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By Carole Wikel Johnson, Class of 1967 

 

It has been over eight months since I woke up on September 11, 2001 to 

the harrowing news coverage of terrorist attacks at the World Trade 

Center in New York.  Watching the footage of those planes bombarding 

the Twin Towers was a traumatic experience; surreal—more like a 

movie than the reality it was.  Assuredly, I will replay parts of it in my 

mind forever.  Can you imagine what it must have been like to actually 

witness those events first hand? 
 

Three months later, at Christmas, I got a holiday card from Leslie 

(Brown) Sayers, class of 1967, a high school friend and neighbor I’ve 

kept in touch with.  She lives on Long Island in New York.  Her short 

note said that her husband, Ron, had gone to work in the city on 

September 11th and witnessed the attack.  Just reading the words gave 

me a chill. It occurred to me that there may be other alumni living in 

New York who may want to share their stories.  The following  

graduates have graciously offered to tell us what we can’t imagine—

how it felt to witness the devastation of September 11th first-hand.    
 

Lance Warrick, pictured at left, is currently 

an attorney practicing general business law in 

Manhattan.  He traveled to New York after 

graduation from Bothell in 1975 to attend 

Columbia College.  He went on to attend 

Columbia Law School, graduated in 1982, 

and has worked in Manhattan ever since.  His 

wife, Helene, a principal dancer with the 

New York City Ballet plans to retire this year 

and Lance is considering coming “home.”  

The following is his story: 
 

By Lance Warrick, Class of 1975 

 

I work at Peterson & Ross, a law firm whose offices are on the 22nd 

Floor of One Battery Park Plaza, a building that is near the southern tip 

of Manhattan and just a few blocks south of the Trade Towers.  That 

morning, as usual, I came in on the subway, riding the #1 Train (which 

goes directly under the Trade Towers) to the South Ferry Station and 

walked two blocks to my office.  Everything seemed normal.  I got to 

my building about 8:45 a.m. and went up the elevator. 
  

Very few people are in the office at that hour, so when I walked from 

the elevator to my office I didn't see anyone.  As I hung up my jacket, 

one of the secretaries ran by, saying she thought that there had been 
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some kind of explosion in the Trade 

Towers.  We both went to the office at the end 

of the hall, which has an unobstructed view of 

the towers.  From that window, about three-

quarters of the north tower is hidden behind the 

south tower, but we could easily see there was 

a raging fire in the north tower involving at 

least a half-dozen floors.  We also heard sirens 

and saw flashing lights down on the street as 

aid personnel raced to the scene. 

  

As we watched the fire and wondered what had 

happened, a colleague came in from the street 

and said that a policeman had told her that a 

small private plane had crashed into the north 

tower.  That made sense to me because from 

my office I often see small planes filled with 

sightseers circling the Statue of Liberty, which 

is also just south of the towers.  I don't think 

that they are supposed to do that, but they do.  I 

thought that maybe a plane had done the same 

thing with the Trade Towers and had just 

gotten a little too close. 

  

Then a second colleague came in from the 

street and said that a different policeman had 

told her that it wasn't a small plane but a large 

passenger jet flying south.  As soon as she said 

that, I knew in my gut that it had to be 

terrorism.  All of the jet traffic flies north up 

the Hudson River (which borders the west side 

of Manhattan), not south.  Also, it was a 

beautiful, clear morning, so it was unlikely that 

it was an accident. 

  

As we were discussing this, out of the corner of 

my eye I could see a jet looping in from over 

New Jersey, to our left.  I said "Look at that!" 

to my colleagues.  We could hear the whine of 

the jet engines increase in pitch as it 

accelerated, flying by our window and into the 

south face of the south tower. 

  

(Continued on page 3) 
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As the jet hit the south tower, we heard a tremendous 

cracking noise and the jet just seemed to vanish.  In its place, 

on the south face of the south tower, there was a huge 

impression the size and shape of the plane and a huge cloud 

of what looked like silver confetti fluttering to the 

ground.  We saw a huge fireball on the east side of the 

building, and desks, chairs, computers, etc., that were blown 

out of the building by the explosion, rained to the ground. 

  

Needless to say, we were all in shock.  We just froze, 

watching what was happening.  Before long, we saw people 

clinging to open windows on the upper floors and jumping, 

one by one.  As more of our colleagues came into the office, 

there were more and more tears, because many had family 

and friends that worked in the building.  Everyone was 

trying to call someone to make sure that they were all right. 

  

None of us knew what to do.  While we debated whether it 

was safer to stay in our offices or try to leave the building, 

we saw the south tower crumble and fall.  We heard a huge 

roaring sound and felt our building shake.  Many of the 

sirens were suddenly silent, undoubtedly because they had 

been crushed by the falling building. 

  

Immediately after that, we were informed through the 

building's intercom that we had to evacuate our 

building.  Later, we learned that the building management 

was afraid that our building might suffer damage as a result 

of being shook by the south tower falling. 
 

We went to the lobby, which was jammed solid with 

people.  By then, our building was engulfed by the dust 

cloud, so it was impossible to leave.  Those that tried only 

got  a few steps before they had to return, coughing and 

covered with dust.  There was nothing to do but 

wait.  Finally, the wind shifted enough so that there was less 

dust in the air and two of my colleagues and I made a run for 

it.  We took big gulps of air and went out the revolving 

doors. 

  

Holding our breath, we ran east on Whitehall Street, then 

north on Pearl Street.  Lower Manhattan is very narrow so 

no matter which way you go you have to get closer to the 

Trade Towers in order to get past it.  We ducked in and out 

of building lobbies along the way as we needed to take 

breaths.  When we got to Fulton Street, which lines up 

perfectly with the north tower, the second tower fell with a 

large roaring sound, sending a cloud of dust down Fulton 

Street like a freight train.  We froze for a second, then started 

running again, until we noticed some people a few steps 

behind us got caught in the cloud and  were knocked off  

their feet.  We went back, helped them up, then started 

running again. Lower Manhattan has many tall buildings on 

narrow streets, creating a sort of canyon effect.  All we had 

to do was run a few steps to be into the next canyon, where 

we would be safe and the air would be cleaner.   

 

 I should mention that as fast as we were running away, there 

were people in uniform -- policemen, firemen, etc. -- running 

the other direction, toward the pile of rubble that used to be 

the towers. 

  

Everybody else was heading home.  It was a mass of people 

walking, jogging, running, and in some cases, 

limping uptown.  No trains or busses were running and every 

cab was full, so the only way to get home was on foot. 

  

It was on the way home that we first heard that other planes 

had been hijacked.  That news swept through the crowd in a 

flash.  Many people hesitated then, I think because they 

thought that the area that they were heading towards -- 

midtown -- would certainly be on any terrorist's list.  In 

retrospect, I think they probably had a good point.  On the 

whole, though, everybody just starting moving faster. 

  

I live on West 70th Street -- about a five mile walk from 

work.  All of the way home I saw people covered in dust,  

crying.  Many of them stood in long lines at the public 

telephones (cell phones weren’t working), obviously trying 

to contact their loved ones to tell them that they had 

survived. 

  

My eight-year-old twins are in private schools here in 

Manhattan.  My wife was traveling in Italy on business at the 

time, so I stopped at my children's schools on the way home  

to pick them up.   Their teachers purposefully did not tell the 

children anything about the attacks, as nobody really knew 

which parents were safe.  You could see the teachers' relief 

as parent after parent showed up.  No parents were lost at my 

children's school, but I guess the scene was heartbreaking at 

other schools where, as it got later and later, it became clear 

that some children's parents were probably dead.  I don't 

know how they handled that.  I also don't know how the 

public schools handled the situation. 

 

I took the children home through Central Park just in case 

one of the missing planes was indeed heading toward 

midtown.  When we were in the park we heard the roar of an 

airplane coming in low over the city that was so loud that 

many people in the park were unnerved and hid under trees 

and bushes.  It turned out that it was a U.S. fighter plane on 

patrol.  I imagine that somebody somewhere thought that it 

would make people more comfortable if they knew that the 

plane was up there protecting us.  Unfortunately, it had the 

opposite effect as the noise that it made actually frightened 

many people.  It took a couple of days before somebody 

figured out that it was a bad idea to let fighter planes fly so 

low over the city. 

  

I took the children home, explained what happened and let 

them watch a little of the news.  We tried to get my wife on 

the telephone but it was impossible because all of the circuits 

were jammed.  The children took it well, but they both 

wanted to sleep in my bed the next few evenings.  It took my 

wife a solid week to get back to New York.   

 

(Continued from page 1) 
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School was closed the next day but open the second day 

after.  Lower Manhattan was shut down for a solid week so I 

spent a lot of time on the telephone finding out if people I 

knew who worked in or near the Trade Towers were okay.  It 

turned out that we lost three friends, one a very good friend 

who was the father of twins the same age as my 

children.  That, more than anything else, upset my children.  I 

also got many calls from friends, including Bothell High 

School grads, who were worried.  Those calls were greatly 

appreciated. 

  

A few days later, we went to our local firehouse, which is 

three blocks from home, as we heard they had lost some 

people.  The firemen have always been nice to our children, 

letting them play with their dog, explore the firehouse and 

clamber over the fire trucks.  It turned out that they lost all 

except one firemen.  That was very upsetting to our whole 

neighborhood.  There was an excellent article a few months 

ago in Vanity Fair on what happened to that particular 

firehouse. 

