
curious mind and heart. What I 
found there, almost immediately, 
was acceptance, compassion, and 
support. After the first morning of 
storytelling I went back to my 
chalet and broke down in a crying 
fit that lasted several hours. It felt 
as if a dam had broken and a 
flood of emotions was released. 

This happened on a lesser scale throughout the week. I talked 
and I listened, to my mother and my circle and several other 
outstanding women. I was given compassion and wisdom. 
Laughter followed my tears and I felt healed of wounds I didn’t 
even know I had. I began to see aging and death in a positive, 
empowering, and beautiful light. And I saw my mother dance! 

I came away from Crones Counsel feeling lighter and 
empowered. I came away with the image of my mother 
getting her “Boogie” on and seeing the wisdom and strength 
she encompasses. I could finally see clearly how my mother’s 
signs of aging and a past illness had scared me, resulting in 
my anger and withdrawal from her. My anger is gone and I 
feel we are so much closer. Crones Counsel is a gift and I’m 
spreading the word, for this is a gift that needs to be shared!  

First Impressions  
by Rita Gelman 

 

I’m back in Portland after the annual Crones 
Counsel conference in Mt. Shasta, California. I had 
never heard of the group until my friend, Jessica 
Bryan, told me about it. I decided it would be great 
research for my “Getting Older with a Smile” book, so I drove the 
364 miles from Portland for the four-day conference. Let me start 
with the drive. I did it all on Interstate Highway 5. 

What a gorgeous state! Hills, fields, mountains, lakes, 
rivers (on the inland route), a lot of sheep and cows (includ-
ing fields full of Black Angus), horses, and even llamas! There 
were acres of picked pumpkins ready for Halloween and one 
incredibly huge lumber yard with what seemed like miles of 

FIRST IMPRESSIONS, continued on Page 2 
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A Newbie’s Transformation 
by Newbie and Cronette, Michelle Mueller  
 

This past October I accompanied my mother, Sandy 
Eno, to Crones Counsel 2015. She had been asking me 
to come with her for years, but I was either too busy or 
not all that interested. During the past few years, I found  
I had been pulling away from my mother. If she asked 
something of me, my answer was an automatic, “No.” I   
found I had a hard time being around her without becoming 
angry. I wasn’t clear on why I felt this way and I didn’t look 
too closely. I had pulled within myself and really wasn’t 
reaching out to anyone. 

At 47, I found my body going through some changes that 
were mostly frustrating. My eczema was out of control. It 
covered my hands and my forearms and no matter what I 
tried it would not go away or even settle down. By August I 
was fed up, which motivated me to think outside the box. I 
remembered reading about how our emotions are stored 
within our bodies and that Yoga can help release them. So, I 
hopped online and found a yoga studio in town that looked 
good to me and signed up before I could talk myself out of it.  

During my first class, while doing a deep stretch of my 
hips, tears began to run down my face and a thought of my 
mother popped into my head. I knew I had to call her and tell  

            
her I would go with her to 
Crones Counsel. I called her 
right away when I got home 
and told her I would go. She 
was ecstatic and I was excited 
to be going. During the follow-
ing two months my skin 
cleared up and crying during 
yoga was becoming a com-
mon occurrence. 
     The day we arrived at 
Crones Counsel, I wasn’t sure 
what I had gotten myself into, 
but I arrived with an open and 
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trees, boards, and equipment. There are also tons of bare hills 
and others with young trees. Everything I’ve read seems to 
indicate Oregonians are well aware and concerned about the 
environmental impact. Fall was in full bloom … with tons of 
colors decorating the mostly evergreen mountains, brown hills, 
and fields. The state was crying for rain. 

The conference was great. Crones Counsel has groups all 
over the country ― all women ― from mid-fifties to mid-
nineties. The unifying themes are authenticity and connecting. 
It felt like a huge family (more than 200 women) and we were 
encouraged to be open, touchy, honest, chatty … I loved it. 
There were lots of workshops and various topical sessions ― 
all relating on some level to aging as a woman. 

― The Laughter Club scheduled two sessions a day, ten 
minutes per session for laughing! Excessively and unself-
consciously. 

― The Storytelling sessions invited anyone who wanted to 
tell a story to sit in the first row. There were a couple of hours 
each day for timed stories. And what fabulous stories! About 
childhood, liberation, death, joy, disappointments, relationships 
… My favorite story was told by a woman who had stretched 
out next to her mother who was in a coma and “on her way 
out.” The mother hadn’t communicated for days. The daughter 
lay next to her and began to sing the songs that her mother 
had sung to her when she was a child. Suddenly her mother 
began to sing. She left this earth with a song on her lips and in 
her heart. (That wasn’t the only story that made me cry!)  

― When the first Storytelling session began, the leader 
talked about the role of the wise Crone and the importance of 
loving ourselves and reaching out to others with authenticity. She 
also announced that if anyone wanted a standing ovation, she 
could just get up and ask for one! There were those who did! 

Every day we split into small groups (mine had seven 
women), for an hour and a half. They were called Wisdom 
Circles. My group’s topic was Joy. I loved it. My Joy pals have 
been e-mailing each other since we left.   

