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What is my only comfort in life and death?

That I am not my own, but belong with body and soul, both in life
and in death, to my faithful Savior Jesus Christ. He has fully paid
for all my sins with His precious blood, and has set me free from
all the power of the devil. He also preserves me in such a way that
without the will of my heavenly Father not a hair can fall from my
head; indeed, all things must work together for my salvation.
Therefore, by His Holy Spirit He also assures me of eternal life
and makes me heartily willing and ready from now on to live for
Him.

What is my chief end?

My chief end is to glorify God and to enjoy Him forever.
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Backpacking the Wonderland Trail with son Jonathan 2011

Prologue
Several years ago, I helped a patient write his life story. We
produced in pdf format the story of his rather remarkable life
growing up in East Germany, escaping to the west, and finally
coming to America. He was my student German teacher, though I
rediscovered him only many years later, after I had performed on
him surgery for lung cancer which gave him a few more years of
life. The book of Helmut’s life may be found posted on my blog site
www.feuchtblog.net under Autobiographies/Meine Geschicte.
Don’t worry—it’s in English. In a similar fashion, my father had a
very interesting life, and so my two oldest brothers worked with dad
to produce his life story, which was distributed in printed form. This
document is intended to provide for my posterity a flavoring of
their father, grandfather, great-grandfather, etc.

My life is not quite so interesting as my father’s nor as my patient’s,
yet, having had many adventures and fascinating events in life,
decided to chronicle my life story to date from memory before that
memory failed too badly. It is perhaps arrogant to think that others
would want to read about my life, or that I’m just boasting. Writing
my life story is instructive, first in remembering the many mistakes
and failures that I have had in life, but also in taking note of the
wonderful providence of God in getting me through many
seemingly impassable circumstances. It is therapeutic to acknow-
ledge at life’s end the intricate tapestry (to quote Edith Schaeffer)
that ultimately made all things work out for the good, even with
many valleys of the shadow of death that filled one’s life. This story
is about God’s work in His world and my life, and the wonderful
friends and dear family that God has brought into my life.

Everybody is constantly scripting a narrative by the life they choose
to live. Most often, these stories are not put into print, even though
they stand imprinted in the cosmic consciousness, better known as
the “Book of Life”. All of our stories have already been written,
beginning to end, before any event ever happened (Psalm
139:16—Your eyes saw my unformed substance; in your book were written,
every one of them, the days that were formed for me, when as yet there was
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none of them.) In reality, life is a discovery of the story that God has
already written for us. It does NOT mean that we are automatons of
some cosmic novel as we still have choices, make decisions and are
completely responsible for the decisions we make. God, in His
eternal wisdom, knows how to both have history completely
predetermined and yet have the actors completely free and
responsible for their choices. Don’t ask me to explain it as I’m not
as smart as God.

Recall is faulty, and I made every effort to consult sources to
improve the accuracy of the written narrative of my life to the
present day. This is not a complete story but a summary of the
highlights of my life. I have left out many of my sins and rebellions
against God. It’s not that I’m trying to sugar coat my life, but that
they do not contribute to the story of God’s work in me, and God
be thanked, they are washed clean by the blood of the Lamb.
Besides, I don’t wish this book to be expanded to over 10 volumes.
And so my story begins.

Feucht family
emblem

Front and back of birth certificate.
Those feet were made for walking.
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Chapter 1—Earliest Childhood
My head hit the air of planet earth before any other part of my
body. The only reason I know this is because it’s what I’ve been
told. I experienced a normal birth in the Burlington, Iowa hospital
overlooking the banks of the Mississippi River. I was the third of six
viable children to eventually head out of the same womb. Mom
refused the doctor’s orders to stay put and left the hospital the day
after my delivery. Dr. Smith, who delivered me, died in a small plane
accident not many moons after I came into this world; I am sure
that my birth had nothing to do with the accident. My birth was
somewhat remarkable, because it was in the early morning, and
precisely a year before, in the same hour and same day, 20August,
my older brother was born. We were very much like twins, though a
year apart. Lewis was born in Rock Rapids, Iowa, and after several
moves by my parents, I made an uneventful arrival in Burlington,
Iowa, my first encounter with terra firma outside of the womb.

It is no mystery that I don’t recall my birth or much of the first few
years of my life. We had moved a few more times after my birth,
though I don’t remember where. For a short while, we lived in
Indiana, but my father eventually purchased a feed and hatchery
store in Canton, South Dakota. This is where my personal memory
finally kicks in.

Canton, South Dakota
We lived in the rear of the feed store named Community Feed and
Hatchery. It was situated off the main street, not far from the
Canton, SD train depot. I didn’t realize it at the time, but one of
America’s most brilliant and acclaimed scientists, Ernst Lawrence,
who won the Nobel Prize for the invention of the cyclotron, was
born and raised through high school in this town. To me, it was just
a small, rural farm town. Daily, I would see trucks haul bags of feed
from the store. The front of the store had all types of small supplies
that farmers would need for their animals. Dad was a natural
around animals, having grown up on the farm, and had a
personality that everybody seemed to like, so it was a very busy store.
The business did phenomenally well. We were usually oblivious to

Photo of me immediately after birth
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Front of hospital in Burlington, IA where I was born. It has
since been torn down.

Grandma Feucht c. 1963

The Canton, SD feed store where we lived in the late 1950’s

Our home many years later
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the hustle and bustle of business going on. We would climb on the
sacks of feed, and often challenge Lewis to eat some of the feed,
which he would do.

Lew and I had our penchant for getting into trouble. One day, we
got our pet Cocker Spaniel up on the roof of the feed store with a
bucket of paint, and proceeded to paint our sweet dog blue. We
received a rather hard spanking for that. Dad would always
discipline us severely if we mistreated animals. Sadly, this dog was
killed on Valentines’ Day by getting hit by a garbage truck. Another
time our oldest brother Dennis (then called LeRoy) talked Lewis
and I into a scheme whereby if we tear up little pieces of paper and
take them to the local store, they would give us candy. We did that,
coming into the store with pockets of shredded paper, and pouring
them out onto the store counter, demanding candy in exchange. I
don’t recall how the cashier responded but do remember than we
went home without candy. Dennis noted that it was at Noid’s Drug
Store, and the cashier merely smiled and shook his head. LeRoy was
watching just outside the door!!!! We spent a lot of time wandering
the streets. Once I remember going up to the main grocery store in
town and taking several candy bars without paying for them. I
didn’t eat them, but when I got home, I told my parents, who

Family in the early Canton
years. Left to right, Lewis,
LeRoy, Ken (me)

Dad in the feed store. I’m still wondering where the runts went.

LeRoy, Lewis and I
on the couch, with
LeRoy getting
rough and Lew and
I complaining to
mom.
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promptly took me back to the store and made me apologize for
“stealing” candy.

The living quarters where we stayed was in the back of the feed
store, which had a small kitchen. The boys all stayed in a small room
with a door that was missing the door knob and only had the hole
where the knob should go. When mom wished to “lock” us in the
bedroom, she would jamb a towel in the door to keep us in. The
central living room was also where dad would have business
meetings and have customers come for talks and slide shows.

I didn’t start school in Canton, since I was only 3-4 years old. One
day, mom had me go with Lewis to school as a show-and-tell object.
I guess the teacher didn’t mind, but I was rather frightened by the
thought of school.

Illness
We had a small sandbox behind the house where I would frequently
play. One day when it was very cold and wet outside, my mother
caught me playing in the sandbox, and soon afterwards I came

down with a horrid cold, followed by full-blown pneumonia. This
lasted for about 6 months. I spent a week in the hospital, and loved
to play with the nurses (I still do!). I especially liked doing puzzles
in the hospital, and the nurses reported to my parents that I was the
speed demon of the puzzle world. They finally let me out of the
hospital, but I remained in a state where I couldn’t eat or drink
much. The only thing I could keep down was 7Up because I was
coughing so much, so dad bought cases of 7Up which were reserved
just for me. Is it any wonder that I still love 7Up? The pneumonia
nearly killed me, but I pulled through by the grace of God, having
moderately weak lungs and frequent colds ever after that.

Dad and mom had some contentious moments in the feed store.
Mom really enjoyed working the front desk, while dad felt that
mom hurried too much and made mistakes, and should have been
giving the children her total attention. To mom’s objection, dad
decided to move the family to a house on the edge of town. I
remember being there only a short time, and after incessant protest
by mother, we were back in the feed store. As kids, we actually liked

Lewis and I
(on the left)
celebrating
our 1st and
2nd birthday.

Mom (at the door) with our dog, and then LeRoy, me, and Lewis with
a neighbor lady on the right end.
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the feed store better than the house, and so were quite happy with
mom’s decision. It was about this time that I remember Gaylon
arriving on planet earth. Karen was born a year before Gaylon, but
I just don’t remember that event.

South Elgin, Illinois
Dad finally was fed up with running the feed store, and decided to
do something different. The feed store was sold to somebody in
exchange for their farm in Mitchell, SD, we moved to South Elgin,
Illinois, and dad worked as a traveling salesman for General Mills.
South Elgin is a small town, and we lived at 619 Lucille Street, built
by a friend from church, Clarence Dietrich. There was an empty
field across the street that would flood and then freeze over in
winter, which would allow many kids to ice skate on, but for us to
slip and slide on. In summer, it was an empty field, and LeRoy had
dad commission a backstop and turn the field into a ball park. Up
the street was a gravel pit, which served as a wonderful slope for
sledding in wintertime.

I started school in South Elgin. We would have to walk behind the
gravel pit, and then pass by the Dietrich’s house to make it to
Clinton School. I remember very clearly kindergarten through
second grade at that school. I don’t remember much about church
except that we had to drive by the then-closed Elgin watch factory
to get to church. Visits to Dr. Gedridis, who also delivered my
youngest sister Gloria, were relatively atraumatic for me but
memorable. We would shop once a week at the small grocery store
in South Elgin, and dad would pay up once a month on the bill.

When Gloria was born, we had to stay at the Dietrichs. I was small
enough that they put me in a crib for want of a bed, to my horrid
embarrassment. One night, I went to sleep with chewing gum,
which got into my hair. Poor Millie Dietrich had to somehow
extract the gum from my hair before I went to school.

At school, I was very shy and to myself. One day in first grade, I was
very curious at to why many children went on the school bus, and
decided to just get on with them. The bus driver drove all over the

countryside, and after discovering one remaining kid (me), took
me back to school, where I nervously climbed off the bus and ran
all the way home.

Dad hated the Illinois winters, and dreamed often of the sunny days
when he lived in the Los Angeles area. Finally, he was fed up, quit
his job, sold the house, had mom pack everything up into 50 gallon
cardboard barrels, rented a trailer, and off we went to southern
California. We stopped by the Lester, Iowa homestead, and it was
the only time I remembered meeting one of my paternal
grandparents. Grandma was still alive (she died of gastric cancer
when we were in California a year later). She made us a batch of
Springerle hard German anise cookies for the trip which were so
good I still dream of them. Back on the road, dad drove constantly
with but few breaks through Utah, through the desert, until we
arrived in the Los Angeles area.

Southern California (El Monte)
Our first stop was to a temporary apartment complex in Maywood,
south of Los Angeles. We were there for several weeks. I don’t
remember much of this place. Soon, dad had a house at 11705
Mulhall Street in El Monte, California. This was an area close to the
Apostolic Christian church in Altadena, but also close to dad’s old

Our home in South Elgin
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friends the Mingers in Baldwin Park. We often rode our bicycles
several miles to the Minger’s house to play with Emil Minger, a feisty
kid about our age. Even in the early 1960’s, I remember much smog
which caused me to frequently experience severe burning in my
eyes. The drive to church took about an hour. The church was a
converted old house, with the upstairs being the living quarters of
one of the members of the church, an older lady. We loved to play
in the bushes on the perimeter of the church grounds, and then get
spankings for soiling our Sunday clothes. Oh well!

I remember our street very well. I didn’t really have any friends,
being too shy and quiet, but would often play with friends of the
siblings. We loved to climb to the top of the neighbor’s shed and
jump off, or climb up our apricot tree to get onto the roof of our
house, and then gorge ourselves with apricots. Mom would babysit
Trudy and Sammy, the young children of the neighbor behind us,
and we would raid their plum tree. LeRoy had gotten into the
Beach Boys who were very popular at this time, and we even once
went to go see them at the local Sears Store where they were giving
out autographs. LeRoy would set up garbage cans in the garage,
and then bang out the current Beach Boy songs.

I remember school well. It was a short walk to Norwood School,
where I went to 3rd and 4th grade. There were paper drives of note.

There was summer, when the school opened up rooms for kids to
play games. LeRoy had a friend, Steve Billester who was interested
in science just like LeRoy, and who remained friends of the family
even after we moved out of El Monte. Life was nice in El Monte.
The library was close by, and I was already addicted to books. The
library was very often visited. Close by on Peck Road was also a
bakery that sold bags of cookie rejects on which we would
occasionally spurge.

Dad sold poultry pharmaceuticals for Mr. McClelland. This went
well for a while, but dad realized that he was on the road and away
from the family from Monday morning through Friday evening.
Even though work treated him well, dad wished for more indepen-
dence, and decided to quit and start selling insurance. He went to
work for Metropolitan Life. We once attended a Christmas Party at
the insurance office where we just happened to be by far the largest
family there. Dad would take me on his house calls to sell insurance.
He was very good to us kids. LeRoy started a paper route, followed
eventually by Lew, me and Gaylon also having paper routes in
Portland. Because I was at school only ½ day, mom made me fold
the papers for LeRoy. I didn’t like that, because LeRoy would be
paid, and I would not. Protest did absolutely no good. We didn’t do
a lot of fun things as a family in California. Once or twice we went
to the beach, though half the time was spent on stalled freeways.

1st grade photo

Our home
in El Monte
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Family in the early South Elgin years, clockwise from top is
LeRoy, Lewis, Karen, Gaylon, and me.

A now complete family in El Monte

Complete family and growing, 1965 in Portland

Once, we went to Griffith Park, a huge park on the north side of Los
Angeles, as part of a church event. Other than that, we were quite
capable of finding out ways to entertain ourselves. We didn’t need
electronics to entertain us.

Some time in early 1964, father received a letter from our great
aunt Rose Knapp in Portland, Oregon, that her husband had
passed away and that she needed somebody to care for her. This
letter was sent to a number of relatives, including dad. Dad had
spent a spring and summer with Rose in the early 1930’s, and he
had always wished that he could again move back to Portland. This
provided the opportunity, and he quickly accepted. So, off we were
again, leaving El Monte and driving up to Portland.

We drove the coast. One stop was at Anderson’s Pea Soup
Restaurant. In 4th grade, I had learned about the California
missions, and so had dad stop at several of those missions. We had
Chinese food in San Francisco. Dad ordered Egg Foo Young, and it
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tasted so awful, it was one of the few times dad actually let us leave
food on our plates. We drove through the Redwoods. Finally,
rounding a corner in the west hills, I had my first glimpse of
Portland, Oregon. It is a memory burned into my brain for life.

❀

Age 15 school photo

The pledge that I wrote, designed, and printed, which hung in our surgery office,
and used by Physicians for Compassionate Care, an organization out of Portland, OR

that led the fight in Oregon and Washington against physician assisted suicide.
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Chapter 2—Portland
Aunt Rose (as we usually called her, though she was dad’s aunt and
our great-aunt) already had a house purchased for us on 1800 SE
35th St. She lived just several blocks away at 3266 SE Stephens St.,
making it easily walkable. We spent a brief summer in the 35th St.
house. It wasn’t quite suitable for us in that we discovered that it was
going to require tremendous remodeling costs. We started painting
the downstairs and cleaning up. The kids were assigned the yard,
but often escaped to Laurelhurst Park nearby to play. We were to
sleep upstairs, which was accessed by a separate door requiring you
to go outside. The house wasn’t quite as suitable as Aunt Rose
thought it would be. We would visit aunt Rose with dad, as Dad had
to see her every day. The visit always consisted of a reading from the
German bible, then a short prayer in German, which dad would do.
We would sit beside dad, and next to an ozonator which filled the
room with the horrid smell of ozone, now known to be toxic to
breathe. Sometimes, aunt Rose would make us a ghastly red soup
to eat. She had a nice house, but her deceased husband was a
inveterate junk collector who could not throw anything away.
Newspapers were used to wrap up any organic scraps from the
meal, and then buried in the back yard. We would help a bit with
her yard, mostly cleaning up the leaves of a most awful Monkey tree.
Aunt Rose was always nice to me, but our contact was almost always
in dads’ presence, so we really didn’t get to know her well.

On mom’s insistence, we moved to a house at 3330 SE Tibbetts St.,
a little too far to walk to Aunt Roses’, but a short driving or bicycling
distance to her house. This suited dad well, as aunt Rose was not
getting along too well with mom, so it made visits difficult for mom.
Our Tibbetts house had two stories, the upstairs which was
intended to be a separate apartment with a semi-kitchen upstairs
and a real kitchen downstairs. The basement had a huge cast iron
oil furnace, and much of the basement floor was unfinished dirt.
Dad improved the house by finishing the pavement in the
basement, getting rid of the massive furnace, and putting vinyl
siding on the outside. The back yard was big enough for all of us to
have our own separate garden plot. Later, dad donated our garage

Dad and Aunt Rose
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to the Kiwanis Club and had a brick garage built in its place. Dennis
started school at Benson High School, and the rest of us went to
Hosford School, about ½ mile away. Dennis had started German
class in high school, and one day he announced that we were
pronouncing our name incorrectly. The pronunciation we were
using was “Fike” and Dennis informed us that it should be “Foyt”.
So, contrary to all of our relatives in Iowa, we started to say “Foyt”.
Much later, I was talking to a Viennese surgeon who said my name
was pronounced “Fikt”. Dr. Herbert Feucht from Düsseldorf
pronounces it “Foisht” and my Leipzig friend pronounced it
“Foiccccht”. In reality, there is no one correct pronunciation for the
name. In the Schwäbish dialect, it is “Fikt”!

Dennis, Lew, and I all had paper routes, delivering for Louis
Demartino, the dealer in the area around the 35th St. house; this was
further from our Tibbetts home, but we had gotten to know Louis
when we lived on 35th St. He was very fair to us kids, and twice I was

able to win a free trip to Disneyland by selling 60 new subscriptions
to the newspaper. There were many other trips that Louis took us
on, such as to Jantzen beach to ride the now extinct wooden roller
coaster, and would even have the paperboys come to his house each
year for a spaghetti dinner. For a brief bit, I left Louis to work for a
dealer that controlled the area right around our Tibbetts house,
but hated him. He was very unfair to us boys and had favorites, so I
eventually went back to Louis. In the summer, mom would compel
us to go pick strawberries, beans, and other berries. This was truly
back-breaking work, but if you worked hard, sometimes you could
make good money. There were older Chinese ladies that worked
the berry fields who were fast but treated deferentially well by the
farmers, which irked us royal. None of us kids really liked picking
berries, but then, we had no choice in the matter.

The Fights
Nowadays, my siblings and I get along very well with each other, just
as though we were best friends. That wasn’t always the case, and as
kids, we fought a lot. Back in South Elgin, LeRoy was throwing
knives, and one hit me on the medial aspect of my right foot. That
scar remains. In Portland, we had our fighting down to a
perfection, and then, usually over trivial matters. Once, a fight was
getting serious, so I ran to the upstairs of our Tibbett’s house and
locked the door to the upstairs. The door lock could be popped
open from the other side with a screw driver, so I had to keep my

Me in 1966; I dressed for school as Hans Brinker

Hosford Grade
school years 5-8
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thumb pressed firmly on the lock. As I was yelling at Dennis, Lew
ran around the house, put up a ladder and climbed into one of the
upstairs windows. When I saw him, I first screamed in fright, but
then we all started laughing so much, we forgot about what we were
fighting over. The fighting ended immediately the moment Lew
and I got back from camp (below) and had given our lives to Jesus.
The change was truly miraculous.

Our Church
Our parents were members of the Apostolic Christian Church in
America (ACCA) denomination. The Apostolic Christian Church,
was started in the early 19th century by Samuel Fröhlich. Fröhlich
lived in Switzerland, and wished to combat the ever-evolving liberal
nature of the Swiss church. As a reaction, he formed a
denomination that was grounded in Germany and Switzerland,
quickly spreading to eastern block countries as well as to the USA.
My grandparents and great-grandparents were ACC members in
Germany, and relocated into locales in the USA that had large ACC
populations, such as in central Illinois. The church theology was
never well formulated, but was similar to most brands of Anabaptist
thinking, and thus the Amish-Mennonite bent. There was a close
affiliation of many AC churches to Mennonite denominations.
They have some very distinct practices. In church worship, the sexes
are segregated in the men’s and women’s sides of the church. In the
ACCA church, there are no musical instruments in church, though
most members would have a piano in their home. The ACCN
typically uses both pianos and organs in worship. Both the ACCA
and ACCN require women to wear a head covering, though this
practice is quickly being abandoned except for the most strict AC
churches. You can easily recognize an ACC strict female member by
the little doily they have on their heads while in public. The ACC
had experienced numerous splits throughout its history, most
occurring in the USA and not Europe. Both sides of the largest split
had churches in Portland, the ACCA and the ACCN (Apostolic
Christian Church Nazarean), The ACCA church was located at
7447 SE Holgate Street and the ACCN at 5101 SE Mitchell Street.
Both were quite close to each other, and the buildings had nearly
the same architectural design. The ACCA Holgate Street church

Karen, mom, Gloria and Lew (sticking out his
tongue) before church

Our Tibbetts Street home
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that we attended was growing with a number of main families, the
Millers, Unsickers, Coopers, Steffens, Hoholins, Fischers,
Rumbolts, and now us. Bob Miller and Eddy Unsicker were the
preachers. Garth Steffen took care of us kids, and he was
wonderful. Every Friday, we’d go over to his house to polish rocks
and make rock stuff. Afterwards, we’d have a reading and flannel
board talk from Pilgrims’ Progress. On Halloween, Garth and Connie
would fix the house up to be a haunted house, which was really well
done. We would often venture off on rock hunts with Garth, going
to the beach and many other areas where precious stones could be
collected. This was totally exciting for me as a kid. We enjoyed the
ACCA church. We would have stayed with the Holgate church, but
mom had relatives, the Kupfers, who attended the ACCN Mitchell
Street church. They invited us to church one Sunday evening. Dad
realized that the dynamic youth group and energetic ministry
would be vital for the kids, so we made the jump. This is something
strongly discouraged in the ACCA, as many would have regarded us
as losing our salvation. We did it all the same, though later on and
for various reasons, dad would eventually go back to the ACCA
church.

