Sarah
Bishop

Remembered

Iain More for Iain More and Pam Siler
I remember Sarah because of herself and her terrific parents. I hired her father 31 years
ago and have known Bruce and Judy ever since - so also Eric and Sarah. My memory
and that of my wife Pam Siler is therefore deeply entrenched in that foursome. That
will not go away.
My memories of Sarah are varied and contrasting, because I see her as a young
woman of many parts, but with a strong underlying thread in all of them – a strong
commitment to doing good things for other people. I remember Sarah as: the
schoolgirl soccer player out there challenging in Willamette Park; the individual,
unconventional daughter - looks and interests, of slightly more conventional parents
(Jesus I hope they don’t think they are dull! Not true and not intended!); the proactive
advocate for causes, every one of which I believed in myself, but had never given
the same unstinting commitment to; someone committing without no aspiration to
personal advancement; an adventureress - anybody who gets arrested twice as a train
hopper in Oregon and Mexico has to be in that category; as an idealist working to
fund the organic farm that sadly will never come; independent to the last walk.
Pam and I are very sorry not to be able to get oursleves from Scotland to Portland for
Monday, but we will be there in spirit, lighting a candle for Sarah, spending time with
Bruce and Judy as soon as we can.
PS. I had fine “reunion” with Shonna during the summer - I had not seen her for
nearly 30 years. I met her husband Yitzhak, who is a rabbi in Eugene. He seemed a
great person, humanity first, religion second. They have two daughters one working
for activist causes in NY. We talked about your Sarah, so I thought that they could
give some sort of spiritual infusion that was outside my sphere. This was the reply. As it
happens Yitzhak knows Bruce indirectly.

“Our deepest condolences to you and the family on the profound and sudden loss
of a terrific young woman. Yitzhak already knew of her situation, as one of Sarah’s
parents works at the law office of the VP of our congregation, and Yitz was at a
meeting last week there when they received the news. We will include her name in
today’s Shabbat services in the traditional “kaddish” prayer for the dead, which is
a beautiful prayer affirming the beauty of the continuity of life. May her memory
always be a blessing.” - Shonna and Yitzhak

Cindy Sousa
I knew Sarah well in elementary and middle school. She was a wonderful friend
and I am sorry that I drifted apart from her. I now know all that she did with
her life and it is an amazing example. I wish that I could have known her as
an adult. Hearing of her work and commitment inspires me. I will always
remember her as a kind and forgiving childhood friend who grew into a sincere
and beautiful adult. My family is thinking of the Bishops. I send my heartfelt
thanks for the time I had with Sarah and my deep condolences for the loss.

Bob & Karen Williams
Megan, Tom & Brittany Sesulka
Mindy & Mike Hescock
Sarah had a profound impact on our family. In 1992 she engineered what was the
start of a Williams Family tradition. She asked Bruce how many cousins he had and
why the family never had any reunions. She told him that she felt bad because she
didn’t really feel like she knew her extended family very well. She and Bruce then
spent the next year planning what was originally a “Cousins Reunion.” After all their
hard work planning and scouting for places, they finally decided on a spot in Rogue
River, Oregon. By the time of the actual event the entire Williams family which

included Grandma Williams (Marguerite), her five children and their spouses, and
12 cousins (plus spouses and children) gathered for the reunion. The event was such
a hit we have continued to have reunions about every two years since. Because of the
reunions we have all become much closer to all our extended family. Without Sarah’s
initiative, who knows when we would have gathered together? We’ll always be grateful
for her perseverance. We’ll miss her very much.

Alice Williams Jackson
Since we live in Fair Oaks, CA and Sarah was born in Oregon, the distance made it
impossible for us to know her as intimately as we would have liked.
One thing I do remember is:
We were spending the night at Bruce and Judy’s home in Beaverton. We were the
fortunate couple to get to stay in her bedroom - as she was away. It is a lovely room
and I was impressed with the ceiling. It has stars shining like the night sky. As I
appreciate God’s heavens, I think she was enjoying her love of being in the out-ofdoors. She always had a sweet smile and was so happy!!
Fred recalls the family reunion on the Rogue River. She had a fishing pole and was
fishing. Fred’s love of fishing made for a most interesting conversation. She apparently
loved, and had no fear, of being out-of-doors.
We have a daughter who also loves the out-of-doors and finds it lifts her spirits. I feel
Sarah found the same thing and obviously was doing what was very important to her
and felt close to God. He will continue to care for her and the family she left behind.

Armon Bud Ketchum
I have very fond memories of when little Sarah was gifted to you as a daughter, and
to Eric as a sister . Such a bundle of hard work and joy for Judy! Bruce was so proud.
Eric was still discovering the world at that time. I know that from that time Sarah grew
up to be a most talented and engaging young woman. I also know that Sarah earned
the love and affection of many in her community endeavors. Sarah was a gift of great
value. The Great Architect of the Universe has now placed Sarah in another position in
the Grand Design where she continues to fulfill her purpose. May God bless you and
keep you in your time of sorrow.

