Valiant Volunteer 
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Annandale, VA  - Our good friend, Katy, died last month.  Her family held a memorial service for her last week here in a Presbyterian church.  There were at least 400 mourners in attendance.

Katy was born in Beirut in 1939 just prior to the outbreak of World War II hostilities.  Her father was an American archeologist working in Lebanon at the time.  Her mother was from the Bordeaux area of France and was a nurse in Damascus.  I do not know how her parents met, but shortly after the fighting in Europe and Africa began, the family moved to the United States, eventually settling in Pennsylvania.  
Katy was “old school” in that she graduated from college, but had met a midshipman at the Naval Academy and was soon married. Her career became that of a Navy wife.  During the course of their time in the Navy, Katy moved her family (3 sons) over 30 times – often by herself, as her husband was at sea or had been required to report early to his new assignment.  Their moves took them literally all over the world, back and forth from Asia to the US to Europe.  

I met Katy in the Midlands of England during a two-year tour of study at Oxford.  It was as if Katy had lived in England all of her life.  Her family had been there only one year before I arrived, but she knew all the appropriate British customs and contacts.  Her expertise made our life much easier.  She was a sensational hostess for dinner parties, and had the knack of making all of her guests, whether important local dignitaries, or poor struggling British students, feel equally at ease.
Over the next 30 years, I had the opportunity to observe, usually at a distance, the remarkable charm and dignity of this woman as she spent her days assisting others.  She was truly the most adept volunteer I have met.  She worked tirelessly for the Red Cross, for the Navy and Marine Corps Relief Society, for Navy Family Service Centers, for zoos, for art museums, for scholarship funds.  She also mentored junior enlisted and officer wives during her husband’s early years in the Navy, and then senior officer wives when her husband became a 4-star Admiral.  She initiated programs to assist the spouses of sailors and marines while their partners were stationed overseas.
Katy also had a very successful pottery business, both in San Diego and here in the Washington, DC area.  She did all of this with the most cheerful attitude I have seen in someone who was constantly busy.  Her personal motto, always on display in her office came from Francis of Assisi, “Do not forget your purpose and destiny as God’s creature.  Remember when you leave this Earth, you can take nothing with you that you have received…but only what you have given – a full heart, enriched by honest service, love, sacrifice and courage.”
I would have to say that Katy lived that motto.  She gave everything until stricken prematurely with Alzheimer’s disease six years ago.  She was aware initially, of course, that her life had changed, and that she was destined for a slow and demoralizing path to death.  But she remained valiant to the end.  
Maybe it is all too true that only the good die young, but I remain hopeful that we have other Katy’s out there who will continue to give so generously.  If not, we are a much poorer society.
I thought you might like to know.
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