I probably should do so again.  One of her finished quilt 
pieces is a Christmas theme - which should be out.  And she had made a wonderful tree skirt 
many years earlier - a needlepoint snow scene - so it should be out as well.  Maybe I should even 
set up the electric train - since she liked it.  I just wasn’t sure if I wanted to do any of that.

First  times are sometimes hard -  and I  am always surprised at  the emotion that  can be 
triggered - even by some very simple things.  It was December, and time for my annual flu shot.  
Last year - probably in November, Leslie and I went to the pharmacy together for the flu vaccine.  
We weren’t even sure at the time whether she should  have the shot, but her docs felt that it 
should be okay. But this time it hit me when I sat down to fill out the forms - and recalled 
everything about the past year.  She was in such good spirits, although by then was moving 
pretty  slowly.   But  she  felt  that  this  was  important  so  as  not  be  become  compromised  by 
exposure to something when out in public.  But I had to fill out the forms for her.  She wasn’t 
very happy about that, because she felt that she should have been able to do it on her own.  But 
she still thanked me for doing it for her.  As I said, I never know when an unexpected response 
like this will occur.  And I wondered if those feelings would ever go away.

I did decorate for Christmas - put up a tree with lights and ornaments, just as I had last year.  
I think Leslie liked having the decorations up.  And I think she would be pleased that I did it this 
year as well.  And this year, there were even more of her things out, art projects that she had 
made - that needlepoint tree skirt, a Christmas candle quilt piece, and that amazing quilted angel.  
I liked having the house be a little festive as well and I thought Jamie would appreciate it - it 
makes it seem as though she is still a presence here, which I think she will always be.



A not-so-subtle reminder inadvertently occurred late one afternoon after a round of golf.  I 
apparently had gotten a bit dehydrated - and after getting home I had a beer (which probably 
exacerbated the problem).  Colleen and Wendi had stopped by together that afternoon just to 
visit, and while they were there, I suddenly felt very faint. My blood pressure and heart rate 
dropped and I apparently got very pale and clammy.  It frightened them and they called 911!  The 
paramedics came and recommended a trip to the ER even though I was starting to feel better 
even while they were there. I had just been dehydrated, and a vagal nerve reaction triggered the 
rest.  But that all reminded me of that incident with Leslie the previous October which sent her to 
the hospital for a week due to a severe reaction to a new chemo drug.  But in my case, it was just 
for a couple of hours as a precaution.  But it does just remind that things can change suddenly - 
and we really don’t control the results.  The moral in this case?  Stay hydrated!  And this incident 
could also have been emotionally triggered by the one year anniversary.

A couple of days before Christmas I drove up to the City and was able to see Seraphina on a 
gorgeous Christmas Eve day.  We went out to breakfast and for a long walk to the ocean in Mill 
Valley - where she now lives.  It was great to see her.  Then Jamie came back with me to spend 
some time at home for the holidays.  He had told me not to do anything special for Christmas - 
that it was just a time for us to be together.  But when he walked into the house and saw the tree 
and other Christmas things I had set out, he said, “Oh, dad, this is great, I’m so glad you did 
this.”  His mom would have loved that!  And Christmas day was great.  We played golf (not 
particularly  well,  but  it  was  fun)  -  then made a  great  Christmas dinner,  pumpkin pie  (store 
bought) and all, and watched basketball.  A great way to spend the day.

 The week after Christmas was really nice.   Jamie and I had fun - a lot of it at the golf 
course or in front of the television watching sports!   And we were also able to talk some about 
what his mom had gone through, putting it in perspective.  Even though we saw Jamie every two 
weeks when we were in San Francisco for Leslie’s treatments, I think that time was very hard on 
him.  So it was good that we could talk about it some. 

New Years Eve and the following day was pretty somber for me.  I looked back at what was 
going on all during the year before - and still marveled at how Leslie had handled it all.  She 
certainly knew what was happening - and the inevitability of it.  And yet her spirit never seemed 
to wane.  I know she worried about how Jamie and I would handle her passing and whether we 
would continue to get together.  I think she would be pleased with how often we see each other. 

–––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––

It had been a good year, actually.  I had done a lot, kept busy, taught at the university, taken 
trips, hiked and played a lot of golf, and had gotten together with Jamie a number of times.  I felt 
that I was doing okay - pretty well, even.  But I still thought of Leslie often - and missed her, and 
even missed taking care of her.  I don't think we ever doubted each other, but we probably spent 
much of our lives just doing our own thing.  But once she was diagnosed, we became closer than 
ever.   I  certainly felt  my role was to do whatever I  could to make her life easier -  and her 
treatment as successful as possible.  But I think she also felt her role was to try to make the lives 
of the rest of us easier as well - since we all had to deal with all this in one way or another.  I 
think a lot about that time, even when I have otherwise been so active.  But I have also realized 
that thinking of her and the things we did together is a good thing.  It keeps her close.

The coming year, I suspected, would be easier.  



2013  –  YEAR TWO
The start of this new year was much easier than the last one, for obvious reasons.  But as 

difficult as that last year had been in some ways - adjusting to it all, I felt like I had done okay.  I 
had been active, engaged in life, doing things that were fun while not losing sight of what had 
happened.  I  don’t think any of us ever know how we will react when we receive an awful 
diagnosis or when we lose someone.  I think it is always new territory - and each of us have to 
figure out for ourselves how to proceed.  So in that sense, I felt as if I had managed well.  I did 
have a lot of time to think about it prior to Leslie’s passing - and can’t imagine how someone 
would deal with it if such a loss were sudden.  I have also been fortunate in that I am healthy - 
and so continuing on with life was easy.  But that isn’t guaranteed.

I continued to teach winter quarter as well - but only one class since I had a full teaching 
load in the fall.   That made for an easy assignment as I just needed to go to campus later in the 
afternoon four days a week and only had to think about that one course.  In addition, it was a 
course I had taught many times and I was essentially teaching out of my own course materials.  
So it gave me a lot of time to do other things even during the day.   So even though I was 
teaching, I had time for other things.  I only needed to meet my classes and be available for 
students in my office - I had no other university obligations.  So working at that level was fun.

A similar schedule was assigned in the spring as well.  It was a different course, but again 
one I had taught often and out of my own course materials.  So after teaching a full course load 
in fall, both winter and spring were pretty easy - and it gave me a lot of time for myself.  And I 
enjoyed spending that time on campus again - engaging with both students and colleagues.

Spring 

It is hard to believe how quickly time flies.  It had been three years since that first word-
finding difficulty following setting up the Seven Sister’s Quilt Show in 2010.  Leslie’s quilting 
friends had taken a number of her unfinished quilts - tops that had never been completed into 
finished  quilts,  and  took  on  those  projects  so  that  her 
amazing handwork could  be  displayed.   Some of  those 
finished quilts had been returned and are among my most 
treasured possessions - and two hang in my living room.  
Her  friends  also  entered three  of  her  quilts  in  the  quilt 
show in April - and it was so gratifying to see both friends 
and strangers stop to admire her work and read the brief 
description I had written about her.  A very touching photo 
is  of her dear friend Jill  reading the piece and thinking 
about Leslie and all the time they had spent together. 

Spring usually means a lot of golf as well - and it was no different this year.  But it had been 
so very windy, so the golf wasn’t particularly good.  But one highlight was making my fourth 
“career” hole-in-one in an otherwise poor round of golf at Avila Beach Golf Resort.  They are 
always a surprise - and even though this was a great shot, it’s still lucky it went in. 



The Caregiver’s Conference - May 4, 2013

I knew that Margaretta, one of the four neuro-nurses we had spent so much time with, and 
Dr. Susan Chang, one of the neuro-oncologists at UCSF’s Brain Tumor Research Center, were 
working  on  ways  to  help  the  families  of  those  afflicted  with  these  horrible  brain  tumors  - 
developing a program to care for the caregivers and improve the quality of life at home during 
these hard times.  I was invited to speak at their inaugural UCSF Caregiver’s Conference dealing 
with the challenges of caregiving for adults with brain disease - from brain tumors and trauma to 
degenerative diseases like dementia and Alzheimers. The challenges are unique - especially with 
brain tumors, because these tumors can progress quickly and can have such profound effects on 
even the personality of the person afflicted and even their relationships to those around them.  I 
felt honored that they felt I could somehow contribute to the conference - and was pleased to do 
it.  I had expected I would be talking with a group of professionals, hospice workers, etc.  But 
instead, I was speaking with family caregivers who were currently caring for someone who had 
tumors similar to Leslie’s.  It was an emotionally draining day - even though a very informative 
conference.  I had written a handout to accompany my talk which dealt with what I felt were the 
important elements of the caregiving while going through this. (And this piece can be found at 
www.calpoly.edu/~rbrown/Caregiving.pdf or through the National Brain Tumor Society’s web 
site:  http://braintumor.org/share-your-story/leslies-journey)

I  received  a  very  touching  thank  you  from  Margaretta,  on  behalf  of  the  organizing 
committee of the conference.  It said, in part, “Your participation on the panel of brain tumor 
caregivers was thoughtful and delivered with truth, humor, and heart.   I am sure your story 
touched many of the attendees in the room and we were so lucky to be able to have you speak.  
An unexpected benefit that I hadn’t thought about, but several people commented on, was that 
having you there made them realize that they will get through the illness and be okay on the other 
side.  I think at some level, this was perhaps one of the most important aspects of the day.”  

I had wondered, sometimes, if I actually was okay.  At least to others, it appeared so.  (A 
colleague and friend said when I told her about the conference, “What they saw in you was 
someone who was high functioning while not losing sight of who she was and what she went 
through.”)  A surprising part about the caregiving that so occupied my life for twenty months is 
that I have since missed taking care of her.  I came home one evening that first winter much later 
than I had expected.  I had not left a light on when I left the house that morning and it was dark 
when I returned.  I found myself apologizing out loud to her picture as I walked in the door.  
Although funny, it somehow speaks to how responsible I felt for her well-being.

Eric
Late in 2011, a colleague of mine had put me in touch with a research physicist in San 

Francisco - a young, bright, and very active guy - who was battling the same tumor that Leslie 
was fighting.  We spent a year and a half emailing each other about so many things related to this 
disease, checking up on each other, and just offering support.   After Leslie passed away, we had 
even gotten together for brunch when I was in San Francisco.  He fought this tumor for over 
three years through UCSF’s Brain Tumor Research Center, and we knew all the same doctors 
and nurses.  And he too was very active through it all.  He had chronicled his entire journey 
online through a very well-done blog - up until he no longer could.  I received word that Eric lost 
his courageous battle and passed away that June.

http://www.calpoly.edu/~rbrown/Caregiving.pdf
http://braintumor.org/share-your-story/leslies-journey


SUMMER 2013  –  Return to the Canadian Rockies.  

I wasn’t home from last summer’s road trip to Colorado (and Canyonlands, the Grand Tetons, 
etc.) for more than a few minutes before I began thinking about where I might want to go this 
summer!  That is, even though it was not the same traveling alone, and I wasn’t sure how I would 
even like doing it, it was fun - and I saw a lot of amazing country, went on some great hikes, and 
played some good golf on wonderful courses.  So to do another road trip seem like a good idea.

Leslie and I loved Canada - the hikes we did in the Rockies were incredible and the people 
we met were wonderful.  So it was not hard to think of going back to revisit some of those 
spectacular places.  So the plan was to head north during July, take a week or so to get to Banff 
National Park and Lake Louise and then go up the Icefields Parkway to Jasper - all for hiking in 
the mountains and golf along the way.  It was something Leslie and I had done several times on 
our summer trailer-camping trips - but not since 2004.  It would be different, as I knew - since I 
was  traveling  by  car  and  not  pulling  a  trailer  -  and  I  would  be  staying  in  motels  and  not 
campgrounds.  But I had enjoyed that on the previous summer’s trip to Colorado. 

I would start, as usual, in San Francisco for a couple of days to see Jamie.  Then on to Arcata 
at the northern end of the state to visit with Ruthie and Carl.  That is the way we had always 
begun our summer travels - largely so Leslie and Ruth could spend some time together, having 
been friends since childhood.  And I always liked seeing them as well.  

The trip into Oregon was gorgeous.  From Arcata up the coast and through the Jedediah 
Smith redwoods and along the Smith River was a wonderful drive.  Then following the Rogue 
River over the southern part of the Cascades past Crater Lake and into Oregon’s high desert and 
Bend was great as well.  An ever changing landscape - but beautiful all the way.

I’ve  always  liked  Bend  -  right  where  the  high 
desert  and  the  snow-capped  peaks  of  the  southern 
Cascades meet. It is such a great area. The Deschutes 
River runs right through the city and it seems there is 
always so much going on.  And it has become a golf 
destination  with  many  wonderful  courses.   Aspen 
Lakes is one of the best, I think - and has become a 
favorite of mine.  It is challenging and beautiful - with 
views  of  the  snow-capped  Three  Sisters  from 
throughout the course.



As boring as the long drive from Bend to Spokane, it was made up for the next day.  It was 
spectacular once I was north of Spokane - the drive through the forest and along Pend Orielle 
through Sandpoint and on into British Columbia!  The approach to Cranbrook, BC was stunning 
with the Kootenay Rockies as a backdrop, as was continuing north to Radium Hot springs just at 
the entrance to Kootenay National Park.  This part of the world is incredibly beautiful.  I played 
golf on the Radium resort course late in the afternoon after a huge thunderstorm.  Mountain golf 
is beautiful - and this course was spectacular.  And since it is so far north, it stays light till 10 pm 
and I could get in a full round even after the long day’s drive. 

Radium is at the southern end of a series of four contiguous National Parks that cover 30,000 
square miles (!) - from Radium, at the entrance to Kootenay National Park north to Banff and 
Lake Louise then up the Icefields Parkway to Jasper and west through Yoho National Park.

Before even setting out  on this  trip,  I  had thought  about  playing the Banff  Springs golf 
course, which I had heard is spectacular.  But it was very expensive and every tee-time was 
booked from dawn to 6 pm which made me rethink.  The course itself is gorgeous, runs along the 
Bow River between high mountain ridges. But there were people everywhere.  So I drove on.   
Somehow it seemed a better choice to go hiking in the national park the next day instead.

The motel in Lake Louise Village was a bit rustic, as expected, but nice (and expensive) - 
with a great view from my balcony.  I set out for a long hike on day two in the Rockies.  It was 
spectacular - a repeat of a hike Leslie and I had done many years earlier.  Starting at Lake Louise 
up to the Little Beehive 1800 ft above it.  Then a thunder shower hit - out of nowhere - and I sat 
it out at the Alpine Tea House at Lake Agnes, with biscuits and French-pressed coffee.  The rest 
of the hike was gorgeous - until another thunderstorm mid-afternoon.  A great day - twelve miles, 
2500 ft of climbs (and descents).  I left some of Leslie’s ashes high above Lake Louise - at a 
quiet spot off the trail we had ‘discovered’ years earlier, at a sheer drop overlooking all three 
lakes Louise, Mirror, and Agnes all in view at different elevations.



I questioned whether to do my other favorite hike in the area.  I was a bit stiff after the Agnes 
Lake-Beehive trek - and I wasn’t real sure I would want to climb more.  But I set out to Moraine 
Lake - and am I ever glad I did.  The lake first thing was so calm - mirroring the Ten Peaks in a 
way I  had not  seen before.   The hike itself  climbs 
quickly - and continuously through the pine forest up 
to  Larch Valley -  a  beautiful  combination of  Larch 
pines, tundra, wild flowers, all with the peaks behind 
Moraine  Lake  towering  above.  Sentinel  Pass  is  a 
saddle that separates the Valley of the Ten Peaks and 
Paradise Valley - as well as Pinnacle Mountain and 
Mount  Temple.  Although  beautiful,  the  four  mile 
climb is relentless - with the last half mile climbing 
700 ft up the talus face of the pass via a very narrow 
switchbacking path - itself a bit nerve-wracking. The 
view from the pass is  stunning -  by simply turning 
around you see two amazing views.  When Leslie and I did this hike in 2004, we got hit by a 
hailstorm just as we got to the pass - and could see very little!  She was with me on this hike - I 
couldn’t help but think of her - with her adventurous spirit always wanting to go on even when it 
was difficult.  It was only appropriate, I think, that I left some of her ashes at the pass as well.