The mood of the conference was light for the most part. 
We were encouraged to let go and find both the child and the 
wisdom in ourselves. By the time those four days were over, 
everyone had experienced parts of themselves they had 
buried and parts they never knew were there.  

Our book (I’m collaborating with Betty Morgan), Getting 
Older with a Smile: Breaking the Rules of Aging, will definitely 
benefit from the conference. Morgan and I are planning to 
help readers experience joy, play, creativity, and liberation 
from cultural norms. It’s still in the planning stage and if you 
happen to be a publisher, an agent, or just a potential reader 

with ideas, please send me an e-mail. femalenomad@ 
gmail.com . All ideas are welcome.  

Rita Golden Gelman, author, Tales of a Female Nomad, Living 
at Large in the World, and Female Nomad and Friends, 
Breaking Free and Breaking Bread Around the World.  

First Time Travelers  
to Crones Counsel 
by Kaya Singer, WiserandWilder.com 

 
My car was packed. I picked up two 

Crone sisters at Portland Airport and we 
headed down I-5 to Mt. Shasta. I hadn’t 
attended before so I didn’t quite know what    
I was in for, but I was open and excited. Mt. 
Shasta is one of my special places so the calling of the 
mountain itself was a huge draw. Next to me in the front seat 
was Betty B. I had just met her and I had no idea who she 
really was until the night of the Follies when she came out and 
performed. On the drive she shared that she was the emcee of 
the follies and she still hadn’t written her script. I didn’t totally 
get what she was going to do or what it was about.  

The next day a few of us rode up to the mountain in the 
afternoon and Betty was still taking notes and worried that she 
wasn’t prepared, so, you can imagine my surprise when she 
appeared in the most outrageous bee costume and grabbed the 
audience with the most eloquent, side-splitting monologue. Now I 
wish I had taken a closer look at her in the car, as I was obviously 
sitting next to a star and didn’t know it.  

There were scads of talented Crones there but Dee Jones 
was the next to stand out. I almost missed this because I wanted 
to take a nap. I’m sorry but as Crones we just don’t have time for 
naps anymore: we have way too much to do. Dee’s performance 
woke me up instantly as she came out in the most incredible 
authentic Southern Belle outfit and proceeded to undress one 
layer at a time (there were hundreds of layers).  

I’m sure I wasn’t the only Crone in the room who won-
dered what a woman would do if she had to change her 
tampon under forty pounds of fabric! Okay, we had a lot of 
tampon jokes over the weekend, but in all seriousness if you 
are one of those people who believe, like I do, that once we 
stop our monthly bleeding, we become more wise, insightful, 
and intuitive, you would see proof of this at Crones Counsel. It 
overflowed with wisdom stories, drumming, art work, and 
inspiration in all forms. I have already registered for next year 
and feel so glad to be a part of this community.  

@ @ @ 
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WHAT NURSING MEANS TO ME 
by Mary Andrew 

 
Nursing is love made visible 
No actions speak so loudly 
    or are heard so clearly 
As the gentle steps or the gentle 
    whisper of a caring nurse 
Love with kindness and compassion  
    are the sweetest expressions 
    of the human heart 
Nursing is the skillful art of caring 
Nothing is so strong as gentleness 
Nothing is gentler as strength 
    in courage 

Three Sisters Share Joys of 
Crones Counsel 

by Camille Chitolie with Mary Andrew 
and Cynthia Daniel Mason 

 

I (Camille) searched the Internet; I searched the diction-
ary, and Wikipedia too for the word “Sister.”  

“Having the same parents or one parent in common; the 
relationship between sisters; a community of women linked 
by a common interest.” 

Then, I searched my soul. I am the second of five girls. I 
have four beautiful, talented sisters. Our mother passed away 
in 1986, and I couldn’t have foreseen all the good fortune 
that has followed each of us since then.  

Crones Counsel 2015 provided a secure, loving environ-
ment where I could physically connect with a special sister I 
hadn’t seen in a number of years. There were moments of 
apprehension, but nothing that love and understanding 
couldn’t overcome. It was a window in time to look fondly 
back on my childhood and reflect.   

My sister Mary is a nurse. She once wrote a poem about 
her profession that also speaks to sisters and sisterhood and I 
want to share her poem with you:  

To demonstrate the art of caring 
Caring with a smile is beautiful 
You get nearer to God in 
    those compassionate moments 
And every act of kindness is God’s  
    love in action you see 
For those who so lovingly give of 
    themselves share with others  
    a taste of heaven on earth 
A nurse is God’s angel of mercy 
So nothing the heart gives is gone 
For it is kept in the hearts of others 
And is passed on throughout eternity 

 

My grandmother’s picture was on the podium Lani created 
at Mt. Shasta. With all the smiling faces pasted there, the 
positive energy of the live audience and the drumming, I was 
at all times surrounded with love. And, it felt good. 

I love sisters and embrace sisterhood. There is a sweetness 
and tenderness that exists between sisters and in sisterhood. 
Pressures surface at times, but do fizzle out like shooting stars 
whizzing by. 

