
 
  
We are pleased to present Donate Life Northwest’s 2016 ¢ƘǊŜŀŘǎ ƻŦ [ƛŦŜ 
vǳƛƭǘ, celebrating the lives of individuals who have been touched by or-
gan, eye and tissue donation and transplantation. Constructed from arti-
cles of clothing, blankets, photos and heirlooms, each square is unique 
and tells a story of the incredible courage, faith, and generosity of mem-
bers of our community throughout the region. 
  
As we honor our friends and families with our 18th quilt, we also cele-
brate the time and commitment given to these quilts by four very spe-
cial and dedicated volunteers: Ann Torgerson, Jan Zyp, Alberta Damm, 
and Cheryl Ferris. After 11 years weaving together so many inspiring sto-
ries into the Threads of Life quilts, Ann, Jan and Alberta are retiring. We 
are forever grateful for their contribution to this project.  
  
This quilt celebrates the lives of transplant recipients and offers hope to 
those awaiting transplant. It is also dedicated to the memory of those 
donors who gave the gift of life, sight and mobility. Every day, I find my-
self in awe of the generosity of donors and their families who have 
made this important decision, giving the gift of life and health to so 
many. 
 
We are all part of an inspirational and dedicated community. We hope 
that you will take the time to learn about each individual represented in 
this year’s quilt, and be inspired by their stories.  Organ, eye and tissue 
donation and transplantation transforms lives every day. We are truly 
honored and humbled to be the stewards of your stories through this 
beautiful quilt. 
  

Leslie Brock 
Executive Director  
Donate Life Northwest 





hn September 9, 1996, Blake donated his left kidney to his son, Jo-
seph, who was 10 years old at the time. This year marks 20 years 
since the successful transplant, which ended 22 months of dialysis. 
As a racewalker, Blake joined the Transplant Trotters in 2000, com-
peting in the Portland to Coast Relay. He won gold medals at Trans-
plant Games of American in 2012 and 2014.  
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!aron was a sports enthusiast. He was 
an extreme backcountry snowmachiner 
and had just made his first professional 
hockey team (the Danbury Whalers in 
Connecticut) when he passed away. Aa-
ron was extremely driven to succeed at 
all his endeavors and was always there 
helping others reach their potential, too. 
He was an example of determination 
and strength. A true leader, Aaron lived 
by the words of hockey great, Mark 
Messier: “As a captain, I think it is im-
portant that the players really know who 
you are and what you stand for, what 
your beliefs are, and to be consistent in 
those if things are going good or things 
are going bad.” 
 
Aaron’s organ donations allowed 14 chil-
dren to not lose a parent! 
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ausic was always a huge part of Denise’s life, and singing was always 
her greatest musical pursuit. She performed in numerous performances 
from elementary through high school, but her crowning glory was as the 
queen at her high school choir’s Renaissance Dinner. Denise also sang 
with youth choruses for nine consecutive years. Her love of music also 
included playing piano. Her senior project in high school incorporated 
playing the piano weekly at a local memory care facility. Through music, 
Denise brought joy to so many. 
 
Upon Denise’s passing, her best friend said, “It’s hard to put into words 
the impact one person can have on your life. Your infectious laugh will 
always bring a smile to my face.” Words cannot describe the impact 
Denise has had on our lives and the lives of so many. Her touch on our 
world is far-reaching. And while it is beyond human understanding why 
Denise is no longer with us here, we know that Denise and all she exem-
plified lives on forever through everyone she touched. Denise was and 
continues to be an inspiring example of how to live life to the fullest. 
One of Denise’s favorite sayings was, ά[ƛǾŜ ǿŜƭƭΣ ƭŀǳƎƘ ƻƊŜƴΣ ƭƻǾŜ 
ƳǳŎƘΦέ Denise is always remembered, never forgotten. 
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aark James Angeles was a person full of life; he loved snowboarding 
and was passionate about bicycles, volunteering, chemistry, music, the 
mountains, and the beach.  

 

Mark was born in Washington, DC, but grew up in Colorado Springs. He 
loved writing, math, science, and being with his peers. He was involved 
in track and cross-country, a marching and concert band, played the 
drums, and was always busy trying to make lives better for everyone he 
met. He went to Portland, Oregon, to attend Reed College. He flourished 
into becoming a young man, full of life always, with a beaming smile, a 
bear hug, and willing to help others through volunteering at a middle 
school, at the Community Cycling Center, and at Reed College where he 
managed the bike co-op and was a housing advisor. Mark graduated at 
the top of his class with a degree in chemistry. He was looking forward 
to a lifetime of what he called “real adulthood.” But Mark left us too 
soon in a tragic accident just nine days after his college graduation.  

 

Mark was the kind of person who represents the best in us. He was 
smart, witty, passionate, and driven, but at the same time, incredibly 
thoughtful and loving. He made it his mission every single day to simply 
love people in whatever way he could. He had eyes that could always 
see the good in other people, even when all they could see was bad. He 
was a true and unique light to this world, and is sorely missed. 

 

Thank you, Mark, for touching lives simply by being true to yourself. We 
love you. ~ Mom, Dad, and Mia 
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¢his quilt square is a tribute to the donors who gave the gift of life to 
me, a complete stranger. Because of their generosity, I was given not 
only a second, but a third chance at a healthy and happy life. 
 
In 2006, I became very ill, very quickly. The doctors were unable to de-
termine the cause of my liver failure, but gratefully, I received a liver 
transplant a few months after diagnosis. In 2010, the liver that was so 
generously gifted to me failed, and I was on the list again. I was ex-
tremely fortunate to receive another liver, and I have been healthy ever 
since. My feelings are very complicated knowing that someone died and 
my life was saved as a result. 
 
I do not know who my donors are. I wish I did, because it is their story I 
would like to tell. I can merely say that I carry gratitude in my heart eve-
ry day for my donors and their families. ¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƎƛƊ ƻŦ ƭƛŦŜΗ 
hƴŜ ŘŀȅΣ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ƘŜǊƻΣ ǘƻƻΦ  



 

 
 

 
 

.yron was a beloved family man, a kind soul, and a gifted high school 
science teacher. He loved sharing his enthusiasm for the natural world 
with his students in the classroom and beyond: on field trips to the Ore-
gon coast, Jewel Meadows, Sauvie Island, and central Oregon; and by 
hosting friends and family in his backyard, a peaceful and enveloping 
oasis he designed and developed from a blank pallet with an outpouring 
of love, commitment, and energy, the same way he designed his family 
life and his classroom. Some 200 people attended the memorial service, 
including former students from Sandy High School, coworkers, friends, 
and family. Their stories, along with the 70+ comments posted in the 
Oregonian online guestbook attest to the impact made in so many lives 
by a dear man. 
 