The Icefields Parkway from Lake Louise to Jasper is one of the most beautiful highways I’ve 
ever driven.  It follows a valley between two mountain ridges which are still covered by the 
Columbia Ice Field - a remnant of the last Ice Age - with glaciers visible along the way.  So I was 
off to Jasper - for sight-seeing, some hiking, and maybe some golf.  But it was Sunday - not just 
any Sunday, but the final round of the British Open.  So I was awake by 5:30 or so to watch.  It 
was a great final round by Phil Michelson to win his fifth major championship.  It was worth 
lounging around the motel to watch - especially since I was pretty stiff from the last two hikes - 
nearly twenty miles and nearly a vertical mile of climbs!



I  was in no hurry.   It  took most of the day to get to Jasper -  only a couple of hundred 
kilometers  away,  since  I  stopped  often  to  take  pictures,  do  short  hikes,  and  just  enjoy  a 
spectacularly beautiful day as well as the incredible mountain scenery.  Leslie and I had taken 
this drive from Lake Louise to Jasper two or three times, so I knew what to expect.  But it is still 
stunning in its reality.  

One very special part of the trip to Jasper for me was the stop at beautiful Bow Lake - with 
the Bow glacier in the background, the source of the Bow River that flows south through Alberta, 
eventually joining the Saskatchewan River on it’s way to Hudson Bay.  It was here - in 2004 - 
that I took a couple of my favorite pictures of Leslie.  So I just sat for awhile at the end of the 
small boat dock and remembered that earlier trip and how beautiful and relaxed and happy she 
had been.  It was warm and sunny, not unlike that day nine years earlier (to the day, it turns out!).  
So it seemed only fitting that I scatter some of her ashes at that beautiful place as well, thinking 
no one was watching.  But I then noticed that a woman did see what I had done before quietly 
moving away.  I caught up with her a bit later and said that I had hoped it had not made her 
uncomfortable.  She said, “Not at all, it was beautiful.  And I said a little prayer for whoever it 
was that you must have loved so.”

  

                       Bow Lake with Bow Glacier in the background.                                      Leslie at Bow Lake, in 2004

I then continued up the Icefields Parkway and past the Athabasca Glacier to Jasper.

The Athabasca Glacier - a remnant of the last Ice Age.



I have always liked Jasper.  The entire area is beautiful - mountains, rivers, lakes, forests of 
pine and spruce and shimmering aspen.  And lots of wildlife - elk, moose, mountain goats, bear 
… The Jasper township itself is a very relaxed town, pretty remote and seemingly so much less 
commercial than Banff and Lake Louise (even though every bit as expensive).  There are lots of 
tourists this time of year, but not the frantic busloads of visitors.  My Whistlers Inn was right 
along the main street through town - it was nice to be able to walk everywhere.  The Jasper Park 
Lodge golf course was highly touted as one of the best in Canada - and one of the most scenic.  
So, even though it was as expensive as any course I’ve played, it seemed worth doing.  The golf 
itself was okay but not great. The course was very nice, but I didn’t think spectacularly so - not 
nearly as stunning as, say, Radium Hot springs which was only a fraction of the cost or some of 
the BC courses I played later in the trip.  In Jasper, I was happy to see the little ice cream store 
that Leslie and I liked just around the corner from my hotel, and the Bear’s Paw Bakery is still 
there as well, which I appreciated.  My dinners were just hamburgers and the local ale at the 
Jasper Brewing Co.  They were okay but not great - even though fairly expensive.

Leaving Jasper was hard, in a way, since I didn’t know if I would make this trip again.  So, 
just in case, I thought I should go back to the Bear’s Paw Bakery for an apple-cranberry muffin 
to take with me.  Good choice.  It was a beautiful day - and the drive south back down the 
Icefields Parkway was nice.  Just as I was leaving town, a big black bear wandered onto the 
highway in no hurry at all - the third one I had seen in Jasper.  

Leslie and I had hiked the Willcox Pass trail in 1999.  The trailhead is just south of the 
Athabasca Glacier.  So as I was driving by, I decided to stop and redo some of the hike.  It 
climbs, of course, as does any hike with “Pass” in its name.  And once I got through the initial 
climb through the forest, the beauty of the hike just kept me going.  What a gorgeous place - 
above  the  tree  line,  tundra-like  vegetation,  wild  flowers,  streams,  and  those  magnificent 
mountains and glaciers in view the entire way.  Amazing.  Also amazing to me was that the 
Athabasca Glacier had receded significantly since that first visit.  Only fourteen years later, and 
the toe of the glacier was maybe 150 yards further up that valley - and it’s volume was noticeably 
smaller.  One could no longer just walk onto the glacier because of the glacial lake at the toe.



July 24 - what would have been our 45th wedding anniversary:  The day started with a drive 
to Moraine Lake - just to see it one more time before the crowds arrived.  An unexpected treat 
was to be able to watch a grizzly bear tearing the bark off a tree very near the road leading to the 
lake.  Not much of him was visible - so no decent picture - but it was fun to watch.  After a few 
photos there, I headed back north to Bow Lake.  Somehow, that place has special meaning to me 
- and it was so serene this morning (and before the tourist crowd).  Bow Falls, which feeds the 
lake off Bow Glacier, is visible - even though it is about three miles away.  I decided to do the 
hike - and so glad I did. The trek back to the falls was very peaceful, even easy, for much of it - 
then more rugged for the last mile or so as I approached the magnificent 600 foot waterfall, 
where I spent an hour or so.  Then upon returning, I just sat on the dock and enjoyed the peaceful 
lake. 

       Bow Lake, Glacier, and Falls (3 miles distant)                                                Bow Falls

Our tradition had always been to go to the nicest restaurant in whatever town we were in for 
our anniversary dinner.  I just stayed at the Lake Louise Inn and had a nice steak sandwich and a 
Big Rock Traditional Ale.  Pretty casual, but nice.  It was a great way to spend the day.

On  leaving  Lake  Louise  I  only  had  another  couple  of  days  in  Canada.   The  drive  to 
Revelstoke to  the west  is  beautiful  -  much of  it  in  the mountains  -  including through three 
National Parks.  Yoho National Park is just west of Lake Louise.  Leslie and I had camped there 
once and did a couple of hikes in the park.  Canada 1 then goes over beautiful Roger’s Pass and 
through Canada’s Glacier National Park before dropping out of the high country to Revelstoke - 
a beautiful small town on a big S-bend in the Columbia River.  It was 92°F when I pulled in that 
afternoon - and didn’t really cool off till after sundown, which surprised me.  But it didn’t keep 
me  from  playing  the  Revelstoke  Golf  Club,  a 
gorgeous  tree-lined  course  along  the  Columbia  - 
surrounded by mountains including snow-capped Mt. 
Begbie.  Lush  and  narrow  pine  and  aspen  lined 
fairways - great fun to play.  Dinner was just a short 
walk from the motel - Zala’s Pizza and Steak House - 
very good with a great salad bar and a nice top sirloin 
and  a  local  Mt.  Begbie  Brewery  Tall  Timber  ale.  
Maybe  more  like  an  anniversary  dinner  than  the 
previous night’s sandwich in Lake Louise!



The drive from Revelstoke to Castlegar is only 150 miles 
or  so,  and  nice  -  along  Hwy  23,  a  two-lane  provincial 
highway along the Columbia River which then feeds into the 
very large Upper Arrow Lake.  The highway requires a ferry 
crossing at Shelter Bay to continue - a part of everyday life 
here for many people.  The lake is nearly 3 miles wide at that 
point - and the ferry crossing itself seemed like an adventure.  
The rest of the drive to Castlegar continued to be gorgeous - 
rolling hills, lakes, rivers, mountains, forests … beautiful. 

Castlegar itself seemed to be just another modest town along the Columbia.  But the golf 
course was highly recommended - a mountain course with lush, rolling fairways, dogleg holes 
through the forest, and big elevation changes.  It was as nice 
a course as I’ve played, I  think -  and I  scored well.   But 
while playing the second hole - a beautiful downhill 5-par, I 
realized that I  had played it  before!  In fact,  I  recognized 
several of the holes, but would never have been able to tell 
you where I had seen them. So I looked up some old records: 
Leslie and I had trailer-camped in this area on the way to 
Banff  nine  years  earlier  -  and  we  played  this  course!   I 
thought it was very hard at the time.  Neither of us had been 
playing much golf at the time.  I would definitely play this 
course again if ever back in the area.

From Castlegar south,  it  was still  pretty -  much of it  following along the Columbia and  
Kootenay Rivers.  Nice two-lane roads with small unincorporated towns along the way.  One of 
those small towns was Christina Lake, just a couple of miles before the border crossing back into 
the United States.  And I had read it had a “hidden gem” of a golf course.  So I decided to stop 
and play one last Canadian round of golf.  Glad I did - the “hidden gem” description was perfect.   
So on my last three days in Canada, I played three wonderful golf courses. 

After the round, I then crossed back into the United States and headed to Spokane, only a few 
hours south - mostly along the Columbia River.  Jamie was flying in from San Francisco to join 
me on the last leg of my trip.  So I met him at the airport a little after midnight.   

It was great having Jamie join me.  I didn’t know what it would be like traveling together - 
but it was fun.  We played golf at a course just south of Spokane before then heading south 
toward Oregon.  The next day, a bit north of Bend, we stopped at Crooked River Ranch, a golf 
course Leslie and I had played and really liked.  He broke 100 for the first time, and said it was 
by far his favorite golf course.  It is a beautiful high desert course and great fun to play.  I played 
well - shot 72, which could easily have been better.  It is probably the least demanding course I 
will play - maybe ever, but still requires good golf to score well.  And it was perfect for Jamie.

We spent our only day in Bend by going to Aspen Lakes and had a great practice at that 
wonderful facility - a lot of time on the chipping/putting green and hitting a bucket of balls on 
their  beautiful  range.  Then,  after  a  fabulous  dinner  and sampling of  beers  at  the  Deschutes 
Brewery and Public House - comped by Jamie’s Deschutes rep Justin, and a good night’s sleep, 
we headed toward Eugene - with a stop at Tokatee Golf Club for another round of golf. 



What a great course, Tokatee - in the Cascades about fifty miles from Eugene. I had not heard 
of it until one of the pros at Aspen Lakes recommended it.  It was beautiful, nestled in the trees 
between the mountains and the McKenzie River.  And was great fun.  Jamie didn’t score as well 
as he had at Crooked River, but played some good holes and is swinging better every time we 
play, it seems.  I played pretty well - better than the score.  And I’d play this course again, if ever 
in the area.  Then right next door to our motel in Eugene was the Hop Valley Brewery - and what 
a find that was!  Great food and beer - just the combination I like when traveling.  Thursday 
morning was then spent at Fiddler’s Green in Eugene - some shopping for bargains then a quick 
nine holes on their neat little par-3 course before heading south to Arcata.  A lot of golf in just a 
few days, but fun.

As on the way north, it was so nice to spend time again with Ruthie and Carl in Arcata.  The 
hospitality they offer is so nice - and they are both fun to be around.  So it was nice for Jamie and 
me to be able to spend some time there on the way south.  Then Friday was just driving down 
through the redwoods and into San Francisco.  On Saturday, I just got up and headed home from 
San Francisco, for an uneventful drive back to Los Osos to complete my summer road trip.

It was a great road trip.  Lots of golf, some great hiking, and spectacular country.  It was 
bittersweet, in a way, knowing Leslie would have loved going back to those wonderful places - 
but a good thing for me to do.  And it was great having Jamie join me on the return trip for an 
entire week.  Leslie would have loved that he did that and that we had such a great time together.

 

Maligne Lake, near Jasper.

Reflections ….  That seems to be a great metaphor for what this trip was all about - very 
much one of remembering the good times.  During Leslie’s last summer, two years earlier, I had 
put together a photo montage of some of the special hikes and the places we had seen on our 
travels - just as a way of remembering who she was, how strong and full of life.  And I thought at 
the time that it might be good to eventually return to some of those special places.  So it was very 
meaningful to me that  I  could honor her so and that  I  could let  her know that  my life was 
continuing and she was still such a big part of it.  The quiet moments at Sentinel Pass, high 
above Lake Louise, and especially at Bow Lake were just such experiences.  I miss Leslie and I 
miss sharing these trips with her.  But living life was what she was about.  So she would have 
been happy that I took this trip, went on those hikes again, and remembered her along the way - 
and so happy that Jamie and I were able to do some of it together and have such a great time.  So 
it has been very good for me to do this as a tribute to her and who she was.  



August  -  after twenty months

It had been twenty months since that New Years Eve when Leslie passed away.  She had 
been gone for just as long as she had been fighting her tumor.  I don’t know where that time 
went.  I had continued to be active and busy - but I still missed her.  I suspected I always will.  I 
had done a lot by then and had fun.  But I also still felt some sense of guilt that I could live and 
enjoy life, even though she was not here to share it with me.  I still did things with her in mind - 
and she was never very far from my thoughts.  I suppose that is the way it will always be. I still 
wonder if I could have done something differently or said something differently to make it better 
for her.  I still wonder if she knew how much I loved her and would miss her.  I’m not sure I told 
her often enough.  I’m sure she knew, but I should have reassured her - especially in those last 
months.  I’m not sure one can say that too often.

Three years ago at this time, she was feeling pretty good again after having had her first 
surgery, six weeks of radiation treatments, and having begun chemotherapy.  Her scans looked 
good - with no evidence of tumor growth, she was regaining a lot of her stamina, was very active 
and getting together with friends, and we were very hopeful.  But by two years ago, there had 
already  been  tumor  progression,  she  had  gone  through  her  second  surgery  and  that  quick 
recovery  in  which  she  felt  so  good.   But  the  tumor  continued  to  grow and was  noticeably 
affecting her.  By this time two years ago, we were pretty sure there would not be long term 
success  in  keeping  the  tumor  at  bay.   Her  language,  her  vision,  her  stamina,  her  right-side 
coordination,  and  even  -  to  some  small  extent  at  least  -  her  cognitive  abilities  were  being 
compromised.  The signs were there that the tumor was going to take its toll.  And yet, none of 
that affected her amazing spirit.  I still don’t know how she handled it all so well.

Fall

With the approach of the new school year, it looked like I might finally be fully retired.  I 
had officially retired in 2005 - and then taught half-time for five years as part of the retirement 
package.  And I appreciated that I was offered the chance to teach again the year after Leslie 
passed away - it was good for me to have that to do, and I still enjoyed it.  But the department 
had hired more faculty - and all classes were being covered for this fall.  So I was not asked to 
take on an assignment.  And that seemed perfectly okay to me!  That is, after having been at a 
university all my adult life either as a student or a faculty member, and even approaching forty 
years of teaching at Cal Poly, it seemed like it was time (or maybe even way past time!).  So I 
had a lot more time on my hands since I wasn’t teaching and all that goes along with that.  Of 
course, that let me play a lot more golf with my friends, get away to San Francisco to see Jamie 
more often, and just generally act like a retired person.  So life was good - and I was into just a 
fairly normal, but not particularly exciting, routine.

As  spectacularly  beautiful  it  was  while  traveling  in 
Canada, it is still nice to be home.  I live on the Central Coast 
because I like it here!  This is where friends are, where my 
golf courses are, it is easy to get around to do anything I want 
to do.  The trails at Montano de Oro are just a few miles from 
my house - and I go often to walk the bluffs, watch migrating 
whales off-shore, or seals or sea lions or otters in the coves 
below the cliffs.  And of course, there are the ocean sunsets.