   

I would like to believe that life is back to normal, but it isn't 

quite there yet.  The fact that many people have to take a 

different route to work, constantly show identification, and 

have every fact of the disaster hashed and rehashed in the 

press again and again is a constant reminder of what 

happened.  Maybe that is why all of the bars in Manhattan are 

more crowded than they used to be -- everyone is trying to 

anesthetize themselves, I suppose. 

  

Another thing -- New York is always full of tourists, lower 

Manhattan being no exception.  However, I have never seen it 

as crowded as it has been the past few months.  Lower 

Broadway, which used to be semi-deserted, is now like Times 

Square, jammed with "atrocity tourists."  Human nature, I 

suppose.  Don't we all slow down on the road when passing a 

car crash to take a peek?  I guess it is a chance to feel alive and 

lucky. (i.e. Thank God that didn't happen to me.) 
 

Well, that is my story.  I know many people who tell a more 

exciting story, such as my wife's cousin who worked on the 

58th Floor of the north tower and who got out by the skin of 

her teeth.  It is odd, but she and other people who had a very 

close call with death don't really like to talk about it any 

more.  I guess that they just want life to get back to normal. 

 

 

 

Taryn Stowe, pictured at left, has 

another story to tell.  She is a 1983 

BHS graduate.  Taryn attended the 

Art Institute of Seattle and worked 

as a freelance graphic designer 

before she returned to her original 

hometown, Manhattan.  There, she 

spent a decade as a marketing and 

public relations specialist, working 

for such firms as Glamour 

Magazine, Tommy Hilfiger, and 

Georgio Armani.  Now, Taryn is a broker for real estate 

transactions, as a member of the Corcoran Group of Real 

Estate in New York. 
 

By Taryn Stowe, Class of 1983 

 

As I sat in the back of the car, being driven to work, I clearly 

remember rolling down the window and saying to myself, “an 

absolute perfect fall New York day; pure blue sky, perfect 

breeze…”  It was about 8:30 am on September 11, 2001.   
 

Fifteen minutes later, I was at the corner of 14th and 

University Street, heading south on foot when a girl came 

around the corner crying hysterically.  I remember saying to 

myself, “That girl seems so troubled.”  As I continued around 

the corner, I saw hundreds of  New Yorkers standing in the 

street, looking up.  I couldn’t believe my eyes as I joined them.   
 

The first tower was burning.  I felt like I was on the set of a 

movie.  I stood there with my mouth wide open and fumbled 

to call my parents and boyfriend with the cell phone.  I 

couldn’t reach my boyfriend in the city—the lines were 

down—but was able to call my parents in their West Palm 

Beach home.  My Mother answered and asked if I was okay.  I 

told her I was fine and asked what the hell was going on.  She 

replied, “They think it’s a terrorist attack.”   
 

Within minutes after I hung up the phone, I turned and faced 

the other direction, just as the second plane hit.  I thanked God 

that I wasn’t facing the towers at that moment.  The view of 

the aftermath was about all I could handle.  There were police, 

fire trucks, and emergency workers, and the sirens became 

louder and louder.  I wanted to get to my office where I could 

be with colleagues and use the phones.   
 

At the time, I worked at the Corporate Office of Giorgio 

Armani.  Mr. Armani was in town from Milan and  my three 

biggest events of the year were scheduled for that week. Of 

course, everything was ultimately cancelled, though. On my 

way to the office, the streets were filled with people, standing, 

watching, crying, and in shock.  I arrived at about 9:45 am and 

went up to the show room, a large loft area with floor to 

ceiling windows.  I didn’t look out the windows, afraid of 

what I might see.  Instead, I joined employees sitting on  the 

couches, watching news on the one TV channel that came in.  

It was one thing after another; the Pentagon was hit, the next 

plane crash, etc.  Then, Mayor Giuliani appeared and said no 

one was allowed to leave the city.  The bridges and tunnels 

were closed and all transportation was shut down.    I sat there 

wondering what would happen next, continuing to watch like 

everyone else in the country, and world. 

 

By 3 pm, I was ready to head home.  As I stepped onto the 

street, at Fifth Avenue and 16th Street, the city was deserted.  

There was barely a soul around. Paper blew in the streets.  The 

smell was awful.  I have never felt so empty.  Obviously, a day 

in history not to be forgotten.   Since that day, I thank God for 

my friends, family, and loved ones, and for my health.  One 

rewarding moral to the story, though, is how all New Yorkers, 

and Americans alike came together and united as  one. 
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By Carole Wikel Johnson, Class of 1967 

 

In commemoration of the September 11th tragedy, 

communities everywhere are honoring their local firefighters 

for the everyday contributions they make to our safety and 

welfare.  The selfless, brave actions of these public servants 

are  an  inspiration  to  us  all. The Bothell High School Alumni  

Association  wants to especially honor alumni firefighters.   

“As with most children, I too 

was impressed with the fire 

depar tment ,”  says  Al lan 

Anderson, a 30-year veteran with 

the Bothell Fire Department.  

“It’s rewarding, exciting, and 

stable,” he says of his career.   
 

Allan is a 1963 graduate of 

Bothell High.  In school, he 

played golf and basketball, and enjoyed Spanish and being a 

physical education assistant.  His weekends were spent 

working for the family business, a marina on the Sammamish 

River, near Wayne Golf Course.  His brother, Dave, graduated 

from BHS in 1961 and sister, Janine, in 1967.   
 

After graduation, Allan attended Everett Community College 

and worked for a while in sales for a food brokerage company.  

It was 1971 when he saw an ad in the paper for the job that 

would become his life’s career.  He took written and physical 

agility tests and had an oral interview to qualify.  In retrospect, 

becoming a firefighter may not be as easy as it once was, 

though, Allan explained.  Back in 1971, there may have been 

30 to 40 applicants for an opening, while today, by 

comparison, 300 to 400 hopefuls may compete for position(s). 
 

Allan describes a typical day as including practice drills, 

medical training, studying, fire inspections, elementary school 

visits and cleaning the station and equipment.  One of his most 

exciting experiences was aiding in the birth of a baby on an 

aid call.  Another was diving into the Sammamish River  for a 

drowning victim.   
 

“As I look back on my career, says Allan, “I am so thankful 

for the opportunity to serve my community in this way.  My 

time is about over and I know I will miss my job, but I won’t 

miss getting up in the middle of the night!—or some of the 

bad calls.” 
 

 

 

 

 

 

Amy Bannister is a Lieutenant 

with the Seatt le  Fire 

Department.  She would 

recommend her career to 

current Bothell High students because “helping people is very 

fulfilling,” she says.  “For me, it is the little things you get to 

do to help people preserve dignity and be a calming and caring 

influence,” says Amy.   
 

She knew she wanted to be a firefighter after she attended an 

“Expanding Your Horizons” conference at Shoreline 

Community College the year before high school graduation.  

The conference characterized women in non-traditional jobs.  

Amy said, “I saw a woman firefighter on a career panel and 

I’ve never wanted to do anything else.”   
 

The Bannister family lived in Bothell near the high school and 

Amy attended West Hill Elementary and Canyon Park Junior 

High before Bothell High.  Her sister, Anne, is a 1982 BHS 

graduate and Amy’s brother, Aaron, graduated in 1989.   
 

In high school, Amy was a well-rounded, multi-talented 

student.  She was in the honors program, band, and active in 

volleyball, basketball, and track.  In fact, she was the 1987 

State 800 meter track champion.  Spare time was spent 

working at the Northshore Manor Nursing Home.  Teachers, 

Mr. and Mrs. Sanford, were a positive influence for Amy.  

“Mrs. Sanford prepared me for life and Mr. Sanford tried to 

get me to relax,” she says.   
 

After high school, Amy attended the University of Michigan 

on a track scholarship and earned her Bachelor of Arts degree 

in English Literature.   
 

Now, Amy is one of 80 women firefighters out of 1000 in the 

Seattle Fire Department.  The position required specialized 

training, including competitive written, oral, and physical 

fitness courses.  Amy has been with the department since 

1995,  and as a Lieutenant, is in charge of a crew of four 

firefighters.  Her work schedule consists of 24 hours on duty 

followed by 48 hours off duty.  A day’s work may consist of 

various emergency medical and fire calls, building inspections, 

station tours, drilling, training, preparing meals, or cleaning 

the station.   
 

While the majority of tasks may be of a serious nature, Amy 

recalls a humorous experience.  “I once went on a medical call 

where a woman got a Dirt Devil vacuum stuck in her hair.  We 

had to extricate her hair from the machine,” she said. 
 

Amy says she enjoys the competitive nature of her job, and 

has the support of her family in her chosen profession.  As a 

firefighter, she has a unique perspective on what happened to 

our country on September 11th.  “In my job we prepare for the 

worst in life.  That is a heavy burden.  Now, we must prepare 

for events we never imagined possible before.”   

 

 

 

   

 

ALUMNI FIREFIGHTERS 

HONORED 

Allan Anderson 

Class of 1963 

Bothell Fire Department 

Amy Bannister 

Class of 1987 

Seattle Fire Department 
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“ I wanted to do something to help 

people, help my community, and 

enjoy and be challenged by my ca-

reer,” says Dave Monahan.  He’s 

been a volunteer firefighter with the 

Bothell Fire Department since 1987 

and a full-time employee since 1999.  

“I used to chase the fire trucks around Bothell as a kid, and a 

long-time friend convinced me to become a volunteer fire-

fighter,” he adds.   
 