The switch in churches meant everything to me. I was able to finally
start building a significant number of friends. The year we switched,
I was too young to attend the youth group, and had to wait for a
year. Soon, I was starting high school.

Conversion
The summer of 1969 after my Freshman year of high school, I went
to church camp which was located in Canby Grove, Oregon. Two
notable things happened there. First was the moon landing. We
stayed glued to our radios while Neil Armstrong became the first
man to walk on the moon. Second, it was there on 18JUL that I felt
a calling from the Lord, and decided that I would be a Christian. I
told mom who was also at camp, and she burst into tears. Lewis also
made that decision. The Apostolic Christian church teaching was
that you make your “decision”, you “repent”, you confess all the sins
you know to the elder (I didn’t recall many sins), and then at some
point in time you will feel at “peace” with God. After that happens,

you go before the church for a “proving”. If the church accepts your
testimony and your response to all of their questions, then you can
be baptized and become a church member. For me, I found
“peace” at the Labor Day youth rally on 01SEPT, which was held
every Labor Day weekend in Utaba, just out of Salt Lake City in the
mountains. My baptism was on 07DEC69. I had a real joy in reading
Scripture, and was able to memorize a number of books of the New
Testament. There were a number of young guys who made their
decision about the same time, and so Richard Reves and Art Heckel
started a class that we boys would attend once a week. Richard and
Art did a tremendous job of going over church history, theology
and teaching us nuances of the faith from an AC perspective.

Backpacking
My physical growth spurt didn’t come until later, and throughout
the high school years, I always remained the smallest kid in the
class. In spite of that, I was quite active. Some time in my mid-high
school years, I did my first backpack trip with Lewis, Larry, Ed and
Steve Pamer, Ron Megyesi, Lee Grover and Ron Hansen. We
purchased all of our backpack gear at Andy and Baxter Army
Surplus Store, which I now know was the worst possible place to get

Gloria and Karen as good AC’s
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I grew to love adventure. Guys from church began doing more
complex backpack trips. We would do “fooders”, where the
emphasis was on cooking the most elegant meals possible,
including frying up steak and other goodies. Lewis and I also took
a liking for bicycle adventures. Once, we took off not telling our
parents any details, put backpacks on our backs, and rode our bikes
down to Silver Creek Falls. The first night, we slept in a farmer’s
field. We made it to Silver Creek Falls, and on the way back, stopped
by Canby Grove Camp (where I first encountered the Lord) and
tried to cook dinner with our backpack stove, only to realize that
the food was not amenable to stove-top preparation. The next night
was spent by the side of McLoughlin Blvd in a rock quarry before
making it home. I’d never do that again today, but we sure had fun
at that time. I also took an overnight bicycle trip with Ron Hansen
going up the Clackamas River, with similar hilarious
accommodations to our survival. I grew to love bicycle touring long
before bicycle touring ever became popular, and when reasonable
equipment available to allow that to happen did not exist.

Music
In the 6th grade, I decided that I wanted to play an instrument. I
spoke with the band teacher, Mr. Piazza, who suggested the

Benson Polytechnic High School, Portland, OR

hiking gear. It was a monumental feat to make it into 7.5 mile camp.
We started on the Friday evening before Memorial Day, and it was
raining heavily. We made it only a short distance to the Punch Bowl
before it became too dark to continue. We all ditched to find a
place to set up tents. The rain poured heavily through the night.
Our tent filled up with water. Lee Grover was desperate for even a
modicum of cover, and he joined Lew and me in our tent. By
morning, four people, including all the Pamer kids, decided to bail
out, leaving Lew, myself, Ron Megyesi and Lee Grover to carry on.
We camped two nights at 7.5 mile camp, and the weather
conveniently became sunny, allowing us to dry everything out. We
had a great time, including cutting down dead trees with our
hatchet, fishing, and just farting around. I caught the bug. We were
very sore on the way out, multiple blisters on our feet, and I
couldn’t imagine somebody doing more than 7-8 miles in a day.
Little did I know…

The Portland ACC on Mitchell St.
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sousaphone. That was a little odd, the smallest person in the class
playing the largest instrument—and with lungs damaged by
childhood pneumonia. I took up the sousaphone with a passion
and loved it. Eventually, in college, I would switch to the trumpet,
but the sousaphone was good starter. I needed permission to play
the sousaphone, so I spoke with dad, who strictly forbade me. I then
cried on mom’s shoulder, assured her that I would pay for all the
costs, and she signed the permission slip. Later, I made all-city
band, and the same scenario happened. Dad forbade, mom signed
the slip anyway, and I was in all-city band. Strangely, I was able to
invite mom and dad to all my public performances, and they were
happy to go.

I also played the piano. We first had a cheap little organ, and I had
lessons for about 3 months until I realized I didn’t need a teacher.
I was able to work through the lesson books on my own, and self-
taught the basics of piano playing. Eventually, I purchased out of
my own expense a piano for the family. Learning on my own
became an example of how I handled many things in life, rather
than have a teacher. I was not going to let school get in the way of
my education. Since then, I have had a strong passion for music,
especially for classical music and opera.

Lee Grover taking us
fishing. There were few
people we had more fun
with than with Lee, like the
time we drove to the beach
and back in his 1948 Chevy,
the whole while having the
brakes constantly going out
on us and needing more
brake fluid. We actually
thought that was funny!

Lew and my tent on the left, Ron Megyesi and Lee with their tent, on
my very first backpacking trip ever, up Eagle Creek

Lee Grover and I on the Eagle Creek backpack trip.



Page 34 Page 35

Printing
I was interested in helping with the church ministries, and started
working with Richard Reves and Art Heckel on printing Waola Ways,
a mailing from the New Guinea mission. This made me quite
interested in printing. During high school we moved the church
printing press to our basement, and I acquired the responsibility of
doing all the church printing. This motivated me to major in
printing in high school. Dennis, Lew and I all went to Benson High
School, which was nice in that mornings were academic, and
afternoons were shop. I learned how to run a metal lathe, take apart
an automobile engine, wire a house and build an electric motor,
how to weld, make castings in the foundry, make patterns, and took
a drafting class. I took photography, and learned how to work in the
darkroom as an adjunct to my printing major. This gave me a life-
long interest in photography. My first camera was a Ricoh SLR film
camera. My opinion to this day is that boys need to be more hands
on in their early education, even if they eventually go into rocket
science or nuclear physics. Benson High School was the perfect fit
for me. It helped me to look at problems in a very practical fashion,
and that served me well all the way through college, residency, and
working as a surgical oncologist.

Typography Trade
I graduated from high school with high honors, and a Craftsman of
the Year award. During high school, I had an afternoon job running
a folder, binder and printing press for a business that produced a
small financial newspaper. After graduation from high school, I was
able to get an apprenticeship at Schlegel Typesetting in typography.
These were the years that typesetting was making a transition from
hot type (lead) to cold type (photographic and computer
methods). I was able to get my journeyman's card in typography
after three years. But, during that time, I realized that the advent of
cold type was going to make typography go extinct. I was correct,
and typography no longer exists as a profession. I started back to
college. Without taking any entrance exams whatsoever, I began by
taking night classes at Portland State University. I wanted to major
in chemistry with anticipation that I could move to either a forestry
major or an oceanography major. Things were soon to change.

When I told Schlegel Typesetting that I wanted soon to go full-time
to college, I was promptly fired. I adapted, and started PSU full time
in the summer of 1975.

Climbing
During the years at Schlegel Typesetting, I acquired another hobby.
I loved to hike, and wanted to extend that beyond just hiking, so I
went down to Oregon Mountain Community (OMC), a climbing
shop in Portland, and started to learn rock and snow/ice climbing
skills through them. Soon, I was climbing many of the peaks in
Oregon and Washington. The first three attempts at Hood were
failures owing to the weather and inclement conditions. This
taught me to exercise patience, and to use discretion and safety first
and foremost, as the ultimate goal of climbing was to come out alive
and to have had fun while doing it. I did Hood many times via the
south route, sometimes taking up good friends like Aaron Hughes,
the Wy’East route with Jack Frane, the Leuthold Couloir taking
brother Dennis up that route, the Sunshine route with OMC, doing
Mt. Washington twice, the North and Middle Sister, Rainier twice,
Mt. St. Helens many times by various routes, Mt. Adams, and Mt.
Jefferson. On Mt. Jefferson, which I did with Russ Bunker, we had

Leading the 60° headwall
on Mt. Jefferson shot
between my feet; note the
glacier below, meaning
certain death with a fall.
Russ Bunker follows.
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camped at Jefferson Park, and decided to do the North Face. Russ
had climbed Jefferson before, I hadn’t, and he chose a route up a
face that was about 1000 feet of 60 degree vertical snow, insisting
that I lead the venture. It all went ok, but I realized on coming
down that I forgot all of my canteens and was severely dehydrated.
Russ was not about to give me a sip of his water, so I was practically
hallucinating by the time we got back to camp. It was a fun but crazy
time. I did many climbs with Jack Frane whom I met through Lewis.
Jack worked as a development scientist in the food industry, and
had developed many of the Birdseye food combinations that we
now consider standard. He developed the current means of
freezing vegetables, and worked out the stable formula for Cool
Whip. Jack was furious with General Foods over the fact that the
freezing process destroyed vitamins in the food and that they would
not let him work further for a healthier freezing alternate. He
considered his formula for Cool Whip, though it was stable and
tasted great, as not fit for human consumption. He quit General
Foods in protest, and took up a job as instructor in food science at
Mt Hood Community College where brother Lewis was majoring in
Food Science. Lew connected me to Jack and we quickly became

strong friends. Jack and I always kept busy cross country skiing,
climbing, and backpacking. We hiked the Timberline Trail
together. Jack was absolutely the best person to have as a friend,
sober, serious, fun, entertaining, and always a joy to converse with.

Rock climbing was a different story, demanding a completely
different type of discipline. You depended much greater on your
climbing partner, since your life veritably depended on that person.
I started out with simple climbs like going up Rooster Rock and
climbing around Broughton Bluffs, bouldering at Horse-thief
Butte, and other places in the Columbia River Gorge. The ultimate
climbing session was a weekend that I spent at Smith Rocks with a
guy from OMC, doing quite crazy climbs, way beyond my ability to
lead, but capable of following. Smith Rocks is world famous as a top
climbing area, and many “impossible climbs” had been
accomplished here by the world’s climbing elite. The weekend of
our climbing visit, we seemed to be the only people there who were
doing any climbing.

The church printing press in our basement

High school graduation
photo. Don’t I look like a

nerd?
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College through the back door
Not having ever applied to college or having taken the usual college
entrance exams, I had a great amount of freedom in my agenda. My
first official year of college, without even thinking, I signed up for
chemistry, physics, biology, calculus and a few fun classes. Because
I was on my own and actually paying for my own school, I wanted
the most cost effective approach to school, and so took as close to
allowed 21 credit hours as I could. I did well in school. At the end
of the first year, I felt that I needed to talk with a counselor who
could help me get into forestry school. I went to the chemistry
advisor that I was assigned to, and he immediately insisted that I
apply to medical school. I had strong objections. I became light
headed at the sight of blood. I hated the smell of hospitals. I didn’t
think that I was smart enough. He insisted, so we worked out a
compromise. I would do volunteer work in a local hospital and
apply to medical school. If I got into medical school on my first try,
I’d become a doctor. Otherwise, he would help me get into forestry
school. I volunteered at Portland Adventist Hospital which was near
where we were then living. I enjoyed it immensely, so I continued
volunteering a night a week for the next two years.

In the second year of college, I had to take organic chemistry. This
class usually washed out most of the pre-med wannabes. I was a

On Tibbetts Street. I would help dad when he had a
drain opening service.

Very first snow camping adventure with Gaylon, out from Timberline
Lodge on snow shoes. I took a cross country skiing class soon after this

adventure. Gaylon claims he nearly froze to death. Schlegel Typesetting
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chemistry major, so didn’t associate too much with the pre-med
students who were taking organic chemistry. I aced many of the
exams, getting at least one unprecedented perfect score on an
absurdly challenging test. A pre-med friend from church, Tom
Bolera, used to sit beside me in class, but when second term came
along, I noticed he was gone. Later, I discovered that he dropped
out of college and started chiropractic school. In my second or
third year of medical school Betsy and I visited Tom, and he had
already made his first million dollars in a year of practice,
something I would never come remotely close to doing in my entire
life as a surgeon. All the same, I could not have been happier with
my choice in life.

I joined the outdoor club at Portland State University and was quite
active in that. One winter, I introduced a half dozen fellow students
into snow camping. They had never camped in the snow before,
and I happened to prefer snow camping over summer camping,
since you stayed clean. The venture, into the Three Fingered Jack
along the route of the PCT, was a total hoot. I had to do a lot of
teaching and instruction, but I think everybody left that weekend The family in 1970

The family in 1977
Jack Frane on Mt. Hood Me, climbing with Jack
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One of the things I enjoyed most as a youth was going out to eat at
the Rheinlander restaurant. This was a German food restaurant in
Portland that had somewhat authentic German food and real
German beer. The waitresses would frequently be called together to
sing, and the roving accordionist, Vic, could even be cajoled into
yodeling for us once in a while. Later in life, there was a male nurse
at Good Samaritan Hospital in Puyallup that I had become very
close friends with. He played the accordion, had won state prizes
for his accordion playing, and would often play in ensembles for
Oktoberfest. It happened that he did nursing school in Portland,
and would serve as a assistant accordionist at the Rheinlander when

Our 8721 SE Mill St. house

Our home on 50th St. in medical school

delighted with snow camping. The PSU outdoor club did another
trip down to Taquitz/Suicide Rock and Joshua Tree near Palm
Springs for rock climbing. I might mention that I was deathly afraid
of heights, being an acrophobic basket case, and I took up climbing
partially to conquer that fear. Climbing sort of worked and I often
led on complex snow climbs, but when it came to rock climbing, I
almost never led the climb. During the week in Southern
California, I would talk various friends into leading me up ever
more complex routes and had a great time.

I had gotten to know a young man at church who was Swiss, was
going to the University of Washington, and working on a PhD in
Geophysics. His name was Hannes Zuercher, and we took an
immediate liking to each other. Hannes loved to climb, and we did
Rainier and Glacier Peak together. Hannes was a touch
unconventional. He wore his father’s crampons, which did not fit to
his shoes, but rather, his shoes sat on top of them. Startled to see
that, I suggested that it was very dangerous to have that
arrangement, to which Hannes remarked that he liked it since it
held his feet up higher and kept his feet warm!

One of the electives I took for PE in college was scuba diving, and I
managed to talk Ron Megyesi into taking the class with me. We both
developed a passion for diving and went a number of times up to
the Hood Canal to explore the depths of the sea.

At some point during my college years, I was up at Rocky Point in
Portland, practicing various rock climbing moves, when I dislocated
my right shoulder. I found a nice lady to load myself and my bike
into her car, and she took me to the closest emergency room, where
the shoulder was relocated with great difficulty. It later popped out
again in a college swimming class when we were playing water polo
and I was hit while trying to throw the ball. Yet another trip to the
ER, and it was recommended that surgery to repair the shoulder
would be my best option. A Bristow repair was performed at Good
Samaritan Hospital in Portland, but I could never move my arm
properly again. That was essentially the end of my rock climbing
years.
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Christianity, including speaking in tongues, prophesying, and
commanding things in Jesus’ name, seemed most spiritual. Yet, this
form of “Christian” faith failed from my inability to maintain a long-
enduring “high”. It also failed to provide the consistent historical
and Biblical answers and the solid theological base that I was
looking for.

Crisis of faith
During college, I had a serious crisis of faith. Portland State
University is not a neutrally biased school, but as pagan as could be.
Were my atheistic professors actually correct? My salvation came
through reading Francis Schaeffer. Schaeffer gave me a very good
reason to believe in Scripture, and more than adequately informed
me that Christianity was not only rational, but the only rational
system of belief that could exist. I read and read and re-read
Schaeffer’s books. I quoted his books frequently in papers that I
wrote for college. It was delightful that I could be at a thoroughly
pagan college with heathen professors, and yet consistently get A+’s
on my philosophical papers. It does show you that the word of God

Vic was gone or if he needed a double. With Lyle, his wife, and
Betsy, we did a trip down to Portland where we treated Lyle to
dinner at the Rheinlander, and Vic gave us a very special
performance. Sadly, the Rheinlander no longer exists.

Many of the youth at the ACCN church in Portland were having
questions about the traditions and theology of the church. Though
much of our thinking was horribly misguided and immature, it
reflected an attitude not often found any more, of us kids really
seeking the Scripture and trying to learn what the Bible had to say.
When together, the ACCN youth group was always debating
theology, trying to work out a systematic approach to the Christian
faith. More often than not we failed, and I see how many ex-ACs
dove from the frying pan into the fire, opting for a popular, trendy
Christianity, a “Christian” type of religion that I now think of as not
being Christian at all.

Though I was going to the ACCN church, I had a very close friend
in the ACCA church, Steve Miller, who I would frequently associate
with, and have remained good friends to this day. We would often
spend an hour or two in the car praying for diverse matters. With
other youth in the ACCN, we would visit a local Christian coffee
house. This was the time of the Jesus movement, and God was
working strongly in American youth. It was a wonderful era, as the
Jesus movement demonstrated the staleness of the contemporary
church. For us, experimenting in the then trendy Charismatic

Hannes Zuercher Me, with Hannes, at the summit of
Glacier Peak

Steve Miller
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church. Going to the sister denomination, I didn’t meet them at
first, but became acquainted with them because they loved the
outdoors and were very active girls. The relation started slowly at
first. One of our very first encounters was when they invited me to
an event at Washington Park where the Portland opera was putting
on an abridged version of the Magic Flute. We did multiple rafting
trips down the Clackamas River with Jeff Groom from the ACCA
Holgate church. They were a joy to be around. Soon, we were
backpacking together, hiking into the Bull of the Woods wilderness
for several nights, and then they had me try to lead them up the
Cooper Spur route on Mt. Hood. We went camping together in
Mount Rainier National Park. Dad celebrated my graduation with
the family at a nice Chinese restaurant downtown, and Amy also
attended this more intimate get-together. From Amy’s behavior, she
seemed to be very interested in me, as I was in her. Other people
made comments to me on Amy’s apparent interest in me. In the
ACC tradition (and I mistakenly assumed that Amy was a “good AC”
girl) one did not date, but got to know each other through social
events, so I did not ask her out. Actually, that’s still a great idea, even
outside of the AC church. Late in the summer of 1978, soon before
I was to start medical school, Amy and Deb invited me to go with
them on a week-long road trip up to Banff in Canada, and I would
make it back just before medical school began. I agreed. Everything
went well for a few days, with much laughing and fun. We went
swimming in one of the hot springs on the way to Banff. We stayed
at the Lodge in Banff, and hiked around Lake Louise. Things were
as good as could be. But then, about the third night in, I ended up
in the tent with Amy, with Deb sleeping outside cowboy style. I
chatted a bit with Amy, and then wished to discuss our relationship
more seriously, whether she thought that perhaps marriage would
eventually be a possibility, emphasizing that it was not a proposal
but a clarification of what seemed to me to be an increasingly
friendly relationship. Dead silence. The next morning, it was like a
funeral had occurred. I was confused and distraught because I
could not understand Amy’s reaction. It wasn’t a yes, no, or maybe
response. It was silence, which made it impossible for me to resolve
matters in my mind. We had plans this day for an overnight
backpack trip around the back side of Mt. Robson, but the two girls

will make you smarter than your teachers! I took a lot of philosophy
in college, and this is where I acquired a love for thinking through
many of the deeper things in life. Many years later, I was in an
informal meeting with the president of Covenant College, when he
remarked to a large group of us men how important it is to have a
Christian oriented environment for college. I protested. An A+ on
a philosophical paper in defense of the Christian faith at an
adversarial pagan college meant far more than it would have ever
meant at Covenant College. It was Francis Schaeffer that would
direct me towards Covenantal Reformed thinking on Christianity,
which is what I would call the true Christian faith. Calvin, Olivianus,
Ursinus, Knox, and the Puritans had it right.

Dad decided to sell the Tibbetts house and move in late 1972, not
long after I finished high school. There were extreme protests from
mom. The next house was on the other side of Mt. Tabor on 8721
SE Mill St, where I lived until Medical School. For an interval of
about six months, I lived with Dennis at 2015 SE 51st St., before
moving back home again.

Girl Problem
It was at this time, in the second and third years of college (I was
able to get my chemistry degree in 3 years), that the issue of girls
first arose. I really was not interested in girls. True, while working at
Schlegel Typesetting, there was a young girl working there, Faith,
who was most attractive and charming. I was so shy around girls that
I would do nothing but sweat and gasp in a tortuous fashion
whenever she would walk by, and my co-workers would make nasty
fun of that. I couldn’t help it. I just didn’t know how to conduct
myself around girls. I went to an all-boys high school, and church
kept the boys and girls separated and so there were never serious
encounters with me and the opposite sex. Occasionally, a girl at
church would look google-eyed at me, and I’d return the google-
eye, but nothing would come of that either for her or me. All of that
changed. Two girls from Roanoke, Illinois, Amy Leman and Deb
Hodel, came out to live in Portland. I’m not sure as to the motive
for their move. They were both ER nurses who got jobs at
Providence Hospital in Portland, and attended the ACCA Holgate
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Medical School
Needless to say, life had to go on. Medical school is in itself an
overwhelming adventure, you quickly are forced to develop friends,
and I no longer had the time to think about matters or the subject
of women. I was 24 years old, but it would take a little time before I
ever thought again about girls. I was active at medical school in the
Christian Medical Society, and that gave me an opportunity to meet
a number of Christian girls, but I truly had no interest in pursuing
a relationship, and no time to spend thinking about the recently
occurred disaster with the opposite sex.

The first year of medical school went by quickly. My best friend
from college, John Vetto, lived right above me on Grover Street on
the hill above the medical school. John’s dad was professor of
vascular surgery at the medical school, and I was able to get to know
the whole Vetto family quite well. Betsy and I remain close friends
with the Vettos to this day. They are devout Catholics and genuine
Christians to the core. Anatomy was my favorite topic, and I had
most enjoyable dissecting partners, including Rick Neal, who
remains a close friend (I also remain very close to his two brothers,
one of whom recently passed away). One of the anatomy professors,
Dr. Stotler, was an end-stage alcoholic and walked with a cerebellar
gait, but a superb professor. During the dissection labs, he would
come around, wearing his 40+ year old suit, and smoking a cigar.
He’d set the cigar down on the cadaver, then pull out his dissecting
instruments from the inside pocket of his suit coat, and dissect
away. He’d then replace the tools back in his coat soaking with
formalin and tissue, pick up his cigar for a few puffs, and move to
the next cadaver group.

