
“Are you still a 4-H House Girl?”

Welcome Home!



4-H House Songs 

Take the golden of the wheat field,
The land of ripening grain.

Take the emerald of the meadow,
The clover refreshed with rain.

Add the luster of the white pearl,
And the lamp of knowledge, too.
Behold the beauty of our 4-H pin,
Emblem of sisterhood (sisterhood)

Ever, so true.

The Johnny Appleseed Prayer
Oh, the Lord is good to me

And so I thank the Lord,
For giving me the things I need:

The sun and the rain and the apple seed.
The Lord is good to me.

I See the Moon
I see the moon and the moon sees me,

The moon sees somebody I’d like to see.
God bless the moon and God bless me,

God bless somebody I’d like to see.

I really think that the Lord above,
Created you for me to love,

And picked you out from all the rest,
To be the one that I like best.

If I get to heaven and you’re not there,
I’ll write your name on the golden stair,

I’ll write it big so the angels can see,
Just how much you mean to me.

Tell me why the stars do shine.
Tell me why the ivy twines.

Tell me why the ocean’s blue.
And I will tell you just why I love you.

Because God made the stars to shine.
Because God made the ivy twine.

Because God made the ocean blue.
Because God made you, that’s why I love you.

Tell Me Why

You Are My Sunshine

You are my sunshine, my only sunshine.
You make me happy when skies are gray.

You’ll never know, dear, how much I love you.
Please don’t take my sunshine away.

We’re not true beauties, we’re nil on talent.
Nor are we angels in disguise.

We are unsightly. We stay out nightly.
But at least we’re organized.

You are my sunshine, my only sunshine.
You make me happy when skies are gray.

You’ll never know, dear, how much I love you.
Please don’t take my sunshine away.

If there were witchcraft,
I’d make two wishes:

A winding road that beckons me to roam,
And then I’d wish for a blazing campfire

To welcome me when I’m returning home.

But in this real world
There is no witchcraft

And golden wishes do not grow on trees.
Our fondest day dreams

Must be the magic
To bring us back these happy memories.

Memories that linger
Constant and true.

Memories we cherish
4-H House of you.

The New Year’s Eve we did the town,
The day we tore the goal post down.

We will have these moments to remember.
The quiet walks, the noisy fun,

The ball room prize we almost won.
We’ll have these moments to remember.

Though summer turns to winter
And the present disappears

The laughter we were glad to share
Will echo through the years.

When other nights and other days
May find us gone our separate ways,

We will have these moments to remember.

Witchcraft

Moments to Remember

4-H House Loyalty 

We’ll sing a song of 4-H House fellowship 
We’ll give a cheer, a cheer for her leadership. 
So onward all, 4-H House we’re behind you. 

Forever, together, we’ll honor thy name. 

Through all the years, though we are here or afar, 
We’ll always keep and hold each little memoir. 

In all we do, with hearts so true, all hail to 4-H House.

Take the Golden
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Anne Hathaway, ’82 President
Diane Meyer Nottmeyer, ’74
Julie West, ’80
Pat Lewis Nelson, ’80
Beth Patterson, ’82
Pam Nash Clodfelter, ’89
Joyce Maierhofer Riskedal, ’91
Michelle Uken Mitchell, ’94
Kelli Lynch Lively, ’96
Raquel Lacey Nelson, ’96
Holly Eichelberger Bauman, ’07

Pat Pukszta Fuchs ’68 Co-Chairman
Rebecca Ries ’16 Co-Chairman
Carolyn Burkybile Grieser ’66
Sherri Harper Eaton ’67
Peggy Peasley Boston ’68
Patty Thaxton ’79
Beth Patterson ’82
Sheryl Rosenberger Solomonson ’02
Erica Navis Peters ’15
Sydney Mumm ’18
Katie Spangler ’18 
Olivia Wilson ’18

85th Anniversary Committee 
2019

4-H House Alumni Association 
Board, 2019

Saturday Luncheon Program

11:00 Social and silent auction

12:30 Welcome from luncheon emcees
          Kaity Spangler & Patty Thaxton

Lunch is served

Silent auction winners announced

Welcome  by Alumni Board President Anne Hathaway
Introduction of attending Alumni Board members 
Update of the past five years of house improvements
Introduction of 85th committee

Sisterhood for Life, A story from Cindy Eustice

Honoring our passed sisters in song
          I See the Moon
          Tell Me Why
          You Are My Sunshine 
          Witchcraft
          Moments to Remember

Stories and presentations from our sisters
          Capers of 4-H House, by Deb Raburn Flowers

          Windows to the future, by Anne Hathaway

          The Pink Blanket, by Suzanne Backs Hendren

          Presentation of Carl Johnson artwork                
          in honor of Beverly Koch Haselhorst ’71, by  
               Barbara J. Eshelman 
                  
           Are You Still a 4-H House Girl?, Colleen 
                  Traughber Grossell

Closing remarks

Singing
         4-H House Loyalty

Please join us for dessert         
at the House, 805 W Ohio

For your convenience, there is a continuous loop shuttle 
bus available between the Union and 4-H House.  Disabled 
parking available on house driveway. ADL accessible entry 
off the old patio directly into the dining room. 

Group Singing (See page 2)
         Take the Golden
         The Johnny Appleseed Prayer

Friday Barbecue
5 pm, July 12, 2019

Lake of the Woods Pavillion
Pork Chops, Hamburgers,  

Grilled Cheese Sandwiches and sides
Fun activities for the entire family.
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Our Stories, 2019

Pea Salad 
Willa Whitton Jewsbury, 1949
Back in 1947, one of the standard items for lunch at 
4-H House was pea salad. You can still find the recipe 
in the 2014 4-H House Cookbook on page 124. How-
ever, not everyone in the House liked Pea Salad. Pat 
Feaster Wilson ’51 was one of them, and every time it 
was on the menu, she boycotted lunch and ate at Steak 
and Shake. God rest her soul; she passed away this last 
July in Portland, Oregon. 

Fond Memories of 4-H House Sisters 
and Mother Lawrence
Rita Ann Kapraun Sisko, 1951
There was great pride in being a member of 4-H 
House, and the Big Sisters were terrific, encouraging 
everyone to be the best version of themselves. They 
encouraged incoming freshmen in word and example, 
especially Lila Jeanne Athey Eichelberger ’49, Mary 
Hansen Siebenmann ’50, Pat Van Cleve Scherer ’50, 
and Margaret Brazier Dobrinsky ’50, to excel academi-
cally, become involved in campus activities and per-
form assigned household responsibilities.

Special occasions were celebrated at the Green Street 
House. A memorable occasion was a St. Patrick’s Day 
dinner with everything green from decorations to 
the food. I especially remember the GREEN mashed 
potatoes and the glass of GREEN milk. Yes, there were 
leftovers! Guess we also tasted with our eyes. We cele-
brated a memorable Happy St. Patrick’s Day.