I loved every aspect of Crones Counsel 2015. I especially 
had a wonderful time in Marsha’s workshop and hanging out 
on Mt. Shasta with Geri (Medicine Woman: my nickname for 
her), family, and friends. 

Blessings everyone 

CAMILLE CHITOLIE, Helen Kennedy, 
and Cynthia Daniel Mason 

MARY ANDREW and Camille Chitolie 

I very quietly confided to my best friend that I was 
having an affair. 
     She turned to me and asked, “Are you having it 
catered?” And that, my friend, is the sad defini-
tion of “OLD”! 

― From Definition of “OLD” 

Reporters interviewing a 104-year-old woman:  
“And what do you think is the best thing about    
being 104?” the reporter asked.  
     She simply replied, “No peer pressure.” 

―  From Definition of “OLD”  
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My Journey on the  
Camino de Santiago 

by Maggie Dickson 
 

“Buen Camino,” I say to a passing pilgrim (un 
peregrino). “Buen Camino,” he responds. This is the 
traditional, oft-repeated greeting used on the 
Camino de Santiago (the Way of St. James). In 
English it means, more or less, “Have a good 
journey,”  

The Camino de Santiago is one of the ancient 
routes for pilgrims. The Camino Francés is the most 

popular route today 
and the one I walked. 
It begins in France at 
Saint Jean Pied de 
Port, quickly crosses 
into Spain and ends 
in the holy city of 
Santiago de Compos-
tela after 490 miles. 
As Lao Tzu said, “A 
journey of a thou-
sand miles begins 
with a single step.” 
And, of course, that is 
how the 490-mile 
journey began for 
me. 
The autumn of 2014 
is when my Camino 
began. I was almost 

76, a Crone peregrina. I take the first step. And after five-and-a
-half weeks of daily walking (averaging 13 miles a day) I arrive 
in Santiago! “Buen Camino!” hundreds of us shout to each 
other as we converge on the Pilgrim Office there to be given 
our Compostela (certificate of completion). Then onto the 
Pilgrim Mass held daily at the cathedral. The joy, the exuber-
ance of pilgrims, tourists and locals is evident in this noble city.  

These days the Spirit of the Camino is alive and well. The 
spirits of the medieval pilgrims are also present everywhere. 
Occasionally ancient stones mark the way. Modern-day 
pilgrims follow the markers of yellow arrows placed on 
buildings, trees, a path or the street. The scallop shell is the old 
symbol identifying both The Way and the pilgrim. Most of us 
have a scallop shell attached to our packs.  

The medieval pilgrims had religious reasons for the 

journeys: to receive indulgences, to obtain forgiveness for sins, 
for penance or for cures. Today the motives are as varied as 
the nationalities of the pilgrims: spiritual benefits, physical and 
mental health, recovery from personal losses, time for reflec-
tion and clarity with transitions in life. I walked for all of these 
reasons and more. Many share their stories with each other, 
adding to the richness of the Camino. Laughter, tears, magic, 
blisters ... we had it all. So many stories. So much magic. 

The weather varies. A heat wave in September and a 
jacket needed in October. Very little rain. The terrain varies. 
Pyrenees Mountains at the start. The Meseta, which is the 
long, relatively flat, middle section. And finally the green hills 
of Galicia as we near Santiago. We pass through small 
historic villages as well as some large cities. The pilgrims also 
vary. Many languages. Many styles of travel. Many ages. Lots 
of sharing. “Buen Camino,” I say to a sister pilgrim. We walk 
together for a short time, sharing our stories, our magic, 

 Maggie on the Camino  

Entering a village on the Camino.  

ALBERGUE Exterior 
and Interior. 
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maybe a snack. “Buen Camino,” we say as we part.  
Many of us sleep in the pilgrim hostels (albergues or 

refugios). These accommodations occur regularly along the 
Camino and are available only to peregrinos. Our pilgrim 
passport (credencial) is stamped at each albergue, proof of 
walking the route. The albergues, which usually contain 
dozens of bunk beds and often very weird showers, vary in 
comfort and quality. But that is part of the Camino magic: 
never knowing what to expect. I find the surprises to be 
delightful. The albergues are affordable ($5 to $10 a night, or 
just a donation) and sometimes include a simple pilgrim meal. 
A kitchen may be available. My stays range from a classy 
adjunct to a first-rate hotel to a ruined monastery with no 
electricity or hot water but with many spirits of the Way.  

For me the routine is comforting, balancing the never-
knowing-what-to-expect part of Camino life. Wake up, pack my 
mochila (daypack), put on my boots, don’t forget the bastones 
(trekking poles). Begin to walk. Coffee stop after a while, in a 
coffee bar (café). Walk. Walk. Greet the spirits of the Camino, 
both visible and invisible. Celebrate my gratitude. Walk. Lunch 
on the trail. Or at the bar. Walk. Discover the albergue that will 
be my home for that night. Check in. Wash socks and under-
wear, always necessary since I only carry two extras. Shower. 
Explore the area. Journal. Simple supper somewhere. Sleep. 
Start again the next day. And the next ... 