Dave’s family moved to Bothell in 1961 when he was only a 

baby, to join other family in the Seattle area after his dad left 

the Air Force.  His father, who became known to the commu-

nity as Dr. Monahan, joined a local doctor’s office, Bothell 

Medical Clinic.  The family originally lived in Maywood Hills 

and in 1970 moved across the street from St. Brendan’s Catho-

lic School, where his father still lives today.  Dave is the oldest 

of five children who all attended Bothell schools and gradu-

ated from BHS.   
 

In high school, Dave’s classes included band, computers, 

shop, and electronics.  Teachers who had a positive influence 

on him were Ron Church, Sally Strand, and Mr. Lutz.  “They 

made learning an interesting challenge,” he said.  Dave spent 

his weekends and spare time moving lawns and working at the 

Ranch Drive-In.  After graduation, he attended DeVry Institute  

in Phoenix and earned a degree in electrical engineering.   
  

After a fifteen year career as an engineer with GE, during 

which time Dave was also a volunteer firefighter, he said he 

was lucky to change careers at the age of 38 to become a full-

time firefighter.   
 

“I took a written test with 2000 other people and passed a 

physical test to get on a list for eight eastside departments—I 

was one of about 300.  The written exam is usually three or 

four hours, based on general knowledge from math to vocabu-

lary to science to reading comprehension.  Usually the top ten 

per cent go on to the next step, a physical test.  Aerobic ability, 

upper and lower body strength, stamina and endurance are all 

tested—it is usually grueling and you have to be prepared for 

it.  After that, come resume submittals and oral-board inter-

views to thin the list down to the finalists, who have an inter-

view with the chief, a medical exam, background check, and 

psychological test.  If you pass all that and are hired, you go 

through a ten to sixteen week training academy.  I applied to 

Bothell, who was hiring at the time.  My volunteer time helped 

me greatly when I got to the final steps of Bothell’s process.  I 

still had to study and push as hard as I could physically.”   
 

Dave describes his most exciting experience in firefighting to 

be during the 1993 fires in eastern Washington.  “I was able to 

spend a week as part of a crew working the Lake Chelan 

area...hard work, long days, and great camaraderie, “ he said. 

Most humorous moments involve other firefighters around the 

station, but Dave recalls running the engine pump during a 2 

am fire once when he got the air horn stuck “on” and everyone 

came running to see what was wrong.   
 

Dave was on duty, just waking up, the morning of the Septem-

ber 11th attacks.  “We realized immediately that many fire-

fighters would be lost, knowing how incidents are handled,” 

he said.  “I have several friends who live in New York and 

they had some incredible and sad stories.  We also had a num-

ber of Bothell firefighters go back to New York to attend me-

morials,” Dave said.     

 

 

 

 

“It is incredibly gratifying to 

be able to help people in dis-

tress and comfort them and 

help find a solution to their 

problem, whether it be chest pain, a house on fire, or a flooded 

basement,” Heather Piper said.  She has been a firefighter with 

the San Francisco Fire Department for the past seven years. 

 

Heather grew up in Bothell.  Her family lived near the dairy 

farm, a few blocks from Bothell High.  Even though her father 

built a new house for the family in Woodinville her senior 

year, she chose to remain at BHS to graduate, rather than at-

tend  the newly built Woodinville High School.  She partici-

pated in track, cross country, and tennis at BHS. While her 

favorite subject was English, her elective classes were band 

and Spanish   She says she frequently uses  Spanish as a fire-

fighter because her first alarm area is the Mission District, a 

predominantly Latin neighborhood.  Heather remembers that 

her band leader, Judd Aetzel, “taught me to believe in my 

abilities and set high standards for myself.”   

 

After high school, Heather attended the University of Oregon 

and earned a degree in English and Political Science.  Then, 

she traveled to California with college friends,  “drawn by life 

in the ‘big city’ and its culture and diversity.”  Heather worked 

as a paralegal at a law firm because she was considering going 

to law school, until she discovered it did not suit her.  She be-

came interested in emergency medicine.  “I knew the fire ser-

vice was becoming more involved in advanced life support 

and decided to apply to the San Francisco Fire Department.   

 

“My family was skeptical when I began testing for the fire 

service.  My mom is naturally concerned for my safety.  My 

dad is amused that I drive fire engines and trucks now, be-

cause he remembers what an irresponsible driver I was as a 

teenager!” she says.  “When I first joined the department, 

some people didn’t think I could do the job.  But they changed 

their minds gradually, after seeing me pulling my own weight 

at fires.  I came to realize that some men’s initial mistrust 

came from my being ‘green,’ as much as my being a woman,” 

says Heather.  “You are no better than a warm body until you 

have five years in,” she adds.  When she joined the depart-

ment, only five percent were women.  The numbers have since 

doubled.   

Dave Monahan 

Class of 1979 

Bothell Fire Department 

Heather Piper 

Class of 1987 

San Francisco Fire Department 
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Looking back on her career, Heather recalls an exciting ex-

perience:  “I fought a four-alarm fire on the dome of San Fran-

cisco’s City Hall.  We scaled thirteen flights of stairs and four 

levels of scaffolding to reach the dome, toting hose, axes, and 

saws.  We put out the fire as the sun was setting over the city.”   
 

Heather’s perspective on our country’s 9-11 tragedy is that 

“firefighters go to work with the possibility of death or injury 

in the back of their minds.  We understood the risks before we 

entered community service.  The civilians killed on September 

11th, however, did not go to work or board the planes expect-

ing to die.  They were innocent bystanders, swept up in the 

madness of the world.  While it is nice to be recognized for 

performing a service often overlooked, firefighters have been 

fighting fires for years.  And if you asked the fallen firefighter 

what inspired such heroism, they would say, I was just doing 

my job.”    

 
 

“THOSE WERE THE DAYS, 
MY FRIEND” 

 

By Marie Gamalielson Hamilton 

Class of  1973 

 

I’m driving down the “Paseo del Auto-

bahn” near my home in Albuquerque, New 

Mexico (the street name is actually Paseo 

del Norte), and I notice this young high school kid weaving in 

and out of the cars around me.  The speed limit is 45 mph, I’m 

doing my usual 60 mph, and he’s just passed me going even 

faster--in a Honda Civic.   
 

Now, if this were 1973, no guy in my class would have been 

seen driving a Honda (even if they’d been made back then)!  

In the early 70’s, it was the age of the muscle car: Camaros, 

Firebirds, GTO’s, and Mustangs.  Lest I forget, I also remem-

ber a Fiat (Jorve) and a Datsun sports convertible 

(Walderhaug) in the school parking lot. In almost 30 years, to 

go from muscle cars and exotics to a Honda…what has the 

world of kids in cars come to?  Today they’re driving their 

parent’s SUV’s; then, we were driving our parent’s station 

wagons.  (No, I’m not going to share recollections about going 

to the Kenmore drive-in movie in a station wagon!) 
 

From cars to music, or music in cars, I recall the now extinct 8

-track tape player.  I can see it now, located in my glove box.  

My collection included Derek and the Dominos (Eric Clap-

ton), Deep Purple, and Bad Company. Those were also the 

days of vinyl records—no cassettes, no CD’s, no VHS and no 

DVD.  Jeez, just how did we entertain ourselves back then? 
 

The class of 1973 chose The Moody Blues “Nights in White 

Satin” as one of its favorite songs. I saw The Moody Blues in 

concert the summer of 2001, and hearing that song still takes 

me back in time to our school dances.  No mosh pits in 1973, 

thank goodness. But there was a guy that used to do the 

“Gator” on the dance floor.  (If you don’t know this dance, 

rent the movie “The Great Outdoors” with Dan Ackroyd and 

John Candy and fast forward to the closing credits where the 

cast boogies to the song, “Land of a 1000 Dances.”) 
 

Then we have the category of “what’s old is new again”—I’m 

talking about bell-bottom jeans. I see the young high school 

girls now in their bell-bottoms, riding low around their waist 

and it’s déjà vu all over again. I remember buying mine at the 

Army/Navy store back then, with button-fly versus zipper.  
 

And what about those things we did that we’re telling our own 

kids today NOT to do…like underage drinking, for instance. 

I’m talking about those keggers out amongst the wooded areas 

surrounding Bothell, which today are housing developments 

and strip malls.   
 

We hung out at the AC (Arctic Circle) and we tried to buy 

booze at the 7-11 next door.  Now we know better; then we 

knew everything! 
 

Major Events of… 

1970: -Four students killed at Kent State during a demonstra-

  tion against the US invasion of Cambodia. 

 -The Beatles disband. 
 

1971:   -Intel introduces the first microprocessor. 

  -All In The Family is the #1 television show. 

1972:   -FBI director, J. Edgar Hoover , dies. 

  -Pong introduces the video game craze. 

  -Terrorist attack at Munich Olympics; 11 Israeli ath- 

   letes killed. 

  -The Godfather movie takes best picture at the Oscars. 
 

1973:  -Nixon accepts responsibility, but not blame, for   

   Watergate, on national television. 

  -US and North Vietnam sign peace agreement (Paris  

   Peace Treaty). 

  -OPEC almost doubles oil prices in retaliation for   

   western countries’ involvement in Yom Kippur  

   War. 

  -General Pinochet overthrows the elected government 

   in Chile in a violent coup. 

-The NFL and the United Way establish their    

   partnership to increase public awareness of social  

   service issues facing the country.  

  -Abortion is legalized. 

  -Former President Lyndon B. Johnson dies. 
 