Byron left this world at age 58, survived by two sons: Nate and Ryan; 
three step-children: Patience, Simogne, and Milo; and his wife, Patrice. 
His corneas have provided the gift of sight to two recipients who can 
now enjoy the beauty of nature: birds and animals, the sun and stars 
and sky, green spaces, waterways, and—probably most importantly—
the faces of their loved ones. His name will live on in two natural 
settings near Portland: The Byron Ball Educational Forest in Sandy, Ore-
gon, and on a memorial bench at Coon Point on Sauvie Island. Bring a 
camera or binoculars on your visit to enjoy one of his favorite natural 
viewpoints.  
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ay Mom, Barbara, was an outgoing, athletic, viva-
cious woman, who was always available to help 
someone in need. When she passed away in 1986, 
she generously donated her corneas and one of her 
kidneys. 
 
She was my hero.   
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Ln remembrance of Maxine Belcher: 

 
ά!ƴŘ DƻŘ ǎƘŀƭƭ ǿƛǇŜ ŀǿŀȅ ŀƭƭ ǘŜŀǊǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŜȅŜǎΤ 
ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǎƘŀƭƭ ōŜ ƴƻ ƳƻǊŜ ŘŜŀǘƘΣ ƴŜƛǘƘŜǊ ǎƻǊǊƻǿΣ ƴƻǊ 
ŎǊȅƛƴƎΣ ƴŜƛǘƘŜǊ ǎƘŀƭƭ ǘƘŜǊŜ ōŜ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜ ǇŀƛƴΥ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ 
ŦƻǊƳŜǊ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ŀǊŜ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ŀǿŀȅΦέ   
                                                                     wŜǾŜƭŀǝƻƴ нмΥп 
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hur son, Nathan (aka “Nate Dogg”) was such a happy baby, smiling and 
laughing. He was an active child, always exploring. He grew into a kind, 
loving teen, who many called friend.  
 
He loved to help others whenever the chance would present itself. I 
never understood why he would always ask for a dollar, no more, no 
less, just a dollar. It was after his passing that I learned he would give 
them to homeless people when he would walk or skateboard around 
town. Whenever I would get stuck on a problem, he would say to me, 
“Mom, you have to think outside the box.”  
 
He was always such a clown, joking and teasing. He was so handsome 
with the bluest eyes, and tall. He would jokingly rest his arm on my 
shoulder, as a tease about his height and my lack of it. After Nate’s pass-
ing, his Dad said, “He was my golden boy.” His smile could light up a 
room.  
 
It happened one day that Nate was looking at my driver’s license and 
saw the D stamp on it and asked, “Hey, Mom, is that D for your name?” I 
replied, “No, it means I am an organ donor.” We spoke briefly, and even 
at the age of 17, he replied with, “That’s cool. Maybe I will be one, too.” 
Who would have known that would come so soon? His act of donation is 
only a testament to his giving character. His liver went to a veteran who 
later sent us a letter stating that, “people call me a hero, but to me, your 
son, Nate, is my hero.”  
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Wim passed away from a heart 
attack. He was retired, but 
was always helping others 
with hauling things away, yard 
work, or fixing things. He left 
behind a daughter, Cami, and 
his wife of twenty-five years, 
Sue.   
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!ryen was so kind, loving, sharing, and giving. Her heart 
was blessed and led by her love for the Lord. She was al-
ways passing along a smile to brighten the day of others. 
It’s such a tragedy and unfair loss for such a young, vi-
brant sweetheart to be taken far too soon. Her legacy will 
forever live on in the hearts of her many loved ones. 
However, now, through her gift of life with donation, her 
spirit will carry on even more so. 

 
vǳƛƭǘ ǎǉǳŀǊŜ ŘŜǎƛƎƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǳōƳƛǧŜŘ ōȅ 
wŀŎƘŀŜƭ ±ƛǎŎƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ¢ŜǊǊƛ tǳŎƪŜǧΦ 

 
vǳƛƭǘ муΣ .ƭƻŎƪ Lм 



 

 

 
 

 

Wudy loved her family and friends. She loved scrapbooking, fla-
mingos, Pepsi, angels, smiling, and anything involving family. She 
never gave up on anyone or anything.  
 
Judy married her husband, Chuck, in 1965. They had three chil-
dren: Kevin, Mike, and Robin. 
 
She had a great life, and was also the “Jelly” in Peanut Butter & 
Jelly with her sisters. Judy had a great smile that could light up a 
room, and she was such an amazing woman. She always believed 
in dreams coming true. 
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Dary Michael Cockrum was born in Grappenhall, England, in 
1944. Shortly after the war ended, he and his mother moved to 
the United States to join his serviceman father in Colorado. From 
an early age, Gary was a voracious reader, appreciated 
knowledge, and was a hard worker. In 1974, while at work, he 
met the love of his life, Laurel. They were married for 40 years 
and had two daughters, Kate and Beth. 
 
Over the years, Gary had many hobbies including stamps, pho-
tography, and graphic design, but his true passions were billiards 
and rocketry. He played pool for close to 60 years and was a long
-standing member of a local team. He also spent many hours de-
signing and fabricating his own rockets. Many of his rockets drew 
a crowd at the launches and earned him the nickname “Scary 
Gary.” He was a cool car junkie, a WŜƻǇŀǊŘȅΗ aficionado, a stamp 
guru, a Mr. Fix-It Rube Goldberg genius, and a high-flying rocket 
man. Gary was all of those things and more to many people. To 
his family, he was a willing ear, a problem solver, our compass, 
and our sounding board. We were blessed to have him in our 
lives. He made us all better people. 
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²esley has received two kidney transplants. The first, at age 27, 
in 1996, he received from his father, Michael. In 2003, Wesley was 
diagnosed with Hodgkins Lymphoma and had nearly a year of 
chemotherapy. In 2014, he received a second kidney from his sis-
ter, RaNae.  
 

Wesley has been an inspiration to all who know him for his courage 
and determination to be independent following major setbacks in 
his life and to start again. When he hoped to join the military after 
high school, his medical exam showed he had a kidney disease, 
which excluded him from service. He next earned a degree to in-
stall heating and air conditioning units. The exposure to molds and 
extreme heat forced him to quit and be on dialysis until his first 
kidney transplant. After that, he worked in apartment maintenance 
for several years until his diagnosis of cancer. He was very weak 
after that, but as soon as possible, he earned a degree as a phar-
macy tech.  
 