In our freshmen days, our beds were in an unheated 
attic. How could we not have memories of bitter cold 
when we could see the ice on the rafters? Also, it was 
doubly challenging when your fun-loving 4-H House 
sisters would short-sheet your bed. It still makes me 
shiver when I remember untangling the sheets, and 
then pulling up the multiple blankets to get warm.

Then there was an early Saturday morning that could 
only end with laughing or crying. Attempting to paint 
the third floor hallway, my co-worker, Mary Hauber 
Flick ’51, successfully opened a gallon of paint and 
then accidentally tripped over the open gallon. Paint 
went tumbling down the stairs! The clean-up was 
challenging, time-consuming and a memorable early 
Saturday morning start. Did we laugh? Did we cry? We 
remember!

Our House Mother’s door was always open for girls to 
stop in any hour to talk. Mother Lawrence was very 
compassionate, a great listener, and expressed great 

wisdom in her wise words to House sisters 
at any time of day or night. Fond memories of dear 
Mother Lawrence!

Sisters of ’56
Cynthia Traughber Eustice, 1956
As I pondered how to best pay tribute to my pledge 
class, I tried to get the ole brain working, and days 
later, nary a word had poured forth. So, I called Mar-
ilyn Morine Brown ’56 to jog my mind into action. 
Our telephone talk was lengthy. Hours later, Marilyn 
emailed me with a facetious, “Shame on you, Cynthia 
Traughber! What a time-waster this has been! I got out 
my scrapbook, reunion notebooks, pictures, etc. and 
have been looking at them for hours.” 

Two hours later I emailed her back. “Same here. Still 
reading past Homefronts (I have issues dating back to 
1958) and reunion booklets.” Between the two of us, 
we managed to get some memories together. 

In 1952 when 4-H House was 18 years old, 18 small 
town farmers’ daughters (oops, outstanding 4-H girls) 
become pledges. Many interviewed and I was selected 
an alternate. Two weeks before the start of classes, I 
was notified of a vacancy. Of course I accepted! Our 
class began building a legacy. We graduated in 1956. 
The past newsletters, Christmas letters, cards and such 
provide insight into the indelible marks we have made/
are making in agricultural and business worlds, and in 
our home communities. Now we are 85 years old (or 
there about), the same age as 4-H House. We have had 
miracles, tragedies, educational milestones and hu-
morous times while building that legacy. 

As I wrote in 1984, it’s amazing how, as the years go by, 
we become more connected. Sometimes, near-psychic 
interchanges occur. This past May 1, I received a phone 
call from Marilyn Mieher Bellefeuielle ’56 and then an 
email from Marilyn Morine Brown ’56, both of them 
wishing me Happy May Day and asking, “When was 
the last time you made a basket to hang on a friend’s 
door?” This made my day. 

My class has had 18 reunions, traveling to Illinois, 
Wisconsin, Colorado, Oregon, Arizona and Boston; at 
farm homes, lakes and the ocean. We last met at Bish-
op Hill, Illinois in 2014.

Marilyn and I thought you might enjoy some unpub-
lished gems and info about our class. 
• At our first reunion, Janet Johnson Wietersen 

’56 and her hubby Fred drove separate cars. Fred 
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had to come a day late and brought their three 
children. Each returned home but with only one 
child apiece. Yep, they were missing one! Who was 
supposed to bring home that child? Because of a 
misunderstanding, the missing child had been left 
at the reunion site and melted right into the host 
family for the night. 

• Carol Firch ’56 married Paul Arnold, a federal 
government employee with security clearance. 
She owned a private counseling practice. Imagine 
our surprise when we read an article in the The 
Washington Post titled Young Republicans View a 
Nudist Film presented by Paul and Carol Arnold. 
Yes, they held high office in a nudist colony. I am 
told that this colony still exists in Battle Creek, not 
20 miles from me. And this is the same Carol who 
got mad at her House roommate for developing a 
photo of her in underwear. 

• Charlotte Hogan ’56 and Dick Thompson have 
hundreds of acres of trees grown for the forestry 
industry. In 1996, they were named Tree Farmers 
of the Year. Today, as in the past, they travel the 
world for the forestry industry. Their home and a 
condo Dick had built in the Florida Keys, as well 
as Dick’s beloved boat, were damaged by a hurri-
cane. Char writes an annual Poor Richard’s Alma-
nac full of stories only Char can tell, including how 
she decided, later in life, to learn to ride a bike. She 
was successful, as she tells it, despite being hit by 
two cars during the learning process.

• Julie Ankenbrand Christine ’56 and Dave Chris-
tine lost a son-in-law in the World Trade Center 
tragedy. 

• Nancy Monroe Gossett ’56 and Bill Gossett lived 
in Morocco for a while. They took the train from 
Galesburg to the Denver reunion. They have a 
hilarious story on how to sleep in the bunks. 

• Nancy Judd Dusenbery ’56 and Ned Dusenbery 
lived on their boat in Hawaii.

• Helen Brazier Evanson ’56 and Dick Evanson built 
a boat for a friend and Dick flew his own airplane.

• The irrepressible Phyllis Whitehead ’56 had a long 
and successful career as a social worker and con-
tinued to be the class clown until her death. 

• Kay Jenner Bonneur ’56 encourages us all to get 
healthy and Jean Webb Beatty ’56 to read lots of books.

• 

• As I mentioned earlier, I received a phone call from 
Marilyn Mieher Bellefeuielle ’56. We discussed 
my plans to visit her this summer. However, she 
doesn’t want me to see her wrinkles!  I laughed, as 
only a couple of days before I had purchased the 
latest/greatest magic wrinkle cream. We relayed 
this conversation to Helen Wilson Lawson ’56 and 
she told us to purchase new mirrors. 

• The Browns hosted the first reunion and many 
others. Marilyn made a quilt commemorating our 
class, which is sent to the classmate who needs 
uplifting. I have that quilt with me today. The last 
sister to have the quilt was Audrey Nelson Shaw 
’56, who passed away in 2018. 

The years have gone by much too quickly. We mourn 
the six sisters the Lord has taken home.
All of us sisters stay involved and informed, in diver-
sified fields of study and by participating at university 
and family level. In her own way, each of us has con-
tributed to the wider world. 
How proud I am that we ’56 sisters have made a differ-
ence in this world. Since 1956, we have faced challeng-
es and persevered. We celebrate the accomplishments 
of the past and will continue to be educated about, 
and involved in, this troubled world. In Ecclesiastes 4, 
Solomon encourages us to share our life’s journey with 
others. I thank God daily for the sisters who help me 
and others to make this life a better one, and that 4-H 
House brought us together.