HISTORICAL RECOLLECTIONS 

EDITOR’S NOTE: 

We want to thank Marie for volunteering to fill the vacancy 

for our “Historical Recollections” column.   I “found” Marie 

in a mass mailing to graduates who had worked on the paper 

and annual staff in high school.  Without alumni who are 

willing to donate their time, the alumni association and this 

newsletter wouldn’t be possible.  Marie lives in New Mexico 

and is currently the Walk Coordinator for the Juvenile Dia-

betes Research Foundation.  Thanks, Marie.  Good job! 
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By Garner Powell, Class of 1951 

 

Let me introduce myself.  I’m Garner 

Powell.  I came to Bothell from Cali-

fornia and attended Bothell High 

School for only two years.  Because it 

was a small school, getting acquainted 

and adjusting to new surroundings was  easy.  I made a lot of 

good friends.  I worked at the Eagle Inn in Kenmore and 

played football for Coach Buse.  Homesickness drew me 

back to California, though, and I left Bothell the day after 

graduation.  College, navy, marriage, kids, and career kept 

me from staying in touch, but I never forgot “good ‘ole 

Bothell.”  I attended my first class reunion—the thirtieth—

and I was hooked.  I would not miss another one!  I had the 

great privilege of being master of ceremonies for our 45th 

and 50th.  What a thrill to be home again.  At this time, I’d 

like to share my thoughts with you on:  
 

Adversity: 
 

September 11, 2001 brought a whole new meaning to the 

word adversity for most Americans, and the world.  It was 

the worst single event to come to America since Pearl Har-

bor some 60 years ago.  Like many, I remember Pearl Har-

bor, but being only nine years old, I did not comprehend 

what happened.  Now, as adults, we know and understand 

9/11, but most of us do not know how to deal with the out-

come of it—especially those who lost loved ones.  America 

was hit with adversity in a way that most cannot and may 

never be able to comprehend.  The reality is that it’s here, so 

what do we do with it?   
 

First, let’s examine adversity.  Adversity is unavoidable; it’s 

a common event in every human life.  Adversity is not like 

“English 101,” something we study and prepare for.  Adver-

sity is the experience of having the forces of life turn against 

us.  Adversity is like a mudslide of bad circumstances that 

appear to never stop.   
 

We look at adversity as bad and think of it as though we 

were facing a “giant” with only a pebble in a sling shot as 

our defense.  But we are like tea bags; we don’t know how 

strong we are until we get in hot water.  Let adversity work 

for you.  If we can learn to identify what we are facing, we 

can walk through it successfully.  It does not have to leave us 

where it found us.  It merely reveals who we are and asks us 

what we are going to do with this new insight into ourselves.  

It is always developmental.  Hit adversity head on.  Recog-

nize the cause, work toward a solution and don’t quit until 

you accomplish positive results.  Remember that during 

these rough times there is nothing better than having a friend 

to encourage and stand with you.  Victory can be on its way! 
 

Be a winner.  If you don’t beat adversity, it will beat you.  

The old saying still stands, “A winner never quits and a quit-

ter never wins.” 

 

By Karin Bagnall Poage, Class of  1974 

 

Canyon Park Junior High teacher, Darrell Lee, a 1975 BHS 

alumnus, is looking for a special sub-set of alumni.  He 

wants to locate those who graduated from both Canyon Park 

and Bothell High.   

 

In an effort to enhance student achievement through commu-

nity involvement, Darrell has formed the Community Action 

Committee at Canyon Park.  The group’s goal is to draw 

both parents and volunteers from the community at large, 

especially Canyon Park alumni, into life at school.    

 

Currently, volunteers assist in the library, tutor students after 

school, and  serve as mentors to students in the classroom.   

 

To facilitate improved communication, the committee plans 

to install a reader board at the school.  A “Fun Run/Walk” is 

scheduled during the month of June and proceeds will go 

toward the cost of the reader board.   

 

If you are interested in volunteering at Canyon Park Junior 

High or contributing to the reader board fund, please contact 

Karin at kbpoage@yahoo.com. 

 

By Bev Niemeyer Schmer, Class of 1967 

 

We have all seen things come and go in Bothell—some 

good, some not so good.  Which will it be with the town’s 

newspaper?   

 

Those who have been around a while may recall the history.  

In 1903, Bothell’s paper was the “Bothell Independent.”  It 

folded in 1904.  Then, in 1908, the “Bothell Sentinel” was 

produced.  It ended with the 1911 fire.   

 

The “Bothell Citizen” started in 1930.  The first issue was 

home delivered in 1933.  The paper has changed hands many 

times since then, later being called the “Northshore Citi-

zen.”  As many of you know, the “Citizen” has recently 

gone out of business. 

 

Now, we have the “Bothell Reporter,” a free bi-monthly 

newspaper.   

 

A town’s newspaper is a historical record, depicting the 

changing times, styles, and events of a community.  I cer-

tainly hope this will be the goal of the “Bothell Reporter.” 

 

 
 

Food For Thought WANTED:   
Canyon Park Junior High School Alumni 

BOTHELL’S NEWSPAPER 
Through the Years 
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By Bev Niemeyer Schmer, Class of 1967 

 

Ron Nardone, a 1961 graduate of Bothell High, came from a family rich with his-

tory in the Bothell area. His paternal grandfather, Jim Vince Nardone, came here from 

Italy as a boy. Jim and his first wife had three children; Frank, Ron’s dad, 

(deceased), who attended BHS, Liz, (deceased), Class of 1951, and Virginia 

(Pricer), Class of 1941.  After Jim Nardone’s first wife died, he and his second wife 

had two children; Gracie, who also attended BHS and Patrick, Class of 1952. 

 

Ron’s Grandpa Martin, on his mother’s side, ran a Mom and Pop store in String-

town. Stringtown was the area where the University of Washington and Cascadia 

College campuses are today.  Unfortunately (or fortunately), neither Ron or myself are old enough to remember the details on 

that area, but would love to hear from anyone that does.   

 

The Martin’s children included Helen (Nardone), Ron’s mother, Class of 1941, Marion, (deceased), Class of 1936, Margarete, 

(deceased), Class of 1937, Bill, Class of 1944, and twins, Evelyn (Brower) and Joe (Carmen), Class of 1943. Helen, Joe, and 

Evelyn had children who also graduated from Bothell High.  Evelyn’s children were Debbie, Class of 1965, Steve, Class of 

1964, and Phil Brower (deceased), Class of 1967.  Helen’s children included Ron and his siblings, Cathy (Roach), Class of 1968, 

Colleen (Mercer), Class of 1971, Carol (Bus), Class of 1981, and Karen (Fritzke), Class of 1978.  Ron’s Aunt Joe had Cindy 

(Campbell), Class of 1966, Beverly (Frye), Class of 1973, and Laurie (Croddy), Class of 1974. The fourth generation of family 

to attend Bothell High are Cindy Campbell’s children, Scott, Class of 1990 and Sean, Class of 1992.  As you can see, both sides 

of Ron’s family have a long BHS connection.  

 

His father, Frank, passed away two years ago and his mother, Helen, will soon be moving  into a retirement community. 

 

It is no wonder Ron has such an apprecia-

tion for the past and an interest in pre-

serving our community’s history.  

 

 In 1976, he purchased the land and 

buildings that once housed Maltby Ele-

mentary School District #31. Today, the 

buildings are occupied by various busi-

nesses. The Maltby school house was 

built in 1910 and provided classes for 

children up to the ninth grade.  The gym-

nasium was built in 1937 through the 

WPA program. The basement of the gym, 

which was once the school’s cafeteria, is 

now occupied by The Maltby Café, a popular breakfast and lunch spot today. Glass Magic is now where the library once was and 

Protocol occupies the space that was once a classroom.  

 

In 1964, the school was  given to the Monroe School District.  Then, in 1974, the 

Monroe district built a new school and the Maltby school was vacated. Ron bought 

the property two years later.  He originally planned to renovate the school house 

and use it as his personal residence. Instead, he chose to restore the janitor’s dwell-

ing and that is where he lives today. There is a plaque by the windmill that says, 

Major Weaver, after the janitor that lived 

there until he died. Since Monroe school 

district gave Mr. Weaver the house, Ron 

bought it from the family later .  

 

 

Most of the other buildings on the property were boarded up and run down when Ron took over. Within a year and a half, 

though, he refurbished the gym, including a new floor, for some friendly basketball games with friends.  There was also an old 

bus garage on the site that has since been remodeled.  The “storybook” city of Maltby is worth just driving by because it is so 

visually pleasing.  I would suggest visiting some of the shops and enjoying a meal at the Maltby Café while you’re there, though.   

 

 

 

THEN… AND NOW 

Ron Nardone  

and 

The Storybook City Of 

Maltby  

THEN... 
Maltby School Gymnasium 

As it looked in 1937 

NOW 
Maltby Gymnasium, today & 

Maltby Café (basement) 

← Ron’s house today, once Maltby 

school house janitor’s home. 
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The Maltby Café, hidden in the 

basement of the old school’s gym,  

is one of the highlights of Ron’s 

complex.  Though it may not stand out with neon signs, it 

stands out as the best food and service in the area.  It was my 

privilege to visit with one of the owners, Tana Baumler. 

 

As the story goes, four soccer players got a great idea—not 

even an idea they were serious about at the time.  When they 

heard the Maltby Café was going out of business, they made 

an offer they could afford.  At first, their offer wasn’t ac-

cepted, but as the months passed, the offer looked better.  

Soon, they found themselves in a new venture. 