As a kidney transplant recipient, health insurance coverage has al-
ways been a major concern, so Wesley went back to apartment 
maintenance, where insurance was provided. He continued to 
work there throughout two years of dialysis after his first kidney 
transplant rejected. He was very weak and weighed 110 pounds. 
His sister, RaNae, donated his second kidney, and he has recovered 
well. He has been persistent in his goals, never giving up! 
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Wulian was born March 25, 1978 at Good Samaritan Hospital. He 
was a beautiful, healthy baby, born to Julius and Shirley Cowan. 
People were amazed at his long, curly hair. He was 16 years old 
when he had his transplant. 
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¢he mission of the Donor Family Advisory Committee is 
to provide a unified voice for donor families who share 
their experiences of donation to improve the process 
and increase awareness of organ, eye, and tissue dona-
tion.   
 
tƛŎǘǳǊŜŘΥ [ŜǎƭƛŜ /ƻŜŬŜƭŘΣ 5C!/ ƳŜƳōŜǊ 
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/harlie Jude Donahue was a beautiful baby girl who has 
left a mark on the hearts of many. During her brief stay 
with us, Charlie earned the nickname “Bright Eyes” and 
brought smiles to all who met her. She loved being held 
in her mother’s arms more than anything else. 
 
Having Charlie in our life was the greatest gift of all. We 
never knew true love until the moment we met her. After  
months of prepping, hours of labor, and only minutes of 
pushing, she finally arrived. Holding her mere moments 
after birth, she gripped our fingers tightly, and we were 
so proud that she was our daughter. 
 
We will never forget our first restless night, where we 
changed her diaper and called her Bright Eyes or our 
teary final hours in the hospital, when we played the song 
from the first dance at our wedding. Every moment spent 
with her will remain with us for a lifetime.  
 
After a brief struggled with meningitis, Charlie died at 
Portland’s Randall Children’s Hospital. Just 20 days after 
being born, she passed away in the loving arms of her 
parents on April 24, 2015. Losing Charlie has been the 
most painful experience we’ve ever endured, but we 
would do it all over again just to see her once more. 
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Ln 1980, at age 28, Kathy was diagnosed with renal kid-
ney failure. In 1982, she had her first kidney transplant, 
which did not take. In approximately 1984, she received 
a second transplant which lasted two and a half years. 
In 1988, a third transplant was done, and this kidney 
survived for about six years. Then on May 19, 1997, a 
fourth transplant was done, and this one has been go-
ing strong ever since.  
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{teven Neil Fairchild was a loving husband and father. 
Steve was a kind-hearted man who loved to cook and 
bake in his free time. You would often find him cheering 
on his favorite football team. (Go Seahawks!) A little 
hobby of his was to play the lotto. His favorite were 
scratch-its because he could complete it with a loved 
one.  
 
Steve was very active growing up in his family. He en-
joyed playing baseball and football. After high school, 
he attended the University of Puget Sound, where he 
continued to play both of the sports he loved.  
 
There was never a dull moment with Steve; he was al-
ways joking around, making you laugh with either his 
fabulous dance moves or wet willies. As a born and 
raised Catholic, he remained an active volunteer in the 
church, always going out of his way to help others. With 
this donation, his spirit lives on for those who see 
through the eyes of happiness and humility.  
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Dregg was born in Astoria, OR, on January 20, 1958, the 
youngest of four children born to Armand and Garda Falleur. 
He lost both his parents to cancer when he was still in high 
school, and later one of his sisters and an older brother.  
 
He had a charming smile and way about him that endeared 
him to his older siblings and friends. He had friends that last-
ed from his early school years throughout his life. He excelled 
in sports in school and was a ŘƛŜƘŀǊŘ Oregon Ducks and Min-
nesota Vikings fan. He has a daughter who now attends the 
University of Oregon. He followed his brother to Eugene after 
high school and attended Lane Community College. He 
worked for True Value Hardware in their warehouse in 
Springfield for 15 years. He was married to Donna Harris in 
2006 and was a great friend and stepfather to her 3 children.  
 
Gregg loved the outdoors and enjoyed camping, hiking and 
playing golf. He loved country music and attending football, 
basketball and baseball games. He easily related to others 
and chose to see the good in people.  
 
He died of a cancerous brain tumor on June 23, 2015. He is 
sorely missed by his family and friends. They can all still hear 
him saying: Go Ducks! 
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Waime’s brother, Ramon, spent two years on dialysis before 
Jaime learned that he might be able to donate a kidney to 
save his brother’s life. In Guadalajara, Mexico, in 1998, even 
the doctors weren’t quite sure that the surgery would be a 
success. But Jaime believed he had to try, and he did. 18 
years later, Ramon is living a strong, healthy life with his 
brother’s kidney. Jaime, his wife and three children, live here 
in Oregon, where they are active volunteers and advocates 
for Donate Life Northwest, participating faithfully in the golf 
tournament and Lifesavers Breakfast, as well as helping with 
the /ŀŘŜƴŀ ŘŜ ±ƛŘŀ (Gift of Life) event in McMinnville. 
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²hen our daughter, Anita, died so suddenly, there was no time to 
say good-bye. Her death left a void that will never be filled. But life 
does go on, and my husband and I take comfort that she left us with 
so many happy memories. 
 
Anita loved working with people. Some of her most rewarding years 
were when she worked as a guide and instructor with Outward Bound. 
This organization emphasizes building up the self-confidence and 
physical skills of teens and adults so they are better able to deal with 
life and its problems. A few years ago, Anita made my husband and 
me a wonderful album filled with photos of her “kids” and the magnifi-
cent scenery in which she worked. It is where I got my inspiration for 
her quilt square.  On the inside of the album cover, Anita wrote two 
inscriptions which have stayed with me. She said, “Its been a challeng-
ing and awesome life so far.” She also found a quote somewhere that 
said, “A ship in harbor is safe, but that is not what ships are made for.” 
Anita lived her life by that quote and accomplished more in her forty-
five years than most people do in a lifetime.  
 
She was a ray of sunshine to all who knew her. Anita had the ability to 
take life by the horns and embrace it joyfully. This is her lasting legacy. 
God speed, Anita.  
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ayrna was a wonderful, Christian lady. She raised her six 
children and many more. Her motto was, “There is always 
room for one more.” Myrna loved the color purple and col-
lected owls. She loved singing in the ladies’ choir at church. 
Myrna made and donated many afghans. 
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In August of 2000, Dolores donated a kidney to her son, 
Lee. She rebounded from the surgery quickly and was 
back to work within a month. She has had no medical 
problems related to the donation and continues to live 
an active life, which includes traveling around the 
world. Lee feels very fortunate for his Mom’s gift! 
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Wohn Andrew Hanenkrat was born November 8, 1941 in 
Tillamook, Oregon. He passed away on May 29, 2015 at 
the family farm in Tillamook, where he had grown up. 
 
John was a hard-working man who enjoyed camping, fish-
ing, traveling, and spending time with his family – his chil-
dren, Johnny and Judy, and his grandchildren, Jordan, Jo-
si, and Bronx. 
 
John was the most selfless person you would ever know! 
He was always willing to help anyone with anything need-
ed!   
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hn April 12, 2000, Tracy received a heart transplant from her 
angel, Samantha. This gift allowed Tracy to give birth to her 
amazing son and watch him grow into a young man.  
 