I enjoy the simplicity. In my pack I carry a couple changes 
of clothes, minimal toiletries, small towel, guide book, journal, 
camera, flashlight, small sleeping bag, water and a bit of food, 
that’s all! Lovely! Jacket on or around my waist and a sun visor.  

I also enjoy the other pilgrims. Occasionally we walk 
together, sharing the stories and the magic. We might wind up 
at the same albergue later and continue the conversation.       
I find however, I usually choose solitude. The experience of 

Which way now? 

walking alone, day after day after day is a gift that I treasure. 
And really, I am not alone. The Camino Spirits abound.  

Now, more than a year has passed since I completed the 
walk. “Buen Camino, Maggie,” I greet myself each morning. 
“Have a good Journey today. Remember your Camino lesson. 
Experience each moment as it unfolds. Don’t forget to notice 
the magic. Always remain a pilgrim on this planet.”  

“Buen Camino,” to us all. 
I end with this quote from the Dalai Lama: 

“People take different roads seeking fulfillment 
and happiness. Just because they’re not on your 
road doesn’t mean they’ve gotten lost.” 

http://www.cronescounsel.org
mailto:sastauffer@bajabb.com
mailto:JM928@dc.rr.com
mailto:JM928@dc.rr.com
mailto:croneologycat@gmail.com
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mailto:cronecarol@earthlink.net
mailto:RRandArt12@gmail.com
mailto:suzgruba@gmail.com
mailto:Kianna4064@gmail.com
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My Epic Road Trip 
By Marsha Scarborough 

I began my epic road trip to Crones Counsel on Septem-
ber 30. First, I visited friends in Colorado. Then on to Jackson 
Hole, Wyoming, which became my base to see the Grand 
Tetons and Yellowstone, where I saw vast canyons and 
elegant waterfalls. I could have spent much more time there, 
there’s so much beauty and powerful Nature to been seen 
and felt. The next day, I drove through Idaho, first through thick 
Alpine forests and by pristine blue lakes, then into arid high 
desert and into Lakeview, Oregon. As I was approaching the 
town, I almost plowed into a family of Bighorn Sheep, maybe 
five of them, who jumped in front of my car.   

The next day I arrived in Mt. Shasta for Crones Counsel. 
All the wild wise women converged on the Mt. Shasta resort 
with our drums and crazy wardrobe. We stayed in chalets. I 
had four roommates … from Georgia, Oregon, and Colorado. 
The schedule was packed with events … storytelling, wisdom 
circles, workshops, poetry night, talent show, and the “claiming 
crone” ceremony outdoors with an inspiring view of the sacred 
mountain. It was exhausting fun. My workshop of the God-
desses of Africa was well-attended and well-received. Book 
sales were brisk. I organized the talent show and it was 
hilarious fun. A good time was had by all.   

I took an extra day to explore Mt. Shasta. I drove up the 
mountain, hiked in the forest, took in the view and walked a 
spiral labyrinth at the top (the theme of Crones Counsel was 
“The Eternal Spiral.”) As I was driving down, two young men 
were thumbing a ride. I could tell they were not Americans.      
I stopped for them: one was from Lima, Peru, the other from 
Mexico City. We had a good talk about our world travels as     
I gave them a ride down to town. 

MY NORTHWEST TRIP: 

Singing for the 
Environment 

By Laurie Dameron 

When asked to write this I wrote back and said, ”I had a great 
trip but if I were totally honest there would be some complaining 
from me regarding the environmental presentations.”  

Surprisingly Casper, Wyoming, was the best attended with 
25 people present. It’s crazy because Climate Change should 
be TOP priority! I don’t think anyone realizes just how much 
trouble we are in! It is a health issue, national security issue, 
the very survival of our species, and life on Earth is in 
jeopardy. The Pope has declared it is our “moral obligation” to 
fight climate change.  

I saw the movie Joy today. It was inspiring! I can’t believe 
that woman had such a hard time selling a mop that you don’t 
have to ring out with your hands ... and you could remove the 
mop head, wash and reuse it. Of course being an environmen-
talist, the reuse part excited me. But she had a dream and she 
wouldn’t give up! I thought: that’s the kind of courage I need.  

So instead of going on about that, please visit (and LIKE) 
FB page: www.facebook.com/WhatCanIDoSpaceshipEarth 

One of the early highlights of my trip was entertaining in 
Bozeman, Montana, at High Gate Assisted Living. An old class-
mate of Kianna’s husband, John, lives there. He and Donna 
Mae have been friends since 1945. She was so pleasantly 
surprised.  

I had some tough days but the beauty of nature saved the 
day. Nearing Glacier National Park the colors began to ap-
pear. It was a stormy day and it made for even more spectacu-
lar scenery with the light and shadows playing all about. I feel 
SO fortunate to have seen the park with the Aspens at their 
peak. It was GLORIOUS! 

I did a hike led by a ranger and learned that there were 
around 150 glaciers and today there are only 25. I watched 
the Super Moon Lunar Eclipse. I got up at 6 am to drive up 
Logan Pass Road, which was above the tree line so I felt safe 
from bears. Actually I am bummed I didn’t see any bears!  