 

Lucky for us, they formed a partnership.  Barbara Peter 

brought the good business sense, Sandra Albright had the ar-

tistic talent, and Tana contributed a vast knowledge of the res-

taurant business and a talent for good cooking.    

 

Are these women “home grown?”  No, but they know what 

hometown folks like and that’s why they settled here.  Tana 

relayed that many of their customers enjoy meeting and greet-

ing one another at the café and that there’s a real feeling of 

family.  Do you remember the Keystone Tavern, Cliff’s Res-

taurant, or Alexander’s Restaurant?  Patrons returned as much 

for socializing as for the food.   

 

Tana came from Montana, where her father had a pie business.  

They had great pies, she said, and Marionberry was the spe-

cialty.  She traveled here to attend school, and then she and a 

girlfriend toured the world for a year.  During that time, she 

paid close attention to all that other countries offered in food 

and cooking techniques.  She saw all the markets and brought 

home special recipes and ideas. 

 

The staff at the Maltby Café, originally eleven, is now at 48.  

Each seems to be hand picked for friendliness and good ser-

vice.  Tana is a warm, friendly person herself and it was a de-

light to meet with her.  It is evident that she cares about the 

quality of their food and service. 

 

Visit the café around the second or third week in October for 

their yearly October fest, a celebration of German dishes.  

They are open seven days a week from 7 am to 3 pm. Break-

fast is served from 7 am to 11 am Monday through Friday and 

all day Saturday and Sunday.  They are located at 8809 Maltby 

Road and their phone number is 425-483-3123.  

 

Another of Ron Nardone’s ten-

ants in the Maltby complex are 

BHS graduates, Chris Hill and 

Linda Gaideys Hill.   

 

Like Ron, Chris Hill enjoyed sports in high school, especially 

tennis and golf. He thought Mr. Voorhees coaching was su-

perb and Mr. Peterson was a great math teacher. A knowledge 

of calculus helped him a great deal when he went into college. 

Chris attended the University of Washington for a year after 

graduation from BHS.  

 

Around 1971, he went to work for his dad, Leroy Hill, class of 

1945, who owned Nim’s Electric in Bothell. Chris’s mom, 

Charlotte Hessellund, Class of 1945, was also a BHS graduate, 

along with her three siblings, Terry, Class of 1970, Jeanie 

Klinkle, Class of 1972,  and Beki Hessam, Class of 1981.  

Chris Hill’s uncle, Eugene, (deceased) was a 1943 graduate.  

 

In 1984, Chris started his own electrical business, which is 

going strong today. He employees six electricians, a manager, 

and two part-time bookkeepers.  

 

Other businesses in Ron’s development include Glass Magic, 

Protocol Property Management, and Pro-Kash Plumbing on 

the top floor of the old school house. Downstairs, in the lower 

half of the old schoolhouse are Back Alley Art, The Tender 

Thistle, Maltby Boutique, and Stillwater Reflection.  

 

How did Ron get from Bothell High School to where he is 

today? He couldn’t say that he loved high school, but he did 

love basketball and received a basketball scholarship to Skagit 

Valley College.  

 

He decided he would rather be a part of the working world, 

though, so he quit school and worked in various jobs until he 

was drafted in 1964.  He got out of the service in 1966 and 

went to work with Ray Berg in the construction business, 

which taught him a lot.  

 

Ron must have been a quick learner, because by 1970 he 

started his own building and remodeling business.  I asked him 

if he subcontracted the work and who drew his plans. He said 

that he often began by drawing a rough plan on a napkin and 

that he was the builder, as well.  I wondered who helped set 

him up in business and he replied, “I had some money saved.  

My grandfather told me for every dollar earned, put away 50 

cents and then you won’t feel bad about spending the other 50 

cents.”   

 

I can’t quote Ron on how successful he is because he takes no 

pleasure in boasting. But I believe he has had an interesting 

and successful career. It was a pleasure and privilege to meet 

such an exceptional man, and well worth the effort it took to 

finally obtain an interview with him.  He  never complained 

that I hounded him until I got it. Thanks Ron, for giving to the 

community through your development of the Maltby area.  

 
 

A Letter to the Editor; Stanwood-Camano Island News: 

At Least We Can Still Drive 
  

By Dave Jones, Class of 1950 
 

A group of local senior citizens were sitting around talking about 

their ailments:  “My arms are so weak, I can hardly hold this cup of 

coffee,” said one.  “Yes, I know.  My cataracts are so bad, I can’t 

even see my coffee,” replied another.  “I can’t turn my head because 

of the arthritis in my neck,” said a third, to which several nodded 

weakly in agreement.  “My blood pressure pills make me dizzy,” 

another one went on.  “I guess that’s the price we pay for getting 

old,” winced an old man as he shook his head.  Then there was a 

short moment of silence.  “Well, it’s not that bad,” said one woman 

cheerfully.  “Thank goodness we can still drive!” 

MALTBY CAFE 

P.O.P. ELECTRIC 
Chris Hill, Class of 1969 

Linda Gaideys Hill, 1967 
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By Carole Wikel Johnson, Class of 1967 

 

Bothell High School “PROFILE” 
 

How do you suppose Bothell High School has changed since you at-

tended classes there?  The Northshore School District recently pub-

lished a special “profile” of Bothell High School for the school year 

2000 to 2001.  It covered information such as enrollment, demograph-

ics, test scores, attendance, curriculum, and special programs.  Here’s 

the scoop: 

 

 Enrollment for the year 2000-2001 was 1,507 students, an increase 

from 1,453 students in the 1999-2000 school year. 

 Total enrollment included 1,333 white students, 98 Asian students, 

25 black students, 39 Hispanic students, and 12 Native Americans. 

 The high school employed 80 certified teachers in the period. 

 There were 41 support staff employees, including counselors, lab 

and instructional assistants, librarians, secretaries, cooks, nurse, 

custodians, security supervisor, and a psychologist.   

 There are 61 classrooms and the library has 22,000 books. 

 There are five computer labs with over 500 computers (both Mac 

and IBM) as well as video tech and auto tech labs. 

 The average class size is 26.6 students. 

 It costs $39.60 to educate one student for one day. 

 An ASB card costs $30.00. 

 The Senior class party cost was $115.00 per person. 

 Average SAT scores for the year 2000 were 1019 for the nation, 

1054 for our state, and 1090 for Bothell High School.  

 

 

 

 

 
 

By Bev Niemeyer Schmer, Class of 1967 

 

I want to thank all the officers, board  members and committees for 

their hard work and dedication to the Bothell  High Alumni Associa-

tion. What a great group of people to work with; they make my job 

much easier. There have been some great suggestions followed by  real 

dedication to implement them.  

 

Our Board of Directors is working on a new contribution option. It is 

just another way for  alumni to participate in helping the association 

continue to meet it’s goals. We plan to set up an endowment fund as a 

way for people to make contributions from their estate.  More informa-

tion on this option will follow later.   

 

We are also putting together a 2003 BHS calen-

dar for a fund raiser. It sure beats selling candy 

bars! It has been fun trying to think of different 

things to put in it.  We are pre-selling so we will 

know how many to publish.   Look for the order 

form at the back of the newsletter. 

 

Thank you to B-Z Sundstrom Davis, Class of  

1974, and her scholarship committee for again 

choosing an outstanding young person for the 

award. I saw all 21 applications and I know 

what a tough job it was! We are privileged to 

have the chairman of the Northshore School 

Board taking time to contribute to her Alumni 

Association.  Great work in all areas B-Z! 

 

A special thank you to Carole Wikel Johnson, 

Class of 1967, who for all practical purposes 

puts this whole newsletter together. Also, she 

has been incorporating information from alumni 

into special articles and thank you so much to 

those graduates for their contributions. This is 

really becoming a team effort.  If you can help 

in anyway, please let us know. 

 

Additionally, have all classes bought a brick for 

the new BHS gym with their year of graduation 

on it?  It’s not too late.  The cost is just $50.00 

for a small brick or $100.00 for a larger one.  

Also, if you want to purchase a brick to include 

several members of your family, here’s an ex-

ample:  “Niemeyer’s: ‘22, ‘45, ‘66, ‘67, & ‘87.”  

Since all the individual names won’t fit, it works 

to use graduating years.  Names go over the 

squares, but using the years identifies the gen-

erations of BHS grads.  Call 425-489-6100. 

 

 I encourage all who have reunions next year to 

contact me for your database. Now is the time to 

do your updates. We can enter them and print  

out labels for your reunion mailings. In April, 

people from the class of 1982 called me to see if 

there was going to be a class reunion. I was sad 

to tell them nothing had been planned yet. Then, 

one of the ladies got together with some friends 

and they decided the “where and when” in that 

week. This is a good example of what BHS 

alumni are capable of.  Where there is a will, 

there’s a way.  Don’t let your reunion pass. 

 

Many of the reunions this summer are in con-

junction with the All Alumni Picnic on August 

18, 2002 at Blyth Park in Bothell. I will be driv-

ing the shuttle bus again and look forward to 

seeing all of you that can make it.  

 

 

WHAT’S HAPPENIN’ AT BHS? 

PRESIDENT’S MESSAGE 
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What’s New 

In Your  

Hometown? 

 
By Carole Wikel Johnson  

Class of 1967 

 

 

 

NEED A PASSPORT? 
 