Twelve and a half years after her first transplant, Tracy was in 
need of another heart transplant, as well as a kidney. On Octo-
ber 21, 2012, another angel named Katie donated her heart and 
kidney.  
 
Since this second transplant, Tracy has completed two half mara-
thons, multiple 5K and 10K races, as well as two Portland to 
Coast relay races. Tracy now has two angels looking after her. 
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hn September 22, 2014, Daniel Henry Indra donated two kid-
neys, a liver, and a heart. He was eight years old. His mother, 
Alissa, has always been a proponent of organ donation. Since she 
was fifteen, she has been listed as a donor. But when she was 
faced with the potential loss of her son, she realized she had 
never considered that he might die and whether or not he 
should be a donor.  

 

Daniel was excited that Saturday. He was going to spend the day 
helping his grandpa fix a hole on the second floor of his barn. 
Daniel loved Legos and loved to build. But this afternoon, as he 
helped his grandpa, a bee flew in and scared Daniel. He fell 
through the hole – 18 feet – and had major head trauma. He was 
life-flighted to the hospital, but the doctor regretfully told Alissa 
that there was nothing they could do to save Daniel. And in that 
moment, realizing that she had never considered that her child 
might die, she knew what she wanted. She told the doctors she 
wanted Daniel to save someone else. 

 

Today, Alissa says, “We were able to give his heart, his liver, and 
two kidneys. Daniel saved four people. It has been one of the 
saving graces that my husband and I have – knowing that our son 
is still alive in four people. My son may not be here next to me, 
but I prevented another family from going through the same 
grief and pain I am going through.” 
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aichelle Kell had a beautiful smile that lit her from 
within. Unfortunately, she was stricken with diabetes at 
the age of 8. Michelle met and married Jon Kell, a medi-
cal technician at OHSU. She worked in the pharmacy. 
They later moved to Ashland and worked in the hospital 
together. Michelle chose not to have children because 
of her diabetes, but wished to donate her body to sci-
ence in hopes of finding a cure for Type 1 Diabetes.  
 
Cooking was her pleasure. She was a gourmet cook and 
had many wonderful parties with her sister, Connie. 
She loved animals, especially her fluffy cat, Little Bit. 
And she loved the ocean. One of her favorite trips was 
to Bandon each year with all of her good friends. 
 
We have lots of great memories of good times with 
Michelle; we will cherish these moments through pho-
tos and fond memories. 
 
Michelle had many loyal friends and family who will re-
member her and her bright smile. 
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Kenneth was a terrific Christian man. He was liked by all 
who met him. He had a wonderful sense of humor.  
 
This quilt square is made from some of the ties in his tie 
collection. The Bible represents his faith in God. The 
fountain pen represents his pen collection. Lastly, Ken 
loved and collected ships. 
 

vǳƛƭǘ ǎǉǳŀǊŜ ŘŜǎƛƎƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǳōƳƛǧŜŘ ōȅ {ƘŜǊǊƛ  
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9ric Rygh Lee and his twin sister, Glenna, were born in Portland, Ore-
gon, on September 1, 1960. Their little brother, Kermit Rygh Lee, was 
born on August 12, 1963. Eric was full of life and laughter. He loved ani-
mals and had three raccoons as pets. At Jackson High School in Portland, 
Eric excelled in track and cross country. He loved to write and was a vo-
racious reader. 
 
Eric attended the University of Oregon and Whitman College. He worked 
for the Oregonian for many years and was a cherished employee there. 
A resounding theme at his memorial was that he would drop anything 
he was doing to go and help a friend. He made people feel important. 
 
Eric died suddenly of a stroke in January 2015. His life was full in the 
richness of friends and loved ones. His donor gifts are an extension of 
himself and his generosity in giving hope to others. 
 
This quilt square began in 1983 in Long Creek, South Carolina. I (his sis-
ter, Glenna) had taken a bus from Oregon to work on the Chattooga Riv-
er as a guide after college. I enjoyed creating small cross-stitch patterns 
and had stitched this one, putting it away and not knowing what I would 
use it for in the future. As the months have gone by, I thought about the 
quilt square. It has five hearts, which is symbolic of our five family mem-
bers, four of whom have passed on. In 1983, I had no idea that in sewing 
those hearts, I was creating something that would help my heart heal. 
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!rlie loved chickens. It all started when he was about ten. He brought 
home three chicks from a science project at school – supposedly all 
hens. Two were hens, but Fred was definitely not. He was a wild, aggres-
sive leghorn rooster, and nobody liked him much, but he became Arlie’s 
most beloved pet. Arlie walked Fred around the neighborhood like other 
boys walked their dogs. They were even on TV on “Ray Sommers at 
Large” – a boy and his rooster. 
 
By high school, Arlie had more than a hundred chickens. He sold their 
eggs and took his birds to the county fair. He acquired an incubator so 
that he could hatch more exotic breeds. People brought him crippled 
chickens and birds they were no longer able to care for, and his menag-
erie grew. Though they were wild, the chickens accepted Arlie without 
fear, following him around the yard. The babies perched on his head and 
shoulders. When a predator got into his henhouse, Arlie stayed up all 
night and shot the weasel. 
 
At school, Arlie was dubbed, “Chicken Boy” and was the object of much 
teasing. His brother jumped on the bandwagon and created a series of 
“Chicken Boy” cartoons. 
 
Eventually, the chickens were replaced by cars, motorcycles, a job, wife, 
and children, but our family has tender memories of Arlie and his birds. 
He loved them and learned to be kind and responsible by caring for 
them. 
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Werome was loved by all and had a beautiful, loving 
soul. He was an intelligent, kind, compassionate, and 
loving person. He loved sports and was outstanding in 
soccer. When he smiled, the whole room lit up. He was 
also a tribal member of the Yurok tribe.  
 
Upon his death, Jerome was able to save and enhance 
lives by donating his heart, kidneys, and liver, as well as 
bone, tissue, and his corneas. 
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During her life, Cheryl experienced many medical problems. She got preg-
nant with her first child at age 16 and gave birth to a baby girl, Chevelle, 
on July 30, 1975. On April 19, 1979, she gave birth to her son, Andre. Sad-
ly, Andre passed away as a young man. This loss affected Cheryl very deep-
ly. 
 
Cheryl was diagnosed with kidney failure and was treated with dialysis for 
16 years before her doctor encouraged her to go on the waiting list for a 
kidney transplant. Cheryl took his advice, and thankfully, her wait was 
short. I (her mother, Sarah Vanarsdale), prayed and asked God for a kidney 
for my daughter. Shortly after, I had a dream in which I saw my daughter 
on the operating table, and the doctor said that the kidney was a perfect 
match. The next day, I told her about the dream and she agreed, “It will 
happen!” Cheryl told me that she had heard a very clear voice telling her 
that she would get a kidney, but have to stay in the hospital for a while. In 
March 2005, Cheryl received a call: “We have good news for you. We have 
a kidney, and it is a perfect match.” Cheryl was discharged 29 days after 
her transplant. 
 