The drive south wound along Flathead Lake (the largest 
fresh-water lake west of the Mississippi) and it was so lovely it 
reminded me of quaint little towns along the shores of New 
England. The Northwest has a mix of trees with many colors 
mixed in with the Evergreens.  

 The scenery was breathtaking from Missoula to Spokane 
and Spokane to Seattle. I did not realize that the mountains 

SINGING FOR ENVIRONMENT, con’t. on Page 8 
Marsha at lunch in Palm Springs. 

https://www.facebook.com/WhatCanIDoSpaceshipEarth
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 CRONES COUNSEL XXIV  
DENVER,  COLORADO 

September  21–25,  2016 

 “Seasons 
of Our Lives” 

 
In the sacred space of Mt Shasta, CA, we    
experienced “the Eternal Spiral”. Let us take 
that experience and look forward to this next 
time when we will gather for another shared 
“mountaintop” experience. 
 
Crones Counsel XXIV is planned for Septem-
ber 21-25, 2016, in Denver, Colorado to coin-
cide with the Fall Equinox on September 22.   
 
The theme is Seasons of our Lives, reflecting on 
those seasons we as women experience―Maiden, 
Mother, Matriarch, Crone. And so our lives evolve.  

 

 

 

  

 
  

RENAISSANCE DENVER STAPLETON HOTEL 
3801 Quebec Street 

Denver, Colorado 

 
 

Make your Hotel reservation by using  
the link on our website to the  

Renaissance Denver Stapleton Hotel or  
by calling them at 1-888-228-9290.   

Note:  the conference rate is 
only in effect to Aug. 28 but does 

include three days before and after. 
If you register with the Hotel prior 

to June 21, you will receive 
complimentary parking.  

For more info and to register for the Gathering,  
go to www.cronescounsel.org 

 
To consider doing a Workshop: Contact Carol Friedrich  

cronecarol@earthlink.net, 303-373-5135. 
 

To reserve an Artisan Space: Contact mARTa Quest at  
RRandArt12@gmail.com, 541-816-1158. 

We look forward to seeing you in Denver this fall. 
 

mailto:cronecarol@earthlink.net
mailto:rrandart12@gmail.com
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are at the eastern sde of Seattle. I stayed with a wonderful 
family on the edge of downtown, so I could ride my mountain 
bike to explore. I was going to the space needle but changed 
my mind and went to the Columbia Building instead. It’s the 
highest public viewing in the west but on arrival I found it cost 
too! I took someone’s advice and went to the 40th floor to 
Starbucks. I met a woman and she said, “Oh, I work here. I’ll 
take you up to the top.” (I seem to have luck with such things) 
She did and it was an incredible view, including majestic Mt. 
Rainier and fun trivial info. I got up at 6 am to drive two hours 
north to Anacortes for a ferry ride in the San Juan Islands.  

My stay in Portland was very spiritual as my host is into 
many spiritual types of things. I met an incredible woman 
who blogs about her bi-polar on her Facebook page. Look 
her up at Julie A. Fast. She gave me four of her books! 

There were so many other things I wish I could share 
about my Portland stay but a highlight was riding my bike 
from my friend’s house to Mt. Tabor City Park where the steep 
path winds around the volcanic cinder cone. Near the top I 
thought, “I should be able to see Mt Hood,” and in a split sec-
ond there it was through the pines!  

The drive south of Portland was lush and green and then 
suddenly south of Ashland it was dead and brown with the 
drought of northern California. I could see smoke in three 
different directions from wildfires. I thought: I’ll have a huge 
audience for the presentation at the Mt. Shasta Library! Not 
only because of fires but the fact that a plastic bottled water 

company is taking water from their town to bottle up and sell 
elsewhere in the middle of a drought! But I was wrong. The 
attendance was very poor. 

So my trip had lots of beauty and highlights but as al-
ways the Crone gathering was the peak. The energy is always 
high and great and it never fails to amaze me that I get at-
tracted to certain women’s energy that turns out to be just 
what I need or learn from. Most incredible was hearing a 
story from a woman that sang to her mother when her 
mother was in a coma and her mother sang with her for a 
half-hour and then went back into the coma and passed.  

I will see all of you wonderful Crones next year and I won’t 
have to travel far, as I am in Boulder, just 35 miles from Denver.  

View from the ferry ride north of Seattle ― San Juan Islands. 

On Crones 
 by Kaya Kotzen 

Written at Crones Counsel … Inspired by 
Elder Enid (Tiger) Williams, 2005 

 
You give me strength 
You give me hope 
You honor my dreams 
and help plan the dormant seeds of my 
inner wisdom to flower. 
 
Without your smile and encouragement, 
I never would have bloomed, 
never would have dared to take the risks. 
I would never have opened the closed doors, 
that only I have kept myself from walking through. 

You have blessed me with your stories, 
shared your joys, honored all our living from day to day,  
shared your pain, wiped all your tears, 
and laughed at your awkwardness. 
You have lifted one another up 
and held each other in your loving arms, giving comfort  
      and strength. 
 