At the end of the year, I needed a summer job. The prior summer,
I worked in the print shop of the medical school. A wonderful lady
from church, Rosalie Donais, ran the print shop and was willing to
hire me on. I’d already had much contact with Rosalie. I took
pottery as one of my arts in college, and was able to talk Rosalie into
taking pottery with me. It was a hoot. For an older lady, there are
few that I have respected more than her. This summer, I was offered
a research position working with Cecille Sunderland, a pediatric

backed out at the last moment. I went ahead on the backpack trip,
and the girls picked me up on return a day later, still with stony
silence and no explanation. Deb drove and would occasionally
chat, while Amy remained transfixed in a romance novel about
priestly infidelity (The Thornbirds). Amy was very attentive to her
appearance at first, but after the tent episode, she had a noticeably
unkempt appearance. I clearly must have said something that made
Amy’s brain snap, but what? We stayed at several hotels, went to
Vancouver Island to see the Butchart Gardens and had crumpets
and tea, and soon arrived home. I never saw or spoke with either of
the girls again, save for a recent brief and terse correspondence.

It remains to this day a mystery as to the behavior change with the
two girls, though resolving this mystery is now a moot point. The
girls invited me as a single guy to this and many other trips alone
with them. Around me, Amy was quite coquettish and flirty, so I
assumed that she had a strong interest in me. Sadly, so often a girl
will casually “play” a with guy and use them for their own purposes,
without consideration as to how it might affect the guy. Because of
the timing and soon-to-come events that happened in her life, Amy
must have already had a very deep, strong relation(if not actually
being formally engaged) with a doctor from work, the doctor that
she soon married. Thus, Amy’s behavior toward me was nothing
short of perfidious, disingenuous, cruel and thoughtless, but also
totally inappropriate with regard to her husband-to-be.

I now look back on this entire episode in my life as one of God’s
greatest blessings to me. The girl that I thought might be suitable
for me would have been a really horrible choice. Though she was
fun to be around and a very sweet, nice, attractive girl, she was
profoundly lacking in integrity, personal and spiritual depth. I
thank God for His providential guidance in my life in leading me
away from these girls, as painful as it may have been. It did not take
long for me to learn that God had something far greater and more
wonderful prepared for me, a lady beyond my wildest dreams, a
true gem, which is a story soon to come.
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cardiologist on the Hill. We looked at the long range outcomes of
children that have had surgery in infancy for tetralogy of Fallot.
The data was later presented in London. During that research
summer, I asked Dr. Sunderland if I could take a week off to attend
the ACCN church camp. I had nothing in mind, but just wanted to
go to camp since it was close, at Warm Springs Camp in
Washington. I received approval, and the next most eventful
moment in my life occurred beyond that of becoming a Christian.

But first I need to go back a little bit. I was living on Grover Street
in an apartment, and sought a roommate to help thwart the
expenses. I found Dennis Martin, who was also from Roanoke,
attended the ACCA church, and a friend of Deb and Amy’s. I never
spoke about the girls with Dennis—it was too painful of a subject.
Denny also had a girl friend, Laurie, and they would eventually be
married. During the time of his stay with me, he would often come
in quite late at night, and though he tried to be respectful, it was
still very disturbing to me as I heard everything, and I was losing
much sleep. Often, Laurie also would come in, and they would chat
in their bedroom for hours. I felt that that was a touch
inappropriate, not exhibiting prudent discretion for unmarried
folk of the opposite sex. Eventually, it reached a peak and I had to
ask him to move out. It was not a happy occasion because I liked
Denny, and he didn’t have many other options for living
arrangements. He just was not the right room mate and was
definitely interfering with my studies, so I had no choice. Lee
Grover quickly accepted an offer to move in and became my
roommate. He was from church, was the person I did a lot of
backpacking with, and was as fun as could be. Most importantly, he
had a time schedule that would not mess up my sleep. During our
many chats together, he happened to mention a girl named Betsy
Megyesi from Phoenix who was an RN, and that I should check her
out. I wrote him off. I vaguely knew Betsy, we had met a few times
before at camps, but I was always the small, wimpy, shy little kid, so
no interest in each other was ever manifested.

To my surprise, Betsy came to church camp. I first encountered her
the Sunday evening before camp at Bob Staudt’s house. The youth

group usually got together to sing every Sunday evening after the
evening church service. I can’t say I immediately fell in love, but
spent the whole evening doing nothing but talking to her. Sounds
a lot like love at first sight, doesn’t it? She was unbelievably
beautiful, a most stunningly lovely maiden to look upon. Unlike any
girl that I had ever encountered before, she spoke freely of her
Christian faith and walk with the Lord, was open and honest, very
classy, and showed depth of thinking that made it easy for me to
engage her. Her spirit was like nothing that I had ever encountered
in a girl before. Most strangely, she made me totally relaxed, like I
was talking to a best friend that I knew forever, even though we’ve
never really talked before. This has never ever happened to me,
even around the other girls in my life. We spoke about our goals in
life, where we expected to be in the future, and I quickly realized
that she would be a very acceptable life-mate. She was amazingly
candid, not acting like she had something to hide. So, off to camp,
we spent every possible moment together, save for sleeping
together. I certainly was attracted to her sexually, but that was a
small factor compared to how much I loved her as a person. I spent

Home on the hill at 1245 SW Grover St, #203. It was directly in the
ground floor center of this photo. John and Tom Vetto lived in the

apartment immediately above us.
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intense evenings praying to God for His guidance in this matter. I
didn’t need to wait; I knew that I hit true gold, where it was nothing
but “fool’s gold” before. It was like going from tofu to choice filet
mignon. Or White Owls to Cohibas. Both Betsy and I were mature,
we had a sense of what we were getting into, and we felt the lack of
necessity for a prolonged courtship and engagement. We weren’t
getting younger, and both of us were trusting in God for this grand
decision in life. So, finally, two nights before the end of camp, we
took a walk, and then sat on a bench by the ballpark. Doing no
fancy maneuvers, I simply asked Betsy to marry me. I could not even
afford a ring to dramatize the event. She said yes. Yes! YES!
YESSSSS! My mind was in such a spin, I don’t remember anything
else that happened that evening. We spoke with Dave Brumm, one
of the ministers from Phoenix, the next day. When camp ended, we
had John and Helen Reves drive us back to Portland. It was one
long kissing session in the back seat of the car, and John and Helen
did not take long to figure out what had happened.

Courtship was short. 3 months. I did not know how to be romantic.
Things had to be logical, and romance is illogical. We
communicated by letter, and I had no clue what to write. Betsy
chided me that I needed to be more romantic. I struggled to figure
out what that would be. I’m sure if I were to again read the letters I
wrote to her, I would laugh and wonder how I could write anything
so corny. I visited Betsy once in Phoenix. We went to movies, went
swimming, went to Pete’s cabin, and talked incessantly. We were in
love. Betsy visited me in Portland. My apartment was not to her
satisfaction. The book shelves were bricks and boards. I had a map
of Alaska, as well as a Jansport t-shirt stapled to the walls. Those
matters were quickly corrected.

Marital Life
In order to be married, I had to take time off from medical school,
something that was rather inadvisable. We were in the neuroscience
core which I really enjoyed, and sadly had to end up reading class
assignments throughout our very short honeymoon. I flew down to
Phoenix, and a day later, the wedding occurred, completely
organized by Betsy. It was stupendously elegant. Mike Rehm sang

several songs. Betsy sang a solo to me, Whither thou goest, I will go
taken from the book of Ruth. Betsy’s voice has been compared
rightly to that of Joan Sutherland. The sermon was short (dank
Gott). The church was packed. All of my siblings except for Dennis
made it. The reception was very inexpensively but lavishly done. We
were as poor as church mice but the church gave us a wedding fit
for a king and queen. Betsy had arranged the hotel where we would
spend our wedding night. I’ll forgo these details, as I don’t wish to
be pornographic. Besides, it’s none of your business what
happened. Needless to say, the marriage was consummated. The
honeymoon was a drive home along the coast. We spent the first
night in Yuma, drove through San Diego, spent the second night in
Santa Barbara, and I don’t remember well from there what
happened. We did arrive safely home, after which I had to
immediately kick back into medical school studies. I’d like to take
a pause to make a point. So often, I hear how vital it is to have a long
expensive honeymoon in order to make a marriage work. Too many
people I know who have done that, and are now divorced. I think
they miss what is most important in a marriage, and Betsy and I had
that. We determined from the get-go that Christ would be first and
center of our marriage.

Betsy is a true saint, an angel sent from God. She endured three
years of medical school with me. It’s easy enough to marry a “rich”
doctor, but to have to put up with the struggle of a person
becoming a doctor and enduring residency is another issue. I don’t
believe that any other girl who I’ve encountered in life would have
done it so well as Betsy. Betsy had a formidable job of turning a
house into a home. She also started to work as a floor nurse at Good
Samaritan Hospital in Portland. We had many delightful and
enchanting days together, going out to breakfast, going out to
dinner, going to the beach, going backpacking, and just having fun
together. She was a really fun girl, but also deeply Christian, which
more than complemented my abstemious, restrained bent.

During early 1980, the Mt. Saint Helens started to act up, and a
plume of smoke could be seen coming from the summit on a clear
day. I had hiked around and climbed Mt. Saint Helens many times
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The face of an angel

Betsy at 8 years of age Betsy singing at her candle lighting service
the day before nursing graduation

An early photo of a princess

Me at the beach with
Betsy

True beauty
inside and out
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in the past, being close to Portland. On 18MAY, Betsy and I woke up
and noted everything was white outside. Betsy thought that it had
snowed. Instead, there was a thick layer of volcanic ash over
everything, because the mountain had erupted. It then rained and
the ash set in like concrete, making a mess.

Several months into our marriage we discovered that Betsy was
pregnant. We were doing birth control as prescribed by the nurse
practitioner wife of the head of the OB/Gyn department but
obviously, it failed. Nine months later, Sarah was born at the
medical school. Sarah was a bit late in coming out, so they tried
inducing Betsy. Later that day, we went home since nothing
happening. Several days later, Betsy went into spontaneous
contractions, and Sarah was soon born afterwards. Sarah was a life-
changer for us. She had a china doll appearance, and was a very
easy, delightful child. We knew that we could not stay in our
apartment up on the hill by the medical school, and so my dad
offered to put us up in one of the apartments he owned. Because I
was transitioning to the clinical years, this was a reasonable
proposition, and we took it up. We lived in his apartment on 2852
SE 50th in Portland. We had a few crazy neighbors that I’ll forgo
boring the reader with, but our job was to help dad manage the
apartments, like keeping up the lawn, and cleaning the apartments
between tenants. Dad usually always collected the rent. This worked
out well for us. In the fourth year, Betsy again became pregnant,
meaning that this baby would be delivered in Illinois. At the
graduation awards dinner, I was chosen to receive the Strong Sperm
Award by my classmates.

Medical school was a four year blur, where one learned that you will
never ever again be caught up with things—there was always too
much to do, too much to learn, too many unfulfilled items on the
agenda. The first year of medical school was mostly classroom and
getting to know your classmates. The main activities were cavader
lab where students were divided into groups of four to dissect a
cadaver. It remains the only way to learn anatomy properly. I also
became fairly involved in the Christian Medical Society (CMS). The
CMS would go on weekend excursions together, and provided a

Betsy( in the center) at her baptism. A girl washed
clean inside and out, whiter than snow.

Betsy just after work
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framework of friends that would last throughout medical school.
I’ve already detailed the life changing events between the first and
second year with Betsy coming into my life.

The second year of medical school was even more in-depth
classroom studies, where the year was divided up into the
pathophysiology of the various body systems. The one clinical
activity was on Saturday where we had a clinical mentor teach us
how to do a history and physical exam. Stan Pense and I were
assigned to a Dr. Bergner at Providence Hospital. Dr. Bergner was
highly unconventional. He dressed like a slob. Every other word out
of his mouth was a swear word. He cussed and yelled and cavorted
around patients. Yet, his patients truly adored him. In every week
we met, his first question was the price of gold for that week. The
hospital would only ask him to see patients that were too perplexing
for others to sort out; Bergner’s first move was to stop the multitude
of medications that the patient was on, and most often the patient
would get better. I learned much from Dr. Bergner. Stan Pense went
on to do mission work in Peru for a few years, and then returned to
the US to develop a surgical practice. We’ve stayed in touch from
time to time as good friends. He is a most wonderful Christian man.

The third and fourth years of medical school were entirely clinical
rotations and outside of the classroom. It was here that I discovered
that I mostly enjoyed doing procedures, and hated the mental
tortures of internal medicine. It’s not that surgeons didn’t think,
but that their thought processes were more efficient than the
internists. Certain internal medicine rotations like nephrology
were beyond disgust. In the pediatric rotation, our British
professor, tall, aged and wizened, would always mutter as a child was
being wheeled to the operating room, “Lambs to the slaughter,
lambs to the slaughter.” Pediatrics was mostly veterinary medicine
and the treatment of parents. In the fourth year, we were also able
to do elective rotations, and I spent six weeks on Albert Starr’s
service. Dr. Starr was famous for having developed the first artificial
heart valve; he was also an awesome surgeon. Often I would have to
hold the heart up in a certain position for him while he was sewing
in a bypass, and his arms would rest on my arms for stability. It was
then that I learned that one of the best surgeons in the world (Dr.

Starr) had a tremendous tremor, and yet every stitch was placed
perfectly. Surgery was a process of the mind as well as the hands, as
Dr. Starr taught me. Also on that service, I would do many favors for
the fellows like take call with them and do all their scut work, so that
they let me do procedures, like a ligation of a patent ductus
arteriosis on a neonate that I wasn’t allowed to do even in residency.

I did well in medical school, and graduated AΩA, which is the
honor society that only the top students are allowed to join. Like my
friends John Vetto and Stan Pense, I fell in love with surgery, and
applied to about seven surgery programs. I was accepted into my
second choice, Cook County Hospital/University of Illinois
Affliated Hospitals. As I look back on it, I am intensely grateful that
I did not get into my first choice at Parkland Hospital in Dallas. I
wanted to be a trauma surgeon, but Dr. Mark Vetto (the professor)
strongly discouraged me from pursuing that route, which I heeded.
So, Chicago, Illinois and the affiliated program of the University of
Illinois and CCH it was to be. Graduation was a real joy, with the
Vettos, Rosalie Donais, Emily Maliamare, and many other of my
closest friends being there. Very soon afterwards, Betsy and Sarah
and I were in the car, driving to Chicago.

High school photo of my babe. Isn’t she the cutest
sweetie on the planet earth? Helen of Troy or

Cleopatra would have been jealous.
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Betsy in Israel at the tomb of Jesus in the Spring before we met.

Professor R. Mark Vetto and I at graduation

John Vetto, Rosalie Donais and I at medical school graduation
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Betsy and I with newborn Sarah

Betsy pregnant and
backpacking with me

Pregnant Betsy on a hike
around Mt. Rainier

Just after graduation and
before our move, Gaylon
and I did a short
camping trip down to
Crater Lake. This shows
snow in June.
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Medical School Graduation Photo

Betsy’s High School Graduation Photo - A gift from heaven above
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Sorry, but I just can’t get
enough of this dame.

Betsy cooking up a gourmet
breakfast on a backpacking
trip in the summer before
Sarah was born.

Betsy (with Jonathan
inside the oven) and
Sarah on our way to
Chicago, stopping at Mt.
Rushmore

Relatives in Lester, Iowa, on our way to Chicago. Left to right are
Betsy, Jeanette, Delores (Dee), Marge, Raymond, Curt, Tim, Martha,

Roy, Gus, and Sonia kneeling with Sarah
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Ich schaue an unbeschreibliche Schönheit, mein SchatzI’m drooling.
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Chapter 3—Chicago
The car that we used to drive to Chicago was a Ford Pinto, loaded
to the brim. We had bought the car used, and noticed a
characteristic common with Pintos. The floor of the Pinto rusted
out, so that when it rained, the floor got wet. This was a notable
problem, since we had spilled some grass seed on the floor, and
grass was trying to grow. But, we lived with it. Sarah was in her car
seat in the rear, and I drove. We drove through Yellowstone
National Park, visited relatives in Lester, Iowa, and then arrived in
our apartment in the Chicago suburb of Bensenville. When we were
in Pocatello, Idaho on Sunday morning, our transmission went out.
The garage repairman suggested that it would take several days to
fix, since nothing was open on Sunday, but then was somehow able
to repair the car, and off we went. We stopped at Old Faithful, and
then spent the night east of the park. We visited the Raymond
Feucht family on the way, and arrived in Bensenville by afternoon.
We procured our apartment, which Betsy’s friend Pam Pavkov was
able to help us reserve. We had all of our stuff shipped by a freight
company, and it had arrived before us intact. There was much work
in setting up the home, finding out where we would get groceries
and other things, and where we would go to church.

For our first year we went to a Baptist church in Elmhurst, a good
church, but because I was never given Sundays off, I often missed
church. Once we moved into Chicago one year later, going to
church was easier. We had visited the ACCA church in Chicago but
didn’t seem to fit in. We then went to Moody Church and loved it.
Pastor Irwin Lutzer was awesome, and we enjoyed both mornings
and evenings on Sunday at Moody church.

Residency
I started work soon after arriving in Chicago, beginning on the
cardiac surgery service at the University of Illinois hospital. Tom
Coughlin was the chief fellow, called Top Cat. He would yell and
scream at everybody to try to get things done. Bob Schonwald was
the junior fellow, who I attached to. He was big and looked like
Frankenstein, an excellent surgeon, and unlike Tom, was very

Medical center apartments (New Dehli Hilton), across
from CCH and our home from year 2-8 in Chicago.
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mellow but also very eccentric. Every Friday, the medical student
Larry would bring in a bottle Jack Daniels and they would promptly
consume the entire bottle before doing evening rounds and
performing the evening surgeries. I was a teetotaler at that time and
looked on in wonder. Bob loved to tell stories, especially about life
with residency at Cook County Hospital when it was independent of
the University of Illinois, stories which defied belief. The chief of
cardiac surgery was a guy named Sidney Levitsky, who we called Sid
the Squid. He would constantly tell us to be renaissance doctors. Sid
was somebody you needed to be careful with, and he had residents
fired for minor infractions. As an example, a resident was
complaining about how much work he had to do, so Sid noted that
“shit runs down hill” to which the resident promptly responded
“well, that means that there’s an awful lot of it at the top.” That got
him fired. Sid also was legally blind but blamed the residents for
everything, like not sucking the blood out of the surgical theater,
even when there was no blood there. He once sewed an artificial
heart valve in backwards and wondered why the patient couldn’t
come off the pump and then blamed the resident.

The University of Illinois hospital would provide us meal tickets for
when we were on call. The cafeteria actually made very good food.
Unfortunately, we were constantly in the hospital, and oftentimes
stuck in the hospital even when not on call. Rarely did we have time
even to eat, so when we did, we ate well. We would get the meal
tickets from Dr. Nyhus’s office, and his secretary would always be
nice to us and give us far more than we were really allowed to have.
Meal tickets became gold for us. When at the hospital really late at
night, the cafeteria after 11pm would make fried shrimp that was
awesome. Nearly every call night, we were eating fried shrimp.

The next rotation for me was on transplant, which I detested with a
passion, because I had to play internist. The pharmacist Mike
Mattox essentially ran the service. After that was surgical oncology,
probably the hardest service I ever worked on. Several stories. We
typically would be in the hospital constantly from Monday morning
to Saturday afternoon while on the Surgical Oncology service, with
very little sleep in between. There were no government regulations

Cook County
Hospital viewed
from our
apartment

Above: The view of Chicago from our apartment. To the right is Rush
Pres St. Lukes where Rachel and Diane were born in the Ghetto.
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name given to him by a patient, but most often he was affectionately
called “the Boss”) was hard but fair. I learned more from the Boss
than any other doctor that I ever worked with. No patient was a
dirtbag. We had to address every patient as Mr. or Mrs. so-and-so,
and never by first name. We worked like dogs under him, but it was
there that I grew to love surgical oncology. First, it was the most
scientific of the surgical specialties. Second, it called for doing some
of the hardest technical cases. Third, you had to truly be a
psychiatrist and spiritual guide, as well as a doctor. Every patient was
dying, and for both patient and family, you were the optimal person
to help them through this crisis, most often the greatest crisis in
their life. Each and every one of the surgical oncology staff were
model doctors, including “wild” Henry Briele, Michael Walker
(who was another true mentor for me), and Mike Warso. The only
staff person I disliked was Dr. Gregor. There was a young male
patient of his who was clearly in his last days of life, dying of
metastatic sarcoma in his lungs. I had a long chat with the young
man, telling him that although he could recover, he most likely will
die, and needed to prepare himself for that. He died soon

at that time as to how much work a resident could do and this
particular week, I went from Monday to Saturday with a grand total
of truly only five hours of sleep. On Saturday morning, I was so tired
I overslept on the top bunk in the call room, with the other intern
below. I was awakened by a code on our floor, and it was the duty of
the surgery resident to chase the fleas away (we called the internists
fleas because they were the last thing to leave a dying body). The
other intern wasn’t waking, and I fell out of the top bunk onto the
floor. I went dashing out of the call room only to find myself in the
shower. I had to sit down in the shower for a bit just to decide where
I was, and what I was doing. I finally made it to the dying patient,
chased away the fleas, and all was well. I fell in love with surgical
oncology on this rotation. One of my first cases was an umbilical
mass on Mr. Z with Dr. Don Wood. Don was the only Christian staff
person that I knew of at the University. The case ended up being an
umbilical hernia repair on a friend of Don’s. We started talking,
and apparently Dr. Wood was familiar with the Apostolic Christian
Church. Dr. Wood was (and always will be) a role model for me as
to how to best be a Christian and a surgeon simultaneously. He
eventually went on to become president of the Christian Medical
Society for a term, and Don and I still stay in close touch. God has
a special place in heaven for Woody, a true saint.