In the picture on her quilt square, Cheryl is holding her first grandson, Jus-
tin. When Cheryl got the call for her kidney, Justin was only 10 months old, 
but she told him, “I received good news today. I am getting a kidney.” Jus-
tin smiled and clapped his hands. Cheryl began to cry and thanked God for 
the gift. 
 
Cheryl was a very happy, positive person with a very infectious smile. She 
loved her family very much, and we love and miss her very much! 

 
5ŜǎƛƎƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǳōƳƛǧŜŘ ōȅ  
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wachel saved five people’s lives — including mine! She was honored 

on the 2015 Donate Life float in the Rose Bowl Parade in Pasadena. 
She was, and forever will be, 23. Her favorite number, which is on 
her square, was 32. She was an athlete, a teacher, and a hero. 
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Ln June, Mark will celebrate the ninth anniversary of his 
dual-organ, kidney-pancreas transplant at OHSU. After 
37 years as a Type I diabetic, this transplant changed his 
life for the better. The donor and their family remain 
anonymous. 
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tatrick was a warm and kind man. He was an artist and 
photographer. He was smart and loved books and mu-
sic. He was wonderful with his nieces and nephews. He 
was well-loved by all of his family and friends. We be-
lieve he is with God, and he is truly missed by those 
who are left behind. 
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[ori Moyer of Healy, Alaska, graciously donated one of 
her kidneys to my four-year-old daughter, Helen Lynn of 

Medford, Oregon. Lori and I used to work together in 

Alaska 12 years ago, but only in passing, I on the train, 

and Lori based in Talkeetna. Almost total strangers, we 

share a very special mutual friend who reunited us when 

my daughter needed a new kidney due to an E. coli/HUS 

infection she got September 2013. Lori gave us the most 

amazing gift. Not only is Helen thriving, but her baby sis-

ter and parents are enjoying an easier life not filled with 

stress and consumed by dialysis. Both Helen and Lori love 

mermaids, so their two quilt squares (Helen’s mermaid 

with blonde hair and Lori’s with brown hair) are in honor 

of two of the most amazing and inspirational spirits I 

know! Thank you, Lori! 
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ailton was born in North Dakota and raised in Montana. 
He had a gruff exterior but a heart of pure gold. If he liked 
you, you knew it. If he did not, you knew that, too. A 
friend said you never had to wonder what he was think-
ing for very long, because he told you! 
 
Milton liked stock car racing as a participant. He was a 
mechanic until ill health forced him to quit. He enjoyed 
bass fishing, and one of his wishes was to be able to go 
back to Alaska and fish with his grandchildren at a small 
lake near their home. This was not to be. 
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Wane was a loving wife, mother, and sister, who en-
joyed her family, her faith, and many friendships. 
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!lex was 22 years old and a loving father of a 5-year-

old. He was a good husband, son, and grandson. Alex 
was loved by everyone and is still missed daily. The 
flowered trim on his quilt square is from the trim of the 
dress his daughter was to wear to their first daddy-
daughter dance; he was not here for it. 
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.obby (aka “Bobo”) was a very caring and loving per-
son. Bobby loved his family so much. He was a protec-
tor and provider, who wanted to make sure everyone 
was alright. If it was not alright, he wanted to know 
how to make things better. Bobby had so many talents. 
He was a gifted person. Bobby stood between 6’4”and 
6’5” and was muscle-bound. There was no fat any-
where on his body. He loved his blue jeans and a crisp, 
starched shirt, and a belt. 
 
Bobby was a great father to his three girls: Tamisha, 
Shannon, and Malieka. He always wanted a son, and he 
did not know that Anita was pregnant with his only son 
when he passed away. Bobby, Jr. was born in May of 
1986 – a son Bobo was never able to hold, kiss, or play 
with. And now, Bobby Jr.’s fiancee is pregnant with 
Bobby III. Bobby Jr. will be able to do everything his fa-
ther was not able to do. What a blessing! Bobby lives 
on. 
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.ryan (or Bossdrum) was a DJ for over 25 years and was known 
around the world for multiple types of music. Personally, Bryan 
raised three children and was married for three months shy of 20 
years. My husband was an amazing man. He even saved a man 
out of a burning house and was given the Portland Fire and Res-
cue’s only Medal of Honor in 2007.  
 
Bryan was fun, outgoing, giving, and loving. He is missed. 
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ay husband, Paul, died in May of 2007, but in his death, he 
was able to give several other people a better chance for a 
healthier quality of life. What attracted me to Paul was his 
laughter and his need to try to do whatever he could to meet 
the needs of his family and friends in whatever capacity he 
could. His five children meant the world to him, and even 
though there were some tough times in his life, the last few 
years were spent making as many great memories with them 
as he could. We were only together for five years, but in that 
five years, he gave me so many great times and memories. 
All I ever had to say was that I had not done something or 
tried something, and the next thing I knew, he was making it 
happen.  
 
Paul and I had discussions about organ donation and com-
pared drivers’ licenses to make sure that we were both 
signed up. Organ donation is something that I have always 
advocated, but you do not realize how important it really is 
until it is right in your face. I would not want anyone to go 
through the loss that his family and I have been through, but 
after the grief settles a bit, you start to realize what his organ 
donations did for several other families. Families that were 
also grieving for different reasons. This was a comfort for me 
to realize that Paul, once again, made this happen. 
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/urtis loved the outdoors. He loved to fish, hunt, and 
ride motorcycles. He loved family and was loved by so 
many. He worked in construction and had been regis-
tered as a donor since he got his license at 16 years old. 
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tat served in the US Army from 1963 to 1965 and the 
Army National Guard from 1960 to 1963. His education 
was in architectural drafting and blueprint reading, but 
his passion for almost forty years was building from the 
ground up and seeing the blueprints as finished projects. 
As a supervisor and superintendent, he enjoyed teaching 
beginners new techniques as well as experienced con-
struction workers. 
 
Pat loved to cook, and he enjoyed teaching his children 
and grandchildren his new recipes. We loved eating just 
about everything he made. He also enjoyed cooking for 
the residents at the senior housing where he lived. 
 
He enjoyed many things in life such as music, dancing, 
golf, sports, fishing, and above all, family. His favorite say-
ing was, “Baby, we have a good life! What a country!” 
 