I am between the stages now, 
of mother and crone, 
and I wonder how far away my  
      grandmother years will be? 
For now, I listen to your stories of how 
becoming a grandmother and an 
elder has changed your lives 
 
and I am in awe. 
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     She applied her keen 
intelligence and curiosity to the 
world around her. In her later 
years Christina spent time with 
dogs as a sitter, accompanied 
by her beloved white poodle, 
Sophie. She challenged herself 
with a Master Gardener course 
and gave 25 years of volunteer 
service to the Zoo as a docent.  

She and her husband, Glen, were big supporters and fans 
of public television (KCTS). Christina was an active member of 
the Puget Sound chapter of Crones Counsel and sang alto 
parts with the choir: the Rolling Crones. She was also a 
volunteer subject of nursing and medical research on aging.  

In recent years Christina attended the Shoreline Unitarian 
Univeralist Church and served as an usher.  

Words are inadequate to express what a wise and 
wonderful person Christina was and what she meant to those 
who knew her. She was unique and unforgettable. She made 
an impression on everyone she met. Christina will be deeply 
missed and fondly remembered by all.  

A celebration of her life took place on Saturday, Septem-
ber 12, at the Shoreline Unitarian Universalist Church, 
Shoreline, Washington.  

A Tribute to Christina Horst 
by Christina Caie Guthrie Horst 

Christina celebrated her ninetieth birthday on June 19, 
2015, and passed away on August 17.  

For ninety years, Christina Caie lived boldly, loved fiercely, 
worked steadily, cared greatly, and gave freely ― of her time, 
energy, counsel, and even her limited means. Christina’s long 
history included attending high school in a castle in Scotland 
and joining the British Navy just after she graduated in 1943. 
She is a World War II Veteran: she repaired torpedoes, 
achieved the rank of Leading Wren and completed her 
service time as a bomb-range marker.   

She eventually made her way to Canada where she did 
odd jobs such as childcare and selling encyclopedias door to 
door. A job at Boeing brought her to Washington and it was 
there Christina met her husband Glen. They married in 1958 
and had five children in seven years! 

What she loved: her family ― five children, four grand-
children, two half-brothers, many special nieces, nephews, 
and cousins.  

Some other loves were: animals, especially dogs, tea and 
scones, the beauty of nature, plants and gardens, travel, 
learning about world cultures and her Scottish heritage.  

OUR BELOVED CRONES WHO HAVE PASSED  

My Connection to  
Christina Horst 

by Marjorie Hampton 

Adventuresome, funny, straight 
shooter, big-hearted ― how can I even 
begin to capture the true essence of my  
beloved friend Christina Horst. We lost 
Christina last August, as the result of a fall 
and subsequent head injury. She lived, 
larger than life, right up to that fall.  

My own connection to Christina began with Crone com-
mittees and Board membership in Seattle. We worked together 
over a twenty-year period. Our real relationship happened 
around our dogs. When I discovered that Christina boarded 
dogs in her home near Greenlake, I availed myself of her serv-
ice the next time my husband and I took a trip out of state. My 
dog loved going to Christina’s and also loved Christina’s white 
poodle, Sophie. In turn, Sophie came to love coming to our 
house when Christina and I began a dog-care barter system.  

When Christina sold her house and moved to Four Free-

doms, Sophie went with her. Christina 
“rebranded” her dog-boarding business into 
dog/house-sitting for special clients. Fortu-
nately I was one of those, and she had a per-
manent reservation in our guest room. 
Christina’s involvement with Seattle Crones 
began in the early days of the organization. 
She served continuously on various Crone 
committees and was responsible for connect-
ing Crone to the Shoreline Community College 
nursing program. This program still recruits 
Crone members to partner for five sessions 

with first-quarter nursing students. Christina was one of the 
five “Great Dames” featured in the documentary about ordi-
nary but unusual Crones.  

Christina knew what it really meant to be a friend and 
many of us knew her as friend. She lived life to the fullest 
right to the end (a cruise to Alaska this past May). She went 
out the way she wanted to ― no lingering. Even though she 
had recently turned ninety, her passing was too soon for me. 
I have a huge hole in my heart. I also feel so very lucky to 
have had Christina in my life.  
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Marjorie Speece 
by Walta Ruff and Marji Nash 

On April 14, 1912, the Titanic struck an iceberg. Earlier 
that day Marjorie Estella Arn Speece was born. The Titanic 
would sink on April 15, 1912. Marjorie would live for nearly 
103 years. Famous events of those years have been docu-
mented by historians. Marjorie wrote her own personalized 
storyline, and the following 
quotations are in Marjorie’s 
own words. They are excerpts 
from her memory books, letters, 
and dictated manuscripts:  

 
“I would like to have 

people remember me as a 
native Nebraskan, born early in 
the twentieth century, delivered 
by a maternal grandmother 
because the doctor couldn’t 
catch a train to our little village 
in time to deliver me. 

“Our second house had 
indoor plumbing. I was scared 
to sit on the stool and was off 
before it flushed. 