The chief of Surgical Oncology was Dr. DasGupta, a man who gave
many residents deep ulcers. I fell in love with Dr. DasGupta.
DasGupta (we occasionally called him Scooby behind his back, a

On call at the
University of
Illinois
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The birth of Jonathan. If I
looked wasted, that’s because
the residents always looked
wasted. Dr. Nyhus would brag
that we always had the tired
but happy look.

At our meager home in Bensenville

afterwards. Dr. Gregor reprimanded me, telling me that I should
not have told the patient the truth. I had serious problems with Dr.
Gregor after that. I vowed to always be honest with my patients, and
most of my patients considered me their favorite doctor since I was
the only honest doctor they ever encountered. Very few patients or
families expressed ill will at my honesty, delivered with compassion.

I went on to do a number of other rotations my first year of
residency, some at the Westside Veterans Hospital, and some at
Cook County Hospital. I rotated on colon rectal surgery at CCH for
a month under Dr. Herand Abcarian, probably the greatest colon-
rectal surgeon alive, who was of international acclaim. The month
on his service, I set a record for the number of cases done by an
intern in the month. I stayed in touch with Dr. Abcarian, and many
years later when he would see me at medical meetings, would
recognize me and address me by my first name. I must tell a story
that involves Dr. Abcarian but happened many years later. I sat on
the American College of Surgeons candidate committee in
Washington State, approving candidates for fellowship in the
College. One candidate was not very bright who I felt should not be

Dr. DasGupta
“The Boss”
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drink the entire contents, as rounds (for him) were very stressful.
Olga is the first female surgeon to achieve the high status that she
reached, and is celebrated every year at the ACS meetings in a
named speech on women in surgery. Olga treated everybody very
hard but fairly, and she was always nice to me. She also sits high on
my list as a role model and mentor, and was an excellent teacher of
surgical technique. The chief of the entire surgery program was Dr.
Lloyd Nyhus, who was nicknamed “dad". During his time, he was
the best known surgeon in the entire world, very heavily published.
He would draw speakers from all over the world to our Saturday
morning conference and rounds. We used that to our advantage.
Often, if an internationally acclaimed surgeon was in town and it
was summer and the service was slow, we would call up dad and tell
him that we should take off from the service and bring the visiting
professor to a Cubs game. He would never refuse, as dad loved
baseball and the Cubs. During my research years, dad asked me to
review some papers that he had to discuss at a gastric cancer
conference, and since he wrote the book on gastric surgery, wished
for some erudite comments. I reviewed the papers and offered him
some reply comments. He read them, and then came back to ask
me what the word “aneuploidy” meant. I explained it to him as he
looked at me with glazed eyes, after which he responded “Oh,
ploidy, rhymes with “Feuchty””. Dr. Nyhus was always most
encouraging in my surgery career.

During my first year surgical oncology rotation our son Jonathan
was born. They let me have several hours off to be with Betsy for the
birth of our son. Taking time off for “frivolous” reasons just wasn’t
allowed, and only for good reasons, which meant almost never. We
were living in Bensenville, and the birth occurred at Hinsdale
Hospital. After a year in Bensenville, we decided to move into the
city to an apartment complex right across from the hospital. I was
falling asleep too often on the drive home, and needed something
safer. There was a public works project high rise apartment right
across the street from CCH, which we named the New Delhi Hilton,
as there were mostly Indians and very few white people living there.
The waft of curry filled the halls. It actually was a superb decision in
that I was often able to take call from home, could usually walk to

accepted, even though it was the policy of the ACS to accept
everybody. The candidate needed to present a complex case to the
committee, and she presented a case she did of a low rectal cancer
that she managed to remove, and felt quite proud of it. It just
happened to be that I had that very same patient about 6 months
before, and wished to do chemotherapy and radiation up front
before resection on her, since the tumor was large. She refused
both radiation and chemotherapy and just wanted surgery. I
contemplated doing some sort of rectal splitting operation, but
thought I’d give Dr. Abcarian a call and ask him what to do. His
response? He told me that he would refuse to do surgery. I asked
him, “well then what would you do?”. His response was “I thank God
for the Mayo Clinic”. Here was indubitably the greatest colon rectal
surgeon in the world happy to refer on his patients to lesser
doctors! I truly had many role models at CCH. Dr. Abcarian now
has a named speech after him every year at the American College
of Surgeons annual meeting. But, that is also true of Dr. Olga
Jonasson, who was chief of surgery at CCH. Olga and I fell in love
quite early, as I guess she liked the way I conducted myself on
rounds. We called her “mom”. She would wear wooden clogs, and
you could hear her coming down the marble hallways of CCH as a
warning that rounds were about to start. For my chief resident, he
would raid the ward medicine cabinets for a bottle of Maalox and

Dr. Olga Jonasson “mom” Dr. Herand Abcarian
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Electron micrograph of a
melanocyte. Melanosomes can

be seen as black spots.

Dr. Nyhus, on the right, instructing me on the
left in surgery.

A photograph of neonatal
foreskin melanocytes growing
in culture. Note how they look

like nerve cells.

work, and the building, though a block from the most violent street
corner in Chicago, was extremely safe, surrounded by armed
guards, and indeed, much safer than those residents who lived in
the near suburbs. Dr. Ara Pridjian and I would race each other up
the stairwells during our slow call nights, seeing who could achieve
the 18 floors the quickest—who needs a gym to work out?!

The second year of residency was uneventful but again very busy.
During my trauma rotation, we were doing a study of blunt trauma
cardiac contusion by evaluation with MUGA scans. They realized
that we didn’t have normal controls, and so marched all the second
year trauma residents down to the MUGA to get control data. A
week later, they called me up in a panic, noting that my cardiac
output was only 39% which is consistent with congestive heart
failure. A confirmatory echo agreed with the 39% number. When
the cardiologist suggested that I have a cardiac biopsy, I flatly
refused, knowing that even if my heart output was low, I was
climbing mountains and very active without a problem.

At the end of my second year, half of the first year residents (6 of
12) dropped out (washed out) of the surgery program as it was way

“Uncle” Ara Pridjian takes
call from our house. And

yes, I read every one of
the books that you see

behind Ara. Yes, yes, I had
only cheap beer to offer

to Ara; we were very poor
at that time. Most of the

spare money went for
books.
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melasma and the linea nigra of pregnancy. We also knew that
females who once had melanoma and were free of disease who
became pregnant very often had a recurrence of their disease. I
quickly mastered the technique of determining the quantity of
estrogen receptor in tissue (we didn’t have the immunological
technique of quantification at that time), growing cells in tissue
culture, and growing tumors in athymic (nude) mice. There were
many nights where I would be working on my nude mice in one
room of the animal laboratory, and my friend Ara Pridjian doing
Langendorf preps of rabbit hearts in the next room. We would take
breaks, fill some laboratory test tubes with Jack Daniels, and drink
it up while we feverishly coaxed secrets out of nature. In 1984, early
in our research, Ara and I both realized that we needed to crank
out tons of numbers, and so we both went down and together
purchased IBM PC’s. These had no hard drives, only 640kb of
memory, and with the blazing 8088 chip, screamed at 3.66 mHz. We
couldn’t believe a computer could function so quickly! With Dr.
Peter Tate who was also doing cancer research in the same lab as

Graduation from Surgery Residency with Dr. Lloyd Nyhus “dad”

too hard for them. Four of the six ended up going in psychiatry! In
the old days, it was not easy to become a surgeon. Why people wash
out of surgery nowadays to go into easier specialties defies my
imagination, as surgery training is so much easier now.

Research
It was in my second year of residency that I decided on taking off
two years between the second and third year of residency to do
research. The first day of research Dr. Das Gupta sat Dr. Tate and
myself down in his office, had his secretary turn off the phones, and
he proceeded to offer us from a very expensive bottle of port that
he kept in the office, as well as a cigar from a box on his desk. Peter
and I took the port but not the cigar, but I learned a lesson. Every
time I had a new set of residents under me, I would set them down
with a beer and cigar, my way of letting them know that they were
to be loyal to me, and in exchange, they would be one of my boys.
My initial research mentor was Michael Walker, and my plan was to
demonstrate that melanocytes and melanoma cells have a
functional estrogen receptor. This was relevant, because we knew
that melanocytes responded to a hormonal milieu such as with

Me as chief resident in the Cook County Trauma Unit. Behind me are
the x-rays of a stab wound of the upper back, with the knife blade
broken off only millimeters from the descending aorta, carefully

removed by me through a left thoracotomy.
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Stopping at Oregon, Illinois. There
wasn’t a day go by when we didn’t think

about returning to the NW.

Sarah, Jon, Rachel and Diane on the Chicago Art Museum Lion

Rachel learned to roller skate
before she learned to walk

me, Ara, Peter and I became known as the three best friends that
took two years off to do research, and we remain close friends to
this day.

Moonlighting
The research years also gave me an opportunity to do
moonlighting. There was a secret tradition to do moonlighting at
St. Joseph Hospital in Elgin, Illinois, where one would drive out in
the evening and play the on-call ER doctor. Most the time, one
could sleep through the night, so it was much pay for little work,
allowing me to pay down all of our student loan debts. I remember
one momentous event where I was called to labor and delivery to
deliver a child, since the OB doctor could not make it in on time.
The baby’s head came out ok, but the cord was wrapped around the
neck, preventing further progress in the delivery. I had no clue
what to do, until the L&D nurse gently handed me a Köcher clamp
and suggested that I clamp and cut the cord. That done, the
delivery was uneventful, and I was grateful for the nurse for kindly
directing me what to do.

After the first year of research, Dr. Das Gupta realized that my
project could be easily combined into a study that might lead to a
PhD degree. I agreed, and he was more than eager to help me get
a PhD thesis out of this work. My advisor then became Dr. Craig
Beattie, a brilliant scientist, but not a medical doctor, who was
somewhat resentful that physicians made more money than basic
scientists, and so he started to work me to death. There was no rest
for me, with me coming in many nights, weekends, and holidays to
complete the experiments that I needed. All went well, but for me,
research wasn’t a rest and relaxation year like the other surgery
residents experienced. Ultimately, I was able to finish my thesis and
defend it, getting me a PhD degree in Anatomy/Cell Biology. I
wasn’t the brightest kid on the block, and I’m sure that Dr. Beattie,
the Boss, and the anatomy department were wondering why they let
such a dull person through the program. By the time of graduation,
I had already returned to clinical work, and skipped the PhD
graduation ceremony. I had already attended one too many
graduations. I was the first surgery resident in the combined U of
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Betsy showing the
children their new baby
sister. Rachel isn’t sure

what to think.

The children loved the
Chicago Art Museum and we
would go there often on
Thursday when it was free.
Grant Wood’s American
Gothic was their favorite, and
they would stare at it and
laugh for long periods of time.
Sarah also loved the
impressionists.

Jon and Sarah camping in
Wisconsin

Jon enjoying a
gourmet meal
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Illinois/CCH program to ever do a PhD and I set a precedent in
that other residents after me followed similarly. It was nice to be
able to have started a movement.

In my fourth year I was on the surgical oncology service at Cook
County hospital. One morning, I had a mastectomy on my
schedule, but in coming to work slipped on some ice and landed on
my right hand. I didn’t notice anything at first, but during the
course of the mastectomy, my hand became increasingly painful.
Finally, I couldn’t bear it any longer, and asked for the portable x-
ray machine to come in to the operating room. To the x-ray techs’
surprise, I asked them to x-ray my hand, and then show the x-ray to
one of the orthopedists for a reading. A few minutes later, the
orthopedic chief resident came into the room, said I had a broken
metacarpal bone, and promptly casted my hand right there in the
OR suite. That put me out of surgery for a month, and so I switched
services and ran the trauma unit since it didn’t require an operative
surgeon.

Surgery residency went by quickly, and graduation meant only that
I would be jumping from the fire pan into the fire, since Peter Tate
and I both decided to stay on with Dr. DasGupta in the surgical
oncology fellowship at the University of Illinois. Graduation had
many ceremonies, and Dr. Nyhus insisted that we wear tuxedos to
the graduation. I decided to purchase mine, since I knew that there
would be more tuxedo events in my future. It was then I learned to
tie a bowtie. After that, I have preferably worn bowties instead of
regular ties to the point that many patients identified me as the
bowtie doctor.

During our years in Chicago, two other children besides Jonathan
were born, Rachel and Diane. Both were born at Rush-Pres-St.
Lukes Hospital, right across the street from CCH. We would often
sing to them the Elvis Presley tune In the Ghetto, since they really
were born in the ghetto of Chicago. After four kids, Betsy and I
realized that we needed to stop having kids, and so some tubes were
tied and cut. It’s none of your business as to who had what done to
them, but no more kids were forthcoming.

In the research years, Dr. Nyhus appointed me to the duty of
assisting on the annual general surgery picnic, which was held in
Cermak, Illinois, close to the Brookfield zoo. Over 1200 people
would annually attend and it was a major undertaking. After the
research years, Dr. Nyhus liked what I did so much, he appointed
me every year until graduation as manager of that picnic. Since
then, I’ve had to manage large picnics many times, and it was
simple and natural to do that. Surgery residency sometimes trains a
person in much more than how to do surgery!!!!

Stories from Residency/CCH
Cook County Hospital (CCH) was a legendary hospital to train at,
and many of the greatest surgeons in the world came out of this
system. There are countless tales of life at Cook County Hospital. It
was a lifestyle in and of itself, where the chief of surgery actually
used to live in the hospital in an apartment on the 7th floor of the
hospital. This is where the trauma office was then located during
my time. The world’s first blood bank was at CCH, started by Dr.
Richard Fantus, and the outpatient clinic was named after him, the
Fantus Clinic. Patients would always call it the Fantasy Clinic, and
the hospital, Mr. Cook’s Hospital. The world’s first trauma unit was
located at CCH, started by Drs. Dan Lowe and Robert Baker in the
early sixties. I interviewed with Dr. Lowe, who died of a sarcoma just
before I actually started residency. Dr. Baker was a superb teacher,
booted from the CCH for false charges of mismanagement of blood
bank funds. Rounds were called the Baker barbeque. Whenever I
would ask him for advice on managing a patient, he would preface
the response with “If I were you, and I’m glad I’m not, I would...”.

At CCH, as with much of residency, in your chief years, you were
essentially on your own, with staff participation only at critical
points in the most challenging cases. Sometimes they would not
show up at all, and let you swim. I would always figure out a way to
perform the surgery successfully. There were many times as a chief
where you would do a late night surgery with many previous nights
of sleep deficit, only to wake up at the end of the case, and not even
remember what you did. Oddly, the correct surgery was always
performed, and the patient always did well. It taught me that I
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could perform surgery in my sleep without problems. That would
serve me well in the future. Once as a chief on trauma, I had Rocky
R. as a junior staff person. I did most of residency with Rocky and
really liked her, as she always had a happy joyful funny attitude,
though sometimes not totally appropriate. For example, once she
wore a Mickey Mouse shirt on the surgical oncology service, and Dr.
DasGupta sent her home to change. One time, we had a major
injury roll into the CCH trauma unit, the patient hemorrhaging
actively from the liver, and needed to go immediately to surgery. I
called Rocky who quickly noted that she was hungry and would be
in the cafeteria if I needed help. She tended to run from the
operating room, but was excellent in critical care management.

One time on the trauma unit as a second year resident, I was
notified of a trauma coming in from Cermak jail, which was just a
few miles away from CCH. There was a jail outbreak, and about six
people broke out and were on the loose. They were eventually
apprehended, but my patient, Jerry Mahaffey, was apprehended
early. They escaped by forcefully taking the uniforms from service
personnel and running. Jerry took a female guard’s uniform but
took the time to rape her before running. He was brought up to an
interrogation room, where he was handcuffed behind the back,
and the guards stated that he backflipped out the window, landing
on concrete several stories down. I wouldn’t be surprised if he
wasn’t actually thrown out the window by the guards in disgust. He
came comatose to the front room of the trauma unit, where I was
the receiving resident. I truly felt like running a little potassium
chloride into his veins and allowing him a sweet death, yet my oath
as a physician would not allow that (Dank Gott!!!). The nurses gave
me his story. The year before we moved to Chicago, Jerry and his
brother broke into a home in the Rogers Park area of Chicago, and
bludgeoned to death the father, raped the mother and beat her to
death with a baseball bat, and then raped the daughter and beat
her to death, and beat the two sons. One son survived, though was
in intensive care for months. Jerry was kept in the trauma intensive
care unit, where I essentially was responsible for his critical care
management. He was a vegetable. His foot was foot-cuffed to the
bed with an armed guard at his side. The reason for this is that at

CCH, gangs would often kidnap patients, and then demand a
ransom to return the person. His mother would come in carrying
the largest Bible I’ve ever seen and tell us what good kids her sons
were. Actually, my research years lab assistant Arthur lived down
street from the Mahaffeys. Arthur noted that even as kids, the
Mahaffeys were holy terrors, worse than animals. After a month,
Jerry was transferred to the neurosurgery intensive care unit. Later,
Jerry woke up, sat up in bed, and pointed his finger at the guard
like he was firing a gun. They then put two guards on both sides of
him, and both feet were foot-cuffed. Jerry essentially went to trial
and received life in prison. That was way too kind for him.

We also rotated through the Westside Veterans Hospital (WSVAH).
The saying at the VA Hospital was that if it (a procedure) worked at
the VA Spa, then take it to the dog lab (for serious study). The VA
Hospital always had strange rules, like, every patient had to have a
serum potassium drawn at 5 am before surgery, demanded by the
anesthesiologists, and it was the surgery intern’s job to draw that
blood. On the vascular service, they were doing far distal bypasses,
hoping to find a way to preserve hopeless extremities. Usually they
would fail, but the attendings were always reluctant to admit the
truth that a leg was no longer viable. Once on a Sunday morning as
an intern, my job was to change the dressings and debride the
wounds while on rounds. One patient had a fem-distal bypass, and
I was debriding non-viable material around the ankle, and the foot
just fell off. I asked another resident what I should do with the foot,
and he suggested that I just throw it in the garbage can, and that’s
what I did. Today, it would have been sent to pathology.

One of the attendings at the WSVAH was a Dr. Thomas Bombeck.
He was famous for having worked out the physiology of the lower
esophageal sphincter, and having developed esophageal
manometry (no, the GI doctors did not develop their own tech-
nologies!). Two things about him. He was a chain smoker to his
death. And, he was the world’s longest living heart transplant
patient at the time I knew him. In fact, during the period of our
encounter, he was on his third transplant. There were several times
that I would call in Dr. Bombeck for the crux maneuver of a case,
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and he would scrub in to teach. The chief resident could guarantee
that Dr. Bombeck would not last more than ten minutes before
excusing himself; the residents knew that he needed to step out for
a smoke. Eventually, he needed another transplant, and Dr.
Shumway from Stanford refused to do it. Bombeck went to France,
had a successful 4th transplant, but died a month later of freak
sepsis. Dr. Nyhus would occasionally come over to the WSVAH to
assist on complex hernia repairs. On the OR wall was a whiteboard
where the chief resident needed to write down all of the personnel
in the operating room for dad. Dad liked to call everybody
including the techs by their first name, but had a very poor memory
so used the whiteboard to keep all the OR names in hand.

At CCH, one of our rotations was thoracic surgery. CCH did not do
cardiac surgery, but had an exceedingly busy thoracic service. Chief
of the service was Dr. Walter Barker, a super-nice guy and brilliant
surgeon, as well as an excellent teacher. Walt Barker, like Dr.
Thomas at the WSVAH, were pioneering surgeons in the new world
of thoracic surgery, the first generation of surgeons to be plunging
into the chest. I learned quickly how to care for complex empyemas
and thoracic infections, as well as lung cancers. In the large doctor’s
room were two barber’s chairs. We would get a patient back into
one of the chairs, lay them back, numb up the nose with q-tips
soaked in cocaine, and then perform bronchoscopy on them. I did
many of these procedures. An occasion a resident would share
some of the cocaine soaked q-tips with the patient(!!!!); I did not!

At CCH, junior staff members in surgery were frequently recruited
from the University of Chicago residency. There were book smart,
but not so good in the operating room. One, Harry Richter, actually
was a decent surgeon, and I enjoyed working with him. I was
performing a highly selective vagotomy while on Dr. Phil
Donohue’s service, and Phil wanted to be present during the
vagotomy. So, I was getting close and called him two, three, four
times, and he did not respond. Finally, Harry (also on the service)
came into the room, I explained the problem, and he scrubbed in
to direct me in how Dr. Donohue would have wished for things to
be done. As soon as the case was done, I got a page to report to

Phil’s office, and he was on the telephone, but slipped me a piece
of paper noting that I was now on his shit list. I had little respect for
Dr. Donohue, so that didn’t affect me at all. At least I knew where I
stood with him. Dr. Kathy Liu was also on Donahue’s service, was
from the University of Chicago, and was struggling to complete her
residency while serving as a junior staff member at CCH. Many
comments about her could be found in the men’s OR restroom at
CCH on the urinal walls; they are all much too obscene to be put
into print. She was known as the spleen queen, because one could
guarantee that if the surgery went up into the left upper quadrant,
she would tear the spleen and it would have to be removed. I was
performing a five-time redo ventral hernia repair on a middle aged
lady, very technically difficult, and deemed that native tissue simply
would not hold up, and so neatly sewed in a large piece of mesh.
Just after the last stitches of the mesh went in and I was ready to
close, Kathy walked into the room, and immediately ordered me to
remove the mesh. That was just plain wrong and totally stupid, so I
informed her that I was suddenly not feeling well, de-gowned and
walked out, leaving Kathy to finish the case in her fashion.

Dr. Jonasson generated many legends. She was truly a giant in the
surgical world as I’ve mentioned previously, and I really appreciated
her teaching. She pioneered transplant surgery in Chicago, and so,
besides having her own general surgery service at CCH, also
participated in transplant services at the University of Illinois. She
ran a monkey research lab at CCH, and would oftentimes have to
perform the surgeries alone, and thus mastered the art of doing
surgery without an assistant. She was absolutely the best teacher
imaginable in the operating room, and I really got along well with
her. Many residents and staff did not. Once, we had a Jehovah’s
witness patient who was receiving a kidney transplant, and Olga
assured the patient that they would not get blood. The
anesthesiologist Dr. Sigmund, while putting the patient to sleep
and Dr. Jonasson was out of the room, informed the patient in a
broken German accent, “Sandra, your religion is stupid. We will
give you blood.” Dr. Jonasson found out, and stormed in the room,
barking in her high pitched raspy voice “Dr. Sigmund, kindly curtail
your comments: she will NOT get blood.”. Everybody feared mom.
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Many of the residents found Dr. Jonasson so hard to work with that
they would break down. Once, the chief resident was opening a
patient in preparation for a kidney transplant, and was talking
about Dr. Jonasson, since she was not in the room. In exasperation
for the grief Jonasson was giving him, he finally blurted out,
knowing that Dr. Jonasson was never married, “You know what Dr.
Jonasson needs is a good f**k!” Little did he realize that she had
come into the room and was standing right behind him. She tapped
him on the shoulder and responded “If you are man enough,
buddy boy”. You knew that if Dr. Jonasson ever called you “buddy
boy”, you were in deep trouble. Dr. Jonasson was eventually fired by
Cook County, finding her too hard to work with. It was a total
travesty, the first time in history that an eminent surgeon was fired
for political reasons. She always fought relentlessly for the good of
the patient. She went on to other prominent jobs. She passed away
in 2006. Though Dr. DasGupta is definitely the most influential
surgeon in my career, Dr. Jonasson comes a very close second.