This quilt square was made in memory of a very loving 
husband, father, grandfather, great-grandfather, brother-
in-law, and father-in-law. We all miss his wonderful sense 
of humor, laughter, hugs, and kisses. He gave so much 
from his heart. Pat is so loved by all of us. 
 
vǳƛƭǘ ǎǉǳŀǊŜ ŘŜǎƛƎƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǳōƳƛǧŜŘ ōȅ 5ƛŀƴŀ tŜǝǎŎŜΦ 
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aichelle had a great sense of humor and was very fun-
ny. She loved to help people and was an extraordinary 
friend to all who knew her. 
 
vǳƛƭǘ ǎǉǳŀǊŜ ŘŜǎƛƎƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǳōƳƛǧŜŘ ōȅΥ ¢ǊƻȅΣ /ƭƻŜΣ 

¢ǊŜƴǘƻƴΣ bƛŎƻΣ ŀƴŘ DƭƻǊƛŀ bƛŎƘƻƭǎΦ 
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5aniel was a very loving and caring person. He was the sec-
ond of six children in his family. He welcomed each new baby 
and would hold, love, and care for them. He was kind and 
took care of his siblings, and he loved babies and children, 
and older people, too. Later, he had one son of his own and 
loved him with all of his heart. 

 

As a boy, Daniel loved to ride horses and go camping, and he 
took with him everyone who wanted to go. He took in people 
all of his life – old or young, it really did not matter. He gave 
of himself, his time, and his money. He always helped every-
one that needed help of any kind and just wanted a batch of 
no-bake cookies as a thank you. He often let people stay at 
his house, giving them coats, food, and a bed, if they needed 
them. 
 

Daniel was a carpet-layer by trade and went the extra mile by 
putting up curtains or doing projects for people who could 
not do for themselves. 
 

We all loved Daniel so much. He always had a smile, and his 
eyes just glowed with love and kindness. We just do not 
know how we will make it without him. He is living on 
through the organs and tissues he donated. That has been a 
great comfort to us. 
 

vǳƛƭǘ ǎǉǳŀǊŜǎ ŘŜǎƛƎƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǳōƳƛǧŜŘ ōȅ bƻǊŜƴŜ tƘƛƭƭƛǇǎΦ 
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aary Catherine Walsh Reid was born on the South 
Side of Chicago and moved to Oregon in 1969. She be-
came an eye and tissue donor on September 15, 2013, 
and helped 22 people. She loved cross-stitch, quilting, 
and knitting. Her beautiful, handmade treasures were 
given to family and friends. She loved going out for 
lunch and shopping. She is missed daily by her husband 
Bob, daughter Kelly, and golden retriever Jade. She 
would be very happy to be helping others.  
 
vǳƛƭǘ ǎǉǳŀǊŜ ŘŜǎƛƎƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǳōƳƛǧŜŘ ōȅ YŜƭƭȅ wŜƛŘΦ 
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¢his quilt square was designed by Savannah Monteith, Grace Malloy, 
and Susan Dieter-Robinson to honor Abby and her little sister, Anna 
Dieter-Eckerdt. Ever since Abby and Anna went to Heaven, their 
friends and community have become very connected to rainbows. 
When a rainbow covers the sky in their town of Forest Grove, it is not 
rare to hear people say, “Looks like Anna and Abby are making rain-
bows again.”  
 
ά!ǎ ŀ ƳƻƳΣ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ƎǊŜŀǘ 
ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ǿƘƻ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ƴƻ ƳŀǧŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ ƭƛŦŜ ōǊƛƴƎǎΦ aȅ 
ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊǎ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƳŀȊƛƴƎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎƘƛǇǎ ƘŀǾŜ ǘǊŀƴǎŎŜƴŘŜŘ 
ǘƘŜ ŘƛǎǘŀƴŎŜ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ IŜŀǾŜƴ ŀƴŘ ŜŀǊǘƘΦ {ŀǾŀƴƴŀƘ ŀƴŘ DǊŀŎŜ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜπ
ŎƻƳŜ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜŘ ƛƴ ǎƘŀǊƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ Řƻƴŀǝƻƴ ǎǘƻǊȅ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƭŀǎǎƳŀǘŜǎ ŀƴŘ 
ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜǊ ǎǘƻǊȅ ƛǎ ƻƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƴǎǇƛǊŜǎ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ǘƻ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ŀ ǊŜƎƛǎπ
ǘŜǊŜŘ ŘƻƴƻǊΦ L ŀƳ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ǇǊƻǳŘ ƳƻƳ ƻŦ ǘǿƻ ƎƛǊƭǎ ƛƴ IŜŀǾŜƴΣ ŀƴŘ L ŀŘƻǊŜ 
ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ƘŜǊŜ ƻƴ ŜŀǊǘƘΦέ Ϥ {ǳǎŀƴ 5ƛŜǘŜǊ-wƻōƛƴǎƻƴ 

 
ά!ǎ ŀ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣ !ōōȅ ƭƻǾŜŘ ǳǎ ǳƴŎƻƴŘƛǝƻƴŀƭƭȅΣ ŜƴŎƻǳǊŀƎŜŘ ǳǎ ǘƻ ǘǊȅ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ 
ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘ ȊƻƴŜΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŦƻǳƴŘ ŀ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǳǎ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ {ƘŜ 
ǿŀǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ŎǊŜŀǝǾŜ ǎǇƛǊƛǘ ǎǝƭƭ ƛƴǎǇƛǊŜǎ ǳǎ ǘƻ ōŜ 
ǳƴƛǉǳŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ƳŜƳƻǊƛŜǎ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ƻŦ ƭŀǳƎƘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ !ōōȅ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ 
ƭƛǾŜ ƭƛŦŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦǳƭƭŜǎǘΣ ǊŜƳƛƴŘǎ ǳǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƛƴ ŀ ǎƘƻǊǘ ǝƳŜΣ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ 
ƭƛŦŜƭƻƴƎ ŘƛũŜǊŜƴŎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǾŜǎ ƻŦ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΦ wŜƳŜƳōŜǊƛƴƎ ƘŀǇǇȅ ǝƳŜǎ Ǉƭŀȅπ
ƛƴƎ ƎŀƳŜǎ ƻŦ ƘƛŘŜ-ŀƴŘ-ǎŜŜƪΣ ŎǊŀƊƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŘǳŎǘ ǘŀǇŜΣ ŀƴŘ ΨƘŀƴƎƛƴƎ ƻǳǘΩ 
ǿƛǘƘ !ōōȅ ƳŀƪŜǎ ǳǎ ŦŜŜƭ ƘŜǊ ǇǊŜǎŜƴŎŜ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ŜǾŜǊȅŘŀȅ ƭƛŦŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ 
ƎǊŀǘŜŦǳƭ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƻǇǇƻǊǘǳƴƛǘȅ ǘƻ ōŜ ƘŜǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΦέ Ϥ {ŀǾŀƴƴŀƘ aƻƴǘŜƛǘƘ ŀƴŘ 
DǊŀŎŜ aŀƭƭƻȅ 
 

vǳƛƭǘ муΣ .ƭƻŎƪ 9т 



 

 
 

 
 