Fall golf

I’ve always liked the fall around here - and it is usually when I play my best golf.  So 
playing in some local club tournaments seemed like a good idea.  These were just net score 
events - meaning handicaps were used.  And with my low handicap index, I’m not ever going to 
win anything when playing against a field of high handicappers.  Even if I shoot a low score, for 
me, there will  always be some higher handicap players who have one of their best rounds - 
leaving them with very low net  scores.   But it  is  still  fun to tee it  up with some perceived 
consequence on the line. 

But I was playing some very good golf through much of the fall.  And when Jamie came 
down for a week in October - we played golf for most of it!  On one round, I was playing just 
okay for much of it until I then made five consecutive birdies (!) on the back nine!  That four-
under 32 was my lowest nine-hole score ever - I had played the last six holes in only 18 shots!   
And it seemed so easy to do at the time it was happening.  The next round was good as well, but 
much less dramatic - nothing spectacular - but still only one-over par.  Somehow it just seemed 
routine.  And even two days after that - playing from the longer blue tees, I played a round one-
under par.  So, those last three rounds - 54 holes - had been played in even par with eleven 
birdies and eleven bogeys.   Amazing.  That will probably never happen again!

So, how would I assess my golf year in 2013?  In general, I played very well - and especially 
during that stretch in September and October when it was about the best I had ever played.  I 
certainly played more golf than I ever had.  And I shot my age or better several times (something 
we old guys find important).   And I even had another hole-in-one (my fourth)!  So golf was 
great.  And it has been so much fun watching Jamie take up the game more seriously and try to 
develop his game, even though he didn’t have much time for it except when down for a visit.

__________________________

And how would I assess my year in general?  I would have to say it was very good - I taught 
at the university for a lot of it - and that was great for me. I travelled, both to San Francisco to 
see Jamie occasionally and then on that amazing road trip - the return to the Canadian Rockies 
and the spectacular hikes I did there.  Of course, I played a lot of golf as well, saw friends, and 
spent a lot of time with Jamie.  I still think a lot about Leslie - and miss her.  But I think she 
would be pleased to know I’m doing well.



2014  –  YEAR THREE

A new writing project

Not teaching in fall, once the new school year began, left an interesting void.  It’s not that I 
needed the job - or that I had such a strong desire to be back in the classroom, in spite of finding 
that  a  fun and rewarding thing to do.   It’s  that  I  didn’t  have anything to be thinking about 
seriously.  I like golf, I find it fun to think about the game, practice, and I have even written some 
about it, mostly for my own entertainment.  I could always just find things to read, of course, but 
I didn’t have anything in particular I wanted to read at the time.  And just reading would still be 
somewhat passive.  I did review a manuscript for a physics journal occasionally - and that was 
intellectually engaging.  But those opportunities only came up every once in awhile.  

So at some point during the fall, I started rereading the journal I had kept during Leslie’s 
illness. I realized that as time went on, my memories about what she went through and how she 
dealt with it would fade.  But I also realized that I didn’t really want to just read daily or weekly 
journal  entries  about  how she  was  doing or  about  some doctor  visit  or  blood test  result  or 
something.  So it occurred to me that if I wanted to document what she went through, but didn’t 
want all the details, specific dates, etc., I should convert it to a narrative in order to follow the 
trajectory of her illness and how we were dealing with it.  As soon as I started that conversion, I 
realized that how she dealt with it was quite compelling.  And that what I would want to read, 
and what our son Jamie might eventually want to read, was about her strength, not about what 
took her strength away.  The more I thought about it, the more inspiring her story became to me.  
And so that became my new writing project.  What I was hoping to be able to do with it was to 
fairly represent her and how she dealt with this disease as honestly and accurately as I could.

And as the story was unfolding, I thought others might also want to see it - especially her 
close  friends  and family.   I  hoped that  they would see  her  in  the  writing and would better 
understand not just what she went through, but rather her courage and strength through it all.  In 
retrospect, I am so glad I started the project, as it kept her ‘alive’ for me in a way.  I could use the 
journal I had maintained to help me recall what had been happening at any given time.  And with 
that, I could piece together her story.  It had been well over a year and a half when I started the 
project.  I don’t think I could have done it much sooner, nor even wanted to.  And had I waited 
too much longer to start, events and conversations would have faded from memory.  And, as I 
said, I wasn’t teaching in the fall when I started this, so had a lot of time available to work on it.  
On mentioning this project to a few people who knew Leslie, it became clear that they would 
want to read it - or even have a copy of it, if ever in print.  

But, it turns out, I wasn’t finished with teaching after all. At the start of the new year, I was 
again asked if I could return to campus and teach a couple of classes  - both in winter and spring 
terms - to help meet student demand.  So beginning in January, I was teaching again.  And that 
left me less time to work on the writing, but much of the time-consuming initial work of just 
converting the journal entries into a running narrative had already been done - and I could just 
focus on polishing the story when I had the time. The initial writing of “Leslie’s Journey” in the 
form I wanted it would take up most of an entire year.   



With the unexpectedly large increase in enrollment, there was also a large demand for the 
intro physics classes - and I, and others, were asked if we could cover those courses.  And when a 
colleague then had a serious health issue, I ended up taking on a full teaching load of three large 
sections - and that kept me very busy - much more so than I would have planned for myself.  
Then in spring, I once again was asked to take two sections - even though that would total more 
units for the academic year than I was allowed to teach as a retiree!  (I was assured that I would 
be compensated for the extra units the following year.)  So for that six months, I was teaching 
much more than I had expected - or even wanted to.  But it did help the department meet student 
demand for courses (and the extra income was nice!).  But by the end of the academic year, I was 
more than ready to take a break from it.  The teaching was still fun for me.  And I really enjoyed 
engaging with those students and helping them get started in the series of physics courses they 
needed for their majors.  But it had been enough (or, more than enough).

But even with all the time on campus during the winter and spring, I still had time for other 
things -  going on occasional  hikes along the bluffs  trail  or  in  the hills  in  Montano de Oro, 
practicing  or  playing  golf  either  during  the  week  or  on  weekends,  seeing  friends,  etc.   So 
although busy, the teaching wasn’t so time consuming that I wasn’t willing to do it.

I played the County Senior Amateur Golf Championship again in June.  Didn’t play well on 
either round.  But in the week before the tournament, I had my fourth hole-in-one in five years 
during a practice round for the tournament (on which I scored very well).  If only I could have 
done that during the tournament itself!

ROAD TRIP 2014  –  The Grand Tetons … again

I know it’s summer when I get anxious to get away for awhile.  It’s not exactly that I “need” 
to get away.  I lead a pretty stress-free life, although the heavy teaching load winter and spring 
made it seem more important to get away.  But the change of scenery is nice to look forward to.

When Leslie and I were traveling every summer, we would usually alternate between going 
east or going north.  Of course, going west was not an option if we trailer-camped, and going 
south would require pulling the trailer through Los Angeles, and neither of us wanted to do that.  
We had explored the southwest - the southern deserts of Arizona and New Mexico, for example,  
and southern Utah.  But my favorite trips were into the mountains - the Tetons or Glacier NP or 
into Canada.  So since I had gone north the previous summer, I decided to head east this time.  I 
had been to the Grand Tetons just two years earlier on my return from Colorado.  And since that 
had been so much fun, I wanted to make that the primary destination.  So the plan this time was 
to work my way back to Jackson Hole through Utah - with some hiking and golfing along the 
way, then come back through Oregon to play some of the courses in Central Oregon.

The first day’s drive, on July 1, was uneventful - a long day across the insanely hot desert to 
Las Vegas.  Then first thing the following morning I drove to Mesquite to play one of the desert 
courses there.  It was already well over 90° very early and 100° when I teed off, and that should 
have been a clue!  I played horribly - and just bungled my way around a course I didn’t much 
like.  And it was 113° by the time I finished that round, and there was nothing about it that I 
enjoyed. I was beginning to wonder whether this trip was ill-planned.  But it was just a short 
drive to St. George, Utah - at a higher elevation and where I planned to stay for a few days. 



I like St. George.  But it was hot there as well, well over 100° in the late afternoons, but just 
not such an intrusive heat as in the Las Vegas area earlier in the day because of the higher 
elevation.  The two reasons for me to be there was golf and hiking in Zion National Park.

Zion is a beautiful park with lots of hiking (and lots of people).  One doesn’t drive in Zion 
Canyon - all transportation is by shuttle bus, since it’s so crowded.  The one hike I really wanted 
to do there was to the top of Observation Point - high above the canyon floor.  Leslie and I had 
done that hike a dozen or so years earlier.  It is a steady (relentless, actually) 4-mile climb of over 
2300 feet to the top of a cliff overlooking the entire Zion Canyon.  The trick is to be sure to stay 
hydrated and not be in a hurry.  The hike was beautiful all along the way - and once the trail gets 
steep (very soon after the trailhead) the crowd dwindles to just those who like to hike and are fit 
enough.  And the views from the trail are spectacular.

Observation Point, well above the canyon floor.   View of Zion Canyon from Observation Point

A chance meeting at the top of Observation Point made the day even 
better!   While  I  was  taking  photos  from  the  top,  a  stunning  young 
woman was also there.  We greeted each other, as hikers often do on the 
trail - and she asked if I would take her picture with Zion Canyon in the 
background - also not uncommon.  But that led to our talking for awhile, 
then hiking back down to the trailhead together and taking the shuttle 
back to the Zion Park Lodge where we then just relaxed, drank iced tea, 
and talked on the lawn in front of the lodge for an hour or two before she 
headed to her  campground and I  back to St.  George.   Anna was her 
name, very bright, engaging, and independent. She lived in Phoenix and 
was  also  on  a  solo  road  trip  -  her  first,  camping  in  her  VW  van 
conversion.  I think we both enjoyed the afternoon tremendously. We 
said we should keep in touch and exchanged emails and cell numbers.

St.  George  is  also  home  to  a  number  of  spectacular  high-desert  golf  courses.  Without 
knowing a lot about the course, I got a tee time at Sand Hollow Resort.  This course was one of 
the most stunningly beautiful courses I’ve ever played.  With red rock bluffs, lush fairways, large 
undulating greens, red sand bunkers, huge elevation changes, forced carries, and just desert when  
the ball goes off the fairway, with mountain backdrops in all directions - a beautiful and visually 
intimidating  course.   It  played  very  long  from the  tee  boxes  my group  played  from.   And 
although in the hot desert air the ball travels farther, the length was still out of my comfort zone. 
I  played well  and still  shot  83 (and was  not  even unhappy with  that!).   But  it  was  such a 
spectacular course, I decided to play it again the following day - the Fourth of July.  This time I 



played from more sensible tees (although still longer than I’m used to) - and again played well to 
shoot 77.  The resort also had a third nine - a true links course, very different from the resort 
course.  So after cooling off over lunch in the restaurant, I played that as well - and scored well.  
What a great golf experience.  It was hot - but okay while on the course, and I took a golf cart 
instead of walking.  (I don’t think I could physically have walked it, certainly not in the heat.)

          The par-5 twelfth hole along the cliff                                         The tee shot on the next hole, a par-4.

From St. George, I would take two days to get to the Grand Tetons.  It was a beautiful drive 
up through central Utah toward Salt Lake City before turning into the mountains toward Park 
City.  Utah is such a beautiful state geologically.  And I couldn’t help but be reminded of how 
Leslie liked Utah so - and some of the spectacular hikes we had done in Canyonlands, Zion, and 
Bryce.  Just traveling through this rugged terrain with so much color is amazing.  

I was told of a great golf course in Heber - just south of Park City.  The Wasatch Mountain 
State Park course was not as spectacular as, say, Sand Hollow (few course are), but it was nice, 
well maintained, and lush - and built on the side of a mountain so that it seemed like nearly every 
hole was either steeply uphill or steeply downhill.  And there were great views of the valley 
below.  I was playing well - and even not knowing the quirks of the course, managed it well and 
played it at an even par 71.  Then it was on to Park City, a nice motel for the night and a trip to a 
local brewpub for dinner.  I then made the drive to the Tetons the following day.

As  I  had  said  before,  the  Grand  Tetons  is  one  of  my  favorite  places.  This  spectacular 
mountain range jutting up out of the high plateau is always stunning - and promised so much 
excitement for the coming days - hikes, spectacular views, animals, lakes, golf, everything.



I  again  did  the  Leigh  Lake  hike  -  mostly  to  get 
acclimated to  hiking at  that  elevation,  since  it  is  about 
6500 ft at the base of the Tetons, and climbs can go to 
10,000 ft or so.  So this first hike in the mountains was 
just to be moving at these elevations and ‘test’ my legs a 
little after two days of driving.  This walk is not difficult, 
and just borders the lake for a lot of it, then heads up into 
the canyons to higher elevations.  I only wanted to be on 
the trail two or three hours.  It’s interesting hiking alone - 
but one always has to be pretty vigilant. This guy is not 
someone you would want to surprise on the trail.

The four days in Jackson Hole were nice - it was warm but not hot.  But the town of Jackson 
itself was very crowded.  I was planning to hike and play golf there.  But I first took a day for a 
road trip to Yellowstone - just being a tourist and seeing Old Faithful again (something Leslie 
and I had done when we first started traveling twenty years earlier).  It is only a hundred miles or 
so from the Tetons - and beautiful country all along the way, climbing to nearly 8500 ft. along 
the way.  But it is also one of the most popular National Parks with cars and people everywhere.

Old  Faithful  didn’t  disappoint.   It  put  on  a  great  display  right  on  time  -  with  literally 
thousands of people there to see it.  It feels a bit like Disneyland - and hard to remind yourself 
that this is a natural phenomenon.  But it is also a bit 
daunting,  when you think about  it,  to  realize  that 
this entire area is a giant caldera - the remains of an 
ancient  monster  volcano  (which  last  blew a  half-
million years ago) and with magma not all that far 
below  your  feet  which  drives  all  these  thermal 
pools, mud pots, and geysers! The Disneyland feel 
is reinforced once back at your car - in their massive 
parking lot, and then you just drive out single-file 
with all the traffic, like after any major event.

What a difference there is between the two parks - Yellowstone is very crowded and one 
mostly just drives to a spot to see something - a geyser or mud pot or something, maybe walk a 
little on constructed paths, then drive to the next viewing spot.  The Tetons are really a hikers 
park, once away from the lakes and heading up a trail you lose most of the tourists.  And the 
most spectacular parts of the park require that you take those hikes.



I hiked the Cascade Canyon trail (bypassing the boat shuttle by doing the two-mile walk to 
the trailhead).  The trail to Solitude Lake was closed - just as well as the hike was already nearly 
14 miles long after walking around the lake and back!  But it was still a stunning hike - even 
though I’ve done it before.  I saw a grizzly from afar (which was fine with me) and two moose 
along the trail as well.  So it was a good day - although it looked like a storm was brewing, so I 
wouldn’t have wanted to go farther to Solitude Lake even if the trail had been open.

But the highlight of that part of the trip might have been playing the Teton Pines Country 
Club again.  The Arnold Palmer designed course was as gorgeous as I had remembered it.  A 
great course, actually, and even very scoreable if you can keep the ball out of the many bunkers 
and all the water (which is in-play on over half the holes!).  I played the course very well - with 
only a few poor shots all day, and was only two over par.  I was pretty proud of that!   I played 
the course from the white tees at 6400 yards - which made it accessible for me.  The longer tees 
stretch the course out to nearly 7000 yards - much longer  than this old guy is willing to play. 

I returned to the Snake River Brewing Co. once back in Jackson - which I had remembered 
as being great.  I was much less impressed this time - with the food, the ale, and even the service.  
I probably won’t go there again even if I return to Jackson sometime.

I left a day earlier than planned, as heavy thunderstorms were being predicted - and I didn’t 
want to either be on a golf course or on a mountain trail somewhere if the storms materialized.  
So I left first thing and did the long drive (700 miles) to Bend, Oregon - going over Teton Pass 
and across the middle of Idaho with very few stops.  I made the trip in a little under eleven hours.  
I planned to stay several days in Bend - mostly just to play golf.  (I had originally expected to 
take two days to get there and maybe play golf or hike along the way.  But it was about 100° and 
humid - with possible intermittent thunderstorms.  So decided to just drive on through.)