Two Week Rule 
 Mary Lynn Watson Weibel, 1961 
My husband Jerry grew up on campus and ushered at 
church. He also helped at the House for Sunday night 
suppers since he knew how to work all the equipment.

One day, he called the House and asked me out on a 
date. I told him no! He called again and I said no. When 
he called and asked me the third time, he asked WHY.

I had seen him cooking and visiting with Ruthie, a 
classmate, so I thought they were dating. The House 
had a rule that a sister could not date another sister’s 
boyfriend until the couple had not dated for two 
weeks. It was designed to prevent a house sister from 
dating a fellow that she thought another sister was see-
ing. When I explained this to Jerry, he explained that 
Ruthie and he were only cooking together. Then, I was 
able to say “Yes!” and our courtship began.  

Following our college years, I was teaching and Jerry 
finished his Ag Engineering degree. We married in 
1963. He had 20 years serving in the Marine Corps. 
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Now, we are semi-retired from farming and built and 
operate a museum about Farming with Horses.

I am glad that the House’s Two Week Rule didn’t pre-
vent me from starting to date Jerry. 

Stairs and Phones 
Joyce Deering Pachciarz, 1963
Stairway incident: 
One afternoon at the new house in 1962, Kolleeta Moy-
es Seeley ’63 and I had a snack in the kitchen and then 
headed for the back stairway. Suddenly we heard a loud 
noise! At the top of the stairs one of our house sisters had 
dropped a heavy black typewriter which was bouncing 
down the stairs with her bouncing right behind.

We were in shock…until Kolleeta started laughing! “It’s 
not funny! Stop it!” I said. We got out of the way fast. 

Fortunately, our sister wasn’t hurt, but it was very com-
ical to see in motion. 

Phone call from Cyprus: 
During my senior year, I was writing to Jack Lee, who 
was a Peace Corps Volunteer on the island of Cyprus. 
He wrote that he would call on a specific day and time. 
I was excited and told all the girls in the house. 

On the evening he called, everyone was on the alert 
that a phone call was coming through on an underwa-
ter cable. No internet or wifi back then! I flew to the 
phone booth on the second floor and heard him say, 
“Hello”. I couldn’t understand his next remark, so I 
said, “What did you say? I can’t hear you!” 

That was the end of the conversation. After years being 
married to different spouses and being parents and 
grandparents, Jack and I are now good friends again. 
We live in different states, but our conversations are 
longer now and go through in a flash. 

Snow on the Beds and 
Other Funny 4-H House Memories 
Judy Fehrenbacher Nichols, 1963 
The incoming class of 1959 had the chance to live two 
years in the old House on Green and two years in the 
current House on Ohio. Memories of some of our rules 
seem extremely funny, and even shocking, today. In the 
old house, prim and proper Mother Staley had a birds’-
eye-view of the girls from her apartment on the east end 
of the living room, so she always made sure our skirts 
were below our knees; we never wore jeans or slacks to 
class, except Fridays; and our feet were on the floor if we 
were sitting on the couch next to a date. Having men in 

our room was not even considered. 

Despite her regal appearance, Mother Staley was a mani-
ac behind the wheel. So when a few of us headed down 
Green Street on Sunday to go to Wesley Foundation, we 
tried to sneak out so we wouldn’t have to ride with her. 

There was no intercom in the Green Street House so 
we used a buzzer at the bottom of the stairs with a code 
of dots and dashes specific to each girl. Sometimes the 
codes were so much alike that the wrong girl came 
to the stairway to find out if it was a call or a visitor. 
Imagine only three phones, one on each floor. When 
the pledges answered the phone, whether on phone 
duty or other times, they had to say, “I am lower than 
a louse; I’m a pledge at 4-H House. Now I have more 
work to do; who may I call to the phone for you?” 

The pledges always got the worst duties, like cleaning 
the bathroom or wake-up duty.  The girl with this duty 
had to walk up and down the dorm to shake awake the 
sisters who had signed up for a wake-up time. Often, 
she had to go to the dorm a second, even third, time 
for another shake to be sure the sleeper didn’t miss 
morning classes. It could be particularly difficult in 
the winter because University regulations required the 
windows to be open. Girls covered with heavy com-
forters, sometimes with snow from the open windows, 
could be “reluctant” to get up, making this job not the 
most popular of our House duties.

My sophomore year I lived in the far east room on the 
second floor with Phylis Regnier Gattenby ’63 and Col-
leeta Moyes Seeley ’63. The fire escape opened into our 
room and the door was only locked from the outside. 
We used to stand on the landing to flirt with the Evans 
Scholars next door. During the campus water fights in 
the spring, Kolleeta wasn’t about to miss them. She was 
out after hours and as she ran up the fire escape soak-
ing wet, we opened the door and let her in so we could 
hear about the excitement on campus. Fortunately, we 
never got caught.

The year I was pledge advisor, there were set rules 
I had to follow. One said I had to make sure every 
pledge was studying from 7-10 pm and in bed by 11pm 
on weeknights. I was supposed to carry my paddle and 
use it if I caught a pledge still up at 11! I only carried 
the paddle a few times because it was so embarrassing. 
AND I don’t remember paddling anyone. I am happy 
to have so many memories of 4-H House and to have 
made lifelong friends. But I am glad some of those 
rules no longer exist, especially pledges calling them-
selves a “louse” when they answer the phone. I think 
they picked that word because it rhymed with “house.”
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’63 Memories 
Joyce Deering Pachciarz, 1963 and 
Judy Fehrenbacher Nichols, 1963  
Pledge Walk-out of 1959: 
The pledge class of 1959 always had lots of imagination 
and the walk-out was no exception. Once the actives 
were asleep, we tiptoed down to the kitchen and got 
out the dishes and lined the 3 flights of stairs with 
plates, saucers, cups, etc. We knew it would be hard to 
get down the stairs when they all woke up in the morn-
ing. But that was not enough. We filled those clean 
dishes with ketchup and mustard. Now we really had 
them! When we returned after being gone all weekend, 
we were sure all the dishes would be cleaned and put 
away. Not true. The actives had left those dried-up, 
messy dishes for us to clean. I guess they used paper 
plates all weekend. They told us, “You are the worst 
pledge class we have ever had!” 

Sunburn Time:
Every spring, all the coeds at 4-H House wanted to 
have suntans. As soon as the spring breezes blew, we 
were out on the roof between classes lying on our 
towels, hoping to look like models for suntan commer-
cials. Some used suntan lotion, but it had very little 
sunscreen back then to protect the skin. Most of us 
were on a tight budget so we used baby oil, which gave 
us a fast tan along with skin damage. We had so many 
sunburns back then, but we didn’t know any better. 
Speaking of budgets, many of us learned to drink cof-
fee black, not only to stay awake because we were usu-
ally sleep deprived, but we were always told that 4-H 
House could not afford cream. Cream was only served 
with coffee when we had guests. Funny that many of us 
still drink our coffee black. 