Johan Sandberg
When Bruce called yesterday I could at first not realize what a tragic and extremely
sad message he had. After a few hours having talked to Monia and read the articles on
the internet about the accident I started to realize what a devastating thing that had
happened – probably the worst thing that can ever happen - loosing your child.
We are very sad and we think of you all the time and I wish I could give you a big
hug and cry out in your arms. I have told Bengt and Gunilla and they send their
condolences and will probably write themselves.
In all the sadness I am very happy that I had the opportunity to meet Sarah again
after all those years that have passed since you warmly and lovingly let me stay in
your family and that I can remember her for not only being that lovely six-year old
little sister calling me JOOAAANII. But also for a brave, independent young woman
that showed great warmth and love for me and my family and proudly talked about
her work and her visions. My impression was that she had very much energy and was
taking great responsibility in her work and daily life.

I remember a little question that I overheard when we visited their house. She was
asking Judy: Mom do you think that they i.e. Sandbergs think that we are very strange
living like this?
I do not remember what Judy answered but I can
answer now. Not strange but not in the way we would
choose with three children. And I could clearly see
that that was the way your Sarah liked to live. With
Joseph, an open door, open mind and close to nature.
Although I never really knew you I will always miss
you. I will always have good memories of you as a little
sister and a young woman.
I am very sad.
I have told our children and both Jonas and Moa
understood that this was very sad. I told their teachers
at school if they start talking about the accident or get
worried.
It is hard to express what I really feel and I hope I not
have written anything that can be misunderstood. We
are thinking of you and if there is anything we can
do please let us know. It felt good to talk to Bruce
although the reason for the call was devastating. I will
come to the U.S.A. to help – if I can, or attend the
funeral – if you want. Please let me know.
By mail I am now sending the biggest hug I have to Judy and to Bruce.

Amy Leavitt
Although Sarah and I weren’t close friends once we entered West Sylvan, I remember
her as a friend during elementary school at Bridlemile. She was always so very sweet,
often soft spoken, and had the prettiest straight brown hair. I can still hear her voice
and remember what it sounded like, Sarah touched my life as an amazing person.
Upon her tragic death, hearing of the contribution and impact that she had on the
world did not surprise me. She was a unique, caring individual, and even though we
may have lost touch, she made an impact on my life, and I was lucky to know her. My
deepest condolences are with you all. Her spirit will live on with all those who knew
and loved her and whose lives she helped.

Eve Heidtmann
Sarah and Evan
I don’t remember exactly when Sarah came into our life. We moved into the
neighborhood in 1981 and were aware of kids playing on the other side of the back
fence, both the Nunan kids and the Bishops. Sarah probably first came to our door in
costume on Halloween, but of course we couldn’t have recognized her!
Even was born in 1987. By 1988, my antennae were out, looking for a babysitter.
Sarah was only 11, but we worked out a wonderful arrangement. She would come
once a week for an hour or two during the day, giving me a break. I was still home,
ready to help if needed. I remember how quite and self-effacing Sarah was at first, yet
she quickly proved to a completely competent and confident babysitter. One-yearold Evan fell in love with her. From my retreat upstairs I loved to hear both of them
laughing and running around below. On warm days I would look the window and
watch them playing in the garden. Sarah enjoyed the challenge of decoding Evan’s baby
language, and she told me once, “I love the way he laughs!”

To the best of my memory, Sarah kept coming once a week for most of the next six
years until she went off to college, and as she and Even both got older, she babysat on
some evenings, too. Sarah usually made her way to and from our house through a gap
in the fence, where the boards had rotted away. She had no qualms about stepping
through the blackberry thicket on the other side. She was an important part of our
family and I believe Evan thought she was his big sister. I kept a diary of Evan’s early
years. Sprinkled through it I found these notes about Sarah.
Oct. 31, 1989 (Evan is 2.5 years old)
Evan’s first trick-or-treat experience tonight. We dressed him up with suspenders,
bandanna, and his engineer’s cap, and walked him around the neighborhood. First stop was
Bishops’ house (Sarah is his faithful babysitter) ... It took a couple of stops for Evan to figure
out what this was about, but then he got into it.
March 29,1990 (Evan is 3)
Evan wondered about the blossoms on our early-blooming magnolia tree. He said, “Is the
magnolia teaching the other trees how to make blossoms? Maybe it’s teaching Sarah’s tree
how to make blossoms.”
May 25, 1990 (age 3)
Evan: Sometimes I tend to be a babysitter.
Mom: What does that mean?
Evan: Because I like to be a babysitter. I’m going to let my hair grow longer and longer
down by back and be like Sarah. And I’ll BE Sarah. And I’ll say good-bye when I have to
go.
Nov. 12, 1990 (still 3)
Evan has had many questions lately about babies. Tonight I mentioned that Sarah is
coming to babysit tomorrow.
Evan: How did Sarah get born?
Mom: From her mommy.
Evan: How did her mommy get born?