Bend is a great town and another of my favorite places to visit as well as to play golf!  It is a 
recreation town with lots going on all the time - bike races, a summer street festival, rafting on 
the Deschutes, hiking, and golf courses, and something like 26 breweries (and brewpubs).  There 
are so many spectacular courses in the area, it is hard to choose which to play (although many 
are either private, require staying at their resort, or fairly pricey by my usual standards).  But my 
first full day in Bend took me back to the Aspen Lakes course in Sisters - and it was too inviting 
not  to play again! A spectacularly beautiful  course with the snow-capped Three Sisters  as a 
backdrop, nice greens, lakes, red sand bunkers, and lots of trees.  I played and scored well, a 76, 
which is a great round for me on that course.  I was staying in the northern part of town where 
I’ve stayed before - it’s comfortable, convenient, and not particularly expensive.

Another good round at Aspen Lakes the next day (a senior discount day bargain!) was then 
followed by a great meal at the Deschutes Brewery and Public House.  The Bachelor Bitter ale 
was fantastic, maybe my all time favorite, and the elk-burger probably became the new standard 
for  hamburgers.   A  great  day!  Then  the  Widgi  Creek  Golf  Course  the  following  day, 
recommended by a woman I met at Aspen Lakes, was nice as well - carved out of the pine forest 
along the road up Mt. Bachelor.  I played one of my best rounds ever on that narrow and fairly 
demanding course, which, of course, required a celebration dinner at the Bend Brewery, the first 
of the many brewpubs in Bend.   I was sorry there was only one more day there!

My last day in Bend was not nearly as nice by comparison.  I played the Juniper Golf Club 
in  the  high desert  -  a  nice  course,  but  it  was  hot,  humid,  and smoky from wildfires  in  the 
mountains.  What should have been nice views of the Cascade peaks were completely obscured.  
The golf was just okay - disappointing after the three previous great rounds (and maybe because  
I had already played three days in a row!).  So then it was time to start my trip home.  We always 
know that reality is coming, but it’s still a bit disappointing after looking forward to the trip so.



My return home still took most of a week - and was fun.  It included two more rounds of 
golf (one with a former colleague at his country club in Chico and the other with a friend who 
had just moved to Sonoma).  The golf was so-so at best, but it was good to see my old friends.  It 
also included a visit with Ruthie and Carl in Arcata as I headed over to the coast from inland.  I 
always like staying with them and getting caught up some.  We always go to dinner somewhere 
nice, their hospitality is always so good, and we had a great Sunday morning breakfast before I 
got away to head south.  

And, of course, I then stayed in San Francisco for a couple of days to spend some time with 
Jamie - and that was nice since I hadn’t seen him at the start of the trip having headed east and 
not north.  I even got to see Seraphina (and her 7 year old daughter Liliana) again for a nice 
breakfast and visit.  Sera is almost like family - and has been since her student days at Cal Poly.  
So it’s always great to see her and catch up on her news.

The final  leg  of  the  trip  home on Wednesday was  uneventful  -  a  modest  drive  in  nice 
weather after a great three week road trip.   I covered about 4000 miles, played some great golf 
courses - and even played some great golf.   I didn’t hike as much as I’d planned, but still had 
three really good hikes.   So the trip was good.  It  may not have been as spectacular as the 
Canadian Rockies trip the previous year - or maybe even the Colorado trip the year before that, 
but it was a great trip none-the-less … and I was already thinking of where I might want to go 
the following year!

Even before getting home, I had already heard from Anna - the woman I met at the top of 
Observation Point in Zion very early in my trip.  After camping in Zion and doing some other 
hikes, she headed all the way to Seattle - while I was off in the Tetons. Then she returned through 
Bend, although after I had left, on her way back to her home in Phoenix.  I was glad she called - I 
think it will be fun to keep in touch and hear where her adventures take her.

It is still nice to get back home - and back to my 
own  routines,  even  though  what  I  do  here  is  not 
nearly as exciting as while I’m on those road trips.  
But I play a lot of golf on my own courses, see my 
friends, do the bluffs trail to watch migrating whales, 
as well as otters and seals in the coves.  And I have 
time to do some writing, which I find fun.  So it is 
definitely a good life living here in Los Osos.



Fall 

I had assumed - again - that I was finally finished teaching at the university, since we had 
gotten through the enrollment crisis  of  the previous year  and the department had hired new 
lecturers.  But while in San Francisco, just a week before things were to get started on campus, 
an email from my department chair asked if I could possibly teach two classes in fall quarter.  I 
was surprised, since I hadn’t heard from anyone about even the possibility, but I agreed to do it.  
So I had a teaching assignment again nearly a decade after my official retirement!  So some of 
my time was spent back on campus - not a bad thing, actually, but not expected either.  And I 
taught the winter quarter as well, but knew I would not in spring since I would have taught as 
many units as I was allowed by then.

Then in October,  my former student  Stephanie and 
her  husband  Jon  came  to  visit  from  Colorado.   I 
hadn't  seen them since their  wedding two summers 
earlier  -  and  it  was  so  nice  to  have  some  time 
together.   She had been a star soccer player for Cal 
Poly - as well as an outstanding student in biomedical 
engineering,  and  wanted  to  show Jon  the  area  and 
where she had gone to school.  The three of us went 
to the bluffs at Montano de Oro on a spectacular fall 
day.  What a great day, very special.

“Leslie’s Journey” was finally in print.  I had worked on the book for most of the year, off 
and on, and felt like it was a compelling story.  So even though there was a link to it on my 
university website, and a few people had read it in that form, I was very pleased how a local 
printing house put together the small production run of the book.  I was very proud to be able to 
give copies to Leslie’s friends Ruthie, Wendi, and Colleen, and to her quilting group, and others.  
Copies went to the local library, the Hearst Cancer Resource Center library at French Hospital,  
and  to  the  Brain  Tumor  Research  Center  library  at  UCSF,  as  well  as  to  Jenny  Clarke  and 
Margaretta who had been so important to her.  Deborah Villa, her local oncologist, was thrilled to 
get a copy.  I saw her a couple of weeks later, and she said she had started to read it, but couldn’t 
do it, “It all came rushing back,” she said.  But she definitely wanted the book.  And, of course, I 
gave a copy to Seraphina, who has been so close to us both since her student days, although I’m 
not sure she has been able to read it.  She said that she only wished she could have something 
like this about her own mom, who she lost a number of years earlier from cancer.  I am so glad I 
wrote this.  Of course, having it in print did not mean I was finished working on it.  When I 
would reread it, or at least parts of it, I would always find things that I could have said better, or 
things I could add that would make it more complete or more accurate, or things I realized didn’t 
need to be there at all.  So I continued to make small changes over the next couple of years - and 
would then save the latest version to my website.  A lot of people have read her story by now - 
and I have so appreciated the comments I have received about it and especially about her and her 
courage through it all.

This has been a good year in so many ways.  



2015  –  YEAR FOUR

Nothing new for the start of this year.  Classes in the fall went well - and still gave me time to 
do other things.  The holidays were what our holidays had become.  Jamie usually comes down 
for Christmas - often for a week or more, and it gives us some time together to play golf, watch 
sports on television, and just generally have a good time.  It has become our tradition.  And 
sometimes, in November, he comes for either the Straight Down Classic golf tournament or for a 
few days at Thanksgiving as well, but that depends on his schedule.

For me, the start of the new year is always pretty quiet, mostly because it is the anniversary 
of Leslie’s passing.  With each new year, it is easier - I think - but even that just reminds me of 
how much time has passed.

And  this  January,  of  course,  also  meant  that  I  was  again  starting  winter  quarter  at  the 
university - and had to get ready for the two classes (sections of the same course) that I was 
scheduled to teach.  I had taught this intro course many times - nearly as much as any course in 
my career at Cal Poly.  And I had written the materials which I would use to teach the course.  So 
I was not unhappy at all to have two sections of it.  It maybe wasn’t my favorite course, but I felt 
it important to get those students ready for subsequent physics and engineering courses. And 
since it  is  the first  course in the sequence, many of them will  not yet have seen how much 
studying physics requires of them.  But that was part of the task, to bring them up to speed.  So I 
was looking forward to the two classes.  The classes met in the morning, which was fine, but did 
require that I be on campus all five days.  But by noon, I could be gone - and often headed to the 
golf course for practice or maybe even an afternoon round of golf.  So even though the quarter 
was busy, it was easy to manage and gave me time for doing other things as well.

So winter was good - I was teaching and enjoying those classes as well as the students, had 
time to play golf when the weather was good (which it often was) and would still have time to 
work some on just minor refinements in “Leslie’s Journey” and posting the latest version online - 
when I wasn’t otherwise busy with my classes.  And I knew that I wasn’t going to be asked to 
teach spring quarter so could look forward to having lots of time for myself to do the other things 
I wanted to do - golf, hiking, writing, and travel.  That is, winter was pretty much just a routine.

 
Spring

So by the end of March, winter quarter was over, which meant no more classes to teach - 
probably ever - and that meant I had even more time for things and a lot of that was on the golf 
course.  So I was playing a lot of golf again with some very good rounds - including a five-birdie 
two under par round playing with Jamie at Dairy Creek during Masters Week in April.  

But watching the WGC Match Play at San Francisco’s Harding Park with Jamie was special.  
That course is spectacular.  And watching the world’s top 64 players in match play was very 
cool.  I’ve always liked match play - the idea that each hole is a competition, but just with your 
opponent - and what the rest of the field is doing just doesn’t affect your match.  We saw some 
great golf - by Jordan Spieth, Dustin Johnson, Jason Day, and others.  It was fitting that the world 
number one player at the time, Rory McIlroy, won the match play championship.



Ten years into retirement  – and 75 years old!

Retiring is a good career move - especially if golf is what you want to do in retirement.  
Although I have no right to expect it, I have remained healthy and have had the time to work on 
my golf game - both in practice and in playing often.  My game has continued to be pretty good, 
surprisingly - as I had expected by now that my scores would start creeping up.   But in the ten 
years since ‘officially’ retiring (even though I’ve taught a lot since then), my scoring average has 
dropped - and has stayed low.  And I even shoot my age frequently (somewhat a big deal for us 
older  golfers).   Of  course,  as  Jamie  has  so 
graciously pointed out, it should be easier to 
shoot my age, since I keep getting older!  But 
that still  requires staying healthy and active, 
and reasonably flexible and fit enough - and I 
have  so  far  been  lucky  enough  to  do  that.  
(But  that  hasn’t  helped  much  in  the  few 
Senior  Amateur  tournaments  I’ve  played, 
since some of those guys I competed against 
were born when I was in grad school!)  And I 
realize that at some point my scoring average 
will trend upward. 

Thinking about all of that reminded me of two things:  My dad played golf - and I first heard 
the idea of shooting one’s age from him.  He always wanted to do that - as sort of a lifetime 
achievement in the game.  I think his lowest score ever was 75 when he was young.  But after 
retirement, when he was in his early 70’s, he was playing quite a bit and would often score in the 
low 80’s.  So he figured that if he kept that up and stayed healthy a few more years, maybe he 
could eventually accomplish his goal.  But he didn’t make it.  The other thing I was reminded of 
was something Leslie had said.  A number of years ago, well before I had a fluke very low round 
before even turning 70, I came home after playing and she asked me how I did.  (That was itself 
surprising, because she almost never did - she was more interested in who I played with and 
whether we had fun.)  I said that I’d shot 77.  Her immediate response was, “Oh, that’s great! 
You finally shot your age!”, and laughed.   A typical example of her quick dry wit.

A long time friend, a retired professor from Cuesta College, invited me to a “Salad Seminar” 
- a lunch with friends, all retired academics, at a local cafe to talk about whatever came up.  The 
central  figure  of  this  group  was  Murray  -  a  94  year-old  emeritus  professor  of  educational 
psychology, a  prolific author, and an artist.  What fun these lunches became for me.  These Salad 
Seminars were so named because Murray always ordered a small cobb salad.

As spring was winding down, it was time to think about where to go on a road trip.  After 
three such trips, one to Colorado and Wyoming, one north all the way to the Canadian Rockies, 
then a return trip to the Grand Tetons, I just thought about which of those was most fun - and 
whether there were other areas that I wanted to explore or courses I wanted to play.  Although I’d 
been through Central Oregon on each of those trips, I had not been up the coast of Oregon.  So it 
seemed to me I should start there.  At least it would be much cooler than the previous summer’s 
trip through Nevada and Utah - by probably thirty degrees!  And if I was on the coast, why not 
just continue all the way up to Seattle and Vancouver and into the coastal mountains of Canada.  
It had been many years since Leslie and I had been in Whistler.  Surely it was time to go again.



Summer Road Trip  … back to Canada

Road trips are fun.  Especially if you don’t have a plan - or at least a carefully planned 
itinerary.  I set out this year to just go north along the coast - probably all the way to British 
Columbia to revisit some places I hadn’t been to in years as well as see some new ones, play 
some great golf courses, do some hiking in spectacular country, take a lot of photos - and just get 
away for awhile.  I thought I might go across BC to the Rockies again, but hadn’t decided yet.

This year’s trip started out fantastically.  Just the night before leaving home I heard from 
Anna - the woman from Phoenix I had met on the trail the previous year in Zion.  She said that 
she was heading to Big Sur to camp for a couple of days and was then heading up the coast in 
her Vanagon - and she hoped that we could meet up along the way.  Since I was already planning 
to drive California's famous Highway 1 on my way to San Francisco, having a chance to see her 
again would be a real bonus.  Then Jamie called to say that we had a 4 pm tee time at San 
Francisco’s Olympic Club - the site of the 2012 U. S. Open and one of the most exclusive golf 
clubs in California.  So I left first thing in the morning in order to have some time in Big Sur 
before heading on to San Francisco.  So what a start to this vacation!

It was great seeing Anna after a spectacular drive along the coast.  It had been many years 
since I had actually been in the Big Sur campground, so even that brought back some memories 
of our earlier tent-camping trips (out of the back of the old station wagon) when Jamie was little.  
I had met Anna at the top of Zion’s Observation Point the previous summer, and we spent the rest 
of that afternoon hiking together.  After occasional emails over the year, we got in touch again to 
see if our summer trips would converge at some point - “after all, it is our tradition”, her words. 



So getting to see her in Big Sur that Tuesday morning was a real treat (she even pointed out 
that it was the anniversary of our having met the previous year!) - and we talked about where we 
were going on our respective trips.  I took her to breakfast at the Riverside Inn in the village - 
and we agreed to meet up again as we both traveled up the coasts of California and Oregon.

The Olympic Club.  What an amazing place.  Think of the best lawn you have ever seen - or 
even just a small portion of the best lawn where the grass was perfect - and you get an idea of 
what the entire course is like!  It is beautiful, very hilly, very challenging - even from the white 
tees, and enormously fun to play.  I didn’t play well, shot 85 - my highest score in several years, 
while having a great time and could hardly wait for a chance to play it again (and better).  But 
the experience of being on that iconic golf course was amazing.

The following morning I left San Francisco heading north.  I decided to take two days to get 
to Arcata (to see Ruthie and Carl), so I could play another round of golf, and then drive the 
coastal route on Highway 1 through Mendocino and the Lost Coast.  So on Wednesday, I found a 
room in the fantastic old and classic Hotel Petaluma, then headed to Bodega Bay.  The Links at 
Bodega Harbour is a Robert Trent Jones creation in the hills overlooking Bodega Bay.  Very hilly 
with blind shots, wild fescue rough, and some very tricky holes.  But it was great fun.  That it 
was gloomy and cold and windy just added to the links feel.  I played okay - and felt I could 
score better if I played the course another time or two to learn some of its quirks.