.rian was my sweet, handsome son, and my sunshine. 
He loved his family, his dog Sparkle, and baseball. Tragi-
cally, he died at the young age of seven. He is always in 
my heart. 
 
vǳƛƭǘ ǎǉǳŀǊŜ ŘŜǎƛƎƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǳōƳƛǧŜŘ ōȅ [ŜǎƭƛŜ /ƻŜŬŜƭŘΦ 
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/hristian was born with Hypoplastic Left Heart Syn-
drome and Endocardial Fibroelastosis. Thanks to his 
transplant, he is now an active eight-year-old who is 
involved in flag football and martial arts. 
 
vǳƛƭǘ ǎǉǳŀǊŜ ŘŜǎƛƎƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǳōƳƛǧŜŘ ōȅ 5Ŝƴƛ ²ŀǘǎƻƴ 

ŀƴŘ bƛŎƻƭŜ wǳǿŀƭŘǘΦ 

vǳƛƭǘ муΣ .ƭƻŎƪ /с 



 

 
 

 
 

thilip loved gardening, hunting, fishing, and working with wood. 
He was involved in fundraisers, the community kitchen, and 
building ramps. He was a faithful servant for the Lord. He was 
one of the leaders for thriving projects for our community such 
as Christmas baskets to share in the community. He was in-
volved, and he was loved. 
 

This story about the hummingbird will tell what kind of man he 
was. We had a picnic table across from a hummingbird nest, and 
we kept an eye on it. One day, we missed the mama humming-
bird and worried, we called our vet. She gave us the number of a 
hummingbird rescuer who told us to watch the nest for an hour 
and if the mother did not come back, she would come and get 
the babies. We watched it, and the mother did return. About 
three months later, Phil and I were sitting at the table, and the 
hummingbird kept flying up to his face. I said, “I think she wants 
you to follow her.” He did, and she led him to one of the babies 
that had fallen out of the nest. The rescuer told us that hum-
mingbirds will not abandon their babies and to put the baby back 
in the nest. Later, Phil was in the hospital, in hospice on the 7th 
floor. It had been a weary night when I was sitting on the couch 
by a window. I felt something behind me and turned to see a 
hummingbird looking at Phil. I knew that God was going to res-
cue Phil and take him home to Heaven. 
 

vǳƛƭǘ ǎǉǳŀǊŜ ŘŜǎƛƎƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǳōƳƛǧŜŘ ōȅ !ƭōŜǊǘŀ {ŀƴƴŜǎΣ wŜōŜƪŀ 

[ŀƴŘƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ bŀƴŎȅ IŀǊǿŜƭƭΦ 
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ay family is one of a kind! We are so blessed to have the love, 
support, and strength from each other, and our constant faith in 
God. Life is a gift! Kidney failure is real! My family did not hesi-
tate to be tested to save my life when my kidneys failed due to a 
virus when I was 20. I’ve seen first hand how humble both my 
dad (my first donor) and my brother (my second donor) are. Of 
course, superheroes do have their secret identities!  The public 
does not see the scars, nor can they tell if they have one kidney 
or two. What people do see is two very healthy, active, hard-
working, fun-loving people. Family men who are loving, gener-
ous, and courageous. They are life-saving heroes! I will continue 
to share my story to honor my dad and brother. They deserve it! 
God bless all other living and deceased donors who gave the gift 
of life! 
 

vǳƛƭǘ ǎǉǳŀǊŜ ŘŜǎƛƎƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǳōƳƛǧŜŘ ōȅ [ŀǳǊƛŜ {ŎƘŜŜǊΦ 
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/harles was a real “people person” and taught elementary 
school for over 25 years. Fishing and camping brought him great 
joy with all the interaction around him. 
 

vǳƛƭǘ ǎǉǳŀǊŜ ŘŜǎƛƎƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǳōƳƛǧŜŘ ōȅ hƳŀ {ŎƘǳƳŀŎƘŜǊΦ 
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!s the baby of the family and the only girl, it was easy for me 
(sister, Kodee Scruggs) to see my big brother as my tormentor 
and a nuisance to my presence, but he was also my protector 
and guardian. His prodding and teasing was his way of showing 
his love. With a five year age difference, our perceptions were 
unmatchable. I watched him grow in our hometown, finding 
friends and family and support that would stick strongly beside 
him ‘til the last moment at the hospital years later. 
 
Even through our sibling bickering, I always looked up to James. I 
observed him throughout his life, admiring who he became as a 
person. I watched him succeed at things which he was most pas-
sionate about, motocross, hunting, girls, and his friends. I also 
saw him fail, only to rebuild himself stronger. I watched an amaz-
ing child grow into an amazing man. However, it was not until his 
death that I realized that all the years of observing this miracu-
lous person, it was not just to his little sister that James was 
amazing, it was also to the people who James touched during his 
life. The memories that have been shared with me, the depth of 
care that people from our community have shown me, simply 
states that James was not only my big brother, he was and IS so 
much more – a child of the light, a guide in the dark, and an en-
couragement to the lost. 
 

vǳƛƭǘ ǎǉǳŀǊŜ ŘŜǎƛƎƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǳōƳƛǧŜŘ ōȅ 5ŜōōƛŜ .ƻŀǊŘƳŀƴ ŀƴŘ 
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Ln 2011, Rebecca had salivary gland carcinoma, which required 
major reconstructive surgery to the inside of her right check. In 
2014, Rebecca had breast cancer. This also required a major re-
constructive surgery. Both of these surgeries were completed 
with tissues provided by generous donors! 
 

vǳƛƭǘ ǎǉǳŀǊŜ ŘŜǎƛƎƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǳōƳƛǧŜŘ ōȅ wŜōŜŎŎŀ {ƛƳƻƴΦ 
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9ven without taking a breath in this world, Ronan was filled with 
more life, love, and mischief than anybody else I have ever 
known. He was very funny. I miss laughing at his antics and reac-
tions. Without stepping foot on earth, he was able to be a hero 
to many and loved by all who knew him. 
 

vǳƛƭǘ ǎǉǳŀǊŜ ŘŜǎƛƎƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǳōƳƛǧŜŘ ōȅ bƛŎƻƭŜ {ƳƛǘƘΦ 
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Ln 2007, while Justin’s wife was pregnant with their first child, he 
selflessly donated a kidney to his sister, Alicia.  Alicia has always 
led a healthy lifestyle, but she hasn’t had it easy. And her son 
was born prematurely, at 23 weeks, due to her kidney disease. 
But thanks to the living kidney donation of her brother, she is 
still here, working hard as a single mother. The family thanks 
God and Oregon Health & Sciences University every day for Ali-
cia’s transplant and her life! 
 

vǳƛƭǘ ǎǉǳŀǊŜ ŘŜǎƛƎƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǳōƳƛǧŜŘ ōȅ !ƭƛŎƛŀ {ƻƛƴŜΣ YŀǊŜƴ wƛŜŘƭΣ 

ŀƴŘ /ƘǊƛǎǝƴŜ wƛŜŘƭΦ 
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wobert “Robbie” Neely was a young man in his 20s, 
who was taken from his family, friends, and fiancé far 
too soon. He loved his family and he loved his dog, 
Shadow. In June 2014, Robbie tragically lost his life in 
an accident. His family made the gracious decision to 
carry Robbie’s legacy on through organ donation. 
Through that decision, he saved the lives of several 
people. I was blessed to receive his liver. Without organ 
donation, I would not be here today. I am alive and well 
and living life to the fullest. I am taking my good health 
and second chance at life with energy and enthusiasm. I 
give thanks to Robbie, who will always be a part of me, 
for giving me this chance. 