Mom: From HER mommy.
Evan: But where is the END of mommies?
Dec. 6, 1990 (still 3)
Evan now has an imaginary pet wolf named Wolf. When we went to Audubon a second
wolf came along in the car with us. The second wolf, named Sarah, is Wolf ’s babysitter.
Jan. 4, 1992 (Evan’s fifth birthday)
Evan had a dinosaur-themed birthday party with his preschool friends...Later Sarah came
to bring Evan homemade dinosaur cookies and a box of dinosaur Band-aids.
Dec. 15, 1993 (Evan is 6)
(There is a reference on this date to one of Evan’s stuffed animals, a bunny named Sarah
Emily. Emily was his preschool crush. Sarah, of course, was his first love.)
The diary peters out at this point, but perhaps these few tidbits are enough to show the
place Sarah held in the mind and heart of a little boy. He gave her name to his bunny.
She became the universal babysitter who watches over little wolves. And she became
the wonderful role model, the long-haired person Evan aspired to BE!
A couple of other memories also come to mind. Sarah once performed in a piano
recital that Evan and I attended at a retirement home. When she began to play,
Sarah’s memory failed her. After a couple of false starts, she smiled at the audience and
acknowledged with aplomb that the music had simply left her. Then it all came back
and she played beautifully. It was a good lesson for Evan in grace under pressure!
Evan started piano lessons at four and Sarah was no doubt part of his inspiration. As
her high school graduation approached, I learned Pomp and Circumstance on the
piano, and we played “graduation.” When Sarah left for college, Evan had great plans
to write letters to her and probably did once. But letter writing has never taken hold
with Evan. It was time for both of these close friends to move on to other things.

Yet Sarah’s influence is still affecting Evan’s life. Because of her, we checked out
Whitman College. A Whitman poster hangs on our wall, and it may turn out that
Evan follows Sarah’s footsteps there.

Jonathan Scott Dickson
I remember when I played Jospeh and Sarah was Mary and Becca was Jesus. It was fun
to be in confirmation class with her and being at Camp Adams with Sarah and her
mom. Also, helped Sarah teach kindergarten Sunday school class.
Another thing I remember is when Sarah and Tom Wells and I met for youth group, it
was fun. We were laughing and discussing stuff to do. I had fun doing Youth Sunday
with Sarah too.
After we were done with school, Sarah always answered my letters with a letter back.
And when I heard about my friend Sarah’s death, it like took a part of my heart. I tried
my best not to believe that I lost a real great friend, that she was still alive. But it got to
me that I lost a truly, truly great friend and my heart is broken.
I hope to join you in heaven when my time is done on earth. I miss you, Sarah.

Jennifer Voelker
I remember when Sarah came over to meet my mother and me. We were happy that
after explaining the type of assistance I need, Sarah said she wanted to help me. Little
did I know then that Sarah would become a dear friend in addition to being such a
help to me. What a blessing it has been for me to know and care about Sarah over the
years.

Sarah’s compassion, maturity and patience were a comfort to me. I often told her how
much I enjoyed visiting with her because she told such great stories. She was easy to be
with and was especially gentle when I felt particularly sick.
I also remember well that the fist afternoon we spent together, Sarah shared with me
about you, her family. It was clear from that day and all throughout the years how
dearly she loved each of you and how important you were to her. Every time we saw
one another, she mentioned each of you. She told me how you were and when she’d see
you next or what you had planned together. Sarah also told me many times how glad
she was for the relationship you shared. But she didn’t have to tell me; it was obvious
how important you were to her.

Nicola DeBolt Robertson
My memory to share of Sarah is an event quite a few years ago. I believe it was summer
or fall of 1993. Judy drove the two of us to Walla Walla to visit Whitman College in
search of where we were going to spend the next four years of our life as well as how we
as human beings would be shaped.
Although I have not known her in the years since, I remember from that short visit
her zest for life and learning, and a glimmer of the interests she held in politics- as she
would from that trip decide to attend Whitman and major in such a field.
I am immensely saddened by her departing life so young (we are almost exactly the
same age), and I am also so impressed and filled with hope by the important and
passionate work she has done in the community, in nature and for everyone’s spirit.
May hers live on in our hearts.