The US State Department recently accepted the City of Bothell 

Municipal Court as an approved passport agency.  If you need 

a new or renewed passport, visit the court at 10116 NE 183rd 

Street on Mondays, Thursdays, or Fridays between 9 am and 4 

pm.  Applications and fees are submitted to the city and sent to 

the state for final processing.  Be prepared to pay $45.00 for 

ages 16 or older, $25.00 for ages 16 or under, plus a $15.00 

processing fee.  Passport photos will not be available, but you 

may call 425-487-5587 for local locations to obtain them.  

Additional information on passports is available online at 

www.travel.state.gov.   

 

CHIEF OF POLICE RETIRES 
Becomes Assistant to City Manager 

 
Bothell’s Chief of Police, Mark Ericks, retired from his post 

on January 31st.  He held the position since 1990 and saw the 

department grow from 18 officers to the 54 it has today.  Chief 

Eriks had just moved and settled his department into a new 

police station in downtown Bothell last year.   

 

The day after he stepped down as Chief of Police, he became 

the Assistant to the City Manager.  Mark will tackle the job of 

securing plans for a new City Hall and Public Works facility as 

part of his new responsibilities.   

 

Forrest Conover, previously  Deputy Chief of Police has been 

promoted to the position of Chief of Police.  

 

THRASHER’S CORNER 
54-Acre Regional Park 

 
The Bothell Parks and Recreation Board has sponsored com-

munity meetings since the first of the year to solicit ideas, sug-

gestions, and comments from citizens who wish to influence 

the development of a new park at Thrasher’s Corner.  The lo-

cation is 54 acres near the corner of Bothell-Everett Hiway and 

208th SE (Filbert Road) at the northern city boundary.   The 

goal has been to combine community input with the services 

of planning consultants to adopt a master development plan to 

submit to the City Council for approval.   Although there are 

no funds to develop the park, as yet, a master plan is the first 

step in being able to apply for grant funds in the future.   

 

The Snohomish county Conservation Futures Grant Program 

granted $2.9 million dollars to the City of Bothell in 1997 to 

purchase the site.  The grant specified that the park be only for 

passive uses, such as walking trails and interpretive facilities, 

rather than active uses, such as ballparks or sport courts.   

 

SAMMAMISH RE-LEAF 
Improve Salmon Habitat 

 
This past fall, local resident volunteers gathered at Blyth Park 

and Horse Creek in a continuing effort to keep the Sammamish 

River healthy and improve Salmon habitat.  The joint effort 

between Bothell, Woodinville, Redmond and King County 

was a follow-up to having planted seedlings along the river in 

1998.   

 

Volunteers weeded and mulched around the emerging young 

trees and planted Fir and Hemlock seedlings donated by resi-

dents  to replace earlier plantings that failed to thrive.  The 

project was headed by Steve Dahl of Bothell Parks and Rec-

reation and trained advisors from King County and Earth Corp 

were available to direct and handle questions. 

 

HISTORIC INVENTORY GRANT 
 

The Washington State Office of Archeology and Historic Pres-

ervation awarded the City of Bothell a $5,000.00 grant to up-

date its historic inventory.  Software that links directly to the 

city’s Geographic Information System database will be used to 

update information on buildings within Bothell that are 50 

years old or more. 

COMMUNITY CORNER 

 Editor’s Note: 

 

If you’re interested in keeping up on current events in your  

hometown or the high school, you can visit the following inter-

net sites: 

 

 City of Bothell:  www.ci.bothell.wa.us 

 High School:   www.nsd.org 
  (From Northshore district site, click “high schools,” 

   then “Bothell”; can visit  alumni association site 

by    clicking “alumni” from high school page) 

 City of Woodinville: www.ci.woodinville.wa.us 

 Kenmore Heritage: www.scn.org/civic/    

       KenmoreHeritage 
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Class of 1932   

 Nothing planned at this time. 

 Contact: Eva Bartelson  425-483-1289 

 

Class of 1937   

 Nothing planned at this time.  Fern Vance, who             

 previously planned reunions, is in a group home. 

 

Class of 1942   

 August 17, 2002  Nile Country Club: “Gold Room” 

 Contact: Nap Person 425-486-2534 

 

Class of 1947  

 Nothing planned at this time.  

  

Class of 1952  Fifty Year Reunion! 

 August 17, 2002     Nile Country Club 

          Dinner at 7 pm 

 August 18, 2002     All-Alumni picnic 

          Blyth park, 11 am-4 pm 

 Contact: Dorothy Denning Johns 425-486-2351 

 

Class of 1957 

     Saturday, July 27, 2002   Bellevue Best Western 

      Sunday, July 28, 2002   Picnic in the planning 

      Contact: Karen Sturges 425-827-2008 

              Phyllis Draugh 425-483-0175 

 

Class of 1962   

  In the planning. Contact Gail Schultz: 206-522-2671 

 

Class of 1967  Casual Get-together 

 Saturday, August 17, 2002  4 pm to 11 pm 

  Knights of Columbus Hall 

  24323 Bothell-Everett Hiway, Bothell 

 Sunday, August 18, 2002  All-Alumni Picnic 

  Blyth Park, Bothell   11am to 4 pm 

 Contact:   Carole Johnson 425-481-1226 

    Keith Kastler  425-820-5487 

 (Class of 1966 is invited to this reunion, call for details) 

 

Class of 1972   

 Friday, August 17, 2002  American Legion Hall   

          Bothell 

 Sunday, August 18, 2002  All-Alumni Picnic 

   Blyth Park, Bothell  11 am to 4 pm 

 Email Kathy Smith: Kathrynlsmith2000@yahoo.com 

 Limited Seating; need payment by August 1, 2002 

 

Class of 1977   

 Nothing planned at this time. 

 

Class of 1987   

 Nothing planned at this time. 

Class of 1982 

 Friday, August 16, 2002  Hollywood School House 

          Woodinville 

 Saturday, August 17, 2002 Red Hook Brewery  

          Woodinville  

 Sunday, August 18, 2002  All Alumni Picnic 

   Blyth Park, Bothell  11 am to 4 pm 

 Contact: Dena  Hem Donnelly  360-794-9927 or 

    Dees2u@aol.com 

 (encouraging everyone to sign up at classmates.com) 

 

Class of 1992 

 Sat., September 21, 2002  Rock Bottom Restaurant  & 

          Brewery in Bellevue 

Contact:  Vivian Chamberlain  253-856-2404 

  Email:  bhsreunion92@hotmail.com 
 

 

By Garner Powell, Class of 1951 

 

What started out to be just a “let’s get together” weekend in 

March, 2001 with a number of Bothell alumni living in the 

Yuma area, has turned out to be an annual event.  March 

10th this year, some 31 Bothell alumni met at Bob (class of 

1955) and Sue Watson’s home in their beautiful backyard 

overlooking the golf course.  The graduates ranged from the 

classes of 1944 to 1957.  The class of 1951 had the biggest 

turnout with seven.   

 

Dressed in casual summer wear, many with deep golf tans, 

they had the opportunity to spend a couple of hours  to-

gether, sharing their experiences from graduation to the pre-

sent.   Amidst laughter and emotions, new friends were made 

and old relationships rekindled.  The final conclusion was 

that “Yes, some good things came out of Bothell.” 

 

Everyone had such a good time, we’re already talking about 

the third annual event next year, which will be hosted by 

Bob and Sue Watson again.  If you want to attend, you can 

reach them via email, Bob10330@aol.com or phone, 928-

345-0854.  Pictured below are most of this year’s attendees. 

 

2002 REUNION NOTICES 

REUNIONS REUNIONS REUNIONS REUNIONS REUNIONS   

SNOW BIRDS FLOCK  
TOGETHER IN YUMA 



14 

 
 

 
 

New Lifetime Members 
 

Sharon Freeman Ballisty,  ‘58  Betty Berto Niemeyer, ‘46 

Philip Carter, ‘59      Elman Person, ‘42 

Karen Bence Copp, ‘59    Julia Corner Scott, ‘46 

Marsha Danielson, ‘59    Janice Wilson,  ‘59 

Wilson Estes, ‘59      Dan Worthington,  ‘81  

JoAnn Beckstrom Keener, ‘54  Gloria Wilson Young,  ‘67 

John Keener,  ‘51      David Zylstra,  ‘62  

      

MEMBERSHIP COUNT DOWN 

How High Can We Go? 
 

BHS Alumni Association Membership Report: 

 

172 lifetime members 

186 active members 

358 total members 

 

(Plus, there are 334 members who have forgotten to renew!) 

 

IN MEMORY OF… 
 

The following graduates have made donations in memory of a 

deceased alumnus friend and/or loved one: 

 

 Donilee Brower Mathews, Class of 1965, has donated in 

memory of Bonnie Brower Watson, Class of 1944.   

 Betty Berto Niemeyer, Class of 1946, has donated in 

memory of husband, Hal Niemeyer, Class of  1945. 

 

DONATIONS 
 

If you wish to make a donation “in memory of” someone spe-

cial, please include this information with your remittance, and 

we will publish your gift of remembrance. (The membership 

form at the back of this newsletter has options for donations.)   

 

Thanks to all those who have generously given to the scholar-

ship fund, as well.  Your donations are greatly appreciated. 

 

NOTICES 

 To reduce costs, yearly membership cards are not sent to 

renewed memberships, unless requested.  Instead, we 

have started a six-year card with spaces to fill in your 

check number and payment date for six years.  Lifetime 

members will continue to receive a membership card. 

 The Association is always looking for old newspaper clip-

pings, annuals, programs, and other BHS keepsakes and 

memorabilia.  If you can contribute anything, notify Bev 

at 425-488-8260 or email: BothellHighalumni@msn.com. 