Thursday was just for getting to Arcata - but by going up the coast on Highway 1.  I saw 
Anna again where she was camping at Sand Point, along the ocean - and we planned to meet 
later in Mendocino for lunch.  The lunch plan fell through, however, as she needed to take her 
van to a shop in Ft. Bragg to have something checked out.  So I followed her there and we found 
a great little pizza place for lunch.  Then came the three hour drive to Arcata - over the windiest 
road I think I’ve ever been on.  Switchback after switchback all the way from the coast to the 101 
- with rain and fog along the way.  (Leslie and I had taken this road - once - in our Explorer years 
earlier.  The Audi was more fun.)  It was great to then see Ruth and Carl when I finally got there - 
and we went out to dinner at Larrupin, a really nice restaurant just north of McKinleyville.

I spent much of the day Friday in Arcata - a late big breakfast, then Ruth’s daughter Joy (who 
was finishing her PhD in theater) came over as well as Ruth’s grandson (who was about to head 
off to college the next year).  Very good to see them and a good discussion about college life.  
(And I heard from Anna again - she texted me as she drove through Arcata on her way north.)  
Then it was off to the Oregon coast - to Gold Beach.  I thought I might play one of the Bandon 
courses or the Sandpines Links course in Florence the following day.



Bandon Dunes Resort has become a famous golf destination with its four resort courses.  And 
it is truly an amazing place.  But at $325, I just couldn’t see myself playing there.  But Bandon 
Crossings, for me, was a good substitute - and nearly as nice as the resort courses (without the 
ocean views) for a fraction of the cost.  And I played well.  I really liked the course and would 
play it again.  After that round, I continued on to Florence - an interesting mix of just a small 
town Main  St.  with  motels  and  small  businesses  along the  coastal  highway (across  the  old 
bridge) and the quaint old town with art galleries, shops, and restaurants along the Siuslaw River.  
I ate at a seafood restaurant Leslie and I had been to once (not as good as I had remembered it).

But then next morning, I heard from Anna again - 
she was driving into Florence later that day after doing 
some hiking.  So I decided to stay so we could meet up 
again, and that left me time to play Sandpines Links - a 
Rees Jones design I had wanted to play.  I played well - 
but it didn’t seem at all like a links course to me.  Lush 
fairways lined with pine trees and lots of water.  It was 
fun,  just  not  what  I  expected.   Then Anna drove into 
Florence on her trip north - and we went to dinner at a 
place on the river and then walked around Old Town.

We met again for breakfast the next morning as a farewell.  She was heading up the coast to 
backpack on the Olympic Peninsula as I headed more inland through Seattle and Vancouver and 
into  British  Columbia.   So  we  wouldn’t  see  each  other  again  (“until  next  year”,  she  said 
reassuringly).  I told her that this had been great - almost like having a traveling companion, but 
without having to put up with an actual traveling companion!  She understood completely.

The rest of the drive up the Oregon coast continued to be 
beautiful.  I stayed in Seaside - a resort town right on the 
ocean  in  the  north-west  corner  of  the  state,  and  played  
Gearhart  Golf  Links,  the  oldest  golf  course  west  of  the 
Mississippi (built in 1892).  A true links course - challenging 
enough  with  small  subtle  greens  which  were  better  than 
anything I  had played in  a  long time (including Olympic 
Club!).  And with the afternoon winds, it very much felt like 
a  Scottish links -  blowing fescue grass and all!   And the 
hamburger and ale in the grand old clubhouse restaurant and 
bar were first rate and just added to a great day.



The drive through Washington was not particularly fun - most of it on Interstate 5.  From 
Tacoma through Seattle was a traffic nightmare - stop and go for fifty miles!  But once north of 
there - say by Everett, it was again beautiful.  The border crossing into BC was pretty easy, with 
only a little waiting.  I pretty much bypassed most of Vancouver on my way to the Sea-to-Sky 
Highway.  Vancouver  is  a  beautiful  city,  I  just  didn’t  want  to  spend time there.   But  this  is 
gorgeous country, and the highway to Whistler is particularly beautiful.  

Squamish  is  a  small  town  about  halfway 
between Vancouver and Whistler at the north end 
of  Howe  Sound  just  as  you  start  into  the 
mountains.  I stayed at the Howe Sound Inn and 
Brewery - maybe the nicest place I’ve ever stayed 
on one of these trips with a view of the mountains, 
a great restaurant, a really nice hot breakfast, and 
walking trails to the sound (all for $99!).  And it 
was about three miles from their golf course.

I stayed two nights - and played the Squamish Valley Golf and Country Club twice as well.  
A great course - and beautiful!  I didn’t score well either day - even though I was playing pretty 
well.  But it was great fun.  I had planned to play one of the Whistler resort courses, but stayed in 
Squamish instead.  Then I didn’t even stop in Whistler - it was getting crowded in the area as a 
huge rock music festival was being held in Pemberton, in the mountains just east of Whistler.  A 
bit of a nightmare getting through the crowd, but what a spectacular drive.

I  was  only  in  Kamloops  for  one  night.  The  city  was  only  slightly  nicer  than  I  had 
remembered from when Leslie and I had been there.  My motel was between the railroad and the 
Thompson River with a nice view.  But the mosquitoes kept me inside - then there were the oil 
trains (and oil smells!).  But a great drive the next day (maybe two hundred miles) to Salmon 
Arm and Revelstoke was gorgeous.  Salmon Arm is a lumber and railroad town on the shores of 
a big lake - a popular recreation area in summer - and with an amazing golf course touted as one 
of the best courses in BC.  It was highly recommended by my playing partner back in Squamish.  
A very hilly, tree-lined course with lush dog-leg fairways, big complex greens - and beautiful.  I 
played well and still couldn’t break 80.  But it was great fun.  Then it was on to Revelstoke only 
a short drive further - I just relaxed in the afternoon then had dinner at the River City Pub.

I like Revelstoke - bordered by the Columbia and the Illecillewaet Rivers (which is fed by the 
glacier that still covers about 15% of Canada’s Glacier National Park) and by mountains both to 
the east (Mt. Revelstoke) and west (Mt. Begbie). I’ve been there a number of times, the first with 
Leslie in 2001 - and have enjoyed it every time.  So the plan was for some hiking in the National 
Park on Mt. Revelstoke and then a round of golf.



The morning hike after the drive to the top of Mt. Revelstoke was spectacular.  I didn’t try to 
do a long hike (as Leslie and I had done many years before) - just a series of short hikes to 
spectacular viewpoints at the top.  The Jade Lake hike that we had done fourteen years earlier 
was a strenuous all-day hike, and I didn’t want to take that time.  Then it was back down the 
mountain for a round of golf in the afternoon at the Revelstoke Golf Club, which I had played 
two years earlier. The golf course is tucked onto a peninsula formed by a sharp S-bend in the 
Columbia River between Mt. Revelstoke and Mt. Begbie.  It’s a flat course, but is a challenge 
with  its  narrow  tree-lined  fairways.   (The  course  was  not  in  particularly  good  condition 
compared to two years earlier, which was disappointing.)  But the morning on the mountain was 
beautiful and it was still a fun afternoon round on a challenging course.  And another dinner out 
on the patio of the River City Pub was great!  I had the same server - Stacy - very fun.

The hike up the Asulkan Valley in Glacier National Park toward the Illecillewaet Glacier was 
wonderful -  heavily wooded along the cascading waters from off the glacier.    Very special.  
Leslie and I had hiked there a couple of times.  The hike is a very steady climb with glimpses of 
the surrounding peaks, glaciers, and waterfalls (and gets much steeper the higher you go).  

I  knew the drive  from Revelstoke past  Glacier  National  Park and over  Roger’s  Pass  on 
Canada’s Highway 1 was spectacular.  That would take me to Golden, BC, where I planned to 
stay for a several days - and just do day trips to Lake Louise for some hiking.  All of that is such 
spectacular country - it was hard to imagine being that close without seeing it one more time.  It 
was also hard to believe I was approaching my “turn around” point on the trip.  It had all gone by 
so quickly, it seemed.  After Golden, I would probably start working my way back south - and 
ultimately back down through central Oregon, then to the California coast and home. 



So it was on to Golden.  I had been through this town a number of times while traveling 
between Revelstoke and Lake Louise, but had never stayed there. But it is a great place to stay!  
It’s only an hour away from Lake Louise and I had a great motel for half the cost without having 
to deal with gazillions of tourists!  Golden has a really nice golf course as well.  (I didn’t play 
particularly well after a morning rain, but would definitely play it again if ever back in the area.)   

The spectacular drive the next morning over the mountains, through Yoho National Park to 
Lake Louise would be worth doing even if one had no interest in actually being in Lake Louise! 
The trailhead for one of my all-time favorite hikes is at Moraine Lake - maybe a dozen miles into 
the mountains past Lake Louise Village. This would be the third time I had done the hike to 
Sentinel Pass, and I am still as enamored of that trail as ever.  It is not an excessively long hike, 
maybe eight miles round trip - but climbs 2500 feet or so, so is a good workout.  But the views 
are well worth the effort.  The first time on this trail was with Leslie in 2004.  We had heard 
about the spectacular view from the top.  But we were caught in a horrendous hail storm just as 
we were doing the final 700 foot climb up the talus slope to the pass - and could see very little.  
That is why I’ve come back again … twice.

Getting to the trailhead at Moraine Lake before the huge crowds is a must.  But the only 
people on the trail are those who really want to hike - it’s popular, but not overly crowded!  I met 
a whole group of high school and college kids from California, and was completely absorbed 
into their group.  They essentially adopted me on that hike!  They were going beyond the pass 
into Paradise Valley and kept asking me to continue with them, but I just made my return to 
Moraine Lake - and then drove back to Golden.  But it was tempting to stay with the group.

There are other hikes in this area that I like tremendously, including starting at Lake Louise 
and climbing to Agnes Lake and the Beehives, then back to the Plain of Six Glaciers.  But I’m 
not sure any are more spectacular than this one.  I'll do the other hike if I ever return here.



Alas, some approaching heavy rain and thunderstorms in that part of BC suggested it was 
time to move on.  So I left Golden and headed south through the Kootenay Valley.  It was a good 
drive - pretty country and quickly out of the wet weather.  A funny incident happened along the 
drive just south of Radium Hot springs (which is near the southern entrance to the Kootenay 
National Park).  I saw a car stopped along the highway with its flashers on - and there were two 
young women off to the side of the road.  I stopped to see if they needed help.  They were just 
looking for something.  One of them, Victoria, had left her wallet and keys on top of the car the 
previous night after stopping along the side of the road - and then they had driven away (!)  They 
had found the wallet, amazingly - but were looking for keys and a lot of money that had fallen 
out of the wallet.  That, by itself, would have been a funny story.  But Victoria’s cousin Meredith  
(I think) - an oil company accountant - told me that she was supposed to have been married that 
weekend but had called it off!  She apparently had second thoughts about making permanent a 
relationship she had been in for seven years!  I told her she was very brave - that most people at 
that point would just go through with it hoping that everything would ultimately work out. But 
she said she was unwilling to do that - as she still had serious doubts.  That had to be hard.  She 
assured me she was going to be fine (although said he wasn’t so much - and I wasn’t surprised, 
he surely thought he was set with this bright, gorgeous, successful young woman).  We talked a 
long time - then finally said goodbye and went on our respective ways.  But what a story! 

I’ve been to Castlegar before - and have played the 
golf course twice.  Leslie and I came down through the 
Kootenay  Valley  in  2004.   Neither  of  us  had  been 
playing  much  golf,  so  found  the  Castlegar  course 
beautiful, but very difficult.  Two years ago, I returned 
to the course and fell in love with it - with its rolling 
hills, lush narrow tree-lined fairways, great greens.  So I 
definitely wanted to play the course again.  And I came 
away from this  round with it  still  high on my list  of 
favorite courses.   If I come back, I’ll play it again.

I had thought that I would stay in BC one more day - and maybe even play the Christina 
Lake course again (as I had two years earlier) which is within a mile or two of the US-Canadian 
border.  But after the round at Castlegar, and with the warm and humid weather, I decided to cut 
my BC stay one day short and just continue the drive to Spokane.  It’s a pretty drive along the 
Columbia River, not a bad way to finish the afternoon.

I’ve never been big on anniversary celebrations, but I was a bit down on this one for some 
reason, what would have been our 47th.  So just having it be a travel day - from Spokane to the 
Bend area, a very long drive - was okay.  Bend was 
completely booked - so I just took a room in a dreadful 
(but cheap) motel in Madras, north of Bend, and figured 
it  would  only  be  for  one  night.   Not  wanting  to  sit 
around the motel on a hot afternoon I drove on to the 
Crooked River Ranch Golf Course -  a beautiful  high 
desert  course that  skirts  the bluff  above the Crooked 
River Gorge.  Leslie and I had played the course on two 
of our trips. And Jamie and I also played it two years 
earlier when he joined me on my return trip home. 



So, with that history on the course, it seemed only appropriate that I spend my anniversary 
afternoon there - and it was great fun.  I had almost forgotten how beautiful that course can be in 
the late afternoon.  It is a relatively short course, pretty flat and very accessible, so scoring well is 
always possible, while still requiring good shots and playing the course strategically.  Leslie and 
I always celebrated our anniversary when we were traveling by going to the best restaurant in 
whatever town we were in at the time.  So it seemed only fitting that I have an anniversary prime 
rib dinner  at The Sandtrap - the clubhouse restaurant at the Crooked River Golf Course.

I decided not to even try to stay in the Bend area as there seemed to be so many things going 
on that  there  were people  everywhere -  rooms were 
just not available.  So I decided to head through the 
Cascades  to  Eugene.   But  what  began as  just  some 
range practice at the Aspen Lakes course, then led to a 
full round.  And Aspen Lakes remains as one of my 
favorite golf courses.  It is long, challenging, very fair, 
in marvelous condition with lush fairways and smooth 
fast greens, and simply beautiful.  So it has been two 
good golf days even while covering a lot of ground on 
my return from my trip into Canada.

After a good night (and great dinner at  the Hop Valley Brewing Co.) in the Springfield-
Eugene area, I headed south through Grants Pass and then to the coast to Crescent City.  

Then it was an easy drive down the coast through the redwoods the following day to Arcata. I 
even played a quick (and not particularly good) round of golf at Beau Pre in McKinleyville 
before going to Ruthie and Carl’s.  Ruth and I then did a short hike in the redwoods - which we 
had done before.  And the three of us then just sat around and talked after a nice home-cooked 
dinner.  It’s always good to spend time with them.  Overall, a very good couple of days. 

But one of the highlights of return trip was getting a second round at the Olympic Club 
course - and Jamie and I had the place to ourselves late in the afternoon.  That is a really special 
place with its big elevation changes, lush fairways (and rough), huge overhanging cypress trees, 
smallish heavily-bunkered greens, and an amazing “presence”.  I played well and scored well,  
77, much better than my round early in the trip - and that was a good finish to a great trip.

After seeing Jamie the next morning before heading home, the drive was uneventful, just the 
way I like it.   A great trip - I’m already looking forward to the next one.



These summer trips are becoming routine,  in a way - and yet each one is different with 
different highlights.  I have even returned to some of the same places on different trips - but it is 
because those places are somehow special for me.  Sometimes it is because of some previous trip 
I recall with Leslie, sometimes it is because there is some hike I want to do or some golf course 
(or courses) I want to play in the area, sometimes it is because of simply the beauty of the area 
that I want to see again, and sometimes it is just that I remember having had a great time there 
previously.  And as much as I look forward to those trips, they go by in a hurry.  But that three 
weeks or so on the road still just seems to be such an important part of what I do each year.

Returning home, of course, is still nice.  I go back to my local golf course, see my friends, 
and get back into my routine.  In the past, this was about the time I would start thinking about the 
upcoming school year.  It wasn’t that it required a lot of planning, just thinking about how I was 
going to approach those courses that year.  But this year, I haven’t even gotten a hint that there 
might be a need for me to teach.  So by the end of August, I was pretty sure I would not have fall 
classes - and that was fine with me.  I had heard that the department had hired enough new 
faculty (mostly lecturers) so they would not need to rely on retired faculty like me.  And that, I 
think, is appropriate for the department.  I enjoyed the teaching - and it was a great opportunity 
for me, especially for the three years after Leslie passed away. But I’m not sure I would have 
accepted something even if it had been offered.   Hmmm … that sounds like I was actually fully 
retired - and it is probably time!  Just for the record, I taught thirty-one years full-time at Cal 
Poly after six and a half at Harvey Mudd College.  Then there were five more years at half-time 
as part of the retirement program, and an additional three after Leslie passed.  So forty-five years 
of university teaching sounded a bit like a career.  I will miss a lot of it - but not all of it.