Residency was like being in a war zone. With the intensity of the
moment and the ever present sleep deprivation, many of the truly
eventful moments go forgotten. I am grateful that I was able to
train under some of the greatest surgeons in surgery during the
1980’s, surgeons that “wrote the book” on surgery, back when
surgeons were true giants and legends, and staff surgeons were truly
role models and mentors for residents. Most of my mentors came
from the surgical oncology service, Dr. DasGupta, Dr. Wood, Dr.
Walker, Dr. Briele, Dr. Lindsey, Dr. Warso, all of them veritable
greats in the world of surgery.

Michael Walker deserves special mention, since he was so
supportive of my interest in surgical oncology. When I met him, he
was the acting fellow in surgical oncology, and I was an intern. Mike
supervised my first year of research. He was very physically active.
Under Mike, the Division of Surgical Oncology would annually
participate in a 3.5 mile run in downtown Chicago. We would even
make up special t-shirts for the occasion. Dr. Walker eventually
moved to the University of Ohio in Columbus as a staff surgeon and
researcher. He remained very physically fit and active. In

September 2008, Michael was back in Chicago with his wife Lee,
when he had a fatal heart attack while in the shower. I was deeply
saddened. Since I had silent heart disease, I am grateful that it was
found out before a Michael Walker type event occurred.

Fellowship
The fellowship year was uneventful but busy. Dr. DasGupta had
extended his service to also include Michael Reese hospital, so that
Peter and I were filling service at both hospitals. There was no
formal graduation from fellowship, but we both received a
certificate of completion of fellowship. I grew to appreciate Dr.
DasGupta and his team more than ever. Dr. DasGupta especially
taught me honesty as a surgeon, superb surgical skills, he taught me
to use my head, he was most instrumental in me getting a PhD, and
overwhelmingly helped form my vision of what it meant to be a
surgeon. His favorite instruction to us was to not read the literature,
because most surgical literature was terrible (he was correct) and
we would only get confused. I didn’t follow those instructions too
carefully and still read a lot. In terms of a surgical instructor, I look
up to him well over any other surgery professor that I ever had.

Dr. DasGupta had it set up that one month each out of our
fellowship, Dr. Tate and I could go to New York City to work on the
Memorial Sloan-Kettering Head and Neck team under Elliott
Strong and Jatin Shah. We were somewhat misfits, and ended up
either in the operating room or touring the city. I spent much time
in the OR, not only observing the head and neck service, but also
Dr. Brennan and other famous surgeons performing complex
surgery. It was a valuable learning time, but would have been far
more valuable if we could have actually had some role in the care
of patients. I was able to see much of NYC at that time. It was also
nice spending time with John Vetto who was doing his fellowship at
the MSKCC Hospital. It was amazing that two best friends
independently and unknowingly decided on surgical oncology for
their career. Unlike me, John was super-smart. He graduated first in
the class (Magna Cum Laude) in medical school. I had to work a lot
harder to fake being smart. I have the greatest admiration for my
dear friend, who is also a true gentleman.
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Chapter 4—Biloxi
As I was wrapping up my residency, I needed to determine what to
do next after fellowship. Peter Tate had already procured a job back
home with a surgical group from Lexington, KY. I wasn’t sure what
to do. I wanted to stay in academics, not because I liked research
but because I loved to teach. In the fourth year of residency, I had
continued sporadic bench laboratory work, and recall a time when
I was completing a southern blot, a procedure that takes about a
week to do, with lots of clear liquid in test tubes. You have no idea
if the southern blot experiment is going to work until the very end.
I was there, having a still wet film held up to the light, when I
realized what was going on; I was looking for the meaning of life in
tiny little black spots on cellulose. That was my last day ever in the
lab. Because we were poor though we had all of our debts paid off
by then, I had the crazy notion of perhaps being a military doctor.
I went and spoke with a recruiter, and he informed me that the Air
Force was desperate for surgical oncologists at bases with surgical
residents, and that if I picked the base I wanted to go to, it would be
granted to me. I emphasized that I absolutely did not want to reside
in the Midwest, because I absolutely detested the midwest. The Air
Force was to pay my fellowship salary, and in return I would owe
them only two years. We were able to get back to the Northwest only
once during the whole of our Chicago years, and I longed for the
ocean and the mountains. My dream was to ultimately end up back
in the Northwest, but definitely did not want to stay more than one
unnecessary minute in the Midwest. As the end of fellowship was
getting closer, I was getting more anxious about what would happen
to us. Finally, the Air Force got back to me that I was going to be
assigned to Wright-Patterson AFB hospital in Dayton, Ohio. I
reminded them that they promised to get us out of the Midwest, but
they chose to physically take me to Wright-Pat to see the program
in an effort to persuade me. I went. The chief of surgery was a Col
Shimea, of whom I would meet again. The head OR nurse told me
that Col Shimea would take me under his wings and complete my
education, boasting that he could do a Whipple procedure in
under 20 hours. Well, I was doing Whipples in under 4 hours, so I

The children’s idea of posing for a
picture in the linen closet

The children in the park across from Moody Church

Jon on adventure
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Military hospital work
Back on base, I was assigned the duty of Chief of Surgical Oncology,
as well as acting as the Southeast regional consult to the entire
military in Surgical Oncology. I had several residents at a time
under me. There were good residents and bad residents.
Sometimes the surgery department was unnecessarily hard on a
resident or fellow staff person, and I deeply resented that. Two
examples. The brother of my dissecting partner Rick Neal was
Randy Neal, who was a first year resident at the time, and he was a
little timid and uncertain at times, which the surgery staff played on
like tigers and wolves. It wasn’t fair to him, and he was eventually
thrown out of the program. Happily, Randy ultimately did very well
in life as a doctor, and we have stayed close friends. I loved Randy,
and he touched me as a kindred spirit. The other example was of a
staff person, Michael Paluzzi, who was discriminated on since he
had not done a fellowship in anything, but was just a general
surgeon. Mike was bewailing his mistreatment in my office one day,
and I came up with a brilliant idea. I suggested that we create a
specialty for him, and that he get really good at it. At that time,
laparoscopic surgery was just hitting surgery, so we decided that
Michael would focus on laparoscopic surgery. Laparoscopic surgery
eventually would become a known surgical specialty. I knew that
Mike would do well in laparoscopy, but I didn’t have a clue how well
he would do. He eventually became the premier military
laparoscopist, and was frequently gone, teaching courses,
supervising laparoscopy at various bases, as well as developing new
techniques. Michael totally blossomed, and has remained an
outstanding surgeon, even long after his military career, practicing
in Seneca, South Carolina. To this day, we stay in close touch. It is a
great honor to have him as a friend. I developed some awesome
friends outside of the ones mentioned. Ricardo Carrau went on to
a remarkable career as a skull based surgeon at the most prestigious
skull base center in the world. Eric Stillman was an ophthalmologist
who used to teach water skiing at Cypress Gardens. He taught many
of us how to water ski, and we would run up and down the Bayous
on water skis. Often, Eric would call me up to go water skiing, and
it would be just him and me, with him barefoot skiing behind the
boat, me driving the boat and watching him in the rear-view mirror.

wasn’t sure that the Colonel and I would mix well. I told the Air
Force flatly that I expected them to hold true to their word and get
me out of the Midwest. To our surprise, I was assigned to Keesler
AFB in Biloxi, MS.

The move down south
We loaded up all of our possessions, which weren’t many, the Air
Force moved our furniture and larger boxes, and off we went to
Biloxi. We both cried all the way, thinking with horror how bad the
deep south would be. To some extent, we were right. There are no
mountains in the south (I don’t regard the southern Appalachians
as mountains). The culture was strange. We learned quickly that
there is a wealth of Southern hospitality, but most of that was fake.
They would pat you on the back and make out like you were best
friends, only to stab you in the back. It happened all the time to us.
I’d rather somebody spit in my face than to do that. On arrival at
Keesler AFB, they put us up in temporary housing, where we stayed
for over a month. It was small and cramped. Because our time in
Biloxi would be short, we didn’t want to buy or rent a house like
others. Ultimately, the Air Force was able to procure a base house
for us at 101 Arnold Circle. The first week, the surgery department
held a get-together to meet the new folks out on a dock restaurant.
I attended and at some point in the soirée, the chief of surgery at
that time (he left the Air Force soon afterwards to private practice)
called me over to ask me what I did wrong in order to be in Biloxi.
Puzzled, I soon realized that the “bad” doctors were all sent to
Biloxi. Ultimately I was able to determine something “bad” that
each and every colleague at Keesler did to merit their placement in
Biloxi. Biloxi was supposed to be a least-desirable base to be at. My
sin was to refuse to go to Wright-Pat, which I explained to the
satisfaction of the chief. Meanwhile, I had to go off to MIMSO,
located in Wichita Falls, TX, for two weeks. This is the medical
“boot camp” where you learn proper military decor and behavior,
you learned how to make up your uniform, how to salute, and how
to march. It was all super stupid, but I endured, reading volume
after volume of Calvin and Hobbes comics during lectures.
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and resistance that what we were proposing was frivolous and didn’t
serve the military effort. But we persisted. And after I got out,
Donald persisted. Eventually, the military saw the light and set up
screening clinics throughout the military. I can’t help but think that
our ideas and persistence helped change matters.

Church in Biloxi
We sought hard for a home church in Biloxi. There was a PCA
church in Biloxi, and though my thinking was tending toward
Reformed theology, it was not well developed, and all I could think
about Presbyterians was that they were heretics because, by gum,
they baptized babies, read prayers, and the preacher wore a
goonish costume to preach. So, we went to the big Baptist church
in town. Betsy and I found it close to intolerable. I learned to detest
the southern practice of handbell choirs. They televised the service,
which I felt created a media atmosphere at church. They played
political, one week desecrating the pulpit by having the Biloxi
mayor give the sermon. We longed wistfully for the Pastor Lutzer
years at Moody. The people were very nice, but as we learned, being
nice and hospitable did not necessarily mean they liked you or even
wished to be nice to you. It was their “Christian” duty. Bible-belt

The natives warned us that the Bayou was not the place to water ski,
since there were alligators and water moccasins all over in the water.
That didn’t stop us!

Chief Master Sergeant Walt Herrod was a life saver. He was in
charge of the surgery department, and did not like the new chief of
surgery, David Scott. I didn’t like him either, but because he
couldn’t cut, and made horrible decisions. I would try to do TDY
(temporary duty) as frequently as possible in order to get away from
the base, and Walter would slyly slip permission slips to the chief to
be signed for my TDY. At the end of my service to the military, Walt
helped me, to the bitter chagrin of the chief, to obtain over six
weeks of TDY to assist me in moving to Puyallup.

Donald Chamberlain was a Gynecological Oncology doctor that I
worked closely with and we became good friends. He was 7th Day
Adventist, and boasted that his great-great-great grandfather was
the Union General Chamberlain. We were both concerned that the
military tended to ignore females. True, most enlisted people were
male, but they all had wives that the military was responsible to care
for. We brainstormed the idea of starting a female cancer screening
clinic with pap smears and mammograms and breast exams. Such
an idea, though nowadays present at all military bases, was
completely unheard of at that time. We received intense criticism

Tim Stark
taking us out

on a
pontoon

boat in the
Biloxi back

bay.

Preparing for battle in Biloxi.
Don’t I look like a warrior?
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Last photo before
heading off to war.

Pardon my bad grammar in the note I wrote to Saddam.
Hey, you make grammar mistakes in the heat of battle.
There are actually two notes on those bombs from me,

one down under.

Christians would lie to you with such cherubic sweetness that you
couldn’t imagine such godly angels would be betraying the truth.
You didn’t dare turn your back on them, and Betsy and I were
stabbed in the back enough times to be wary of any southern
relations. Am I repeating myself? I’m generalizing now and not
making my statements about southerners an absolute rule, since
some of the people I trust greatly are from the south and remain
among my best friends, like Mike Paluzzi. There are gems found in
the dirt and mud of life, and Mike and Melinda were such gems.

War
Then, there was the war. Desert storm started and Keesler was
responsible to help staff a contingency hospital in England. Various
people who were the “worst” of the bad boys were shipped off. I was
“bad” because I wasn’t a “team player”. We stayed at a RAF base in
Fairford. Wilford Hall doctors arrived first and immediately took
up positions in the main housing, leaving us to uncomfortable fold-
out beds in cold, damp quarters. I was able to interact with some of
the Wilford Hall chaplains, and they located a room in the better
housing unit that I and a plastic surgeon friend Joe Slade (died in
2010) took over. Other friends, like the neurosurgeon Bruce
Jaufmann, eventually found other rooms in that same building.
Bruce, Joe and I were very close, along with the anesthesiologist
Keith Carter, and we turned our 6 week deployment into a grand
tour of England and Wales. We went into Oxford and London many
times together, and saw everything there was to see. We took MMR
tours to various castles, to Stratford-upon-Avon, Cardiff, Warwick
Castle, and anywhere within a days travel. Each morning we’d check
in, and if not on call, would quickly depart to some destination.

The first week, they held their first dry run casualty mock-practice,
and I recognized that what they were doing was worthless. Having
trained at the worlds’ first and best trauma unit (at CCH), we often
discussed what it took to make a valid mock practice session, and
when I spoke to the chief surgeon at Little Rissington, was written
off. I realized I was wasting my time and made sure I was gone from
the hospital as much as possible. Even on call, our small group of
friends would walk for many miles on the public foot paths around
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G-loc Man. Here I am at 9G in the centrifuge without pressure trousers, doing
the M1 maneuver in order to remain conscious. At that G force, your skin and

eyelids and everything are pulled down. Blood is pulled out of the capillaries, so
that you leave the centrifuge with large bruises on your buttocks. It is a highly
unusual experience. We went up to 9 Gs a number of times with both slow and
fast acceleration, though fast acceleration always used the pressure trousers. It
would feel like a wrecking ball hit you. People that are short like me always
handle G-forces better. If you lose consciousness, you do seizure like activity

(the funky chicken), which could be dangerous in a real aircraft.

slid off the side of the road. She went flying off the gurney landing
on her head in the stairwell of the bus. Needless to say, she
developed a very splitting headache (literally!).

After the war, Bruce Jaufmann and I both signed up for our VFW
life-time memberships. We were accepted, and went together to the
Biloxi VFW post for a beer and cigar. It was the last time I was ever
in a VFW post. The war finished quickly but there would be a delay
in getting home. I was depressed, because I didn’t feel the war
effort did the job we should have done. We watched the CNN
account of the war daily, and oddly, we were all able to predict
military moves before they happened. General Schwarzkopf was not
a terribly brilliant general.

our hospital, which was really cool. We went all over the region of
the Cotswolds where we were to live for the next six weeks.

Though we were roomed in Fairford, Geneva convention declared
that hospitals had to be entirely separate without a functioning
landing strip where they were located. At Fairford, there was a B-52
bomber base. Yes, they let us go out to the bombers, climb around
in them, and even sign the bombs. The hospital was a huge World
War II aircraft hangar at Little Rissington, about 30 miles away. The
hangar contained about 22 operating room beds, and 50 some
recovery and intensive care beds. When the people from Little Willy
(what we called Wilford Hall) arrived in the week before our arrival,
the infectious disease people immediately went to work. They set
out petri dishes to culture the air, and cultured the water we would
be washing our hands in. They discovered that both the air and
water possessed organisms resistant to everything known to man.
They went to report it to the base commander to ask for
recommendations. It just happened that the base commander was
Col Shimea, my old “friend” from Wright-Pat. He was working on a
star (promotion to general). Upon hearing the culture results, he
asked the two infectious disease doctors as to who it was who gave
them the orders to do the cultures. Of course, they replied,
“nobody—it’s just doing our professional duty”. The colonel then
responded that they had two choices, to either discard their data
and pretend nothing happened, or be court-martialed. They
discarded the data, but told all of us surgeons. It’s vital information.
If we see a wound infection, we won’t waste a lot of time on
antibiotics but open or drain the wound. This is why I named him
Col Shithead. We eventually received only two battle evacuees at
Little Rissington, both of them ending up being disasters, mostly
caused by us. I’ll tell the story of one. It was a young lady who was a
supply person in Saudi Arabia. When she gave somebody grief, they
threw a metal helmet at her, hitting her in the head, and causing
her to sustain a base of skull fracture. She was evacuated to our
hospital. Unfortunately, it had just snowed in southern England,
and she was loaded on a gurney secured in the center isle of the bus
that would take her on the 20-30 mile drive from Upper Heyford to
Little Rissington. As she was making the journey, the bus hit ice and
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strenuously doing the M1 maneuver (a form of forced breathing)
to maintain consciousness. We went out into the wilderness for
survival training, where I savored rodent soup. Finally, and most
fascinating, they let us go up in a T-37 Tweet trainer jet. It is a
tandem jet where the pilot sits next to the trainee, and my
instructor pilot let me do any acrobatic that I wished to do. I did
everything permissible for a Tweet, and then the pilot did every-
thing possible to make me throw up. He was unsuccessful. The
Tweet ride was the coolest thing I’ve ever done, and vastly exceeds
the scariest rides at the amusement park. I graduated second in the
class. That was odd, because most people at Flight Surgery school
were destined to be real flight surgeons, and I was there simply as a
lackey, attending only since it got me away from Keesler AFB.

Last days in Biloxi
Betsy and I took full advantage of our stay in the south by taking the
kids to Disneyland in Florida, Dauphin Island, and frequently going
out on the back bay. Our friend Tim Stark, a somewhat derelict
sergeant that we met in Temporary Housing, would usually come
with us, and act as boat captain. It was a hoot for the kids and
ourselves. Tim sadly died in the late 1990’s, perhaps a victim of self
over-ethanolization. Toward the end of my time in the military, my
dear friend Michael Paluzzi had a goodby party for me. He had a
house with a swimming pool. and I came in my Mess Dress, a formal
tuxedo-like outfit that the Air Force required us to purchase, but
which I had used only at MIMSO. At that party, I went down the
slippery slide and took a swim in my Mess Dress. Jim Foster, the
chief of General Surgery and a military yes-man, was horrified but
didn’t do anything about it. Jim Foster was a wonderful Christian
man who was an elder in the Biloxi PCA church. My previous
comments regarding southern Christians sort of fit him. I really
liked Jim a lot, but many colleagues felt that he occasionally would
put his oath to the military above his Christian and physician’s oath,
something I thought wrong. Jim struggled to do his best in difficult
circumstances.

I wanted to return to the Northwest in a private setting, deciding at
this time that, although I loved teaching, academics just wasn’t my

Flight surgery school
Sergeant Herrod signed me up for flight surgery school long before
I was ever deployed in Desert Storm. My flight surgery classes were
to start soon after the conflict ended. The military had me fly home
earlier than the rest of the Keesler team so that I could make it on
time to flight surgery school. I arrived home, spent some time with
Betsy and the children, and was then off to flight surgery school in
San Antonio, TX. It was six weeks and a blast. I rode in an altitude
chamber, where they take you up to 48,000 feet, and then have you
take off your mask. It didn’t feel like anything had changed. Then
we put our masks back on, and dropped to 28000 feet, just under
the height of Mt. Everest. Again, we had to take off our masks and
work out very simple math problems until we felt compromised. I
felt that I was tough, and it would be no problem doing the whole
sheet of problems without supplemental oxygen. Working through
the sheet of problems, I didn’t see any issues until the chamber
sergeant slammed my mask back on me, and I realized that I was
writing foolishness. This is done to teach pilots to recognize if there
is a problem with their oxygen supply. We rode the centrifuge, and
I have a video showing that I am very 9G capable. Unlike Tom
Cruise in Top Gun, you are not chatting at 9 G’s, but rather,

The children in front of our home on base in Biloxi
from left to right, Diane, Sarah, Rachel, and Jonathan
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Survival school

style because I loved being with patients. I also learned to mistrust
the new generation of residents, many who didn’t know how to
work and expected to be spoon-fed, while not always following your
instructions to the “t”. I sent letters to about 50 private surgeons in
Oregon and Washington and received a number of replies, but
jumped when Dr. Bob Wright responded. I interviewed with him,
and he accepted to take me into his practice, Betsy flew out to
Puyallup to find a home which we purchased and have since stayed
in, and then we drove to Puyallup from Biloxi as a family vacation.
The military moved all of our household goods. Since we had two
cars, Gaylon came to drive one of the cars back to Puyallup, while
we took a leisurely ride through Phoenix, AZ to see Betsy’s parents,
to the Grand Canyon, to Portland to see my parents, and then to
Puyallup.

Right seat driver in the Tweet
War operating theater at Little Rissington
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The Goodbye party mess dress swim. It was
especially hard climbing the slide in my swim fins,

but I did it.

Getting my wings pinned on.

Sitting in the pilot’s seat of a loaded B-52 bomber, ready to
head out to Iraq.

Bathing beauties on Biloxi Beach
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Chapter 5—Puyallup
Work started soon after our arrival in Puyallup. It did not take me
long to get very busy, and I adapted easily to the community. I
worked hard to establish my name in the community, and was soon
tackling many complex cancer cases. Unintentionally, I began to
get a large number of breast cancers. There was another prominent
surgeon in town who the older doctors tended to refer to. He did a
beautiful but very incomplete mastectomy, and it was a touch
disturbing to me. My practice included melanomas, sarcomas,
thoracic and esophageal cancers, and major abdominal
malignancies, including gynecologic, gastric, pancreatic, and
hepatic cancers. Patients almost always did well, though there were
the occasional deaths that occurred. I offered and performed
intermittent thoracic coverage, so I was doing lung cancers and
other thoracic cases like empyemas, just to prevent patients from
having to go into Tacoma or up to Seattle. Our practice grew very
quickly, to the point that a year later, Dr. Wright realized that we
needed to bring another surgeon to our group, and Dr. King was
recruited. Dr. King was a skilled and thoughtful surgeon, not quite
as brash as I was, and definitely a strong complement to the group.