Fire Escape Fall 
Janet Akin Faro, 1963: 
In the spring of 1960, 4-H House girls were experi-
encing one of the first warm beautiful spring days. We 
were still living at 202 East Green. My room was on 
third floor on the east side of the house. This room had 
the exit door to a fire escape. 

I stepped out on the platform to catch a breath of 
spring! The fire escape was built with a circular ladder 
from the third floor to the ground. Somehow, I lost my 
footing and slipped into the circular ladder opening. 
Luck was truly with me that day as I was caught on the 
second floor landing rather than falling to the ground. 

Though a little stunned I could hear house sister Mag-
gie Jepson Lamb ’61 (seated at her desk by a second 
floor window) shouting, “It’s a bird, it’s a plane.....no it’s 

Janet!” The skirt of my dress was partially torn away, but 
I suffered no injury. And by the end of the day, I could 
laugh about Maggie and her version of a Superman quote! 

The Pink Blanket 
Suzanne Backs Hendren, 1964 
It was early February 1961, the start of the second se-
mester. My Dad had helped me move all my stuff from 
my dorm room at LAR to my new college home at 4-H 
House, 202 E. Green Street. I was looking forward to 
living in a house with girls from similar backgrounds, 
girls who cooked and cleaned and took care of each 
other. On a budget, too. I liked the promise of campus 
activities and social opportunities. 

My roommates were nice and very helpful in getting 
me moved into my room. And then they reminded me 
that life at 4-H House would be somewhat different 
that at LAR. I discovered the first part of “somewhat 
different” that very night! I was assigned a top bunk 
in the sleeping dorm. It seemed ok when I made it up 
in the afternoon. But after dark, finding my way and 
climbing to the top and settling in to go to sleep, I re-
alized that I was cold. VERY COLD! I can’t go to sleep 
kind of cold! Was there no heat in there? The next 
night I was prepared with a sweatshirt and robe and 
double socks and maybe even a bath towel or two, but 
it was very clear that I needed an extra blanket. 

On Saturday I made my way to downtown Champaign. 
I’m not sure if it was with a helpful upperclassman or 
the primitive MTD service. I went to Sears, which at 
the time was a big department store in the heart of 
downtown. My only purchase was a very soft and cud-
dly and extra-thick light pink Harmony House poly 
blend blanket. Double bedsize. $25.. What a difference 
it made! OK, I still wore a sweatshirt and socks to bed, 
but I could sleep without freezing. Life at 4-H House 
was suddenly wonderful! 

As you might expect me to say, I still have my Sears 
Harmony House light pink poly blend blanket. It’s been 
through several moves, kids, pets, visiting relatives and 
more. It’s been washed and dried a thousand times, is 
somewhat matted, not extra-thick anymore and has 
had no satin binding for several decades. It’s used in re-
serve now, sitting on the shelf in the linen closet in case 
it’s needed on another COLD night like so many years 
ago. Perhaps I will keep it with me always!

Pumpkin Pie 
Punita (Arlene Nies) Ajaya, 1968 
The fall of 1966, I was living in 4-H House Annex. I 
decided to do a little decorating for Halloween, so I 
bought a pumpkin for carving a Jack-O-lantern. Then, 
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I thought how nice it would be to prepare a lunch and 
invite Mom Thatcher over. 

Caroline Farrar Heinrichs ’35 had made a space in the 
basement of the Annex for us to prepare and eat meals 
on occasion. The only thing I remember from that 
lunch is my pumpkin pie disaster. I had never made 
a pumpkin pie on my own before. I think my mom 
even bought canned pumpkin for all her pumpkin pies 
during the holidays. I decided it couldn’t be that hard 
to make a pumpkin pie using a fresh pumpkin. 

Not wanting to be wasteful, I decided I could use the 
pumpkin I had bought for both a Jack-O-lantern AND a 
pie. The Jack-O-lantern turned out great! Needless to say, 
the pie was a disaster. I had removed the seeds but mixed 
the rest of the stringy stuff (in my mind, the pumpkin 
part) with the other ingredients; poured the “mass” into 
the crust; and baked it. It wasn’t until we were attempting 
to eat the pie that I fully realized what I had done. How 
embarrassing! Mom Thatcher was a good sport, though, 
and we both had a hearty laugh over it. 

That’s What Sisters Are For!
Pat Pukszta Fuchs, 1968
The natural order of things to live at 4-H House, back 
in the olden days of 1964, was to bring together young 
women who had been in 4-H, most of whom had 
grown up on farms or in small towns and most, but not 
all, were enrolled in the College of Agriculture. How I 
ever was asked to pledge remains a mystery. I was born 
in Chicago, grew up eight miles from O’Hare airport, 
and had never lived on a farm although I would have 
been thrilled to do so. 

At my first interview weekend, I was sure the in-house 
girls thought I had a machine gun since I lived near 
Chicago. (In truth, I often hunted with my dad, shoot-
ing squirrels and doves with a 410 rifle). Worse yet I 
didn’t even know the basic rules of college basketball, 
one of the activities the House had scheduled for in-
terviewees. I didn’t know that when the teams changed 
sides in a basketball game the first time, it was only the 
second quarter despite my hopeful belief that it was half 
time. Peggy Peasley ’68, another interviewee, straight-
ened me out, thankfully, on the switching-sides thing. 

Unfortunately, I was not on the first pick list. Luckily, I 
did not give up and interviewed a second time. I guess 
they were needing to fill spots so I got in the House 
second semester, January 1965. 

After our class graduated and went off in many direc-
tions, we vowed to get together and there are lots of 

photos of us doing just that. But babies, jobs and hus-
bands got in the way of more frequent reunions. After 
two sad, but just not meant for me, husbands came and 
went, my own dream of a bakery/deli closed, re-loca-
tions and life’s ups and downs, I woke up one day and 
said, it’s time for a 35th reunion of my class. 

The perfect location was waiting for us, and I sent out 
emails and letters. It was a time in our lives when most 
of us could make it happen and all of us wondered if we 
would recognize each other, especially those who arrived 
by airplane! Amazingly, we found each other in bag-
gage claim and the fun began with those first hugs and 
tears. We all agreed that some kind of magic happened 
those several days and nights and in that place (perhaps 
because it had once been a monastery?). In fact, in the 
peace and quiet of the site, where we recreated our col-
lege days with house and meal duties, we began to realize 
that we were closer than we had ever been. We laughed 
and cried and told each other our deepest secrets. The 
true friendships that had been buried (but not dead) 
blossomed and grew! We learned how much we needed 
each other and we continue to this day, getting together 
as often as we can in various locations. Each time we 
share more of ourselves with each other. We just returned 
home from our most recent reunion a few months ago, 
and next month two of us are going on a scouting mis-
sion to plan next year’s adventure.