Fall Golf

The fall is such a great time of year around here.  The weather is usually spectacular.  It’s 
certainly the best time in Los Osos, because the marine layer (June gloom and the fog that often 
hangs around on summer mornings) is usually gone.

And the fall is also when I usually play my best golf.  Some of it is the weather in September 
and October, of course - without the wind we usually get in spring.  And some of that is my 
wanting to get as much play in as I can before the weather turns cool.  So this year has been no 
different, and I’ve had a number of good rounds of mid-70s and lower.  

I’ve never had lessons - that is, in the sense that I’ve never had a series of lessons with a golf 
pro for the purpose of improving my swing or game.  In fact, I completely agree with a small 
movement in the golf instruction industry that golf lessons, per se, do not work.  (Similar to the 
mantra that lectures do not work in higher education - that is,  students don’t learn  from the 
lectures,  but  rather  from the  work  they  put  in  on  their  own time and  with  help  from their 
instructors in office hours.)  So when the Golf Passport program began in October - with pros 
Rudy Duran (Tiger Woods’ first coach) and Jim Coles acting as “coaches” rather than instructors, 
I took advantage.  The program (at a very modest monthly cost) is to allow significant practice - 
both on the range and on-course - with some coaching from the two pros in addition to some 
one-on-one instruction.  Both coaches stress paying attention to what you have control over and 
then assessing whether you did what you intended. So September and October have yielded 
some of my best golf ever.  Will it continue?  Probably not - but it is sure fun when it happens.  



As the end of the year approached, it was getting 
colder - and windier - and we were even getting some 
rain finally.  So as this year was coming to a close, I 
had played more golf than I had ever played - and my 
scoring average was the lowest  it  had ever  been.   I 
keep expecting that to change - and I’m sure it will.   
But it is fun and I’ve been shooting my age or better 
over half the time since mid-summer.  Maybe this is 
why I’m just as happy I’m no longer teaching!

In November, the UCSF Caregiver Support Program had a luncheon and forum to discuss 
how their program has unfolded after nearly two years of operation.  I was honored to be invited 
to participate in that discussion.  I am so impressed with what they do and the commitment they 
have to helping not only those who are afflicted with brain disease, but also those who are caring 
for those patients.  Dr. Susan Chang, one of the UCSF neuro-oncologists, and Margaretta have 
really been the driving force behind this program, and it has had such success that it is now 
gaining a lot of attention and support. It was nice to meet the Assistant Director of Development 
for the UCSF Neuroscience programs, Caroline Bennet - we had a really nice conversation about 
all this.  Her degree is in neuroscience - but she has migrated to this financial aspect of medicine, 
but seems to be quite conversant with the research into these brain disorders.  And the group 
seemed glad I had a copy of “Leslie’s Journey” to show them - and commented that it could be 
very helpful for others to read. 

________________________

So how would I assess this year?  It has been good.  At the start of the year, I was still 
teaching - last fall, of course, and also winter.  I think those classes will turn out to be the last I 
ever teach.  But the year also has been valuable in many other ways.  I had played a lot of golf, 
had seen old friends and met new ones, and taken an amazing road trip back into Canada.  And 
even though “Leslie’s Journey” was in print by the previous October, I had continued to make 
improvements in the online version all through the year.  The changes were small, and it hadn’t 
changed the essential nature of the book - but I felt made it a better read.  And many people had 
seen it by this time - either the printed or the online version.  I have received so many very 
supportive comments - about the book itself, but more importantly, about what a remarkable 
person Leslie was in how she dealt with this.  And that is gratifying.

Jamie and I have continued to get together every couple of months for a week or so at a time 
- and we usually play a lot of golf.  Even when he isn’t down here on those visits, we text all the 
time - or call.  And that has been great. Leslie would be happy to know that.  And when I’m in 
San Francisco, I still try to see Jenny Clarke and Margaretta at UCSF occasionally as well get 
together with Seraphina who now lives in Mill Valley.

So even though it has been four years now since Leslie’s passing - she is still having an 
impact, not only on my life but other lives as well.



2016  –  YEAR FIVE

The year started off well.  Jamie had just been here over the holidays - for over a week, and 
we played golf most of the days it wasn’t raining! And that was fun.  He is getting to play at San 
Francisco’s Presidio Golf Course pretty often now, and being able to get out often is both good 
for him and for his golf game.  And he seems to look forward so to coming down here and 
playing these courses as well.  And I certainly like it when he comes ‘home’.

And since I’m not teaching this year (or probably ever again), most of my news at the start of 
the year is about golf!  Starting a new year always brings some anticipation of whether it can be 
as ‘successful’ a golf year as the previous one.  I would definitely expect that my scoring average 
would begin to climb.  It seems to me that I should be losing distance as I get older and that 
should affect my scoring ability.  And with the courses soft from the rains, longer rough, etc., 
scores are likely to be higher in the winter months anyway. 

I’ve been taking advantage of the Golf Passport program, with teaching pros Rudy Duran and 
Jim Coles, as much as I can.  It’s good.  Even just having the freedom to hit range balls most 
days is worth the monthly fee.  But the on-course ‘instruction’ is what is fun.  Part of that is that 
both coaches are engaging and fun as well as helpful with suggestions 
to  improve  course  management,  shot-making,  etc.  And  they  like 
setting up little competitions to help us focus - since some pride is 
always on the line.  But another part of it is that the program is so 
social.  I’ve gotten to know a number of people that I really like - and 
enjoy golfing with, whether it is in a Passport on-course class or just 
playing a round of golf.  I’ve enjoyed playing with Jim Cole’s son 
Cooper, who has now turned pro - and is great fun to watch hit a golf 
ball.  Sean, an engineering grad student and I play occasionally as 
well - and that’s always fun.  And, Ann, one of the women in the 
group has become a friend and we have played a couple of times now.  
This social aspect of the program has been a nice bonus.

After the very dry summer and fall we had, when this course was so stressed with dry and 
hard fairways, the rains in December and January have made the course beautiful again.  So 
playing it  like this has been fun.  It’s a great walk with great views - and lots of wildlife -  
turkeys, rabbits, hawks, egrets, herons, and an occasional coyote as well.



Margaretta,  from the  UCSF caregiver  program,  contacted  me in  January  about  someone 
living in my area who had recently lost his wife to essentially the same brain tumor that took 
Leslie (only in her case it was only about a month from the first signs that anything was wrong!).  
She asked if I would be willing to be in touch with him.  I said of course.  We got together almost 
immediately.  It wasn’t easy for him, but he is doing well, given what happened - he is a strong 
and active guy who likes to travel and is able to spend time with his kids and their families.  It 
was so sudden, I’m not sure how he has handled it  so well.   We get together for dinner or 
something from time to time when he is in town, and have become friends.  

I also get together with a former colleague for coffee every couple of weeks or so.  He is a  
retired mathematics professor who was very active in academic senate and engaged wth the  
university his entire career.   He always seems to have great insight into things that are going on 
at the university.  And he is also very politically active.  So our biweekly (almost, although it’s 
not set in stone) ‘meetings’ - at Peet’s downtown - nearly always end up talking about either 
university  stuff,  political  stuff,  or  both.   This  year  was  a  particularly  rich  time for  political 
discussions.  And those discussions are always fun - and I’m sure they will continue.

Murray - and the Salad Seminars

One of the great things that happened during this past year has been getting to know Murray.  
Robert Murray Thomas is one of those people who just brightens your life.  I have so looked 
forward  to  the  Salad  Seminars  at  the  Garden Cafe  with  him and the  others  (mostly  retired 
academics) - so named, as I said before, because Murray always had a small cobb salad for 
lunch.  When I first met him last year, he was 94 - and he was just as sharp as could be, with an 
insightful sense of humor. His professional area of expertise was educational psychology - and 
he had held academic positions at a number of institutions around the world before completing 
his long career as Dean of the College of Education at UC Santa Barbara.  Among the titles of his 
forty-five books are Recent Theories of Human Development, Religion in Schools, Explaining 
Conversations,  Folk  Psychologies  Across  Cultures,  Counseling  and  Life-Span  Development.  
What he brought to our conversations was a wealth of thought on many subjects.  And yet he 
seemed to always be more interested in what others had to say than what he could offer.

In our very first meeting - at a salad seminar - he was very interested in my history.  How I 
happened to go into science, what my teaching philosophy and my teaching experiences were in 
my career at the university.  He wanted to read things I’d written, both a collection of essays on 
science and education and “Leslie’s Journey”.  And, as a former dean charged with evaluating the 
professional  work  of  his  faculty,  and  as  an 
author, I cherish his comments on both works.  
He  would  sometimes  bring  small  booklets  to 
the ‘seminars’, printed at home, with collections 
of  his  sketches  and  sayings.   Hearing  that  I 
played golf, as well as being retired, he made 
sure I got a copy of his “Lifestyles of Retirees”.   
In a reply to an email, he wrote:  I also enjoyed 
today's seminar in the company of others who 
also have been grateful for being able to spend 
their  careers  in  academia,  thus  making  it 
vocationally unnecessary to get a real job. 



I was in San Francisco for a few days around my birthday in May.  Jamie and I played golf 
three times on that visit on great courses.  TPC Harding Park is a premier course that has hosted 
PGA Tour  events  -  including  the  previous  year’s  World  Golf  Championship’s  Match  Play 
tournament - a big deal.  Presidio is also a premier course - very hilly, tree lined, and beautiful.  
Both courses are open to the public, but expensive - but it’s good to know someone who also 
knows people.  We were comped at both courses - which is pretty special.  I had played the 
Presidio before and had always wanted to play Harding.  So that was a special few days - and we 
even played Presidio a second time.  How did I do on those difficult courses?  Okay, I think is the 
way to say it.  I played better than I scored at Harding, then shot 77s both rounds at the Presidio.  
It was a great birthday week. 

While in the City (in fact while playing at Harding Park), I got a text from Caroline - the 
young  woman  who  is  the  Assistant  Director  of  Development  for  neuroscience  programs  at 
UCSF.  She wanted to know if I had time for coffee on my visit.  So we met downtown to just 
talk some about their work.  Although she is in the development office, her degree is actually in 
neuroscience.  So we had a great conversation over coffee about some recent research on how the 
brain works with language, how these tumors can disrupt the neural processing, and some of the 
new novel treatments that are being tried to battle these insidious tumors.  Great fun.

A huge local project this year in Los Osos has to do with waste-water management.  For all 
of it’s history, Los Osos has not had a sewer - and all of its residents have been on septic tanks.  
For  over three decades, that had been a contentious issue here, as both county and state agencies 
had required us to build a sewer system and treatment plant to help protect the ground water.  
Well, that has finally happened, and every street in the community has been torn up over the last 
couple  of  years  to  put  in  the  piping necessary  for  that  project.  In  addition,  each individual 
homeowner has then been responsible for connecting to the sewer system and decommissioning 
their septic tank.  It has been an enormous community project.  So I began the year talking with a 
number of contractors and getting bids for the sewer connection.  My one requirement was that it 
be finished and operable before the end of June, when I like to leave for any traveling I do that 
year.  It was a bit time consuming to find out what, exactly, would need to be done - and then find 
the person to do it, someone who had a workable plan at an acceptable cost.  That project was 
finally completed at the end of June - on time and worked as expected.

Of course, given that it was by then the start of summer,  it was time to started thinking about 
where to go on my next road trip.  Much of my year so far had been pretty routine.  So it seemed 
time to get away and do something different.



SUMMER  –  On the road again

Road trips are fun, as I’ve said often.  As usual, once past the fourth of July, it was time to 
head out.  The plan this year - if “plan” is not too grand a term to describe what I do - was to  
head North.  Last year’s trip was so good - and traveling in Canada is so beautiful, as are the golf 
courses and hikes - I wanted to do it again (but taking a different route).  I wouldn’t have my 
‘traveling companion’ this year - Anna wrote me to say she was joining an expedition to climb 
Mt. Rainier(!) and then do some rock climbing in Glacier NP.  What an adventurer!  I don’t 
usually make firm plans for  these trips,  but  I  had heard about  a  great  golf  resort  in  British 
Columbia from some Canadian friends, so made reservations for late in July - a three-day “Stay  
’n Play” at Redstone Resort in Rossland, BC.  So now I just had to plan around that reservation.

The trip always starts in San Francisco.  This time for two days only - with the plan to play 
both Harding Park and Presidio again with Jamie.  It was cold and windy on both days - and the 
golf wasn’t great.  But it is still amazing to spend time on those two courses.  But it was pretty 
miserable at Presidio, so we only played nine holes - somehow, hot soup in their clubhouse 
restaurant seemed like a better idea!  I also got to see Seraphina and Liliana (and their new puppy 
Stella).  Great to see them, as always, and get caught up a bit.  We went to breakfast in Sausalito. 
Then it was to the top of the Muir Headlands to see what I could of the bay in the blowing fog.  

Before heading north to Arcata on Friday, I also saw both Jenny Clarke and Margaretta at 
UCSF for coffee.  I always like those visits as the two of them meant so much to both Leslie and 
me.  They do amazing work - Jenny continues in the clinic with cancer patients and working on 
clinical trials to try to thwart the nearly inevitable progression of these insidious brain tumors 
and Margaretta is now full-time in the newly developed caregiver support program.  

 
The visit  with Ruthie and Carl was nice - after an uneventful drive to Arcata on US101 

through the redwood forests of northern California.  Their son-in-law is an artist - and had a big 
exhibit which we all went to.  Then the three of us enjoyed a nice quiet lasagna dinner at home.  
Carl and Ruth seem to both be doing well.  After breakfast and talking most of the morning, I 
headed  up  the  coast,  through  the  Jedediah  Smith  Redwoods  and  the  Smith  River  Gorge  to 
Klamath Falls.  The drive from Medford to Klamath Falls was gorgeous - I had not been on that 
road before.  And the day was capped off with dinner at the Klamath Basin Brewing Company.  
But Sunday was cold, gloomy, windy, with constant drizzles.  So instead of taking a planned side 
trip up to revisit Crater Lake, I just drove directly to Bend - and whiled away the afternoon there.



Nice weather the next day prompted a great short hike up the Tumalo Falls canyon.  Well 
worth the effort.  Leslie always wanted to do this hike when we visited Bend - and somehow we 
just never did.  (And she would have loved it, knowing how she liked waterfalls.)  I only went as 
far as the Twin Falls overlook - next time I’ll plan on the longer hike.

Then it  was off  to  Aspen Lakes -  one of  my 
favorite golf courses.  I’ve played it a number of 
times now, and have always enjoyed it. The course 
is beautiful - carved out of a forest of pine trees and 
aspens, with glimpses of the snow-capped peaks of 
the Central Oregon Cascades, with lush fairways, 
deep  red  sand  bunkers,  and  water  on  a  third  of 
holes.  I played from the forward tees (with some 
older guys) and it is still a good course.  I played 
okay, but not great - and prefer the longer tees.

The next day, I wanted to play the Black Butte 
Ranch Big Meadows course which is farther up into 
the Cascades from Sisters.  But it was cold and very 
windy.  So I dropped back down to lower elevation, 
where it was a bit warmer with less wind, to my old 
favorite  Crooked  River  Ranch.   It  is  such  a  fun 
course - not long and fairly easy even playing from 
the back tees (if playing well).  And I did play well 
even  though  a  bit  windy  still.   Aspen  Lakes  and 
Crooked River are only twenty miles apart - yet are 
totally  different  from each  other,  different  terrain, 
different style courses, and totally different feel - but both really fun to play.  Then after the 
round, I went into downtown Bend for a hamburger and ale at the Deschutes Brewery and Public 
House - probably my favorite place to eat in Bend.