My outdoor activities had been put on hold while in Chicago and
Biloxi, but the desire was again inflamed. I climbed Mt Baker with
a few guys from South Hill Christian Church. I took Jon up Mt
Hood via the south route. I did more snow camping with people
from Faith Presbyterian church, and with an old friend from the
Portland AC church, Aaron Hughes. Mostly, I was busy forming a
practice, or doing group activities with the whole family.

Church in Washington
Socially, I was not interested in acquiring friends from the hospital.
I saw them enough already. Most of our social life was oriented
around church. We first attended the church that Dr. Wright was
going to, South Hill Christian Church, and quickly learned to
dislike it. I didn’t like their theology, but especially, I didn’t like
their worship. It tended to cheapen the treasure that we have in
Christ, and the songs were praise tunes without any substance or

Skiing into Mowich Lake for several nights
with Aaron Hughes
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content. A group of doctors, led by Mike Spiger, held an hour
prayer meeting and bible study in the hospital every Thursday
morning that I attended quite regularly. At one point, one of the
attendees, Dr. Mark Grubb, suggested that I try Faith Presbyterian
Church in Tacoma, since my theology seemed to fit their teaching
more than anything else. About sixteen months into our stay in
Puyallup, we sheepishly snuck into an evening service. We loved it,
and have stayed there since then. In particular, the pastor, Robert
Rayburn was an exceptional expository preacher of the Reformed
stripe. His father was instrument, along with Francis Schaeffer, in
establishing the PCA denomination, and Rob frequently sat in on
Sunday discussions between his dad (also a Robert Rayburn) and
Francis Schaeffer. I had mentioned earlier the massive influence
Francis Schaeffer had on me in my college years. This church
ended up being the perfect fit for us. Soon after joining the church,
we had all of our children baptized. This was not the tradition that
I grew up with, doing infant and child baptism, but I became
convinced that this was most proper. It seemed strange to me that
we see our children do wrong, yet don’t consider them to be lost
since they have not achieved the proverbial “age of accountability”.
It seemed more fitting with Scripture to raise your children as
Christians, expecting them to behave and believe as Christians, and
let time ultimately sort out whether or not that is true. Happily, our
children have mostly continued to walk strongly in the faith. But,

Our first office in Puyallup, now torn down, which we called
the Crack House.

Dr. Douglas King,
a true gentleman,
a perfect person
to have as
partner in a
surgery practice.

Dressing up for Dr. Rudnick, a Jewish doctor on staff.
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this book is not intended to be a theological treatise. Eventually, Dr.
King would join us at Faith Presbyterian Church before becoming
an elder at a startup PCA church in Puyallup. We remained at Faith
Presbyterian Church in Tacoma. Dr. Douglas King and I tended to
have much different personalities, he was very cautious and I was
impulsive, but we seemed to complement each other perfectly.
Doug was as smart as could be, and I always respected his opinions
on matters. He had a wonderful sense of humor, and very athletic,
having been on the swimming team in college at UPenn, and now
swimming for an hour every morning before work. He and his
family would frequently take off 2-3 months to go on mission to
Galmi, Niger, where he met his wife.

Theological changes
At this point, I need to explain a bit better my development in
theological thinking. I grew up Anabaptist, but was always
uncomfortable with it, in that there seemed to be many logical
inconsistencies that could not be explained. At first, I thought that
dispensational theology provided a reasonable solution. Moody
Church was a bastion of dispensational thinking, though I wasn’t
totally sure what it really meant to be dispensational. In Biloxi, I
picked up a book by John Gerstner titled Wrong Dividing the Word
of Truth: A Critique of Dispensationalism, and it forever changed
my mind. I had come the circle and was now thinking in a
Reformed, Covenantal fashion. Reformed theology seemed to be
the most rational, yet most consistent take on Scriptures that I
could find. Because of the high view of God, it also was the most
supportive of the honor to God that I’ve learned to love. I won’t
elaborate details since it would take 1-2 more books. Simply, the
dear reader might try Michael Horton’s Putting Amazing Back into
Grace for an explanation to laymen of what Reformed theology
really means. I read voraciously. My greatest love was for church
history and theology, and read Schaff’s 7 volume magisterial work
on church history, as well as multiple systemtic theology texts. In
the mid-1990’s I took an extension class from Regent college in
Vancouver, BC on systematic theology. This was taught every
Saturday for about three months. The teacher was none other than
JI Packer, whom I have grown to love deeply. Soon after the start of

the class, I realized that Dr. Packer had no place to go for lunch and
so invited him to lunch, which was repeated for a number of weeks.
There was no better way to pick Dr. Packer’s mind than being one
on one alone with him. Dr. Packer thinks deeply and profoundly,
yet is smart enough to express complex theological problems in
ways that anybody could understand. This class was truly a highlight
of my life. Supporting Dr. Packer, our own pastor Dr. Rayburn
would often have sermons of a very deep theological character, and
he would often broach the current theological challenges of the
day. Sitting under Rayburns’ sermons was better than sitting
through the most intense seminary lectures. Dr. Rayburn was truly
a scholar and is highly regarded in the PCA. Seated in his
congregation were at least 8 other ordained ministers, and many
physicians, lawyers and other professional types. The service was
very formal, with the pastor himself leading singing, the choir
sitting in the balcony to avoid the resemblance of “entertainment”,
there were kneelers, we often were instructed to raise our hands
(like pentecostals), and communion was every Sunday where the
congregation would go to the front of the church to receive. There
were no praise songs or gospel songs. All was very formal and Betsy
and I loved it. Pastor Rayburn truly became the family soul coach,
and affected us more than any other preacher that we have ever sat
under. Our church was in a deeply anti-Christian community, and
in a very Schaefferian fashion, we rose to the occasion. The church
grew rapidly. Make no mistake. I still dearly loved my ACC heritage,
though our theology and worship went a slightly different direction
from our childhood denomination, though not as different as one
would think.

Political activism
In the early 1990’s, the 9th circuit court had declared the legality of
physician assisted suicide (PAS). Dr. Michael Jackson from Faith
Presbyterian Church and I decided to take issue with that. There
was an initiative up for vote regarding PAS, and Jackson and I spoke
with, wrote, and challenged all the physicians in Pierce County
about this issue. We got signatures from several hundred physicians
opposing PAS, and then took out a full page ad in the local Tacoma
News Tribune listing the physicians who stood against PAS. We won
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Being somewhat politically active at that time, I got on the board of
the Pierce County Medical Society. This meant that every year, I
acted as a delegate to the annual meeting of the Washington State
Medical Association. I immediately started writing numerous
resolutions for proposal, mostly in regard to curbing the WSMA.
The WSMA is flaming liberal, even though many physicians in the
state were quite conservative. The political structure of the WSMA
is set up in a non-democratic fashion to assure that the exceedingly
liberal Seattle delegation maintained absolute control over the
society. True, I had fought also for some liberal issues. I thought
that it was insane that marijuana was illegal, yet alcohol and
tobacco, in my eyes far worse than ganja for the human, were not.
After about seven years, I realized that the WSMA was detrimental
to our well-being as physicians in this state. They wished for
healthcare to be entirely socialistic and controlled by the state. I
wished for the opposite. We parted ways, and I dropped completely
out of the WSMA. Many others followed suit with me. Before
leaving, I wrote a series of articles for the Pierce County Medical
Society expressing my views. I also wrote articles on physician
assisted suicide (a topic that the WSMA refused to take a strong
stance on), and on medical oaths, arguing for the supremacy of the

against that initiative, though a number of years later were to lose
when a similar proposition was again on the ballot. By the year
2000, the medical profession in our state had changed its ethic, and
did not have a moral stance against PAS. It is sad that in such a few
years, the morality of our profession had so quickly gone to shit.
This same life issue motivated me to get on the board with the local
crisis pregnancy center, which was started by a group of members of
Faith Presbyterian church at the behest of the pastor. Those were
heady years, and our organization grew rapidly, eventually
acquiring the King County CPCs to become one of the largest CPCs
(now CareNet Pregnancy and Family Center) in the USA. I served
9 years on the board and the last four years I was chairman of the
board until getting totally burnt out. Every year we would have a
Spring Life event which featured a local speaker. I decided to go
big, and we were able to get Bernard Nathanson (author of The
Silent Scream), Norma McCorvey (Roe of Roe v Wade), Edith
Schaeffer (Francis Schaeffer’s wife), and none other than Bob
Case, who was the first executive director of Christian Action
Council that started the CPCs across the USA. Bob now attends
Faith PC, and Bob and Kathy are very close friends of ours.

Betsy still occasionally
backpacking in later
years, this time into
Rachel Lake

In early years, I’d backpack
in my BDU’s.
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Hippocratic Oath. These were two articles which were published in
Dr. Ed Payne’s journal out of Augusta, Georgia, now extinct, titled
the Journal of Biblical Medical Ethics. These articles can all be found
on my website at feuchtblog.net or on Ed’s website.

Group growth and split
In 1998, my surgery group realized that we needed a larger office,
and Dr. Bob Wright suggested that we build. Giving Bob massive
support, we anticipated that he would come back with a group
solution. Instead, he, together with an ENT and GI doctor, decided
to maintain majority control and ownership of the building, thus
excluding us from the venture. Dr. King and I were furious, and
because we did not agree to his conditions, he decided to leave the
group and let us swim. I believe he thought that we would be
disastrous at running a business. There was some serious learning
that we had to make and some brutal mistakes, but eventually Doug
and I were able to grow our practice into the largest private surgery
group in the state, and the only private surgery group in Pierce
County. Going in with a couple Urology friends, we formed a
private surgery center that has been highly successful for us. We did

a very simple practice model in order to attract surgeons. New
surgeons would do a year with us, getting a percentage of their
profits during that time. After a year, if they were liked, they were
allowed to buy into the group, which was financially more lucrative.
Typically, a group buy-in tends to be the wall that prevents new
surgeons from coming into a practice, because practices have a
high value, and thus very expensive to buy into. We did the
opposite. We had a very low buy-in ($5000) with the same sell-out
value on leaving the group. The practice would do loans to
continually grow the practice, so essentially, the new surgeon was
buying into and assuming the risks of practice loans. Managing the
practice and surgery center ourselves, we were able to keep costs
way down, and yet provide a service that patients absolutely loved.

Hospital jokes
I enjoyed playing jokes at the hospital, always harmless jokes, but
sometimes the hospital didn’t take my jokes too well. One time the
OR desk nurse left her computer on and unlocked. When she
stepped away from the desk, I sent out a broadcast e-mail to the
entire hospital from her saying “Please vote for me as queen of the
universe.” Almost immediately, I started seeing responses from the
clipboard nurses complaining. They eventually determined that it
was I that played the joke, but I also determined that most
clipboard nurses had nothing else to do with their time other than
sit at their computer reading e-mails. Another time, the
administrative nurses were marketing some program, and had
cardboard cutouts of a race car driver star all over the hospital with
their advertisement. I was stuck at the hospital very late at night one
weekend so decided to play a joke. Carol was the OR nurse
educator who I got along very well with, but she was a single lady,
about 60 years old, and she always kept her cramped office
unlocked. So, I gathered up about 5-6 of the cardboard cutouts,
and jammed them all in her office in standing position. I put a sign
on the first race car driver that said “Carol, please marry me!”. The
second said something like “No Carol, marry me, I’m better
looking” and so forth on it went. Carol laughed her head off but
boy was the hospital pissed. I didn’t care. I used to bring the nurses
on the surgery ward watermelon and/or fried chicken every Martin

Edith Schaeffer (left, the widow of Francis Schaeffer) with our
family at the Spring Life event
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My passion. I loved cross-country skiing

Luther King Day. I thought that it was a great way to celebrate that
holiday, but eventually some killjoy decided that it was politically
incorrect. Well, political correctness can go to hell. Eventually,
bringing levity to the hospital was ordered stopped. So, I refused to
ever call the building a “hospital”, but rather a “Krankenhaus”. In
Latin, the word “hospital” suggests a place of hospice, refuge, and
security. Hospitals now are the place where your “loved ones” will
dump you and run, a place where doctors could torture you and the
nurses then torment you 24 hours a day. “Krankenhaus” is the
German word for hospital but literally means “sick house” and that
indeed is exactly what it is. The patients may be sick, but the
doctors, nurses and especially the administration are even sicker.

I would always try to learn everybody's name, including the janitors
and techs. I felt strongly that they were as important as the
physicians and nurses in the care of the patient. One Christmas
season when the hospital was not doing so well financially, the
employees were all informed that this year they would not get a
traditional $25 Christmas bonus, and they were very downhearted.
So, I decided to do something. I knew that the hospital CEO would
still be getting a generous bonus, so I wrote him a letter stating how
sad I felt that he too would be foregoing his bonus, but that he

deserved it more than anybody. I wrote him a $25 check. The check
came back, and soon afterwards, the hospital retracted, and
announced that they would indeed be giving the employees their
bonus. Few employees knew why that had happened.

Interesting patients
It was at this time that my heart changed entirely about how I
practiced medicine. Instead of being a doctor mill, I decided to
schedule less patients, and give each patient more time, delving not
only into their physical problems, but also into their psychosocial
and spiritual problems. Though I occasionally prayed with patients
before, I would do this for appropriate patients more often. I had
to be careful, because an occasional patient, even though Christian,
would conclude that perhaps her condition was more serious than
she thought because the doctor had to pray for her!

There is one patient in particular, now dead, that I recall. In my first
year in Puyallup, I was asked to see a patient on the surgery ward
who was discovered to have a high gastric cancer. I elected for
surgery, and on opening her up, realized that this was completely
unresectable disease. I closed her up, and told the patient

Exquisitely decorated bedchamber in the Wartburg, where Betsy’s
namesake, the holy Elizabeth of Hungry, spent her nights. Down the
hallway was where Martin Luther (Junker Georg) translated the New

Testament.
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Fishing in Alaska
with Al Cheney;
Jon caught the
largest fish, a
halibut.

Eager Beavers, Rachel and Jon. We were headed to Rachel Lake.
Poor Rachel got a bee sting on the trail while coming back on this

trip. Rachel Lake was Rachel’s favorite place to hike.

Diane was a trooper!

(Barbara) that surgery would do her no good, but that she needed
chemotherapy. I put a port in her, but she did not tolerate
chemotherapy including the most gentle agents, and so she
terminated her chemotherapy before completing her first cycle,
and said that she would rather die than continue on like this. She
had extreme nausea and her daughter was giving her marijuana to
help that, so I started prescribing to her large doses of medical
ganja. It helped and Barbara held in. I told Barbara that if she made
it out to a year, I’d take her out to dinner with my wife Betsy. A year
went by, and we went out to Barbara’s favorite restaurant, a horrible
Chinese restaurant in Puyallup. Later, for reasons I don’t recall, I
re-opened her, thinking that I might be able to resect her then, or
at least palliate her, since she still could not eat well. I saw no cancer,
so decided to leave everything alone. The next year went by, and we
went out to dinner again. Barbara still had cancer by CT scan, but
nothing was happening. Three, four, five, and even six years went
by, and many more dinners later, but Barbara was still hanging in
there. I learned much about Barbara. She grew up in south
England. As a child during WWII, she was playing soccer with other
kids close to a military base, when the ball was kicked over the fence
into the military compound. Barbara was assigned the job of
retrieving the ball. She went up to the house next to where the ball
was lying in order to gain permission to retrieve the ball, and lo and
behold, it was the General Bernard Montgomery that answered the
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was massively decorated with the cockroach theme. This party was
photographed and reported as a full page in color with the local
newspaper. Harold is since passed on to glory. Harold and Kathy
were wonderful Christian people, I’d pray with them and often talk
about the Lord with them. I still stay in touch with Kathy.

George was another type of soul. He was a crusty, brash fellow, who
used to drive a beer truck. I saw George for a low esophageal cancer,
and performed a transhiatal esophagectomy on him. He quickly
recovered, but about five years later, developed a colon cancer
which I also resected. He then developed other abdominal
problems which demanded surgery. I opened him up and the
abdomen was concrete, an impossible situation. I would have just
closed him, but his bowel was very friable, and a few enterotomies
were noted and closed. After surgery, he developed a leak. I
decided on conservative management, and sent him home on TPN
(food by vein). Slowly, George was able to eat again, and since he
loved hamburgers at a local bar where he used to deliver beer and
where he could harmlessly whistle at all the girls, I treated him to

Der fröhliche Wanderer, Jon crossing the Carbon River suspension
bridge in Mt. Rainier National Park

Climbing Mt. Hood with Ron Goodnough

door. According to Barbara, “Monty” was a very nice person, and
kindly let her retrieve the ball and chatted with her for a while.

Another patient, Harold Parks, came to me from my friend Bill
Neal, brother of Randy and Rick, previously mentioned. Bill had
resected a colon cancer a year prior, but it recurred in the liver. I
took Harold to surgery, and performed a right hepatic lobectomy.
He did well, but had a suggestion of recurrence a year later on the
margin of resection. I reopened him, cleaned up the area, and
closed him up. He remained cancer free until about five years later,
when he developed a lung metastasis. I took him to surgery and
resected that. About 4-5 years later, another lung metastasis
occurred, which I resected. We did some chemotherapy, and
Harold just hung in there. They would invite Betsy and I out to their
place on the Hood Canal. Patients who should have been dead long
ago but didn’t die I named cockroaches since you couldn’t kill
them. I’d frequently tell Harold that he was a cockroach on follow-
up, and we’d all have a laugh. On one follow-up, our office baked
him a cake and threw a party on his visit; the cake had writing
deeming Harold an official cockroach. About a year later, it became
clear that the cancer was going to win. His family threw a large party
for him over where he lived, and Betsy and I were invited. The room
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George the beer truck driver

Harold the cockroach.

Cockroach cake made for Harold

lunch there. I’ve since treated George many times to lunch, and he
remains alive, surviving multiple GI cancers and the butcher (me!).

Ethical deterioration of the profession
I have written extensively on the nature of medicine and will not
reiterate those writings. In the late 1990’s to the present, I was
becoming increasingly concerned with where health care was
going, the loss of Hippocratic ethics in medicine, the take-over of
medicine by government, the increased depersonalization of
medicine and increased tendency for physicians to opt for the
biggest buck. Playing the system became all the more aggressive by
physicians. Here’s an example. In the late 1990’s I went to a hernia
seminar in New Orleans, and the surgeon instructor noted that he
would never ever perform a bilateral hernia repair, not because it
was medically bad, but because of lost revenue since the
contralateral side reimbursed only 50%. So, they would schedule
the other side 6 weeks or so later. In my thinking, that is disgusting
and highly immoral, taking out on a patient a problem that is with
the insurance system and not the patient. Matters have since
become exceedingly worse, and many physicians, supposedly
justifying as necessary to stay alive in the health care world, are
doing this. Others were playing the game countless other ways,
playing ever more complex games, not in the patient’s best interest,
but solely to increase revenue flow. I could see then that health
care had truly lost its heart and soul.

Government regulatory nightmares
Our hospital began to have problems. Every 3 years, the JCAHO
come to the hospital for an “artificial” review, being artificial in that
the hospital would temporarily change all operations to best satisfy
the reviewers. It was not a business as usual affair. No matter how
well a hospital is run, it is mandatory that the JCAHO find something
to fix. At first JCAHO (a government organization) reviews were
fairly benign. Then, they started giving orders for the most asinine
imaginable things. A few trivial examples suffice. Operative
instruments being wheeled to central supply had to be in air-tight
containers. Patients in restraints had to have the order renewed by
the physician daily. These orders from JCAHO reached a point of
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insanity. ER patients had to be seen immediately by a surgeon.
Once, I was in the middle of an appendectomy case on a small child
when the ER called me to come immediately. I politely explained
my situation and they hung up, understanding the issue. The ER
patient died soon after. The next day I was called into the Chief of
Medicine’s office for a stern reprimand. He stated that I should
have scrubbed out, quickly seen the ER patient, then returned to
my appendectomy patient. I informed him that such a behavior was
immoral and forbidden by the American College of Surgeons. The
Chief of Medicine protested otherwise. Finally, I just walked out.
There was no point continuing to discuss matters, and I didn’t wish
to resort to foul language. He could have thrown me off the staff for
a while, but I guess he decided against that, since I was a large
revenue generator for the hospital. Since then, my relations with
the hospital continued to deteriorate. I got along very well with the
nurses and ancillary personnel, but the administration and
clipboard nurses were beyond hope. It reached a point where I
knew that I had to get out of medicine to preserve my sanity.

In the years after the turn of the century, our family showed rapid
signs of growing up. The backyard went from being a playground
with swingset, to a hot tub, to a boukaroo (Gazebo like structure,
word taken from the Fulani language in northern Cameroon). The
boukaroo was awesome in that I could barbecue all year round.
More than than, it is a place where Betsy and I could sit out and talk
and smoke cigars together, even in the wintertime. By the way, I
detest cigarettes and most tobacco products. I go through at most
10-20 cigars a year, and that only when I need to celebrate
something or have a long conversation with somebody in a relaxed
fashion.

The Benham club
In the mid-1990’s, John Pribyl from church and I decided we
needed to have more men’s gatherings. The women were always
getting together, but the men lacked camaraderie. We started what
was called the Benham Club. The original Benham Club was started
back at Princeton Seminary by J. Gresham Machen. He was
professor of theology, and would get the young seminarians

together frequently to eat, drink beer, and smoke. They would have
various rules for behavior, and fines for matters like bringing up the
topic of eligible maidens or discussing theology. Machen later led
the movement against the liberalism of the church, eventually
starting the Orthodox Presbyterian church, which later indirectly
spawned the PCA to which we belong. Machen was our hero, and
we had a great desire to imitate him. His book titled Christianity and
Liberalism is still contemporary and apropos, probably the best
polemic there is against liberal Christianity, something everybody
concerned about the current state of Christianity should read. John
Pribyl was a master chef and ran the most prestigious restaurant in
Tacoma, the Tacoma Club. For our Benham Club gatherings, we
would make up an eloquent meal with things like slow smoked
prime rib, reubens, and other culinary delights, have lots of beer
and wine, and recruit some well known speaker to address a
theological topic, accompanied by the enjoyment of fine cigars. It
doesn’t get any better than that. John Pribyl later suffered from an
idiopathic neurological degenerative disease, and passed away last
year. I felt like a part of my heart was torn out. He was a walking

The children at a fair
in Wenatchee while
visiting Bob and
Kathy Case.
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encyclopedia on the history of the Presbyterian church, and a very
jovial, fun guy to be around. We also lost the Benham Club with the
passing of our dear brother!