 

 
 

tortland to Coast is the largest walk relay in the world! 
Out of the 400 teams who participate, the Transplant 

Trotters are the only team that actively seeks transplant 

recipients, living donors, and donor family members. 

Team members take turns walking the 132 miles from 

Portland to Seaside, Oregon. The Transplant Trotters 

joined the Portland to Coast in 1996 in an effort to edu-

cate the public about organ donation and transplanta-

tion. They demonstrate the normal, active lives that re-

cipients and living donors can lead after donation and 

transplantation, and help raise awareness about the ur-

gent and ongoing need for organ donors. 

 

¢ǊŀƴǎǇƭŀƴǘ ¢ǊƻǧŜǊǎΥ .ƭŀƪŜ !ŘŀƳǎΣ !ƛƳŜŜ !ŘŜƭƳŀƴƴΣ wŜπ

ōŜŎŎŀ !ƭŘǊƛŎƘΣ bƛŎƻƭŜ !ƴŘŜǊƎŀǊŘΣ tŀǘǊƛŎŜ .ŀƭƭΣ /ƘǊƛǎǝƴŜ 

.ƻƻƴŜΣ wŜōŜŎŎŀ .ƻǳǊŀǎǎŀΣ [ŀǳǊŀ 9ƭƭǎǿƻǊǘƘΣ [ŜŜ DƻƭŘŜƴ WǊΣ 

¢ǊŀŎȅ IƻȅƭŜΣ aŀǊƛŜ YŜƴǘΣ .Ǌȅŀƴ aȅǎǎΣ aƻƴƛŎŀ hȊǿƻŜƭŘΣ 

¢ƻƳƳȅ ²ƘƛǘŎƻƳōΦ 
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²hen Jan lost his medical clearance to fly, he took up remote 
control airplanes. This was his love. His personality and character 
were as high as his planes could fly. I did not know he was a do-
nor, but it was just like him.  
 

vǳƛƭǘ ǎǉǳŀǊŜ ŘŜǎƛƎƴŜŘ ōȅ Wƻŀƴƴ .ǊƻŎƪƳŀƴƴ ŀƴŘ ǎǳōƳƛǧŜŘ ōȅ 

5ƻƴƴŀ ¢ǊŜǎƴŜǊΦ 
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aartha Lea Vanarsdale was born in 1933 in Camden, Mississip-
pi. Her parents were Lula Bell and Drew Vanarsdale, Jr. Martha 
had 13 siblings. At the age of 16,  Martha married Herbert Hoo-
ver Olive and moved to Portland, Oregon. Martha gave birth to 
eight children – 4 boys and 4 girls. She loved children so much 
and worked as a teacher assistant for Portland Public Schools for 
years before her retirement. Martha also opened her own day-
care and helped raise foster children, as well as some of her 
grandchildren.  
 
Martha loved her church family. She loved God so much that she 
was also motivated to go to the juvenile detention center to 
reach out to the young men and women that made mistakes in 
their lives. She tried to help them turn their lives around. 
 
Martha was a great cook. She would create very delicious vege-
tarian dishes. One of her other greatest pastimes was to shop. 
She loved to bargain shop and dress up with very colorful outfits. 
She would never leave home without her Jesus pin on her 
blouse, coat, or dress. 
 
On December 4, 1985, Martha made the decision to allow her 
son, Bobby, to become the first heart donor in Oregon. The rest 
is history. 
 
Martha passed peacefully at home on January 16, 2012 with her 
daughter, Balinda, at her side.  

 

vǳƛƭǘ ǎǉǳŀǊŜ ŘŜǎƛƎƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǳōƳƛǧŜŘ ōȅ 

.ŀƭƛƴŘŀ hƭƛǾŜ-.ŜƭǘǊŀƴΦ 
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Dabriel Barrera was a loving family man who loved to help oth-
ers in need. He was a man who went the distance and shared life 
with others by becoming an organ donor. An accident in 2012  
took his young life at 51 years of age. He shared that life with 
four others through organ donation. I was blessed to receive his 
beautiful, loving heart. I give thanks each day for this gift that he 
shared with me. I’m so blessed for my second chance at life and 
for the man who has given me this, Gabriel Barrera. 
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.orn in Ohio, David moved to Oregon at the age of three and lived 
there until his death. After serving with the US Army in Germany during 
the 1950s, he married his high school sweetheart, Lillibell. They were 
married for 55 years and raised three children: Lonny, Twila, and Gwyn. 
They also have ten grandchildren, eight great-grandchildren, plus a 
number of other loved ones (adults and children) David adopted in his 
own way. 
 
David loved to raise farm animals and vegetables. He also welcomed 
many different kinds of wild birds to his bird feeders. 
 
Most of all, David liked to work with wood. The biggest thing he built 
was a new house for his loving wife. He also made all kinds of wooden 
cars, toys, frames, boxes, clocks, furniture, and more. If it could be made 
out of wood, he would make it. He used many different kinds of wood, 
but his favorite was Purple Heart. 
 
He was always giving and never wanting anything in return. His joy was 
little children. He loved to lighten up their eyes with his handiwork such 
as the wooden toys or puzzles he made. 
 
There was not much David could not do. He was a jack of all trades. He 
was always willing to help anyone – family, friends, and perfect 
strangers. He would help anyone in need. He was greatly loved and is 
missed by all. 
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5ustin was always a giving person. Before receiving the gift 
of his heart in 2001, he asked if he would still be able to be a 
donor when the day came. After they eased his mind that 
yes, he would still be able to be a donor, he said, “Let’s do 
this.” That gift gave us five more years with our son, and gave 
him five more years of life. 
 
When he passed away 10 years ago, he was a donor with 
over 75 bone, skin, tissue, and cornea donations. Dustin 
would be so happy to know that so many people were 
helped by his generous gift.  
 
Dustin was a gift to us; we adopted him as a newborn, and 
we honor his heritage of the Chinook tribe. We have come 
full circle. 
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¢his square is dedicated to all of those who are currently 
waiting for a lifesaving organ transplant. 
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