 ANNOUNCEMENTS for reunions, alumni meetings, and 

other notices: Please let us know which local newspapers 

you would like us to place them in.  (Other than the Times 

and PI, which are too costly for our budget.) 

 DIDN’T RECEIVE YOUR NEWSLETTER? Inform the 

Association right away.  Mark your calendar for June and 

November, when they are distributed.   

 ADDRESS CHANGES:  Notify us of any changes before 

we mail our newsletters, as the cost increases substantially 

with subsequent mailings. 

 SHOW YOUR PATRIOTISM:  Volunteer to help deco-

rate an association float for the 2002 Bothell Fourth of 

July parade.  Call Bev at 425-488-8260 for information. 

ASSOCIATION MEETINGS: 

 

Association meetings are held at Inglewood East Mobile 

Home Park Club House, 7301 NE 175th Street, Kenmore.  The 

Club House is at the back of the mobile home park.  Contact  

Bev Niemeyer Schmer for  directions or information at 425-

488-8260 or email BothellHighalumni@msn.com..   

 

Notices: 

 Meetings are at 9:00 am.  Coffee and donuts are  pro-

vided. Volunteers to assist in providing refreshments are 

welcome.  New faces are encouraged.  We look forward 

to seeing you! 

 Meetings are the second Saturday of each month, except 

February, April, and December, due to the holidays.  We 

encourage you to attend and volunteer your time. 

 If you would like to attend meetings, but can’t keep track 

of the dates, please contact the Association, and we will 

call you prior to each meeting. 

 

BHSAA Regular Meeting Dates for 2002:  

 

June 8, 2002     August 20, 2002-Board Meeting 

July 13, 2002      September 14, 2002-Elections 

August 10, 2002    October 12, 2002 

        November 9, 2002 

      

 

BHSAA ALL-ALUMNI PICNIC:  Sunday, August 18, 2002 

 

At least three classes are planning their summer reunions 

around the picnic this year, so there should be a good turnout.  

Don’t miss it! 

 

HOMECOMING:       October 11, 2002  

   

If you would like to share your high school experiences and 

your current career with students at Bothell High, contact 

Gaye Marklund at the high school: 425-489-6100 or call Bev 

at 425-488-8260 for more information.  This is part of home-

coming week and presentations are the morning of Tuesday, 

October 8, 2002.  Over 60 alumni have participated in this 

event in the past.  Join in. 

 

 

MEMBERSHIP 

DATES TO REMEMBER 
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 By Janice Askren Niekamp, Class of 1974  
 

My brother was in the Navy and he sent home some swabbys 

to be mended.   My mom mended a couple pair, then picked up 

one pair that she said she would throw away; they were just 

too far gone.  I looked as she held up the torn, holey, faded, 

worn out sailor jeans and said, “I want them!”  My friends 

were green with envy.  They all borrowed them, begged me to 

sell them, but I wouldn’t.  No price was worth giving them up.  

They were true hippie pants.  I really felt cool wearing them.   

 

When I was sixteen, my mom bought a brand new green 1972 

Pinto.  I thought it was pretty neat and spent a lot of time driv-

ing it around.  I purchased my first car at seventeen.  It was a 

1955 pink Chevy.  It cost $200.00 and it had a standard trans-

mission, and I could barely drive it.   

 

I had Mr. Schultz for Biology.  I thought he was unfairly tough 

on me, but I’ll not plot revenge.  I’ve learned the best revenge 

is living well.  I do wonder, however, why he hated me so 

much!  Maybe it was because I didn’t do any of my home-

work?   

 

I had a great time in high school.  I didn’t care about status, (or 

my education) and I had true friends who meant the world to 

me.  I had everything. 

 
By Candace Farley Wilson, Class of 1971 

 

I remember going to Farrell’s Ice Cream Parlor after the games 

and dances. 

 
By Jack Lacolucci, Class of 1960 

 

See if any of you can find out who stole the spinner hubcaps 

off my tires when my car was in the student parking lot! 

 

 

By Bev Niemeyer Schmer, Class of 1967 

When reporting deceased alumni to the association, please 

include an obituary, if possible.  Thanks. 
By Karin Bagnall Poage, Class of 1974 

 

These recipes feature some of the first 

produce of spring; strawberries, onions, 

and asparagus.  You can purchase these 

fresh at the Yakima Fruit Market in 

Bothell.   

 

Strawberry Poppy Seed Salad 

 

1/3 cup vegetable oil   3 tablespoons cider vinegar 

2 tablespoons water   1 1/2 tablespoons honey 

1/2 teaspoon paprika   1 tablespoon poppy seeds  

1/4  teaspoon pepper   1 basket strawberries, halved  

1 bunch leaf lettuce   1 pint fresh strawberries, halved  

1 small red onion, sliced (separate into rings) 

 

In a blender, combine all ingredients except lettuce, strawber-

ries and onion.  Blend until thoroughly mixed.  Divide lettuce 

(washed and separated)  into 4 serving plates, arrange onion 

and strawberries on each and pour  stirred dressing on top.   

 

Asparagus Pesto and Pasta 

 

1 1b. fresh asparagus  8 fresh basil leaves 

1/4 cup chopped walnuts  1/4 cup grated parmesan cheese 

1 clove garlic     1/4 teaspoon salt 

3 teaspoons olive oil   8 oz. Spaghetti noodles 

 

Cook pasta according to package directions and drain.  Add 1 

tablespoon of the olive oil to hot, drained spaghetti.  Set aside.  

Place remaining oil and all other ingredients into a blender and 

blend until smooth.  Pour over hot spaghetti.  Serves two. 

 

Viking Appetizers 

 

Sorry, Cougars.  This recipe came from the Yakima Fruit Mar-

ket’s produce man, Glen Beebe, who will graduate from In-

glemoor High School this spring.  In the spirit of Northshore 

camaraderie, give it a try.   

 

1 loaf cocktail rye bread (mini bread) 1 cup mayonnaise 

1/2 cup minced Walla Walla onion  1 cup parmesan cheese 

 

Preheat broiler or toaster oven.  Mix mayo, cheese, and onion.  

Spread about one tablespoon of the mixture on each slice of 

bread.  Broil until brown and bubbly, about one minute.  

Watch to make sure they don’t burn. 

HIGH SCHOOL MEMORIES 
I Remember When... 

RECIPE 

CORNER 

DECEASED ALUMNI 
Since Last Newsletter 

Do you have a good recipe?  Send it to the association at 

BothellHighalumni@msn.com. 

 Never miss a good chance to shut up. 

 If you find yourself in a hole, stop digging. 

 Lettin’ the cat outta the bag is a whole lot easier ‘n put-

tin’ it back. 

 The quickest way to double your money is to fold it and 

put it back in your pocket. 

Will Rogers 

Carl Beckstrom, ‘27 

Maxine Elliott Buckman, ‘25 

William Davis, ‘54 

John Hasbrouck , ‘70 

Eric Jensen, ‘93  

Richard Johnson, ‘32 

Ken Lovold, ‘63      

John Libby, ‘53  

Nancy Ansell McCarthy , ‘71 

Vernon Miller, ‘32   

Ronald Oliver, ‘61 

Doris Chambers Person,  ‘33   

Barbara Carlson Reitan, ‘57   

Evelyn Hansen Seeberg, ‘33 

Frank Seeley, ‘39  

Suzanne Johnson Sherman-

 Handy,  ‘68 

Ted Thayer, Sr., ‘48 

Dorothy Devan Vodder, ‘42 
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By B-Z Sundstrom Davis,  Class of  1974 

Chuck Kaysner, Class of 1963 

Karen Craig McDonald, Class of 1974 

 

The Bothell High Alumni Association 

Scholarship committee is pleased to 

introduce this year's scholarship re-

cipient, Meagan Reed, pictured at left. 

 

Meagan serves as Honor Society vice-president and Key Club 

secretary.  She is also involved in the music department. She 

plays in marching band, jazz band, and the wind ensemble. 

 

Meagan has tried to make a difference at BHS by encouraging 

other students and modeling strong academics. 

 

She has thoroughly enjoyed her time at Bothell High.  She 

describes it as a friendly place where students are "down to 

earth".  “Bothell High students don't put others down; instead 

they show a lot of pride and spirit in BHS,” she says. 

 

After graduation, Meagan plans to attend Whitman College 

and she will major in political science. 

Northshore Rotary,  Woodinville Rotary, and the Kiwanis 

Club of Northshore sponsored a scholarship awards presenta-

tion ceremony on May 22, 2002 at the Northshore Senior Cen-

ter in Bothell.  Breakfast was served prior to the event. 

 

The presentation recognized 65 students who were awarded 

scholarships from the Northshore Scholarship Foundation.  

 

By Carole Wikel Johnson, Class of 1967 
 

Johanna Yngvason, the 1996 recipient of the BHSAA Scholar-

ship, had originally planned to study medicine and become a 

doctor.  “In college, science wasn’t as fun as it was at Bothell 

High, though,” says Johanna.  “So I fell in love with English.”   

 

Johanna pursued her BA degree in English  at Seattle Pacific 

University and graduated in 2000.  She was on the varsity 

crew rowing team for four years in college and became captain 

her senior year.    

 

Recently, she received her secondary teaching certificate.  Her 

goal is to get a PHD and teach college someday.  She has ap-

plied for an MA in English at the University of Iceland.   