Music
Betsy, meanwhile, decided to return to singing. She sang in the
choir at church, and as a teenager she was encouraged by various
musicians to consider music as a profession, comparing her voice to
that of Joan Sutherland. Betsy finally was able to take voice lessons
from a famous voice teacher in Tacoma, Mrs. Eddy. She also joined
the Tacoma Concert Choir and sang soprano on a number of
challenging classical pieces. Playing musician on the side is
exhausting, and it wasn’t too long before Betsy realized that it was
too demanding on a lifestyle which also required caring for
children and a very difficult husband, who was actually a fifth child.

We had all of our children take piano lessons with variable effect.
Sarah also played the flute for a while, Diane played the trumpet,
and Jon continued on with piano and organ. Jon has since become
quite accomplished on the piano and organ, doing performances
including the entire ½ hour French Overture of Bach by memory

for church one Sunday. Later, I resumed trumpet practice, and was
able to go well beyond what I had done while I played in college.
My high range persisted, and I mastered double/triple tonguing,
but excellence demanded a minimum of an hour practice each day,
which was sustainable for me for several years, but not forever. The
Lord used me in all this though, in that there was a young black kid
at church from Liberia, Abenego, adopted by a family in the
church, and he was showing great promise on the trumpet. I helped
him to get a nice trumpet better suited to his talent, and gave him
lots of the standard (but expensive) lesson books, and weekly
encouragement. He has truly taken off. I am hoping that Abenego
makes it into the Juilliard School.

The children
Betsy and both felt strongly that we were not to let others raise our
children, and so Betsy stayed home to raise the kids. Being a
mother is a full-time job! We would have been better off financially
with Betsy working, but didn’t feel that that was right. Also, we
didn’t wish for the government to educate our kids, and had them
all in a parochial Lutheran grade school, and then Covenant High
School connected to Faith Presbyterian Church. Slowly, our
children started to go off to college. Seeing what their father had
endured in medicine, and after discussing the ethical issues of
where healthcare is going, our children have decided mostly to stay
away from medicine. I’m glad that none of them decided to go into
surgery, even though I have deeply loved my choice and never
regretted becoming a surgeon. It’s a different world nowadays.
Sarah left the nest first. She interviewed at Covenant College and a
few other colleges, but fell in love with Grove City College in
Pennsylvania. It was a private college with low tuition, but
desperately competitive to get in to. Sarah did well there. She met
her husband Andrew there, and they were married soon after
college. They lived for a short while in the Washington DC area
before moving out to Puyallup, where they’ve stayed since. More on
them later. We are very proud of Sarah, who is now working as a
school teacher, and has such adorable children. Sarah has a good
mind on her, and we know that with her love of the Lord, she will
be blessed. Jonathan spent one year at Abilene Christian College,

Our family on vacation in Denali National Park. We took a
retired missionary couple, the Boumas, with us.
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Me in a snow cave I built at winter survival school.
At the Benham Club, me demonstrating

how to use a Hookah

decided to quit, joined the Air Force for four years, and then came
home, spent a year at Pierce College, was accepted into computer
science at the University of Washington, and then started a job
working for CheckSum in Arlington, WA. He still comes down
frequently to spend time with us. As I write this, he has had several
episodes of girl problems, probably because he is very shy. Like a
rocket scientist, Jon is very bright and has survived with excellence
in the most demanding academic circumstances of the U of W ( Go
Dogs!!!), and challenges at work. Jon truly wishes to live the
Christian life faithfully. He has also been most enjoyable with
outdoor adventures, a wonderful companion. Rachel went to Dordt
College in Sioux Center, Iowa, as well as Diane. Their choice is most
interesting. Some time around the year 2000, I went back to Iowa to
present a talk at a Feucht family reunion. I had done some
genealogical research with Dr. Herbert Feucht (who I’ll talk about
later), discovering the Feucht roots back to the beginning.
Interesting things were found, such as the fact that the Feuchts are
related to Princess Grace Kelly. Diane came with me to the reunion,
and she fell in love with the farm. On return home, we were
bumped from our flight, but offered several free round trip tickets
with American Airlines. On arrival home, Rachel and Diane opted
to use these tickets to return to Iowa, and during that visit they

decided to attend Dordt College which is in the area. The Mosers
in Lester were very supportive of the children, to which we are
deeply grateful. Rachel proceeded to fall in love with a Christian
man in Sioux Center, Alex VanVoorst, and they are since married
with four children. Rachel is the child that has the most tender
heart. She is the sweetest girl, and attracts friends like honey attracts
flies. She loves the Lord, and what more can you say? Diane
majored in art. She finished required studies early in her last year,
and after doing some cost accounting, realized that we could send
her to Germany for six months at the Goethe Institut and study
German, get college credit, and still be cheaper than another term
at Dordt. Previously, Rachel and Diane already spent 3 months in
Göttigen at the Goethe Institut, so it didn’t take much to persuade
Diane to accept the offer. On graduation and return home, she
floundered a little bit, but started working in a doctor’s office,
moved to the Puyallup Good Samaritan emergency room as a tech,
went to a very prestigious nursing school in our area (PLU) and
achieved her RN degree, and is now just a few months from getting
her doctorate (nurse practitioner) degree with PLU. Diane is as
bright as can be. She also possesses excellent communicative and
administrative skills, something that I lack. She is determined, and
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The many hats of me in the
operating theater.

Colleen as tech with me in the operating
room. She and her brother were
absolutely superb techs and funny! I later
cared for their mother.

Me instructing in a hysterectomy
on mission at Black River, Jamaica.

she and Doug have some of the most charming kids a person could
ever dream of. I have no favorites with the kids. Every one of them
is different, but all so dear to our hearts.

Herbert
I developed a close internet friendship with a Dr. Herbert Feucht
who lived in Krefeld, Germany. He had repeatedly invited me to
come visit him, and finally made my very first trip to Germany
taking Rachel and Diane with me. We first set foot in Amsterdam,
spent a night there, and then took the train to Duisberg, where
Herbert was to pick us up. My thoughts on the train went wild. Was
Herbert a secret axe-murderer or rapist? Was he an insane deviant?
Who in their right mind would ever invite a few numb minded
Americans to visit them? On exiting the train in Duisburg, I
immediately recognized Herbert, whom I have never seen before.
He had his Drahthaarhund with him, and took us in his VW bus
back to his house. I didn’t get too much sleep at his house, as we hit
it off as kindred spirits or brothers, and stayed up to wee hours of
the morning discussing everything from politics to theology and

Herbert, Rachel, Diane am Rhein.
Genau, die Rheinmädchen!
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Neckar and Rhein from our church friends’ house in Benningen to
Köln. That bicycle ride is a must-do for anybody that enjoys bicycle
touring. I’ve also done several bicycle trips with Dr. Peter Tate in
Germany. Peter is always great to be with, especially discussing the
war against cancer, or, as we would say, la guerre contra la cancer.
Once with Peter, we met Dr. Kretschmar, and rode up the Elbe
through Dresden to Königstein, a most fascinating ride. On
another trip, Peter and I met my dear friends (that Herbert
introduced to me, Betsy, Rachel and Diane) in the Würzberg area,
Hannes and Katja Wagner, and then rode the Main from Würzberg
to Frankfurt am Main. I discovered Germany to be a bicycling
haven. The bicycle routes are well kept up, well marked, and there
are Biergartens every ten km or so. It doesn’t get any better than
that. The food is awesome and cheap, and the hotels are quite
inexpensive. It’s a nice place to vacation.

Hannes Wagner would take me on long walks. Once when Jon was
with, we went to the Krankenhaus in Würzberg, where we started a
tour. Connected with the Krankenhaus (hospital) was a five star
restaurant where we had dinner. Then we roved the grounds. It was
here that Roentgen discovered x-rays. The Wagners took us into the

life. Diane later developed a very close friendship with Herbert so
that he came to America just to attend her wedding. The trip also
took us to Heidelberg, to Munich and to Salzburg, and the flame to
return to Germany was lit with the two girls.

I’ve since returned to Germany many times, many with Betsy, but
also with Dr. Tate, and with Jon. Once, Herbert took Betsy and I on
a tour of Sachsen, visiting the Wartburg, Eisenach, Jena, and
Weimar. Herbert took me to his old institution of the Max Planck
Institut in Heidelberg. They had a display of the many Nobel prizes
won by scientists at the Max Planck Institut. Herbert did his PhD in
physics there, working out much of the essential basic science on
medical MRI. It is with extreme grief that we were notified of
Herbert’s death in late 2018.

We had friends from Cameroon (later on that) who lived in
Leipzig, and I took Jon to visit them. Jon plays the piano, and
adores Bach. Dr. Kretschmar, my friend in Leipzig, was able to get
us ideal seats in a Saturday performance of Wachet Auf sung by the
world renown Thomanerchor with Georg Cristoff Biller,
accompanied by members of the Gewandhaus Orchester in
Leipzig. On another trip with Jon, we rode our bicycles up the

Me in the hospital after stent placementRachel und Diane am Hofbrauhaus München
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Relaxing with son Jon and a Macanudo cigar at one of my favorite places on
planet earth, Indian Henry’s Hunting Ground. This is also seen on the back

cover inset, with Mt. Rainier in the background.

John Pribyl, Bob Case, and Pastor Rob Rayburn visiting mom in
Portland. I would drive the boys down to Portland together in order

to raid the bookstores. We just couldn’t get enough books.

cellar, which was used as the hospital during WWII since the
hospital above ground was bombed out. Lining the hallways were
blocks upon blocks in distance of enormous wine kegs. The original
Fürst-Erzbischof (governor-archbishop) started the hospital and an
adjoining winery in order to fund the hospital. We did a wine
tasting, our small group going through 10-15 bottles of incredible
wine before the evening was out and poor Jon a touch wasted.

Health issues
In 2007, I had a weird episode of the loss of intrinsic nerves in my
right hand, namely, the palmar arch of the ulnar nerve. The
neurologists had no clue as to what happened. Soon afterwards, I
was having a few other minor problems and went to my family
physician, Dr. Duris, to sort things out. He quickly informed me
that I had horrid hypertension, and needed to see the Cardiologist
immediately. They did a CT angio which showed several nearly
blocked arteries in the heart. Soon afterwards, I received several
heart stents. This was a wake up call. I was put on an ACE inhibitor

Kind of cool to
have a town
named after you,
south of
Nürnberg, with
Herbert Feucht
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Indiana Betsy at the temple of
doom (the Treasury) in Petra
(Jordan)

and beta-blocker. I needed an exercise, and decided to re-take up
bicycling. Bicycling has changed significantly since my youth, as the
bicycles are lighter, there are 20-30 gears rather than 10 gears,
shifting was different, and one clipped into the pedals with the
(mis-named) clipless clips. The first ride left me exhausted after
about 10 miles. Slowly, I got up to 100 miles. Then, I developed a
love for hills, and would go up to Mt Rainier to ride. Then I got up
to 200 miles in a day (the STP from Seattle to Portland). Soon
afterwards, I started bicycle touring. It was a certainty that bicycling
was my sport. I took a class from the Adventure Cycle Association
in bicycle touring. I went down to Ashland, Oregon to take a week
long course in bicycle repair. Since then, I’ve rebuilt many trashed
bicycles for kids. BUT! I still missed hiking and backpacking. I knew
by now that I would never return to climbing, but started doing
hikes, like hiking with Jon the entire Wonderland Trail twice. This
is a 93 mile trail that wraps around Mt. Rainier, and takes you
relentlessly up and down in its course. My blood pressure became
better controlled, and I never felt better in a long time. I had
realized that work was intensely stressful. My cardiologist Vinay
Maholtra was also a good friend who trained at University of Illinois
in Chicago, and he did a study which showed that a large

percentage of surgeons and ER doctors have silent life-threatening
cardiac disease. I was grateful to have been caught in time. So, I
decided that I would take a Sabbatical, and my surgery group was
totally supportive of that.This happened in the year 2009.

Sabbatical
In January, 2009 I went back to Germany and spent one month at
the Goethe Institut in Düsseldorf. After that, Betsy and I both spent
three months working at a Christian hospital in south Bangladesh.
I had met the surgeon Steve Kelly in Biloxi and he was now the chief
surgeon at Memorial Christian Hospital in Bangladesh (BD). Steve,
at the time of our first meeting was military, and doing a thoracic
fellowship. We didn’t talk much, but he noted his interest in
missions. He eventually ended up in the hospital made popular by
the book Daktar, which details the founding of this hospital during
the war with Pakistan. Steve would write us from time to time
encouraging us to come out to Bangladesh. I finally agreed to help
him for a few months. Betsy and I had a great time in BD, and also

Katja, Hannes and Herbert at a church where Riemenschneider’s
best work resides just behind where they are sitting. It is a large

altar piece wood-carving of unbelievable beauty.
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French, and so jumped on the offer. It was another experience out
of this world. I ended up helping and assisting a German surgeon,
Karsten Kretschmar, mentioned previously in our German
adventures. Karsten grew up in east Germany, and became a
Christian while the wall was still up. In fact, Christianity exploded
in east Germany and was largely responsible for the wall coming
down. Karsten knew little English but could speak French and
German. My German was better than my French, so I would
converse with Karsten in German in the operating room, write all
my notes and orders in French, and talk to the mission directors in
English. Go figure. The last week that we were there, the
Kretschmars invited us to accompany them and their three
children to Roumsiki, a resort town in northern Cameroon with
extremely interesting geologic formations. While there, Betsy
acquired a case of malaria. She was miserable, but we treated her
with the herbal medication Co-Artem, and she soon was better.
After that, Betsy had decided that her trips to malarial countries was
at an end. After my Sabbatical, I returned once for a month to
Bangladesh to help Steve, but without Betsy, our mission ventures
were otherwise terminated.

Slow down
After returning from Sabbatical in 2009, I knew that I had to slow
down. I requested going off call, and the group eventually granted
that request. My practice then focused mostly on breast cancer and
melanoma. I was busy enough for my interests, having no interest
in becoming wealthy. I was doing much more bicycle riding. A
friend from church, Russ Anderson, a few years older than me, was
in the start of his retirement years, and we did many cycling tours
together. These were multi-day tours in Glacier National Park, the
Selkirk loop in Idaho/British Columbia/Washington, and trips
elsewhere. I was also doing many rides with the Adventure Cycle
Association. Russ and I had a brief falling out during a ride across
the state of Oregon and Idaho following the TransAm cycle route,
which thankfully we were later able to forgive and forget about. He
remains one of my dear friends, and, for all our differences, we get
along very well together. Betsy and I started doing more together.
We were growing weary of travel, yet still enjoyed our trips to

came to know the Lattin’s from Portland. Jason Lattins’ father was
a vice president at Intel, and Jason started as an electrical engineer
working at Intel, only to return to medical school and become a
surgeon. He and his wife frequently had us in to their home on the
compound in BD, and helped Betsy and I survive BD. We were able
to get away to see much of southern BD during our stay. Recently,
Steve Kelly was featured in a visit by Franklin Graham to BD.

On return home, we chilled out, I did a lot of bicycling, and then
we went to North Cameroon for several months. In both medical
adventures, we went with Franklin Graham’s organization,
Samaritan’s Purse. They expressed the desperate need for a
surgeon who could speak at least some French. I had taught myself

My first meeting with Herbert. Arras wishes to get into the photo while he
drives me, Rachel and Diane to his house from the train station.
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taught me the absolute certainty that many lawyers will burn in the
lowest rungs of hell next to Satan himself, and they deserve it.
Thankfully, that has been my only lawsuit, not bad for 36 years of
practice.

Betsy and my activities have varied. We went twice to Israel with
John Delancy. I did wilderness medicine courses including snow
survival school. Betsy and I also traveled to China with Dr. Liao. Dr.
Liao is an oncologist, and a person I took a very strong liking to. I
helped him to get established in practice. He was born and raised
in China, a super-smart guy, but also very nice. He worked it out
with several of his billionare Chinese friends to have most of our
trips to China paid for, as we were consulting regarding building a
cancer hospital. Since I loved history, we toured everything
historical including Beijing, the Great Wall, Xian, Sichuan,
Hangzhou and finally Shanghai, a city Betsy and I fell in love with.
Dr. Liao remains a dear friend.

Jamaica, where we could live for a week without extreme expense at
all-inclusive resorts, which ended up being far cheaper than
vacationing in Hawaii or elsewhere. Besides, we both loved
Jamaican food, especially jerk. Jerk seasoning now goes into much
of my cooking.

Lawsuit and aftermath
There was one minor blip in my practice in 2011. I received a law
suit from a young lady who had a recurrent breast cancer. Going
over the details, both I and breast cancer experts at the UW felt
strongly that nothing was done incorrectly, and that I indeed
practiced above the standard of care. In spite of that, her lawyers
created a nasty emotional argument. The trial was done through
mediation. Particularly noteworthy was how the claimant’s lawyer
stated bluntly at one point “forget the science of the matter, all that
matters is that we have a patient with recurrent cancer”. In other
words, he was saying “truth be damned, because the cancer came
back, it automatically makes the doctor at fault.”. The female judge
deemed me at fault. I’ve written much about this since, but it has
taught me that we no longer have justice in the courts. It has also

Betsy with the Wartburg fuzzy in the background.
Significant for being the home of Betsy’s name sake St.
Elizabeth of Hungary, site of the Tannhäuser legend,

and where Luther translated the New Testament.

Jon, me, and Aaron Hughes, with a photogenic drahthaarhund, looking
down on the infamous knife-edge of the PCT in Goat Rocks Wilderness
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I also started making contact with another old friend of mine,
Aaron Hughes. Betsy knew Aaron long before me because he grew
up in Phoenix. Aaron has a most friendly personality, but also loved
outdoor activities. We first met at one of the many church camps,
and remained for a long time in correspondence, even thinking
about climbing one of the Grand Tetons together. That didn’t
happen, and we lost contact during the Chicago and Biloxi years.
On return to the Northwest, Aaron was now living with his wife in
Longview, WA, and we started doing activities together. Once, we
skied up to Lake Mowich in Mt. Rainier National Park, and spent
two nights camped out right on top of the lake which was frozen
over. We did backpack trips together. I again became somewhat
disconnected from Aaron, until I heard that he had to retire early
since he had some sort of weird neurological problem. We met, and
I encouraged him to give up golfing (I vehemently detest the
“sport” of golfing, and wouldn’t be caught dead on a golf course)
and start bicycling. I loaned him one of my bicycles. We did a long-
distance trip together, cycling from Eugene to Hood River through
the mountains. Aaron is far more athletic than myself, and he ran
with it, now having a very nice bike of his own, and certainly
outdoing me in his riding. Cycling has also corrected his health
problems, so that he is now totally functional. I couldn’t be happier
for him, and hope that circumstances will eventually allow many
more riding experiences together in the future.

Finding a Replacement for Retirement
By 2015, I determined to actively start seeking a replacement for me
at work. My criteria were that I wanted a full card carrying surgical
oncologist, somebody interested in breast, somebody who wouldn’t
mind living in a small town, and somebody of the female sex. That
is a tall order! The group already suggested a few candidates but I
wasn’t interested. There are many female surgeons out there that
found themselves unsuccessful or overworked, and so decided to
label themselves breast surgeons, perhaps even doing a short
fellowship in that. They were perhaps thinking that breast surgery
was much less demanding on a person’s skill and time. In my
thinking, they make a mockery of the challenging nature of breast
surgery. Their justification, which I didn’t buy, was that because

Jason Lattin (red shirt) and Steve Kelly (black shirt) at a remote village
restaurant in BD having tea together. We did not drink the water, but

the tea (cha) was safe since it was boiled.

Typical mid-morning tea for Betsy. We would order teen kun samosa and
lal cha, both safe to consume even in the filthiest conditions. Uttam sits

on the far left. It was very humid and hot.
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Columbia in Vancouver, Canada, and noted that she was very eager
to leave academics for a real job. She grew up in rural Canada and
wished for a small town, and she was most eager to move to the
USA. Much talking and several visits by her to our practice after the
SSO meeting, and Dr. Yarrow McConnell accepted my position. I
left work with both sadness and glee. The problem is that I wanted
a job for another year but didn’t want to make Yarrow wait, since I
didn’t think that I would ever find another suitable match. Yarrow
has fit in well, taking the program well beyond where I had it, and
is very beloved by patients.

It just happened that the hospital was just starting an outpatient
wound clinic and was looking for a physician director. I interviewed
and was quickly accepted. After reading a number of wound care
books and going to national wound care conferences, I soon
managed to get the Good Samaritan clinic busier than all of the
other MultiCare wound care clinics. I also found that I was earning
nearly what I was as a surgeon but only working two days a week, 7-
4 pm. Geez, I wish I would have discovered that five years ago,
except that wound care is somewhat boring work, save for the
wonderful nurses. I enjoyed the wound clinic because I constantly
had students and loved to teach, watching them squirm at my
Socratic teaching method.

Family Trauma
The summer of 2017 was especially traumatic for me. Our oldest
daughter was having some marriage problems, and then abruptly
announced in early September that she was going to get a divorce.
Divorce wasn’t a word in my vocabulary until then. Betsy and I may
have had some hard times together, but we both hung it out,
agreed to keep Christ in the center of our marriage, and God had
been very faithful to us. Our love has grown greatly for each other,
especially over the last few years. We have our quirks, may snarl at
each other, but typically conflicts end quickly. But, divorce? How
can that ever be? Not in our family! They have five kids, what will
happen to them? But, it happened. Both Sarah and Andrew were
soon remarried, but the trauma of it nearly put me in an early
grave. Compared to the other struggles I’ve gone through, this was

they had tits, that legitimized them to be breast surgeons. Well, I
have a brain, so I guess I can be a brain surgeon!