But the story I really want to share is a very personal 
one. As I approached the magic retirement age
(65), I began to think that I really could not afford to 
stay where I was living, in Arlington Heights, Illinois. 
But as my mom was beginning to need more support, 
I stayed there until she passed away, when I could once 
again think about what to do and where to go. Mean-
while, Peggy Peasley Boston’s husband had passed away 
at their Virginia home, so we began to meet each other 
halfway for a weekend somewhere to celebrate our six-
days-apart December birthdays. And as birthdays are 
likely to do, Peggy and I started to talk about the day 
when we could live close and take care of each other.

Because I owned my mother’s house as well as the 
house I lived in across the street, I thought if I sold 
both I could get a nice house somewhere else just for 
me. The dream would have to wait three more years 
until the housing market turned around, and it looked 
like I might be able to sell my houses. I contacted 
Peggy (December and birthday time again), and I met 
her at her house to see what life was like in the Shenan-
doah Valley of Virginia. I instantly loved it, returned in 
February and was sold when the owner of a restaurant 
I had met in December greeted me by name. That kind 
of thing just didn’t happen in Arlington Heights. Peggy 
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helped me find my house (well, it was her friend Brenda 
who now has my back as needed. Ah those Valley folks).

Though the economy had improved, it was still difficult 
for me to sell my houses, needed for a down payment on 
“my” Woodstock, Virginia house. Then, on a white horse, 
in rode another pledge class sister with a loan (no paper 
work to qualify needed) to use to purchase and remodel. 

The next step, the actual moving, felt even more 
difficult. UGH! How to empty and pack two houses! 
Peggy showed up to help empty mom’s house and Judy 
Leenerts Harrison ’68 flew in to find me in a puddle of 
tears unable to pack and just staring at the empty boxes 
and piles of things. Undaunted, she packed enough to 
fill the first moving van and then rode with me across 
country from Illinois to Virginia in a dreadful snow-
storm, staying two weeks to help unpack. Peggy and 
Judy spent the first night in my new house with me. 
When I needed furniture for a guest bedroom, Judy 
arranged for me to get the perfect antique bedroom 
furniture her sister-in-law was giving away.

The rest of my class showed up that summer for our 
reunion. Everyone brought something to add to my 
new home and filled my garden with beautiful flower 
baskets. As I thanked them, the sentiment was univer-
sally, that’s what sisters are for! 

But wait. I’m not finished yet! In a few months I will 
journey to Iowa to attend a graduation, and will see Lin-
da Owings Grieve ’68 with a map of my Virginia land 
plot; she has offered to create a landscaping plan for me. 
After the BBQ at the 85th Reunion of our House, we 
will gather to celebrate the event, and the work we put 
into making it work, from financial donations, gifts of 
food products and labor. And, of course, the next day 
we will enjoy the company of our sisters and start plan-
ning the next get-together. I know that no matter what I 
need in the future, my sisters will be there for me.

PS: In case you ever want to revisit the old 4-H House 
baker’s table, it is alive and well and in constant use at my 
house. There’s always a room available for any sister as well 
as food at this free B&B. Just be sure to check on availabil-
ity first as I may be off on a class reunion! It is a bit dan-
gerous to come here though since we have talked another 
house sister, Bette Wurmle Mitchell ’76 into moving to 
Woodstock. Oh, and Linda Newton Porter ’69 lives just 
down the interstate!

Where’s the Nabor House Plaque? 
Nancy Papili Showalter, 1969 
I vaguely remember playing with the Ouija Board with 
Mary Ann Johnson Owens ’69 when we were freshmen 

and she started laughing and couldn’t stop. She told me 
that she laughed for three days; crazy times!  

What I remember the most from my time at the House 
was when we stole the Nabor House Plaque over their 
door. Those guys liked to brag that it was impossible 
to do that.  I don’t even remember exactly who was 
with me, but there were three of us. We asked for a late 
night, so we did it after curfew. The other two House 
sisters hoisted me up and I unscrewed it gradually. I 
had to watch through the window when guys walked 
by so I could duck down. We also had to watch for 
patrol cars that might spot us and stop the operation.  

It took a while to accomplish, but we got it done. I 
think there were a couple of seniors involved and I 
seem to remember Sherri Houston Meyer ’66 as one of 
them. Just can’t remember for sure right now. 

As a pledge, I also remember being woken up in the 
middle of the night and going around the room acting 
like some animals. I confess that I thought it was ridicu-
lous and wondered if we were still in high school, where, 
even then, we didn’t do those kinds of crazy things. 

I also remember sleeping in the dorm rooms all winter 
with the windows open and using an electric blanket. 
And of course, the pinning and engagement ceremo-
nies that were lots of fun. Many good times and mem-
ories. Please give my greetings and love to all.   

Random Memories of the Early 60s 
Mary Ann Johnson Owens, 1969
I will admit right now that my memories from my time 
in the House is dimmed by the 50 years since my grad-
uation. Most of them are clear as a bell, but may have 
grown in my imagination over that time. So, take these 
thoughts with a grain of salt. 

Night-time Memories:
Most of the time, my memories of sleeping in the 
big, chilly, down-right cold dormitory room were 
non-descript or even pleasant. However, there was 
one House-sister during my time there who did a bit 
of sleep walking and we all had to be on alert so that 
we could quickly guide her back to her bed without 
waking her. One year, she was assigned a top bunk, 
so that became a bit more difficult. One night around 
two am, several of us awakened to see the door to the 
fire escape standing open, letting in lots of cold air. 
We jumped out of our beds and ran across the ice-
cold floor and peered out into the darkness. There was 
Sister X (name withheld to protect the innocent sleep-
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walker) standing on the top step of the fire escape in 
her nighty, in the snow. We gently led her back to her 
top bunk, and it took at least three of us to hoist her 
up to her nest on top. Believe it or not, in the morning, 
Sister X didn’t remember the adventure at all. 

On another night in the dorm, I had been sleeping 
soundly during finals week in 1968. I was awakened by 
someone whispering in my ear. “Bobby Kennedy had 
been shot right after he had won the California Prima-
ry.” Most of us who had been sleeping were just dazed 
by this news! Bobby Kennedy was the second Kennedy 
to be killed by a violent act in five years. We were all 
shocked. It didn’t matter what political party we fol-
lowed, we were just devastated by what was happening 
in our country. Needless to say, that day was off to a 
difficult start. 

Wearing giant curlers, or even tin cans, in our hair, 
made it difficult to sleep, whether we were in the dorm 
or in the bed in our room. We’d do anything to be 
beautiful with big hair back in those days! 

