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TEACHER: Gretchen Larkin

SONG LEADERS
08, 22 Dick Andersen
22        Bob Effler
29        Mary Johnson

PIANISTS
08, 22, 29 Darolyn Andersen
15              Esther Van Tassel

SPECIAL EVENTS
08 Beau Wammack
15 Rosemary Elliott and Esther

Van Tassel, Duet
22 Birthday Sunday, Baker Esther

Van Tassel
29 Wayne Tippit          

   Unassembled Snowmen from Bob Hull

HAPPY BIRTHDAY
01 Dottie Brown
04 Dave Brown

04 Adena Demetry
10 Morris Paulson

12 Jeanne Steinberger



she wrote, “I have to tell you that I had one great 80th birthday party at the Holiday Inn in Burbank for breakfast.
88 friends came at that early hour, and there were 16 different countries represented. Dr. William Addai came
from Ghana, Saul and Irma Maldonado came up from Mexico and Ping and Lina Vallegas came from the
Philippines.

It was a great time for many to renew old acquaintances and to reminisce of past days. I am saying I never need
another party. This was the best in the world.

........Hearing the many testimonies of those at my party renewed my resolve for Wayfarers to do more and more
as God leads.”

�  The applause and many congratulations from those at the Voyager Christmas Banquet when they heard of
Phyllis Harris’s engagement prompted someone to say that it sounded as if we had been intent on marrying Phyllis
off. Not true. We cheered in delighted surprise because Phillis and her late husband Hugh have been our friends
for many years. Hugh, sadly, is gone, but happiness returns for Phyllis with her marriage to Vernon Bugh on
December 27th, 2005. Phyllis has been packing up after many years at living at her former address, and now she
lives with Vernon at  Westminster Gardens, 1420 Santa Domingo Ave, Duarte, CA 91010

�  Blame Lois Havick for this story:
A man was walking home alone late one foggy night, when he hears: BUMP...- - - - - BUMP.- - - - - BUMP...
behind him.

Walking faster, he looks back through the fog and he  makes out the image of an upright casket banging its way
down the middle of the street toward him! BUMP- - - - -BUMP- - - - - - BUMP...

Terrified, the man begins to run toward his home,  the casket bouncing quickly behind him....... faster- - - - -faster-
- - - - BUMPITY- - - - -BUMPITY- - - - -BUMP...

He rushes in, slams and locks the door behind him. However, the casket crashes through his door, with the lid of
the casket clapping- - - - - clappity- - - - -BUMP - - - -clappity- - - - BUMP- - - - -clappity- - - - -BUMP.
...............................on the heels of the terrified man.

Rushing upstairs to the bathroom, the man locks himself in. His heart is pounding; his head is reeling; his breath
is coming in sobbing gasps. With a loud CRASH the casket breaks down the door, bumping and clapping toward
him.

The man screams and reaches for something, anything...but all he can find is a bottle of; cough syrup!



friend was moving in with him to help raise his son. But first, he wanted to know if there were any legal aspects
he should be concerned about. He assured Bill Handel that the relationship was “strictly plutonic”.

�  While setting up for the Voyager Christmas Banquet, I was surprised to see so many non-Voyager faces
among the tablecloth twirlers, the three-wise-men centerpiece placers, the napkin folders and silverware setters.
As we went round and round dressing each table, I asked one of the unknown faces who all these extra people
were. She replied that they were members of the BRICK Class who had been working on the Child Share event
staged perilously close to the time of our party which each year end is scheduled for the next year. They had
stayed and help us get ready for our own shindig during the very short period between their event and ours. 

Since King’s Clipper was responsible for the banquet this year, Darolyn Andersen was in charge of us, and she
had lists upon lists and a head-full of table-laying etiquette which had to be followed precisely. We ran round
and round correcting our mistakes and, in one case, one of us misunderstood where the glasses were to be
placed and the other retraced steps to make corrections which subsequently turned out to be incorrect, so away
we waltzed to correct our corrections.. 

Esther and Everett Van Tassel, Norm Bacon, the Andersens, Rosemary Elliott, Carol and Wayne Tippit, Lois
Havick and the Editor comprised the elf team from King’s Clipper. In addition to all the decorating, we counted
chairs at tables and carried un-needed chairs away, leaving a crick in the back of the one of us who is writing
this story. 

On Friday, before the banquet, the centerpiece wise men had to be unpacked—an arduous task due to tricky
packing in China. Un-packers were the Tippits, who do not belong to King’s Clipper but who are hereby
pronounced honorary clipper members. The. Andersens spent 6 ½ hours working on Friday; they would have
spent 8 ½ hours if the Tippits had not showed up to help.

As the wise men were being placed, someone was sure they should face outward; someone was sure they should
face in toward each other. To compound the difficulties, Wayne Tippit rushed up and reported breathlessly that
we had no Baby Jesus’s. We had wise men bowing; but no Baby Jesus was there among them. Wayne was sure
someone should rush out and buy some. He was shooed back to work by Darolyn, and we continued with nary
a little Baby Jesus on any table; however Darolyn assured us that the Nativity scene on the table at the entry
borrowed from the Stokes, would most certainly contain a Baby Jesus We all felt  great satisfaction when we
were finished and saw the result of our work. Many thanks are due to all who worked hard and to Darolyn
Andersen who always knows just what to do.

�  Esther Brinkley, our Voyager friend who has moved to Flatlake, Montana was here for the Banquet and for
Voyagers’ Class next day. She is so glad it is possible to keep close to us through Vibes and e-mail. Her new
e-mail address is estherbrinkley@centurytel.net.