The next morning, I headed to Spokane on my way to British Columbia.  That drive was long 
(385 miles) and uneventful - and largely boring.  Northern Oregon is high desert country with 
distant views of the snow-capped high peaks of the Cascades - ancient volcanoes - including 



Mounts Washington, Jefferson, Adams, Hood, and even glimpses of far-off Mt. St. Helens in the 
haze.   But  then  much  of  the  drive  is  interstate  (with  all  the  big  trucks)  along  the  mighty 
Columbia River then north on freeways to Spokane.  The only thing to break up the monotony is 
a stop at the Country Mercantile on the way north on US-395 - a huge general store with local 
produce and canned goods, ice cream, gourmet chocolate, salsas, a bakery, and much more. 

Wednesday’s drive into Canada was beautiful - especially from Coeur d’Alene north through 
Sandpoint and up the Kootenay Valley into eastern British Columbia.  That is just spectacular 
country.  And Cranbrook is in a beautiful setting with the Kootenay mountains as a backdrop, 
three nice golf courses, and The Heid-Out brewpub is well worth the time as well.

I’ve  driven  through  the  Kootenay  Valley  between  Cranbrook  and  Golden  twice  before 
(although traveling north to south).  It is a great drive.  As I approached Radium, I thought about 
that  funny incident  with  those two young women I  had met  along the  side  of  the  road the 
previous year -  and wondered how they were doing now.  I  left  Cranbrook in nice weather 
intending  to  play  one  of  the  resort  courses  along  the  way.   But  the  forecasts  were  for 
thunderstorms and the western skies over the mountains certainly made that likely - so I just kept 
going into Golden hoping for better weather.  But alas, the rains hit hard there as well.  So it was 
a pretty inactive day.



So what was the plan for the next few days?  It all depended on the weather.  I hoped to take 
the gorgeous mountain drive from Golden to the National Parks (Yoho and Banff) to hike on 
some of my favorite trails.  But thunderstorms, lightning, and possible hail is not my idea of 
good hiking weather (or golfing weather either, for that matter).  So I had to wait and see what 
the weather was going to do.  But with three more days, maybe it would improve!  So while it 
was  raining  in  Golden,  it  was  a  good  day  to  just  take  care  of  some  ‘maintenance’ that  is 
necessary mid-trip.  But Golden is only twenty minutes from Yoho National Park - and then 
another half hour to Lake Louise - so  I decided if the weather improved at all, I’d be off to hike.

Sunday morning I watched Phil Mickelson and Henrik Stenson play the final round of the 
Open Championship at Royal Troon. Then it was off to Yoho - and a couple of hikes Leslie and I 
had done on our first trip to Canada seventeen years earlier.  The walk around Emerald Lake was 
nice - even though raining (so without the spectacular views I expected).  Then I went back to the 
Takakkaw Falls - hiked up to the falls and then along the Yoho River after the storm had passed.  
“Takakkaw” is Cree for magnificent.  With its 1100 ft. fall, how appropriate! The falls remain in 
view for a mile or so from along the river.  What amazing country!

I had planned to play the Golden Golf Club on Monday morning, then head to Revelstoke in 
the afternoon, but changed my mind knowing that after the rains, it would be fairly sloppy.  So I 
took the beautiful hour drive to Lake Louise instead.  What a wonderful change in plan that 
turned out to be - as the hike to Lake Agnes and the Beehives was spectacular - as expected.  And 
I knew it might be the last of my hikes in the Canadian Rockies since one never knows if I’ll get 
back there again.  And what a way to remember this special place on a gorgeous morning.  Along 
the way, I struck up a conversation with another hiker, Karen - a woman who was hiking with her 
sister and a group of their friends.  It was a great chance meeting and we talked for quite awhile 
both on the trail and then at Mirror Lake.  We even saw each other again later on the trail.  That 
was nice - always fun to make such a connection with someone on the trail.  We agreed that we 
should keep in touch.  



With views like this - just on one morning hike - how can one not want to be in the Canadian 
Rockies?  As the ads say, “Don’t forget to breathe.”   I texted Jamie that the spot where I took the 
picture from high above Lake Louise was the farthest East, the farthest North, and the farthest 
Up that I would be on this trip.  That is, it officially marked the start of my return!

After the morning hike, I was off to Revelstoke 
- only 150 miles or so west of Lake Louise - and 
nestled  between Mt.  Revelstoke  and Mt.  Begbie, 
less than an hour west of Canada’s Glacier National 
Park. The drive from Lake Louise, through Yoho 
National  Park,  over  Rogers  Pass  to  Glacier  and 
Revelstoke  is  spectacular  -  as  many  others  have 
been on this trip.  It always amazes me how even 
just driving through this country is special.   And 
Revelstoke itself is such a pretty place.



Dinners at the River City Pub - my favorite place in town (and the cute server Stacy was still 
there, and remembered me from the previous year!) - and a round of golf at Revelstoke Golf 
Club, right on the Columbia River were the highlights of 
my short stay at Revelstoke.  It had rained all night and 
most of the morning - so the course was playing pretty 
long and soft.  But even playing in a light rain did not 
make the day disappointing.  It wasn’t great golf, but fun 
to be out there - and the course was in great shape, much 
better than the previous year.  By the late afternoon, the 
sun had broken through and it was looking as if the rain 
might be over for awhile.  Wishful thinking, as it turned 
out - since there was another storm overnight.

The  next-day’s  drive  to  Nelson,  in  the  southern 
Kootenays  was  all  on  provincial  highways  which 
are just  two-lane roads.   But those roads go right 
along the Columbia River,  cross the Upper Arrow 
Lake  by  ferry  at  Shelter  Bay,  wind  their  way 
through  beautiful  hills,  past  lakes,  through  small 
towns  -  all  just  spectacular  (even  if  not  exactly 
conducive to rapid  traveling).  Not a long drive, but 
takes a good part of the day. 

After checking into my motel in Nelson, a very 
quirky town on the side of Granite Pointe Mountain 
and beside the Kootenay River - with a ‘hippy’ and 
artist  population  that  probably  exceeds  that  of 
Arcata(!),  I  then  headed  twenty  miles  up  the 
Kootenay Lake to Balfour to play a course that Leslie 
and  I  had  played  a  dozen  years  earlier.   It  is  as 
spectacular as I had remembered - and I even recalled 
maybe  a  third  of  the  holes  from that  long  ago.   I 
scored well - even though it is not a particularly easy 
course.  It was late when I finished, so I just stayed at 
their club house restaurant for dinner.

Thursday was my last day before heading to the Redstone Resort in Rossland. I again drove 
north out of Nelson along Kootenay Lake to play the highly recommended Kokanee Springs 

Resort course.  That round took all day!  It was 
only  a  half  hour  to  Balfour  -  but  to  get  to 
Crawford  Bay  and  then  up  to  the  Kokanee 
Resort  requires  ferrying  across  the  lake  - 
apparently the longest free ferry ride in North 
America,  and the only way to get  there!   An 
hour wait, then the 35 minute ferry ride, then a 
winding drive through the hills finally got me to 
the golf course.  



The course is beautiful, with occasional glimpses of 
the Kokanee Glacier in the distance - but, frankly, it had 
been so highly touted (and fairly expensive), that I was 
expecting more.  That is, it is similar to so many other 
courses in the area - lush, green, carved out of a pine 
forest, hilly, etc. There are some memorable holes, and 
it is definitely challenging.  But I’m not sure I prefer it 
to others I’ve played.  (And then there is still the ferry 
ride over and back as well.)  So … a very long day - 
fun,  some  okay  golf  on  a  nice  course.   And,  to  be 
honest, the ferry rides are fun if you’re not in a hurry!

I’m not sure I  needed to play as much golf  as I  had by this  point  on the trip.   But the 
Redstone Resort “Stay and Play” package sounded so attractive when I planned this trip, that I 
had to try it.  And it included consecutive rounds of golf at Castlegar, Christina Lake, and the 
Redstone course.   Three days of golf  in a row is  not  usually a big deal.   But after  playing 
Revelstoke, Balfour, and Kokanee springs - it was probably too much golf!  But then, when else 
am I going to be in this part of the world and have the opportunity to play these courses? 

I played Castlegar on my drive from Nelson to Rossland.  Leslie and I had played it a dozen 
years or so earlier - and I had returned to play it twice since.  But this was the first time I’ve 
played it in the rain!  I still think it is a great course - and it is made even harder by being wet and 
soft.  It felt like a very long course to me.  I didn’t score as well as in the past, but that might 
have been more about my golf than about the course or conditions.  But it was still fun.

Rossland itself is an old gold mining town in the Selkirk mountains of the west Kootenays.  
The population is just a few thousand.  It is hidden away - well off the main Canadian highways.  
The nearest town is Trail.  It is, however, apparently a big deal in mountain biking in the summer 
and skiing - both downhill and cross-country - in the winter.  Main Street is about three blocks 
long (maybe more, actually, but seems like three blocks has most of the business).  It is hard to 
even see the residential areas as the houses are scattered around the heavily forested hills.  

It is just hard to convey how nice the people were as well as the accommodations at the 
Redstone Resort.  The “lodge” is not a lodge at a resort at all - but rather a specially furnished 
apartment  in  a  private  residence  right  at  the  golf  course.   It  was  gorgeous  and  beautifully 
furnished - full kitchen and all.   The “package” included three nights lodging and two more 
rounds of golf (I had just played Castlegar on the way there).  After checking in, I walked down 
to the clubhouse for dinner and for the live music they have on Friday nights.  Amy, the young 
Redstone Resort event coordinator, came over to join me for a beer and to welcome me to the 
resort.  We just stayed and talked for a long time. Very nice - a wonderful welcome.

The next morning, I headed for Christina Lake.  It is a really nice course - but not as stunning 
as some of the others.  I had played it three years earlier, and even played it well.  It’s an hour 
from Rossland over two mountain passes on secondary highways - a spectacular drive.  And on 
my way there, I saw both a black bear crossing the highway just as I came around a bend and 
bald eagles in the tree tops.  Pretty amazing.  I enjoyed playing the course again having joined a 
group of locals.  After not playing well at all on the front nine, but better on the back, I went out 
and played the front again (and well) and felt pretty good about my full day on the golf course.  



When I got back to Rossland, I again walked from the house down the hill (only about a 
hundred yards!)  to the Redstone clubhouse for  dinner.   Amy saw me and came back to the 
clubhouse to join me.  So we again had a beer and another great conversation.  She is great - 
bright, friendly, helpful, and welcoming, a great coordinator for the resort … oh, and gorgeous.  
It just seemed that everyone I met here became an instant friend.

But it was Sunday that was really special.  The Redstone Resort golf course may be the most 
stunningly beautiful mountain course I’ve ever played.  From my ‘house’, just a hundred yards 
or so from the course, I could only see part of the finishing hole.  Somehow, that forested hillside 
contained a golf course that you don’t see from anywhere other than on the course.  And it was 
simply spectacular.  Every hole was beautiful, framed by trees - and somewhat treacherous, as 
well. The views from everywhere on this course were amazing.  This was a great golf course - 
and required good shots to score well while poor ones were punished pretty severely.  It did not 
take much to get off-line and that probably led to trouble.  I played well - and still barely broke 
80 because of just a couple of poor swings.  But I had so much fun playing this course that after a 
break - for some iced tea on my deck and just getting out of the sun on a very warm day for an 
hour or so, I went back and played nine more holes.

That  evening,  I  returned  to  the  clubhouse  anticipating  a  really  nice  dinner  -  it  was  my 
anniversary and this just seemed so convenient and I didn’t really know of a place in town.  I sat 
out on the patio and just enjoyed the quiet - but all they had that Sunday night were bar-menu 
sandwiches.  It would have been Leslie and my forty-eighth anniversary.  While traveling, we 
had always gone to the ‘best’ restaurant in town to celebrate our anniversary - whatever town we 
were in at the time.  Somehow, having a sandwich on the patio after such a good day was ‘best’ 
for me.  I will miss Redstone. I so enjoyed staying there, playing that great golf course, and I 
especially enjoyed the people I met.   It was almost like spending the weekend with friends.



The long - and very pretty - drive over mountain passes and then back across the border into 
the U.S. was a little bittersweet.  I mean, I was still on vacation and enjoying it.  But I really 
enjoy this part of Canada - and each time I do this I wonder if it is going to be the last time.  

Sandpoint,  Idaho is  also beautiful,  with the enormous Lake Pend Oreille  dominating the 
landscape.  And it was so nice visiting with our friends Bob and Margaret Ann.  I had not seen 
them in a number of years - since they moved away from San Luis Obispo after retiring.  So even 
though the golf with Bob on the Nicklaus designed Idaho Club was pretty dreadful (for both of 
us) on a very humid 95° day - it was great to get to see them both again.  I had forgotten how 
close Margaret Ann and Leslie had been.  And she wanted to talk about Leslie as well as about 
“Leslie’s Journey”, which she had read online.  She said she would love to have a copy of her 
own, and I was honored to give one to her (which I had with me in my car).

Tuesday, was just a travel day - seven hours on the road covering over 450 miles back into 
Central Oregon! The next day was then pretty relaxed as I stopped and practiced at the Aspen 
Lakes course outside of Sisters, took Highway 126 over the Cascades into Eugene, spent a little 
time there, then drove south to Grant’s Pass, where I found a really nice - and inexpensive - 
motel and had a great burger and beer at the Wild River Brewing Company.  This part of the trip 
was mostly just to work my way back without any particular plans - and it was still fun.

Thursday’s drive south through the Jedediah Smith Redwoods along the Smith River to the 
north coast of California was nice, as it usually is.  Then it was on to Arcata where I stayed with 
Ruthie and Carl again after a great afternoon walk in the redwoods with Ruthie.  We all went out 
for a really nice dinner (as a thank you to them) at the Seafood Grill in Eureka.  I thought of my 
choice of prime rib as just an anniversary dinner a few days late - since my meal at Redstone my 
last  night  there  was  just  a  bar-menu sandwich (decent  food,  but  not  exactly  an  anniversary 
dinner).

I finished the trip the way I usually do - the drive south on 
the  101  through  the  redwoods  back  into  San  Francisco  to 
hang  out  with  Jamie  some,  and  then  stay  the  night.  The 
following day is just the familiar four hour mostly freeway 
drive  home.   In  spite  of  the  last  week being mostly  about 
working my way back - long drives and no “special” days, it 
was a fitting conclusion to a great road trip.  And it is then 
always nice to get back home.



I may well have to go back this next summer.  It was so much fun this year.  And I had met 
some people along the way it would be nice to see again.  And if I did go back, I would surely 
want to go to Revelstoke - a great town, then across to Golden and do some hiking in Yoho 
National Park - maybe, the Lake O’Hara hike which Leslie and I did once long ago, or maybe up 
along the Icefields Parkway.  And if I were to be in that part of the world anyway, I would surely 
want to return to Castlegar and Redstone.  (Amy was going to show me their local brewery, but  
we never got around to it - surely that is reason enough to go back!)  It was a fun trip, I’d like to 
do it again.  Of course, the other plan for the coming summer is to travel with Jamie to see the 
Great American Solar Eclipse - in August - as it crosses over Central Oregon.  I may do both.

Fall

After having played so many consecutive rounds of golf while still in British Columbia, I 
took a bit of a break from golf once I got home.  Well, for me, it was a break.  That is, I did not 
play as many rounds as I usually do.  But I was still doing the Passport program - which included 
on-course practice once or twice a week.  But several rounds I did play were really good golf, 
including an even par round at the end of August on my home course.  And that’s fun.

It seemed very odd not to be thinking about the start of school going into September.  Only 
twice since retiring a decade earlier had I not had a teaching assignment in the fall - and never 
when still full-time.   That means that except for those two times (one of those when Leslie was 
fighting that tumor), I had gone into every September getting ready for school - at one level or 
another - since I was five, just after the end of World War II!  So I could start September this year 
just as I finished August - just continuing to do the things I wanted to do.  And I didn’t even 
consider going into campus.