Plow Boy Prom: 
One year, several of the House girls decided to go to 
the Plow-Boy Prom in one of the banquet rooms at the 
Union. I didn’t have an appropriate Cow Girl-looking 
outfit that would be fashionable for square dance, but 
one of my sisters came up with an outfit for me, com-
plete with the crinolines. I was a sight for sore eyes! I 
didn’t want to take the chance of sweating in someone 
else’s outfit, so I carefully stuffed tissues under my 
arms before I put on the shirt. I don’t remember how 
we got dates, but perhaps it was an exchange. I just 
remember that I was hoping to impress the guy I was 
with, though I didn’t know him.  

There were enough of our House girl group that we 
were able to form at least one square. As the dancing 
went on, we all got quite warm. I was just horrified 
when I started around the square doing a Ladies Chain 
or DoSi-Do, and looked down and saw tissues all over 
the floor. I realized that they were coming from under 
my arms, so I started adding a little kick to my step 
every time I got near one. I have no idea how this all 
ended, but perhaps I was the only one who noticed. 

Stock in a Floral Business?
Carolyn Lock Moffitt, 1971 
I started dating Don Moffitt the second semester of my 
sophomore year and his senior year. So, he was stu-
dent teaching then but started coming back to campus 
almost every weekend with flowers. This continued 
through my junior year, so the living room had fresh 

flowers almost every weekend. I got teased that Don 
had stock in a florist business. I think it put pressure 
on a few other males to notice how to win a 4-H House 
girl’s heart. 

Are You Still a 4-H House Girl? 
Colleen Traughber Grossell, 1973 
As I eagerly anticipate attending the reunion luncheon, a 
question comes to mind: “Are you still a 4-H House girl?”

Are you always eager to sign up to try new things? 

Do you get excited to meet new people like you did 
at 4-H House exchanges, around campus and in your 
classrooms? 

Do you level off the measuring cup when you cook or have 
you gone rogue and just plop ingredients into the bowl? 

Do you like healthy competition, be it a pie-baking 
contest, a sports game or perhaps politics? 

And let’s be honest, as we look around the room at the 
luncheon, will you look at your pledge class and feel 
a little twinge of jealousy because someone is thinner, 
someone has more hair, someone has a better job, 
someone is famous or someone has more grandchil-
dren than you? Or in reality, will you not care about 
any of these things because each one is a member of 
your old team, each one is your sister. 

In your everyday life today when you can’t sleep at 
night, do you have flashbacks of staying up half the 
night studying for a big test? 

Are you a better cook, a better housekeeper because 
you had to do house duties while keeping up a good 
grade point average? Those jobs added to your ability 
to multi-task. 

When the wind blows cold and the snow swirls, do 
you remember shuffling to class in Champaign-Urba-
na in tights and a skirt (no slacks were allowed in the 
old days. Can you imagine it today)? Now you realize 
that just such an experience was good training for the 
tougher challenges of life. 

When you think of your mom or dad (who may not be 
with you anymore) do you remember the sweet photos 
that were taken at the House on those special parent 
weekends? 

We laughed together; we cried together, sometimes 
over lost loves; we supported each other. We celebrat-
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ed others’ good fortune as we hoped for our own. We 
never lost sight of the important things like loyalty and 
empathy. We understood that one person’s win does 
not diminish our own chance at happiness. 

We gathered at the snack bar in the kitchen at two a.m. 
for Dunkin Donuts and stale coffee – and we liked it. 
We trudged through ankle deep snow to get to class – 
and we endured that. We left campus with high hopes 
and dreams – and if we were lucky, some of those 
dreams came true. 

Can you still get excited when you get the mail because 
you can remember the day you got your acceptance 
letter from 4-H House? I still have my letter, 50 years 
later. Can you still be thankful because you know that 
although nothing is promised in this life, you got to 
experience something really special at 4-H House as 
you made lifelong friends? 

If you said yes to many of these questions, then you are still 
a 4-H House girl at heart and you are all the better for it. 

Capers of 4-H House (1974-1978) 
Deb Rayburn Flowers Lester, 1978 
The Trophy Snatch:
It was a balmy spring night in 1978 and finals were in 
the air. The guardians, aka: Marla Behrends ’75, Elaine 
Simon Wolff ’76, Marilyn Shepherd ’75, Anne Flick 
Poznic ’78, and other various well-behaved ones were 
all fast asleep at two am. But not The Mustang Crowd! 
Cathy Linker Lafrenz ’76, Charlotte Tegeder Wildrick 
’77, Patty Thaxton ’79 (she may have just been an inno-
cent by-stander), Char Archer Ware ’78, possibly Sue 
Abbott Gildel ’78, and Cindy Wise Grier ’77, plus myself 
were catching our second wind. It was late, we had stud-
ied for at least 3 hours, were coffee-ied out and verging 
on becoming zombies. We needed some ACTION. 

Pacing the length of the living room, listening/danc-
ing to Barry Manilow was just not going to give us the 
boost we needed. Hmmmmmmm, what to do???? What 
to do?????? I do believe it was Cathy Linker who said, 
“HEY! Anyone been inside Alpha Tau Omega?” We 
looked at each other in puzzlement? Heck no, and who 
of the purest cookie bakers at 4-H House could say they 
had been??? “Just what I thought,” said Linker. “Let’s get 
something off their mantle!” “YEAH,” we all shouted! 
“Shhhhhhh,” said Abbott, who’s going to stay back and 
open doors??” Patty seems like the likely volunteer and 
the rest of us hopped into the chartreuse Mustang and 
headed down Lincoln Avenue. I pulled up to the street at 
the front of ATO and Linker, Tegeder and Wise jumped 
out. I kept the get-away car rumbling. 

In minutes, seeming like hours, they all raced back to 
the car, Linker had the trophy in hand and shouted, “Go, 
go, go!!!” Giggling all the way. To be honest I can’t say if 
it was a plaque or trophy and what it was for, but it was 
a significant piece in their house and the following day, 
Mom T made an announcement at dinner, that whoever 
had the trophy from ATO needed to return it. We all 
gulped and turned white. Linker didn’t bat an eye and I 
will say that returning it was not near as much fun. 

Ah, the Famous Cookie Bakers!: 
How many chocolate chip cookies can one bake in a 
year? Char Tegeder and I were making cookies and 
everyone going through the kitchen wanted a baked 
cookie or even cookie dough. It was as if there was 
an army of cookie monsters out there! We had had 
it! Beggars, the whole lot of them! So next study 
break, which happened to be on the eve of April 1, 
we shopped for an extra cookie ingredient.  We got a 
box of Ex-Lax pills and ground them up to make sure 
that no one got an over-dose, unless they ate a dozen 
or more. We didn’t think about the granules unevenly 
distributed in the batter.  