While flying from Seattle to Houston in the Spring of 2015 to
attend the annual meeting of the Society of Surgical Oncology, I
was sitting in the window seat of the airplane in coach, there was a
very talkative young female in the center seat, and a nicely dressed
middle aged lady in the isle seat, feverishly working on her laptop.
I noticed that she was reviewing gastric anatomy, so concluded that
she might also be attending the SSO meeting. The girl in the
middle seat was hyper-chatty. I did my usual defense—I pulled out
my iPad and started reading a book in German. It worked. After
debarking the plane, I rushed to get a shuttle to the airport, which
was packed save for one seat next to me, and the lady from the isle
seat of the airplane boarded the shuttle and sat next to me. We
started talking. The conversation soon went to how I wanted to
retire and was looking for a person to replace me, and I
immediately asked her if she was interested. She noted that she was
a clinical instructor in surgical oncology at the U of British

Jon in Hamburg, Germany playing on a piano that Brahms played on and
taught on. The was at the Brahm’s museum, and the curator was very nice

to let Jon tickle the ivories of this historic instrument.
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Dr. Romig with me meeting Ron Paul. Yes, I was strongly in support of
him in his candidacy for president. I’ve written in Ron Paul’s name since

the ‘90s, disliking most alternative Republicrats

Betsy and I in the extreme North Cameroon on mission

Dr. Tate, looking very professorial at
a Society of Surgical Oncology

meeting. There was no casual dress
at SSO meetings as it was all very

formal.

Dr. Tate and Dr. Kretschmar with
me bicycling the Elbe

one of the worst. I would have been far more comfortable being
tortured in a Japanese prison camp than to have this happen. But,
the trauma is now gone, life goes on, we still love and interact with
both Sarah and Andrew, and will continue to do so. Our dear pastor
advised well in helping us work through this trial. I thank God for a
godly pastor and Betsy to support me through all of this.

By 01April2018, I had determined to totally retire, and live off of
cash savings until I reached 65. I also wanted to ride the TransAm
on my bicycle that year. I had a close friend from Keesler who was
already mentioned, Randy Neal, who was on staff at Langley AFB in
Virginia, a few miles from the start of the TransAm route. I mailed
my bicycle back to him, and then flew back. Randy and Leslie were
overwhelmingly kind to me. They claimed that I was equally kind to
them in residency, but I don’t really remember being Mr. Nice Guy.
Anyway, they graciously gave me a tour of the airbase and Yorktown
Battlefield before sending me on my way the next day, and then
drove out to meet me at my first campsite with a meal of Chick
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You now need a formal permit to do this, and I received mine to
start at Campo (Mexican border) on 04APR. I anticipate that it will
take about 5-½ months to accomplish this. Hikers on the trail
assume a trail name different from their real name. My trail name
is Pilgrim, thus, the title of this book. We have yet another grand-
daughter from Sarah, whom Betsy will be babysitting for the first
year, since Sarah is a teacher and only gets 3 months of maternity
leave. Betsy will mail my resupply packages at appropriate intervals.
Diane will graduate from “Noctor” school. Jon has a serious
girlfriend and we anticipate perhaps a wedding in the coming year.
God is good and faithful. His mercies never fail.

Rickshaw Betsy in Cox’s Bazaar, Bangladesh. During this venture, we went to the
temple where Siddartha (the Buddha) spent much time, and where his bones

supposedly lie.

Fil’A. Since this trip is documented elsewhere, I’ll cut things short
by noting that five days and a few hundred miles into the trip, the
Virginia weather turned absolutely awful, unusual for that late in
the season, and two days of riding through bitter snowstorms and
ice cold weather, with the weatherman noting that the bad weather
would persist for at least the next two weeks, and I was feeling sick
and suffering a bruised or fractured rib. I decided to bail. I rented
a car, drove to see Dr Peter Tate and his new wife for a day at their
farm near Sanford, KY, and then beelined home, having a nasty
snowstorm constantly at my tail. That summer, I did several other
shorter bike tours, took my grandson Sammy backpacking, met
Gaylon in Colorado to ride most of the Colorado portion of the
TransAm, and then started getting serious about backpacking. I did
several long solo backpack trips in the summer of 2018 in
anticipation for 2019.

As I write this, the year 2019 has just begun. I am doing walks nearly
every day carrying a 25+ lb pack. I am organizing and packing my
resupply boxes. With Betsy’s support, I will be backpacking the
Pacific Crest Trail all the way from Mexico to Canada, 2650 miles.

Completion of a 17 mile 5000+ ft elevation gain day hike around Mowich
Lake. Left to right are Russ Anderson, myself, Pete Hales, and Jon.
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Uttam Mollick, a
dear brother in
Christ, teaching me
how to wear a
Lungi

Transporation in BD
from home to the

hospital was entirely
by bicycle.

Never a time in her life when she wasn’t beautiful.
This photo was taken before we were married.

Betsy singing at Pete and Linda’s wedding. Ruth Simon tickles the ivories.
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Betsy and I in Tiananmen Square

Having tea with Professor Xincheng (Mike) Liao. Mike took us to
China and paid for everything except for those two hats. I left flowers at

the preserved body at Chairman Mao. True story. Dr. Liao and Dr. Fu Manchu

Dr. Liao with me in Xian



Page 160 Page 161

Betsy in Jerusalem the Golden

Betsy and I training to be Arab terrorists

After work photo in Portland

Betsy cares for a post-
anesthetic child while on a
mission trip to Black River,

Jamaica.



Page 162 Page 163

Diane trying out a wedding gift from Herbert, a 1939 German Mauser,
issued in WWII but never fired until now. It was an awesome and

accurate gun, a sign of German excellence in manufacture.

Me, preferring my trusty 223 Sig Sauer

Dear friends: left to right, myself, Randy Neal, Rick Neal, Michael
Paluzzi. We were at Bill Neal’s funeral.

Typical residency
appearance; we were
always forbidden to wear
our scrubs out on the
ward—it was considered to
be highly unprofessional.
We always looked tired!



Page 164 Page 165

My babe, and I’m not talking about the camel.
In Wadi Rum, Jordan World Magazine advertisement featuring yours truly
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Going up the Rhein with Jon. A castle is in the
background

Touring Deutschland with Jonathan. I loved how easy it was to
take your bicycles on the train. You can see another cycle tourist

in the background.

Betsy indulges in her first
Döner. I survived on
Döner during my month
at the Goethe Insitut
(language academy) in
Düsseldorf. It is one of my
all-time favorite foods.

Me with Betsy at
Lutherstadt Wittenberg
Schlosstür where Luther
nailed the 95 theses,
starting the Reformation.
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Chapter 6—Brief Reflections on
my Parents
It is a truism that most children raised properly will think more of
their parents after they grow up and had to be parents themselves.
Such is true with me. I would be remiss to not have a brief statement
on my parents, since they had more influence on me than anybody
else living. Since I only met two grandparents briefly (paternal
grandmother and maternal grandfather), they essentially remain
an enigma, and I cannot speak about them.

Starting with dad, he lived his Christian life with vigor, was honest
to the core, and rarely missed prayer, daily devotions around the
evening table, kneeling to pray at night, and going to church on
Sunday. Since dad was married at age 37, he was somewhat set in his
ways by then, and did not adapt as nicely as possible to marriage. I
felt that he had been a bit hard on mom, and had wished that he
would have tried to understand her more. Dad was a serious worker,

but did enjoy fun things. He complained about us spending money,
but would often take us out for donuts or other goodies. He simply
did not understand why I would go hiking, wondering if I didn’t
have enough to do. He always chided us to save money, advice that
has served me well. Dad had tremendous “street savvy” and would
always get up when knocked down; he was a survivor. I have often
stated to others that my dad, even though he never went beyond 8th

grade, was the smartest person I ever knew. He died in 1997.

Mom was also an incredible person. We usually think about her
nervous instability, and sometimes unpredictable behavior. Yet,
mom was also a survivor. She exceeding beyond all mothers in
having a deep love for all her children, even though that love was
often awkwardly expressed. She grew up with a bit more joie de vivre
than dad, reflected in her often joyful attitude around the home.

Dad reading the mail in
his favorite chair

Mom cooking up
something

wonderful in the
kitchen
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Kids at the boyhood home of Ronald Reagan

Caught again, Rachel getting into my booze and cigars!

She worked mercilessly, harder than anybody I have ever met, and
much of it she did for us kids. Mom also had a very deep spiritual
sense about her, and much of my memory is of her sitting at the
kitchen table and reading her Bible. She did not have the sharpest
head on the block, but would listen and remember. How I
remember her quoting Shakespeare, or singing popular tunes that
she learned. Her vivaciousness was infectious. She passed away in
2007, exactly 10 years to the day after dad.

There was not a lot of harmony in the household. Dad and mom
tended to fight quite a bit. Dad called mom the “war department”.
Mom would incessantly nag dad. Most of the nagging was for
irrelevant issues. Both were determined to stay together in spite of
their differences. Divorce was not in their vocabulary. Both really
loved each other. Dad determined to make sure mom was
adequately taken care of. Together, both had a love for the Lord.
They were hospitable in a most aggressive fashion. While mom
loved to throw large meals for half the town, dad would often invite
people to stay for a week, a month, a year. They both really cared
for others and wanted to show love to others.

I owe it all to my parents. Most importantly, they gave me the Lord,
and that is all that matters in the grand scheme of things. Both
parents always encouraged us to do our best, to get straight “A”s in
school, and to try your hardest in every endeavor, and to be honest
and forthright. I look forward to some day seeing Sam and Leona
in glory land. Soli deo gloria!

❀
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Chapter 7—Reflections on my
current state
My mind is now heavy on the plan to backpack the Pacific Crest
Trail from Mexico to Canada. Whether or not that is successful, I’ll
probably still spend the next few years doing a mix of backpacking
and bicycle touring. I am trying to get Betsy interested in a light
version of these ventures. Perhaps we will hike the Camino de
Santiago Francés, a 480 mile trek across northern Spain. With all of
our ventures, I am fortunately, I am able to mix in s another one of
my passions, that of photography.

In retirement, I have learned to enjoy doing house repair and
working in the yard. I recently laid in a large area of pavers, rebuilt
a deck, installed garage lighting to make it as bright as an operating
room, and accomplished a major landscape revision. We had a
giant koi pond with waterfall that I was tired of caring for, so
ultimately decided to fill it in. This required the use of a demolition
hammer in order to knock out a large portion of the cement pond
wall, and multiple winches to move (by myself) 400-600 lb rocks. It
was back-breaking, but we lo longer have a pond, and room to put
in a man/woman cave. Working with a friend Phil Muller, we strung
cat5 cable and put in a security system with cameras and alarms that
cover our entire house and yard. There are lots of inside projects
that remain, with things to be fixed, replaced, or removed. I’ll
continue to help Betsy in gardening as long as I am around and of
capable mind and body. I still practice the trumpet on occasion. I
remain a heavy reader, enjoying both theology and history. Betsy
and I have both lost much of our desire for travel, and so will not
be doing much save for visiting family or me doing crazy epic
adventures on foot or on bicycle. And, maybe a few more trips to
Jamaica. We have found that our greatest entertainment comes
from just spending time together, talking, walking, and enjoying
each other’s presence. If only we could end life by being two crazed
lovers dying a natural death in each other’s arms! Life for me would
be intolerable without Betsy. We are so different from each other,
which seems to make us so insanely attracted to each other.

And, what about Betsy? If she were to write an autobiography, the
book would probably be titled in like manner to a biography
written about Jonathan and Sarah Edwards—it would be titled
Marriage to a Difficult Man: The Uncommon Union of Kenneth and
Elizabeth Feucht. I realize most fully that I have not been an easy
person to live with. Betsy keeps asking me to quit thinking so big, so
extreme. But, I could not have made it through life without Betsy.
From surviving medical school, to accomplishing a PhD, to
completing one of the most difficult surgical fellowships (if not all
of medicine fellowships) in Surgical Oncology, from serving as a
strong pro-life voice in our community and nation, from our
overseas mission work, to raising wonderful kids, to my grandiose
epic adventures, none of that would have happened if there was any
other girl than Betsy in my life. Behind every man is a much much
better woman. She, above anybody I know, has brought love and
beauty to so many of the people who have crossed our paths. Her
ever-present cheerfulness, her sincerity of affect, and her giving
attitude has brightened many lives, and will continue to do so. She
has taught me a new depth to really caring for the people that are
needy. Her godly demeanor and self-denial reflects Christ in all that
she does. God bless that sweet girl.

Betsy creating a Thanksgiving dinner for us in the New
Dehli Hilton apartment kitchen
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An angel, sent to me from heaven

The four children, including Rachel, Sarah, Betsy, me, Diane, Jon in Dec 2018.

Left to right, Patrick, Liam, Dean, Sam, Lizzie, Jack, me, Lillie,
Mila, Rachel, Betsy, Eva, Addie, and Ethan, 12 grandchildren

and growing, taken in Dec 2018. Psalm 127 applies.
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Our house in 1992

Our house
now in 2019

Our future temporary
home before the
celestial trumpet
sounds, in Sumner
Cemetery. The dates of
death remain to be
determined.

Oh to be young again!

(No thanks! Just kidding! I’m happy just the way I am,
ready to go to our real home in glory)
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Epilogue
If Betsy and I live long enough, this book will require an addendum
or two in the years ahead. Since I don’t have a crystal ball and
cannot see the future, I cannot predict what will be written. All is in
God’s hands. I have mentioned many people that have come into
my life. I hope that I have been fair and kind, but mostly honest
about our encounters together. Remember that this book reflects
my perspective on matters, not yours. Any book of this sort requires
serious editing, and there are many significant friends and others
that I could have mentioned. There is a problem when writing a
book of this sort, in that it is hard to know when to stop. I’m
constantly making corrections, altering the way I said things,
adding new data, re-writing something to make it flow better,
correcting bad grammar, etc. As some point, I must say “STOP”!

I don’t wish to create enemies through this Memoir, but rather,
stronger friends. Many people have friends that come and go. Some
people discard friends like used toilet paper. For me, if you were
ever my friend, you remain my friend. Please contact me. I have a
deep love for you, even if I sounded critical in this autobiography. I
cherish the ties that bind all of us in Christian love.

I am most grateful for my brothers Lew, Dennis, Gaylon, Diane, and
for Betsy for correcting, proofreading, providing photos, and giving
me advice in the production of this book.

If you have made it to this point, I would now encourage you to also
consider writing out the narrative of your own life. The movie with
Jimmy Stewart It’s a Wonderful Life is instructive. If each and every
one of us asked what the world would be like if we never existed, the
answer is that it would have been a worse place. Most of us have
touched many other lives for the good. Your life is truly worth
documenting!

I do not view life as following a “plan” that God has laid out for us.
God knows every detail of all of our futures, but that is only because
God is atemporal and the entire scan of history to Him is nothing

but a singularity, or a blip on the radar screen. God’s plan for us is
Scripture. He has told us clearly what to do. Walk rightly. Do justice.
Love the Lord with all your heart, mind, and soul. God does not
have a contingency flowchart with instructions or plans for us;
which school to go to, what to major in, who to marry, what job to
take. For those questions, he has given us a brain which has likes,
dis-likes, and preferences. God desires that we seek His wisdom and
guidance, but to ask for signs or wring one’s hands over what God
really wants one to do is an insult to Him. Bruce Waltke’s book
Finding the Will of God: A Pagan Notion? is most informative. Pray,
commit it to the Lord, and then ACT! This I have done, and God
has been very faithful to me.

When one looks back on their life, the plethora of “What ifs?” get
asked. Those are questions impossible to answer. What if I was never
born? What if I died of pneumonia? What if Aunt Rose never wrote
to us? What if I never went into medicine? What if Betsy never came
to camp in 1979? What if one of those close call accidents in life
actually happened? For Betsy and I, the hand of God becomes
quite visible in His providential care for us. To Him be all the glory.

In December 2018, Betsy and I paid for all of our funeral
arrangements, and purchased our casket, grave site, and grave
stone. We don’t want to be cremated and we don’t want to be
pickled (formalin). Simply stated, we don’t wish to be in the
resurrection in either powdered or pickled form. We don’t want a
fancy casket. Why put a lot of money into something that will
immediately be buried? Besides the act of writing your own
autobiography, nothing goes further to remind you how temporary
life is than to make the arrangements for one’s death.

When one is young, one wishes to be free from the troubles and
uncertainty of youth, and when old, one wishes to be sentimentally
young again. As an older person, I often think about the Faustian
bargain. As you recall, Goethe’s Faust was a well educated professor
reaching the end of his life, and in the first scene of Goethe’s novel,
Faust realizes that his life has gotten him nowhere, and longs to be
young again.
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Habe nun, ach! Philosophie
Juristerei und Medizin,
Und leider auch Theologie
Durchaus studiert, mit heißem Bemühn
Da steh ich nun, ich armer Tor!
Und bin so klug als wie zuvor;
Heiße Magister, heiße Doktor gar
Und ziehe schon an die zehen Jahr
Herauf, herab und quer und krumm
Meine Schüler an der Nase herum-
Und sehe, daß wir nichts wissen können!
Das will mir schier das Herz verbrennen
Zwar bin ich gescheiter als all die Laffen,
Doktoren, Magister, Schreiber und Pfaffen;
Mich plagen keine Skrupel noch Zweifel,
Fürchte mich weder vor Hölle noch Teufel-

A rough but poetic English Translation

I've studied now Philosophy
And Jurisprudence, Medicine,—
And even, alas! Theology,—
From end to end, with labor keen;
And here, poor fool! with all my lore
I stand, no wiser than before:
I'm Lawyer—yea, Doctor—indeed
And straight or cross-wise, wrong or right,
These ten years long, with many woes,
I've led my scholars by the nose,—
And see, that nothing can be known!
That knowledge cuts me to the bone.
I'm cleverer, true, than those fops of teachers,
Doctors and Magisters, Scribes and Preachers;
Neither scruples nor doubts come now to smite me,
Nor Hell nor Devil can longer affright me.

The Faustian story has Faust selling his soul to the devil in exchange
for youth, but then accomplishes much more harm than good both

to himself and others. This introductory speech I’ve memorized
(auf Deutsch, naturlich!), feeling some identity to the plight of
Faust. This opening scene is wonderfully portrayed by Charles
Gounod in the opera Faust with perfect music to match the setting.
The reader is encouraged to watch that opera at least once.

When one retires, one moves into the autumn of life. Spring was
the years of youth. Summer was the vitality of middle age. Winter is
when the body and organs completely give out, leaving one
dependent upon others in order to exist. Autumn is that interlude
between summer and winter, well-defined at the start but ill-defined
at the end, when one still has physical capabilities, though one sees
them failing. It is then that life’s trials should have seasoned one
into a man of God. Like Paul, I don’t feel like I’ve attained, but I
press on. For a few years, I’ll do those physical things that will soon
no longer be possible. Already, I feel my endurance not quite up to
stuff, my memory is failing, and my joints ache constantly.
Thankfully, most of that is fixable with a few ibuprofen pills and a
snifter of Brandy. I have not lost my love for reading. I still love the
outdoors and adventure. I’ve not lost my love for seeing the
grandchildren. I’ve especially found greater and greater delight

Photo of me (found on Facebook) on the Selkirk loop in Northern Idaho
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with being with Betsy, talking, walking, or just being together with
her. JI Packer, my old professor, now blind and unable to read or
write, wrote a book recently on aging, Finishing the Course with Joy,
which I’d encourage all of my dear aging readers to read. Psalm 90,
a Psalm of Moses written toward the end of his life, instructs us to
number our days as a way to prepare for death. Psalm 90 is an
excellent text on the shortness and fleeting nature of life that must
be considered throughout one’s life. It is a psalm very much worth
memorizing.

This book gets wrapped up with two hymns that I have always loved.
I love to sing hymns while hiking, and these will definitely be
chortled out on the PCT. Both of the hymns below represent the
wonderful treasure that we have in Christ. They are solidly
Reformed in doctrine, and speak of the imputed righteousness that
we have in Christ. For me, I cherish imputed righteousness because
when I look at myself I’m bad to the bone. The first, The Solid Rock,
was one of my father’s favorite hymns. The second, Weary of Earth,
was written by Samuel Stone, who was also the author of The

Church’s One Foundation. In this latter hymn, most people sing the
song with their eyes wide shut, not realizing that Rev. Stone was
using this song to reflect on how the church would stand against
the liberal trends and heresies that were engulfing the Anglican
church of his day. In Weary of Earth, Rev. Stone describes the
conversion and life of every Christian person. The very last verse is
probably the best statement ever in poetic English of the work of
Christ for us—please read it carefully. I am royally peeved that the
PCA removed this hymn from the latest edition of the Trinity
Hymnal, an otherwise superb hymnal. What were they thinking????

My hope is built on nothing less,
than Jesus blood and righteousness.
I dare not trust the sweet frame
but wholly lean on Jesus’ name.

When darkness veils his lovely face,
I rest on his unchanging grace;
In every high and stormy gale,
my anchor holds within the veil.

His oath, his covenant, his blood,
support me in the whelming flood;
When all around my soul gives way,
he then is all my hope and stay.

When he shall come with trumpet sound,
O may I then in Him be found,
Dressed in his righteousness alone,
Faultless to stand before His Throne.

On Christ the solid Rock I stand,
all other hope is sinking sand.
All other hope is sinking sand.

Edward Mote, c. 1834

Kenai peninsula, Alaska, visiting the Lattins
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Weary of earth, and laden with my sin,
I look to heav’n and long to enter in;
But there no evil thing may find a house;
And yet I hear a voice that bids me “Come”.

So vile I am, how dare I hope to stand,
In the pure glory of that holy land?
Before the whiteness of that throne appear?
Yet there are hands stretched out to draw me near.

The while I fain would tread the heav’nly way,
evil is ever with me day by day;
Yet on mine ears the gracious tidings fall,
“Repent, confess thou shalt be loosed from all”.

It is the voice of Jesus that I hear;
His are the hands stretched out to draw me near,
And His the blood that can for all atone,
And set me faultless there before the throne.

O great Absolver, grant my soul may wear
The lowliest garb of penitence and prayer,
That in the Father’s courts my glorious dress
May be the garment of thy righteousness.

Yea, Thou wilt answer for me, righteous Lord;
Thine all the merits, mine the great reward;
Thine the sharp thorns, and mine the golden crown,
Mine the life won, and Thine the life laid down.

Samuel J. Stone, 1866

The earth is the Lord's and the
fullness thereof,

the world and those who dwell
therein.



I lift up my eyes to the mountains.
From where does my help come?
My help comes from the Lord,
who made heaven and earth.
He will not let your foot be moved;
he who keeps you will not slumber.
Behold, he who keeps Israel
will neither slumber nor sleep.

The Lord is your keeper;
the Lord is your shade on your right hand.
The sun shall not strike you by day,
nor the moon by night.
The Lord will keep you from all evil;
he will keep your life.
The Lord will keep
your going out and your coming in
from this time forth and forevermore.

Psalm 121
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