“As a child I got a lot of 
tender loving care, and all of my life I have felt a part of the 
communities I lived in because my family was so closely tied 
to the community. My experiences tended to make me a 
trusting person, willing to take people at face value, but 
watchful and careful to protect myself. 

“Mother baked pies to pay for my piano lessons from 
Miss Gass. I felt big moving to third grade and played for 
students to march down for dismissal. Miss Gass saw to it that 
I had some marches prepared. 

“To tell how conscientious a person I was, I remember the 
one and only time I was tardy to school. I was a sophomore 
in high school, and I was too engrossed in studying test notes 
at home to pay close attention to time and was late following 
the noon hour. I was in tears, but a sympathetic principal 
smoothed my way back to class. 

“I had a job playing the piano in the town theater to 
accompany silent films. 

“I attended Peru State Teachers College on a scholarship. 
The older boys teased me and yelled, ‘Hey, Platts-
mouth’ [Marjorie’s hometown] when I walked by.  

“In the school year 193233, I taught at my first school, 
Cottonwood Rural School, a time that certainly furthered MY 
education. I think there were six girls in school and two boys. 

Now that’s not counting two little preschoolers who just came 
for preparation. I had two eighth-grade girls, preparing them 
to take the county exams at the county seat. No indoor 
plumbing, and though I don’t remember who tended to the 
privy, I kept an eye open to make sure it was clean. One 
memorable day was when one of the little boys came in to 
tell me that another student was in the outhouse with his 
head down the privy hole. As an inexperienced 20-year-old, I 
had no choice but to go to the rescue and calmly remove the 
youngster from his precarious position.  

“[By 1936] I was teaching in a standard school. Since 
‘standard school’ meant it had a support staff, including 
custodian, I believed that to be an improvement.  

“One day I walked by the superintendent’s office and saw 
a young man being interviewed. I said to myself, ‘He looks 
very intelligent.’ Walter and I were married July 4, 1937. 

“With a two-month baby [Walta] we moved in December 
1938 and moved again in ’43 and ’45. Marjorie Joan was 
born in 1946. Those years I did some substitute teaching, did 
some piano accompanying for the school music groups, 
solos. One summer I took the 4-H mixed group to the State 
Fair competition. ...  

“Walt wasn’t called by Uncle Sam (because of) bone 
calcification, sports’ results. We had huge Victory gardens.  

“Summer of 1951 we joined the tourism industry in 
Colorado ― purchased a trailer court and in several years 
were willing to try the motel business. All an education in 
itself! Meeting and serving people can be great. I also spent 
those years teaching Junior High music. 

“In 1958 I earned an AB from Colorado State College. 
Years ago, 1932, I had received a Normal School Diploma. 
So after 23 years I got that AB. (N.B.: Marjorie was determined 
to graduate with a college 
degree before her older 
daughter, and she did so!)” 

Permanently settled in 
Loveland, Colorado, 
Marjorie taught in the 
public schools there until 
her retirement in 1976. 
Following retirement, she 
was a tireless volunteer in 
the music community and 
in the Methodist Church 
community of Loveland. 
Marjorie and Walt traveled 
extensively, visiting the Far 
East, the Holy Land, 
Western Europe, and all 
fifty states. 

OUR BELOVED CRONES WHO HAVE PASSED  

HONORED ELDER 
Marjorie Speece at Crones 
Counsel 2006. 

MARJORIE SPEECE entertaining 
the residents of her retirement     
community 



Volume 15, Number 1, CRONETIMES   Page 11 

In 1956, Walt had built their family home, and they lived 
there independently until 2001, when his health required that 
he move to a supported location. Marjorie chose to accom-
pany him to the retirement community rather than to remain 
in the family house. He died in 2002. She stayed in the 
retirement community, becoming (need it be said?) a stalwart 

of the music program. Her beloved piano was with her in her 
apartment until her final few months. 

In 1994 Marjorie joined a local Crone group and in the 
same year attended Crones Counsel for the first time. “I’ve 
tried to count the number of Crones Counsels I attended. 
Eleven, I think. Boise twice; San Diego twice; Salt Lake City; 
Estes Park; Pacific Grove [Asilomar] three times; Las Vegas; 
Boulder. That may not be exactly right. What I know is they all 
were wonderful, and I love my Crone friends.” That love was 
returned at the time of Marjorie’s 100th birthday when 
dozens of Crones delighted Marjorie by sending greetings to 
her. Could she now send blessings to each of you, she might 
choose the following adaptation of one by Abby Willowroot:   

Bless us as we move forward through time, 
Accepting our minds, when they move at a waltz, 
Seeing our beauty is no longer that of youth, 
Aware of our bodies, which are changing, 
Grateful for the wisdom gained. 

Telia Nunn 
Published in The Oregonian 
from December 18-20, 2015 

Telia Sharon Nunn, 71, 
born October 24, 1944.  
Died November 30, 2015. 

Dearest Telia passed away 
surrounded by her daughters November 30, 2015, at the age 
of 71. Raised in Costa Mesa, California, she was an educator 
and lover of the arts. Telia was a dedicated wife and mother 
who raised three daughters of whom she was very proud in 
Escondido, California, with her husband Charles.  