 This time, everyone that came through the kitchen 
asking for a taste of the batter or “just one cookie. . . 
PLEEEEEEEASE. . .” “Well, okay,” we’d say, “but just 
one.” “You guys are the best. . . these are sooooo good,” 
they all chimed. Hmmmmmm, we thought. 

Being Beta Sigma Psi Little Sisters, just down Ohio, 
we were thinking Hmmmmmm again. Maybe those 
ungrateful brothers of ours needed a little wake-up 
call. And what about those Brown House guys next 
door? So we made cookies for not only the girls in the 
house, but Beta Sigma Psi and Brown House. We were 
met with ohhhhhs and ahhhhhhs and then the next 
day hit! 

Capers Cont: 
Girls at the House were furious and demanded revenge, 
only they never baked any cookies! But Patty Burger 
got even. Outside the upstairs window of our room 
was a giant poster board with our underwear hung 
on the edges, “CALL FOR A GOOD TIME!” Deb and 
Char, 555-1212. Our justification wasn’t holding water. 
We didn’t see it until we casually went over to Brown 
House and the guys were laughing. One of them had a 
queasy stomach but didn’t put it all together until we 
confessed. They threw both of us in the shower, hold-
ing my cast (softball injury) outside, as to not get wet! 
The drowned rats returned home. Then the phone calls 
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from Beta Sigma Psi started coming in! These guys 
were MAD! We were told that one of the nicest guys, 
Bill Weber, had gotten pretty sick and that made me re-
morseful. Not Char. She could talk her way out of a box 
and had the guys apologizing to her before it was over. 

It was a chilly April and for the next two weeks, the 
hoods of our parkas were up and closed nearly shut and 
we avoided almost everyone, LOL. Sigma Psi was vow-
ing revenge, but it never materialized. I used a short-
ened version of this story with County Commissioners 
at a hiring panel, when they asked me if I would bake 
cakes and cookies for them at their monthly meetings. I 
ended by saying that I’d be happy to bake some cookies! 
But, I never had to even heat up the oven. 

Dad, Farmer and Illi-Cops:
We had several Rho-Mates at 4-H House and it was 
time we made a visit…a late night visit. Char Tegeder, 
Char Archer, and maybe Sue Abbott too, all jumped in 
the Mustang and we rode to Alpha Gamma Rho. We 
had plans to clean out the Active Room, but I’m wait-
ing and waiting…why is this taking so long? I can’t fig-
ure it out. Then I see Char Archer! Only she’s wrapped 
like a mummy in a roll of hand towels (ok, so they 
don’t use those anymore). She was absolutely mummi-
fied with her head sticking out and on the shoulders 
of four guys! We’d been had! DRAT! They ran around 
outside the house on the lawn and then went inside. 
So, what’s a girl to do? I get to a phone, somewhere, 
and call for my dad who worked as Illi-Cop the 11 pm 
to 3 am shift. No luck, his day off. Bummer. 

Hey! What about Detective Larry Allen and Sargent 
Jerry Morgan? I know those guys! So, I called and 
asked Larry to help us. I explained that one of our girls 
was “mummified.” He said, “What?” So, I explained 
that we needed some police intervention. He said he 
would see if they could stop by. In about 20 minutes 
the two police officers arrived at the door of AGR and 
knocked. Unfortunately, Chuck Alexander answered 
the door. I grew up in Methodist Youth Groups with 
Chuck and he knew that my dad was an Illi-cop. He 
called the bluff and said, “I know Rayburn’s Dad is a 
cop!” and the officers came over to me and said my 
“in” was now “out.” They laughed and said they were 
getting back to work. Double Drat! It must have been 
numerous trips later and me recruiting girls from the 
House to help me rescue Char from her Egyptian cap-
tors. We eventually found her on the lawn of AGR and 
were able to get her home. There’s only so much that a 
“Get-a-way girl” in a fast Mustang can do. 

My Mom
Marie Shaw, 1985
My Mom, Audrey Nelson Shaw ’56, died on Decem-
ber 13th, 2018. I’m still learning how to live with that 
fact. It was just in May earlier last year that my sister, 
her eldest, passed from breast cancer. In the weeks 
before my sister left us, Mom and we three daughters 
sang and videotaped a round of  “White Coral Bells” 
one last time, a song that I believe Mom had learned 
at 4-H House. When we were young and the four of us 
were in the car together, it was a treat to sing that song 
together. She also taught us Tell Me Why and I See 
the Moon and the Moon Sees Me. At her 80th birth-
day, she danced the Hula Dance that she had learned 
during her years at 4-H House from 1952-1956, com-
plete with her original antiquated grass skirt that she 
had saved all these years. 

Mom lived her love and passion for leading and learn-
ing throughout her life, including as a 4-H leader and a 
judge at 4-H fairs. She taught home economics just out 
of college in Havana, Illinois for a year before marrying 
my Dad, and continued to be involved in home exten-
sion and home economists until her unexpected death. 

Our growing up experience was an 18-year home 
ec. class as she helped us with each zipper and quar-
ter-inch hem and the Quick Mix One Egg Cake. Later, 
that included vegetable gardening and photography 
through which she recorded the history of almost 
everything. When it was time for me to go to college, 
Mom’s enthusiasm for 4-H House beckoned me to fol-
low in her footsteps. I was there from 1981-1983 before 
I left campus to study Physical Therapy at the Chica-
go campus. Mom and I both were active participants 
at the Illini football games, she holding a card in the 
Block I section and many years later I marching with 
my trumpet on the field as part of the Marching Illini. 
We were fortunate to share one last experience there 
at Memorial Stadium when I returned last October to 
honor 150 years of Illinois Bands and marched with 
400+ other alumni. 

What I’ll always fondly remember are the lasting 
friendships Mom maintained with the sisterhood, es-
pecially her pledge class. She anticipated every reunion 
from Boston, Massachusetts to Yachats, Oregon to 
Bishop Hill, Illinois. She served on the committee for 
the 75th Anniversary of the founding of the House, 
attended the 80th, and would have been here for the 
85th if she was still alive. She has each adventure re-
corded in photographs somewhere in her drawers or 
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on her computer. Mom died on December 13, 2018. 
On her memorial bulletin, we included the verses 
of I See the Moon and the Moon Sees Me and at the 
luncheon following the service, my cousin, Pat Lewis 
Nelson ’80, rounded up five of us 4-H House alums in 
the Nelson family to sing those verses in memory of 
Mom. Other 4-H House sisters were there in spirit to 
support me, too. 

Going Back After 28 Years
Ann Dorn Sanders, 1992
When I moved into 4-H House in 1988, to say I was an 
emotional mess would be an understatement. My dad 
had recently passed away and I was still grieving deeply. 
I missed my hometown-honey and the University of Il-
linois completely overwhelmed me. All of these feelings 
came to a head during our pledge walk-out when we 
were learning our house songs at a local park. I don’t re-
member which song it was, but I walked away sobbing. 