It turns out that’s not quite true, of course.  An instructor in kinesiology asked if I would be 
willing to give a guest lecture in one of her classes in the fall.  She was teaching a course that 
focused on chronic health issues and disease prevention - and they were studying a lot of health 
statistics, epidemiology studies, etc.  She knew of me (and about Leslie) through a friend who 
retired from that department and used to teach that course - and she had read “Leslie’s Journey” 
as well as the caregiver piece that I had written for that UCSF conference.  She asked if I would 
give a guest lecture - a more personal perspective to what they were studying, to talk about our 
case, how clinical trials work, how health statistics can contribute to the decisions one might 
need to make when fighting a chronic disease, etc.  So I did get onto campus for that one class - 
and I found it good to do.  I still enjoy being in classroom - especially with an engaged group of 
students who had great questions and seemed to appreciate what I could offer to their class.

In November, I again had opportunities to 
play  two  great  golf  courses.   Ann,  from  the 
Passport program, and I drove to the beautiful 
Sandpiper  Club  on  the  cliffs  overlooking  the 
ocean just north of Santa Barbara.  I knew of 
the course, but had never played it.  It was  a 
challenging track which I played fairly well - a 
bit better than the score showed, and it was fun. 
And a late lunch out on the patio overlooking 
the finishing hole and ocean was nice as well.



The other opportunity was a charity tournament at the Presidio Club in San Francisco.  It was 
to benefit the Movember Foundation - an international organization supporting men’s health.  
Jamie and I were paired with two of his friends for this charity scramble tournament.  I’m not 
ordinarily thrilled with these kinds of events - they are fun and more about the charity than they 
are  about  golf,  and  usually  take  all  day.   And it  can  be  pretty  cold  and  foggy  and  wet  in 
November in San Francisco.  But this day was spectacular - warm and clear.  I’ve played this 
course a number of times, but never on a day like this.  Playing there under those conditions was 
special - even though the golf was not!

Language

 Over these past six and a half years, I have spent some time thinking about language.  Since 
Leslie’s  tumor  was  on  the  left  temporal  lobe  of  her  brain,  the  language  center,  it  was  her 
language that the tumor initially affected most.  The first sign that anything was wrong was just a 
blocking of her language - she just couldn’t “find her words”, in her words.  Expressive aphasia 
is not uncommon in tumors or injuries or strokes in that part of the brain.  And as the tumor 
progressed over time, her language became more compromised - not what she could understand, 
but what she could readily retrieve in normal conversation.  And it was episodic, so sometimes 
she could easily express herself - and other times, her language could be nearly blocked.  Our 
primary concern, of course, was not how her language was affected, but whether the treatments 
could be effective in stopping the growth of the tumor.  But it all has led me to an increased 
interest in how the brain functions as it pertains to language.

My older brother is a linguist - long since retired, but particularly interested in languages in 
general, but also language as a concept and how we humans acquire language.  During Leslie’s 
illness, he was particularly interested in how her language was affected - and we talked often 
about that via email.  He has written a book.  Well, more accurately, he has been working on a 
book for decades.  He had sent me the manuscript a few years earlier - and asked me to review it.  
And I offered editorial comments as well as questions and critiques (as I would do reviewing any 
manuscript for publication). The manuscript is about the structure and evolution of language and 
includes a tremendous amount of linguistic history as well  as detailed comparisons of many 
different languages. It begins with how English has changed over the last 1000 years. Then deals 
with other Indo-European languages as well as other families of languages and makes the case 
that  they  are  unrelated  -  totally  independent  of  each  other.   My  favorite  chapter  is  about 
Language itself - with a capital “L” - the fundamental structure of language.  He even spends 
time on how we form words in oral communication - how we produce the hundreds of phonemes 
that make up speech.  I find all of that fascinating.



A body  of  research  by  neuroscientists  at  UC  Berkeley  caught  my  attention  this  year.  
Functional  MRI  studies  have  shown that  words  are  encoded  throughout  the  cerebral  cortex 
contextually.  That is, neurons fire in different parts of the brain when we hear the same word but 
in different contexts. “Top”, for example, can be stored among words related to mountains, or 
buildings,  or clothing, or toys,  or numbers,  or hierarchies,  etc.,  and “bank” will  appear with 
words related to rivers, buildings, financial institutions, pool-shots, blood, coins, etc.,  - all in 
different parts of the brain.  And different people seem to have very similar semantic maps - 
similar regions where these word groupings seem to be stored.  And no one knows why.  I found 
that fascinating as Leslie did not lose her ability to understand language - even when her aphasia 
prevented her from retrieving words, or when she could not even say the words she read and 
understood, even though her speech itself was not compromised. Her cerebral cortex was not 
impaired,  nor  was  her  motor  cortex  that  allowed the  formation  of  the  subtle  phonemes  for 
speech, only the neural pathways that allowed her to retrieve words.  And that could explain why 
she often mixed gender words - “boy” and “girl” or “him” and “her” could be encoded near each 
other in the cerebral cortex, but her retrieval of those words could not distinguish them.

 I have discussed some of this with Caroline Bennet, the woman at UCSF with a background 
in neuroscience - and she finds these studies fascinating as well and has followed some of the 
literature.  We have talked about some of this - as well as how these brain tumors can affect a 
person’s language abilities and hence their abilities to communicate.

If I were to start my career in science again, it would probably be in neuroscience.  And I 
would want to try to understand the neural functions related to language.

Murray

I got word in November that Murray passed away.  I hadn’t seen him since the last time he 
was at a Salad Seminar in the spring.  At that time, he was looking quite frail - and I and others in 
the group were aware that over the last few lunches, he had ‘slipped’ considerably - not nearly as 
sharp as he had been in previous months and he seemed very slow and unstable physically as 
well.    We were worried about him.  Apparently he then moved into a retirement home, where he 
lived out his days.  He was 96!  I will miss him - and feel honored that I got to know him.

Christmas

I decorated for Christmas again.  It’s never elaborate - just that small tree with lights I've had 
the last few years and some ornaments and two of Leslie’s Christmas-themed quilt pieces.  It 
seems like that is now my tradition.  It just makes the house seem a bit more festive, and Leslie is 
still a presence.

Jamie came down for a week or so over Christmas.  Those visits are always fun.  I make the 
drive to San Francisco and we came back down together, and it gives us a lot of car-time.  It’s 
like a mini-road trip and we usually stop for a late lunch somewhere.  Then we just play golf, 
watch basketball or something on television, and hang out.  And it is always just a  good relaxing 
time.  It was pretty cold and wet this year, but that didn’t matter.  On Christmas day itself, we 
played golf at Morro Bay - with Ann and a friend of hers.  It was cold and windy - but we had 
fun even though it wasn’t great golf.  We followed that with a nice Christmas dinner at home.  
His mom would love it that we spend so much time together and have such a good time.



But it surprised me some when taking down the Christmas decorations on New Years Day 
that it was a bit difficult.  Even though we had never made a big deal out of Christmas, having 
the tree and other decorations is nice for the holidays.  And even though it has been five years 
now,  somehow  putting  those  things  away  just  reinforces  the  other  feelings  around  this 
anniversary.  And it reminds me of how quickly the years go by.

______________________________

So how was 2016?  As a golf year it was certainly good.  I played a lot, played well a lot of 
the time, enjoyed friends and met new ones - and have played some simply beautiful courses.  
Golf has been good for me - both as healthy recreation to keep active physically and it represents 
a large part of my social life!  And Jamie and I now have golf in common as well. 

But this has been a very good year in many other ways as well.  Even though I am no longer 
teaching, I am busy enough - going places, hiking, seeing friends, writing, and staying physically 
and intellectually active.  It was a simply great road trip during the summer through spectacularly 
beautiful country.  Hiking in both the Cascades and the Canadian Rockies was wonderful.  And 
there was all that golf on great courses.  I always have my cameras with me - and for me, that is a 
big part of it as well.  And seeing dear friends along the way - and meeting new ones - makes 
those trips even better.

But living here on the Central Coast is also special - and it is beautiful in its own ways.  And 
it lends itself to living a stress-free life.  And as much as I like the spectacular hiking I do while 
on those summer trips, we also have some special places to hike here as well - even if it is just to 
watch the whales go by - or a sunset.

 



FIVE YEARS  –  Looking Back

I wasn’t thinking much about what I was going to do with my life while sitting on the front 
deck that warm New Years morning five years ago.  My thoughts at the time were mostly just 
reflecting on all that had happened over the previous twenty months, and trying to contemplate 
what it would be like without Leslie.  

I don’t think any of us know for sure how we will respond when we lose someone.  I think it 
is always new territory - and each of us then has to figure out our own way forward. The loss of a 
spouse  is  a  profound  change  in  one’s  life  and  expectations.  And  yet,  in  any  long-term 
relationship, both members of that relationship know that at some point one is going to lose the 
other.  And I don’t think we are very well prepared for that - at least not emotionally.  In our case, 
we had both known that she was unlikely to survive this disease - even while doing everything 
we could to fight it.  So I had time to think about what it would be like without her.  And yet I 
still felt unprepared.  I have no idea how one would deal with it if it were sudden, as it sometimes 
is.  But we don’t get to choose.

Leslie and I had both always been somewhat independent and self-sufficient throughout our 
adult lives. But after those language-blocking episodes which led to her diagnosis, I think we 
became closer than we had ever been.  I certainly felt my role was to do whatever I could to 
make her life easier - and her treatments as successful as possible.  And she always tried to make 
it easier for the rest of us, as well - since we were all dealing with this in one way or other.  But 
especially in her last few months, she needed my help much more of the time - and she just 
accepted that.  In an odd way, the caregiving gave me a real sense of purpose.  And after she 
passed away, I even missed making her comfortable and keeping the world at bay and protecting 
her from worry.  Caregiving is a very powerful experience.

But even on that New Years morning, I knew that I would be okay - although I wasn’t 
certain what ‘okay’ would actually look like.  I was still healthy and active - and that would help.  
But I didn’t know what I would want to do with my new life.  I assumed that I would play some 
golf, maybe even a lot, but didn’t know for sure - and I certainly didn’t know what else.  So 
while I was confident that I could manage without her - I just didn’t know what it would be like. 

I have been asked a few times if I have had dreams about Leslie.  And the short answer, for 
the most part, is not really.  I’m not usually very aware of my dreams - at least after waking.  But 
there have been a few times when I sensed that she was somehow present in some dream even 
when it wasn’t really about her.  It’s our subconscious just playing with us, I think, drawing on 
some distant memory.  But there have been two or three times that Leslie appeared in a dream 
that seemed very real.  Once, only a few months after she passed away, I dreamed that she had 
somehow recovered and had returned, although even in the dream we both knew that it was just 
temporary.  She was very much her normal self - with language intact - just visiting for a day or 
so to see if things were okay.  It was nice - both in the dream and after waking.  Another time, 
just this past year sometime, I dreamed that we had a conversation - she said she was glad to see 
that things were going so well after all this time. Then she added, “I’m a bit surprised that you 
never remarried.”  On waking up, I thought that was funny and wondered where that dream came 
from - even though I do feel I have done well!  I’m just not sure where dreams come from.



I have still been wearing my wedding ring throughout these five years.  Somehow, it just 
didn’t seem right to take it off too soon after Leslie passed away, since even though she was 
gone, I still felt married as she was very much still such a part of my life.  And there hasn’t 
seemed to me to be an obvious time or reason to remove it as time has gone on, either.  Seraphina  
once commented on it having noticed I was still wearing my ring.  She said she thought I was 
wearing it  “for protection.”  I  thought that was funny.  But there is  a story behind the ring.  
Although we had a diamond wedding ring made for Leslie even before we were married - and 
I’m not sure she ever took it off, I didn’t have a ring (nor did either her dad or mine).  Once, 
while vacationing in Tahoe, we were just browsing in a jewelry store (mostly looking for some 
souvenir for her from the area) and Leslie asked if I had ever wanted a wedding band.  Then she 
just declared that she thought I should have one - and we bought my ring that day.  She said at 
the time, “After twenty-nine years, it looks like this is going to last.  I think you should have a 
ring.”  And I’ve worn it ever since.  Will I take it off now - after five years?  Maybe.  Or perhaps 
I should just continue to wear it for as long as we had been married - forty three years.  That 
would mean I shouldn’t remove it until I turn one hundred.  We’ll see.

_____________________________

So what has it been like these last five years?  Five years ago, while sitting on the front deck, 
I would not have imagined that I would go back teaching at the university again - certainly not 
for three more years, or that I would so enjoy going on long road trips - even though traveling 
alone, or that I would hike alone in those spectacular national parks and find that fun, or even 
that I would play as much golf as I do.  And I certainly would not have imagined that I would 
write a book about how Leslie faced this disease with such strength and courage and kept her 
amazing spirit and sense of humor through that entire twenty month ordeal.  Or that so many 
people would want to read it.

In retrospect, I think that these last five years have been very good.  I do a lot, travel a lot, 
and have a pretty full and stress-free life - even if it is not quite what I would have chosen.  I 
have been able to continue to be productive and enjoy myself, doing fun as well as meaningful 
things, while not ignoring what happened to her or who she was or what she went through - and 
certainly not forgetting what she meant to me and my life.  And I realize that I have been very 
lucky - and have remained healthy and active.  I have been able to teach at the university, spend 
time with our son doing things together that we enjoy, and travel to some amazing places and do 
things that Leslie and I had once done together as well as do new things - and that has all been an 
important part of these last five years.

.

So what is next?  We actually never know.  And that is the point.   We have to just live the life 
we have at the moment as best we can.

       “You can’t control what life gives you, but you can control how you deal with it.”
~ Leslie



This  was  written,  in  part,  in  response  to  some  comments  made  by  friends  or 
acquaintances over the last year or so.  A dear friend of Leslie’s suggested once that I 
write a book about my travels including a collection of the many photos I have taken of 
those  spectacular  places  -  the  Grand  Tetons,  Zion  and  Canyonlands,  the  coast  of 
Oregon  and  the  Cascades,  the  Canadian  Rockies.   And  a  recent  acquaintance 
commented to me after hearing our story that I had “come a long way”.  And then on 
New Years  Day,  while  just  recalling what  it  had been like  that  morning five  years 
earlier, I began thinking about what I had done since that time - and began writing.  
And it does seem as though I have come a long way.

Some of this had already been written.  In “Leslie’s Journey”, I had included some of 
how I dealt with it all during the following year - so have incorporated that into this 
piece as  well.   When Leslie  and I  took those long summer trailer-camping trips,  I 
always kept an electronic journal - of where we went, what we did, etc..   So I had 
continued  doing  that  on  these  recent  summer  road trips  as  well  and  had included 
photos taken along the way - just as a way of remembering those remarkable places 
and good times.  Those trips have usually been the highlights of my year.  So culling 
from those pieces describing my travels and what I did on them seemed appropriate - 
and they were, for the most part, already written as well.

Something I have found interesting in the writing is that each year seems to show some 
level  of  progress  in  my  life.   That  is,  the  first  year  is  very  retrospective  -  nearly 
everything I did during that year seems to have related back to something Leslie and I 
had done or what she went through those last twenty months.  But successive years 
seemed  less so - and maybe even more optimistic and less reflective and even more and 
more routine.  I hadn’t thought about that until I started putting this together.  So now, I 
am just living life – and that’s our only choice.

Finally, I have mentioned two other pieces that are related.  “Leslie’s Journey” is the 
story of how she dealt with this disease with such courage and grace.  And after her 
passing, I had participated in a Caregiver’s Conference at UCSF and had written a 
piece on what I thought was important in my role as caregiver.  Both can be read as 
pdfs - and I have included the links below.

Ron Brown
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Leslie’s Journey:   http://www.calpoly.edu/~rbrown/JOURNEY.pdf

On Caregiving:     http://www.calpoly.edu/~rbrown/Caregiving.pdf
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