After the loss of her husband, she moved to Portland, 
Oregon, a place she truly adored. She was passionate about 
her spirituality and had a true gift with people. Her vivacity, 
light, and sense of humor brought warmth and laughter to 
both strangers and those closest to her. Her presence will be 
missed in the great many lives she touched, and yet each of 
those lives is more fulfilled by having had her light shine 
within it. This is especially true for her surviving family: daugh-
ters, Zalane Petersen, Chu’an Menefee and Promise Nunn; 
five grandchildren; and brother, William Selby.  

A celebration of life was held Sunday, January 17, 2016, 
at the Portland Eckankar Center,  Portland, Oregon.  

In lieu of flowers, memorial contributions may be made 
in Telia’s name to the Eckankar Oregon Satsang Society.  
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HONORED ELDERS Ann Emerson and Marjorie Speece   
drumming at Crones Counsel in 2004. 

Death Cafés 
By Kianna Bader 

Have you ever heard of a Death Café? I hadn’t until 
Simone threw out the words at Mt. Shasta. My grand-
daughters in Japan have been to Cat Cafes and Owl Ca-
fes but not to a Death Café. I determined to Google it 
when I got home and find out more about it.  

I discovered there was one near me in Grass Valley, 
California, and there is one in Denver (The Strange Grounds 
Café Bar) if you want to check it out in September. 

Death Cafés are places where people, often strang-
ers, gather to eat cake, drink tea, and discuss death. It is a 
group-directed discussion of death with no agenda, ob-
jectives or themes. It is simply a discussion group. 

Started in 2010, Death Cafés have spread quickly 
across Europe, North America, Australia and Asia. Google 
Death Cafés to find out more. I’m planning to attend one 
here in Sacramento later this month. I’ll tell you more in 
the next issue. 
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The Essence of Crone 
 by Lynn Emerson 

Crones Face Their Shadow 
As we fully embrace our Crone-hood, 
courage is needed to look at old 
wounds that have caused hurt, anger, 

rage, guilt and destructive behavior patterns.  All humans 
have a shadow side, a side we’d prefer to ignore, deny, or 
pretend that it doesn’t exist. As Crones are acquainted with 
their shadow, they are compelled toward self-examination.  
By acknowledging, accepting and feeling our feelings as part 
of who we are, we come to terms with our shadow self, 
accept our humanness, forgive ourselves and thers, grow 
from our mistakes and leave behind the ‘false’ self of our 
early conditioning and embrace our ‘real’ or ‘authentic’ self.  

By embracing our shadow, we unleash the power and 
freedom of all potentialities. The wisdom distilled from our 
journey becomes fertile ground, a harvest of our insights, 
songs, stories, dances, poems, writings and a vast reservoir for 
creative expression. 
Crones Are Harbingers Of A Regenerative Force 

Susan Ann Stauffer writes, “Crone is a powerful mytho-
logical image in our collective unconscious…and we may very 
well be harbingers of a powerful generative force:  old 
women who guide and protect, tell the stories, bear the 
traditions, midwife communities of women, perform the 
function of moral and historical guardianship, sing praises 
and howl our pain.” 

By living fully and powerfully, Crones embrace the roles 
they play as partners in the creation of a greater whole. In the 
circle of change, Crones shed stereotypes and ego desires.  
As she uses her power of intuition to guide her, she teaches 
there are unlimited treasures within treasures.   

As she comes to the end of her caretaker stage, she re-
directs her attention to those things that have meaning, value 
and importance. She holds the keys to life, the light within 
darkness, her power behind life’s illusions.  With her aid, our 
eyes are opened to the deepest of spiritual mysteries and we 
gain the knowledge to co-create a plan for new life. 
Honoring Our Elders 

Elder Crones are recognized as tradition-bearers, wisdom
-keepers, seers, mobilizers and mentors.  As elders are 
honored in ceremony, they grace the gathering with their 
words, truth and very often their humor and wit.  

Legend tells us, when the grandmothers speak, the earth 
will be healed.  When the grandmothers pray, wisdom will be 
revealed.  When the grandmothers sing, the earth will be 
made whole. 
Crones Remember the Holy Well 

When older women meet together in a wise women 
circle, they are enacting what was lost when indigenous and 
goddess-worshipping cultures were conquered, and yet each 
circle is a new creation with unique possibilities.  Each circle 
helps us remember a time when women elders were looked 
to for wisdom and authority.  

Circles of women help us remember a time when women 
elders were looked to for wisdom and authority.  The elder 
Crones are the ‘oracles’ and ‘speakers of cultural truths’ and 
revered for their sagacity, years of survivorship, insight, 
heightened perception, clarity of vision and their sharper 
sense of the ridiculous.  

Whatever once existed, and then was not allowed, still 
exists in the collective unconscious waiting to be brought 
back into consciousness.  We are not about needing to 
reinvent the wheel but about remembering.   

The respect for the sacred feminine and its expression 
through women elders, priestesses, or oracles may be excised 
from patriarchal history, forbidden, and then forgotten, but 
once the process of remembering begins, it is like uncovering 
a blocked spring that once was a holy well.  