 

Johanna believes that her education has given her a different 

perspective on the world and her place in it.  “College gave me 

space and time to both grow up and to figure out what I might 

be able to contribute to a very needy world,” she says.   

 

To current Bothell High students, she says, “Don’t be afraid to 

question everyone and everything—but do it with respect and 

grace.  Give yourself time to figure out who you are and where 

you come from, and read, read, read!” 

Last Spring, Justin Sorensen, our 1998 Scholarship recipient, 

reported that he was attending Pepperdine University in 

Malibu, California.  Evidently, things are going well.  Justin 

has recently  accepted membership in the Golden Key Interna-

tional Honour Society. 

 

Membership into the Society is by invitation only to the top 

fifteen percent of juniors and seniors in all fields of study.  

Members are recognized for outstanding achievement and a  

commitment to service.  There are 300 chapters of the Society 

in the US, Canada, New Zealand, Virgin Islands, Puerto Rico, 

Australia,  Malaysia, and South Africa.   

 

Besides providing academic recognition, Golden Key Society 

also offers leadership and community service opportunities, 

scholarships, and career networking to members.  Justin was 

honored individually in a campus ceremony.   

 

1. “Kookie, Kookie; lend me your __________________. 

2. Battle cry of the hippies in the sixties: “Turn on, tune in, 

_________________.” 

3. When the Beatles first came to the US in early 1964, we 

all watched them on the _____________________ show. 

4. Some who protested the Vietnam war by burning their  

__________________. 

5. “Get your kicks, __________________________.” 

6. “In the jungle, the mighty jungle, __________________.” 

7. The real James Bond, Sean Connery, mixed his martinis a 

special way: ________________________. 

8. We once all learned to read using the same books.  We 

read about the adventures of Dick and Jane. What was 

their dog’s name? ____________. 

9. “The story you are about to see is true.  The names have 

been changed _____________________________.” 

10. In 1971, singer Don Maclean sang a song about “the day 

the music dies.”  This was a tribute to _______________. 

11. The Russians put the first satellite into orbit.  It was called 

______________. 

12. “N-E-S-T-L-E-S; Nestles makes the very best ________.” 
 
(Answers are on page 17, bottom right) 

SCHOLARSHIP 
2002 Recipient 

Meagan Reed 
 Class of 2002 

1996 SCHOLARSHIP WINNER 
What’s New, Johanna? 

1998 SCHOLARSHIP WINNER 
Congratulations, Justin! 

NORTHSHORE SCHOLARSHIP 

FOUNDATION: 2002 AWARDS 

DO YOU REMEMBER? 

Don’t Try This if Under Age 30 
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By Barbara Petersen Dines, Class of 1947 

 

Assets 

 Cash and bank accounts 

  Checking account       1,267.20 

  Savings account      5,905.22 

 

 Total cash and bank accounts   7,172.40 

The All-Alumni Picnic will be held again this year on the third 

Sunday of August, so mark your calendars for August 18, 

2002.  Plan to show up at 11 am and stay until 4 pm.  The 

place is Blyth Park again.  Bring your picnic lunch, beverage 

(no alcohol allowed in the park), and extra folding chairs for 

comfort.  There will be picnic tables, cooking facilities, and a 

place for the kids to play.  Many of the classes are planning 

their summer reunions to include the Sunday picnic, so there 

should be plenty of alumni to chat with.  Don’t miss it! 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 Raising teenagers is like nailing Jell-O to a tree. 

 There’s a lot to be thankful for if you take the time to look.  For 

example, wrinkles don’t hurt. 

 Car sickness is the feeling you get when the monthly payment is 

due. 

 The best way to keep teens at home is to provide a pleasant at-

mosphere… and let the air out of their tires. 

 Families are like fudge...mostly sweet, with a few nuts. 

 Today’s mighty oak is just yesterday’s nut that held its ground. 

 Laughing helps.  It’s like jogging on the inside. 

 Middle age is when you choose your cereal for the fiber, not the 

toy. 

 Our minds not only wander; sometimes they leave completely. 

 If you remain calm, you just don’t have all the facts. 

 

 

 Growing old is mandatory; growing up is optional. 

 Insanity can be a means of relaxation. 

 You know you’re getting old when you stoop to tie your shoes 

and wonder what else you can do while you’re down there. 

 You’re getting old when you get the same sensation from a rock-

ing chair that you once got from a roller coaster. 

 Women over fifty don’t have babies because they would put 

them down somewhere and forget where they left them. 

 You finally get your head together and your body falls apart. 

 One is life’s mysteries is how a two pound box of candy can 

make a person gain five pounds. 

 It’s frustrating when you finally know all the answers and no-

body bothers to ask you the questions. 

 Forget the health food; old people need all the preservatives they 

can get. 

 

Unknown author 

 

 

 

TREASURER’S REPORT 

ALL-ALUMNI PICNIC 

2002 

GREAT TRUTHS:   
That Adults Have Learned About Life 

GREAT TRUTHS: 
About Growing Old 

CLASS OF 1949 50TH REUNION 
At 1999 All-Alumni Picnic 

Pictured above, left to right:  Bob and Tricia O’Hashi, Jean 

and Howard Turner, and Beverly Olsen Leach enjoying the 

Class of 1949 50th Reunion at the All-Alumni picnic in 1999. 

Above, left to right:  Chuck 

Gaylord, ‘49 and wife, Evie 

Kelly Gaylord, ‘51. 

Above, left: Elva Sween Whiting, 

‘49, Bob Dempsey (standing), and 

Pat Dempsey. 

Answers to quiz on page 16: 

 

1. Comb. 

2. Drop out. 

3. Ed Sullivan 

4. Draft cards .(not bras) 

5. On Route 66. 

6. The lion sleeps tonight. 

7. Shaken, not stirred. 

8. Spot. 

9. To protect the innocent. 

10. Buddy Holly. 

11. Sputnik. 

12. Chooo-c’late. 

REMEMBER? 

 

Candy cigarettes 

P. F. Flyers 

Sen Sen 

Howdy Doody 

45 RPM records 

Green stamps 

Hi-Fi’s 

Metal ice cube trays 

Mimeograph paper 

Blue flash bulbs 

Beanie and Cecil 

Roller skate keys 

Drive ins 

Party lines 

Home milk delivery 

The Fuller Brush man 
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THIS IS THE PAGE FOR ALUMNI  

BUSINESS CARDS, PRINTED AS A 

SEPARATE PUBLICATION FOR THE  

PURPOSES OF MEMORY 

CONSERVATION 



19 

(Pass this membership application on to another Bothell High alumnus if you don’t need it.  Help spread the word so our association  will 

grow. We need more alumni to join and support the fine volunteer organization that is BHSAA.  Thank you!) 

 

BOTHELL HIGH SCHOOL ALUMNI ASSOCIATION   

 

MEMBERSHIP REGISTRATION ____ OR RENEWAL ____  (Check One)   

 
_________________________________________________________________________________________________ 
Last Name     First Name   Middle Initial  Maiden Name  Email Address 

 

_________________________________________________________________________________________________ 
Street Address                                           City                               State                           Z ip                          Area Code/Phone 

 

_____________________________________________________________________ *   $________________________ 
Your Class Year                                 Spouse’s  Name                                                          $ Enclosed for Membership  

 

*Yearly Membership: $10.00 (or more, donation)     *Lifetime Membership: $100.00 

 

$_______________________ $_____________________  ____________________________   ___________________________ 

 Donation:  Scholarship Fund  Donation:  In Memory Of:  Name (in memory of who)    Class Year (in memory of)   

      

 

Mail to:   Bothell High School Alumni Association  Attached is my business card for Newsletter Business Directory: 

 

              P.O. BOX 298          $_________ for ___ years  ($20.00 per year - 2 newsletter issues)   

   Bothell, WA   98041-0298               
                Type of Business: _____________________________________  

  

BHSAA CALENDAR ORDER FORM 
                 

Calendars must be ordered and paid for in advance so the association will know how many to print.  Use this form to order. 
 

_________________________________________________________________________________________________ 
Last Name     First Name   Middle Initial  Maiden Name  Email Address 

 

_________________________________________________________________________________________________ 
Street Address                                           City                               State                           Z ip                          Area Code/Phone 

 

___________________________________________________ *   $__________________ Number ordered: ________ 
Your Class Year                                 Spouse’s  Name                                      $ Enclosed for Calendar  

                        

* COST:  Calendars are $12.00 each for advance orders. 

HISTORICAL BHSAA CALENDARS 
 

 In an effort to raise money and preserve community history, the association is working on an eighteen month calendar for the 

period from January, 2003 to June, 2004.   We must know how many to produce so we are pre-selling the calendars.  The cost 

will be $12.00 per calendar in advance and will increase to $14.00 later, if we have any left over.  They will be mailed by De-

cember 1, 2002.  Use the order form below: 

DONATIONS AND DUES ARE TAX DEDUCTIBLE 
 

The BOTHELL HIGH SCHOOL ALUMNI ASSOCIATION is a 509 (a) (2) organization.  Our employer identification number 

is 91-1675886 and ID number is 31187 for tax purposes.  Interested parties can request a copy of publication number 78, which 

shows all qualifying organizations, by calling 877-829-5500.  Your membership dues and all donations are tax deductible. 
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Remember  
To Renew 

In 

2002! 

 

BHSAA 

BHSAA VISION STATEMENT: 
 

The vision of the Bothell High School Alumni Association is to preserve and promote the history of Bothell High School and 

support continuing education of students and alumni.   ▪ Since 1994. 

 