Before I knew it, my pledge sisters had literally formed 
a circle of support around me and continued to sing. 
This circle of friendship, both literal and figurative, got 
me through that and various other emotional break-
downs that year. I married my hometown-honey in the 
middle of my junior year, moved off-campus and was 
considered a house alumna because I was married. 

I graduated a couple of years later and we returned to 
my family farm for a while. I got busy raising seven 
kids and somehow, I didn’t make it back to 4-H House 
for 28 years. But then this past spring, my 16-year-old 
daughter surprised me by wanting to visit the U of I 
and 4-H House on our way home from a college visit 
to SIU. So, on the evening of Good Friday, I timidly 
rang the bell at the green door, and this incredibly 
sweet girl dropped everything to give us an impromp-
tu tour. A ton of memories came flooding back, in-
cluding the walk-out experience. It seemed so surreal, 
I thought I might have dreamed the whole thing. I felt 
like a narcissist, but later that week I sent a message to 
my pledge sisters asking if this really happened. They 
assured me it had.

Walking through the house after 28 years, I saw the 
beautiful upgrades but also strongly felt it still reflect-
ed the sisterhood that got me through some difficult 
times. I consider my bachelor’s degree from the Uni-
versity of Illinois one of my proudest accomplishments, 
but I never would have made it without the support of 
my 4-H House sisters. The cute little notes, the Wel-
come Back, We Missed You sign when I DIDN’T win 

Brownie Recipe 1
Noreen Nelson Frye, 1983 
I thought what happened in the 4-H House kitchen 
stayed in the kitchen! 

YES it was one of my early cooking dinner days at 805.   
I didn’t know there was a difference in baking powder 
and baking soda.  Yep, I put the wrong ingredient in 
the mixture, NOT KNOWING my mistake!  Don’t use 
baking soda in brownies – they WON’T set!

Yes, Cheryl, they were greasy and runny. I learned how 
to carefully read recipes as my next crew shift ques-
tioned my baking skills.  I think I signed up for  dish 
crew the next semester. 

I also confess that I got thrown in the shower after supper 
because my house sisters didn’t get dessert that night!

Brownie Recipe 2
Cheryl Ann Bicknell, 1985
I only remember that Noreen Nelson Frye ’83, while 
good at so many other things, was not the best on 
Kitchen Duty when it came to preparation. One time, 
she was tasked with making brownies and misread the 
instructions, putting in too much baking soda, I think.  
Those brownies were a greasy mess!  We all made fun 
of her, of course….and she laughed thankfully! Hope-
fully, she is not scarred for life!  

Anyone else might remember. I might have been on 
duty with her that day, but my memory escapes me. 
It was funny. Oh, and they were inedible! And in a 
HUGE industrial baking pan, of course.

the State Pork Industry Queen contest, the beautiful 
ceremony when I got engaged, and being inside a circle 
once again when my house sisters serenaded us at our 
wedding. Sure, there was a lot of work involved. I still 
would rather do dishes than cook, I HATED rack-outs, 
and I never could remember some of those Greek 
letters. But I feel very blessed and proud to be a 4-H 
House Alum.
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Our special thanks to the following 
sisters, family members and friends 

for the generous donations 
of their time and talents.

Mary Ann Johnson Owens, ’69 Donation of countless 
hours and expertise in the solicitation and editing of 
the 85th Anniversary Collection of Our Stories.

Charlee Walker, ’18 Donation of time and talent for the 
design of the 85th logo.

Barbara Campbell Determan, ’75 for the graphic de-
sign of the 85th mailer/registration form.

Ron Navis and family (Erica Navis Peters ’15) for assis-
tance, equipment and grilling at the BBQ.

Robert Leenerts for assistance with BBQ.

Joyce Maierhofer Riskedal, ’91 for invaluable assistance 
in creating online registration program, Facebook 
postings and emailing information to our alumnae 
base keeping everyone informed.

Kelli Lynch Lively, ’96 for financial management assistance.

Our special thanks to the following
sisters, family members and friends 
for financial and product donations.

The Class of 1956 for financial donations to cover cost 
of banquet rooms for luncheon, cost of print materials 
and mailing costs.

The Class of 1964 for financial donations to support 
the shuttle bus service between Illini Union and 4-H 
House.

The Class of 1968 for food donations (Pork Chops, 
Hamburgers and Sweet Corn) and financial donations 
for all other items, equipment and rental costs required 
for the BBQ in addition to volunteer labor to staff and 
support the event.

Linda Newton Porter 1968 for donation to support all 
food and supplies for the Dessert Reception.

The Class of 1970 for support of “all things audio/visu-
al,” including production of a video of the Luncheon to 
be posted on the alumni website.

Joyce Maierhofer Riskedal for 1991 for the donation of 
the profit portion of candle sales to support the 85th 
Celebration.

The Class of 2017 for financial donations to support 
the cash bar service at the Luncheon.

The Class of 2018 for donation of time and talents to 
prepare food and beverage at the Dessert Reception.
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Our special thanks to the following 
sisters for their generous 

donations of silent 
auction and door prize items.

Diane Nottmeyer ’74. Illini Fleece Throw

Fall 1972 pledge class. All things 4-H House (T-shirts, 
cookbooks, notecards, glassware and more)

Class of 2021. “Local” themed basket

Class of 2020. Hand-painted Illini themed cooler filled 
with tailgating snacks 

Class of 1991. Metal 4-H House Crest

Cynthia Stevenson ’81. U of I apron, 4-H bread warm-
er, blue and orange tote, Chief Illiniwek gonk, Illini 
bag with games and Chief tote

Holly Birch Smith, ’03. 10”x30” framed campus land-
mark print

Gay Greenwood Kirkton, ’79. Vera Bradley large 
insulated bag with flamingo print, Matching VB beach 
towel and VB plastic cup with straw

Colleen Grossell, ’73. Illini “Booster Bucket”

Judy Harrison, 68. Themed Bags: For the Reader, 
Christmas, Tea Time, Pet Basket, Pamper Mom, Coffee 
Time, Baby, For the Kitchen or Cook, Beach Time, For 
the Gardener, Mom Purse, Toolkit

Sydney Mumm, ’18 and Judy Harrison, ’68. Illini Back-
pack with Illini stainless steel tervis tumbler

Beth Patterson, ’82. Two handmade quilts

Chris Baumann, ’82. Gift basket
 
Janet Harrington Rentsch, ’77. Quilt

       

             Anita PaydonDrinkall, ’71

Diane Paydon Becker, ’68

Linda Paydon Muehling, ’73 

Marti Briggs Brown, ’74

Nancy Briggs Carlson, ’71

Ann Butler Finnegan, ’81

Our song leaders
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