Micah Russell
Growing up, one of the few things to inspire me was Camp Adams. I quite literally
counted the days. As time went on, and I transitioned from camper to staffer, my love
of camp became indistinguishable from my love of Sarah. Two things strike me every
time I reminisce of that place: 1) the absolutely brilliant, silly fun I’ve had with the
campers and the staff alike; and, 2) the rich, organic feeling you get living amongst the
trees. I couldn’t think of a better way to encapsulate my feelings for Sarah.
During the summers of 1996 and 1997 I was lifeguard while Sarah was ‘nature lady’.
In 1999 and 2001 we directed camp together - first a week of 6th graders, and then
a week of 4th and 5th graders. In 2002 I was staff coordinator for the summer, and
Sarah was again involved in directing. From the very beginning of our friendship,
I absolutely adored her - in fact, she was everyone’s favorite. She was ceaselessly
inventive, refreshingly innocent, and she had an infectious smile that could not go
ignored. No matter what friction or stress arose on those long, underpaid days at camp,
she was the glue that held the staff together because she was so much the embodiment
of what we wanted to share with the kids. Seeing her come up the trail in her overalls
and ragged
Henry Weinhard’s t-shirt was like watching a sunrise, and I have never had a more
sincere hug. I made so many friends at Camp Adams, but she and I were inseparable-she was truly a kindred spirit.
She was such a courageous person, always challenging herself with goals or projects
that would seem outlandish coming from anyone but her. I still admire how she would
forgo the cabin for sleeping out of doors every night - most often alone. It still blows
my mind that after having been the first to experience the haunted tree up on the
logging road (I can personally attest to the reality of this phenomenon), she went up
there alone on more than one occasion just to confront her fear (and the spirit). The
kind of connection with nature most of us seek on vacation she sought every day. I
would do anything to again share with her a starry night on the ‘peninsula’ next to

Nate Creek, or one more brisk night swim under the waterfall and the long shadow
of the tall trees. Her creativity was dizzying at times. And like most things in her life,
her projects and activities would alternate between those created for the sake of goofy
fun, and those created for the sake of more serious environmental or humanitarian
concerns. Kids were called on to help her with the statue of Harold the groundskeeper,
artwork constructed from junkyard materials, carefully illustrated and thought-out
family crests, the building of small villages out of items found in the forest, long
hikes to identity plants and animals (or maybe just to get muddy), and so many other
activities that we can be sure inspired countless young minds.
There were other times, too, when kids needed more than just the typical camp
experience. Quite often, Sarah was called upon for her social worker skills. I know her
gift was a burden at times, but no matter the situation, kids and adults alike always
responded to her. She had such a talent for listening, presenting the options, and
helping the troubled person(s) to achieve a broader perspective.
Outside of camp we met less often, but whenever I was so lucky as to see her for even
just a few hours, I was guaranteed a memorable time. Actually, for a time she was
enraptured with the idea of ‘spontaneous fun days’, and there was no predicting what
might happen. On one such day in Walla Walla we played Scrabble outside, climbed
multiple trees, raided a country thrift store (more of a barn than a store), attended a
college party, and climbed the tallest building late that night to see what there was to
see. I have always been a fairly moody, somber person. Sarah would take the world just
as seriously, but wouldn’t forget to let go and have fun along the way. She was such a
gift to me in that way. So it didn’t surprise me at all to awake one frigid winter night
to Sarah and her friends arriving at my farmhouse to watch a meteor shower. A lot of
these simple, but lasting, pleasures would have passed me by if it weren’t for her.
Naturally, Sarah and I had some backpacking adventures too. Most vivid in my mind
is a one-night trek way up the Salmon River Canyon. By the time we reached our
destination late in the day, the entire mountain was fogged in, and the lake we were
intending to camp on was nowhere to be seen. We spent two extra, feet-blistering

hours searching for water and, in the end, had to hike up to get snow to melt. There
have been few times I have been so fatigued, but we had such a good time. When we
awoke in the morning to an incredible view of the Cascades (still so vivid in my mind’s
eye), the lake was, of course, right down the path from our tent.
The last time I saw Sarah was in late June of 2004. She and I hiked up to Angel’s
Rest in the Columbia River Gorge. I am so grateful for that time with her. As always,
it was as if no time had passed during my time away. We chatted all the way up
the mountain, we chatted on top of the mountain, we chatted on the way down
the mountain, and then we hung out in the trailhead parking lot for another hour
continuing to laugh and catch up. She spoke with humility and gratitude and love
when speaking of Joseph. She spoke with laughter and joy when speaking of her
family. And she spoke with conviction and amazement about her social and political
activities. I made it very clear that I could not wait to come back to help her with her
projects - and that I looked forward to the day when I could again share everyday kind
of moments with her.
It may seem that I’ve missed my chance for that, but I know I haven’t. I grieve still,
but more often I try to mirror the spirit of her life in my own. It is astonishing how far
this goes to improving my perspective and my interactions with others. Her voice stir
resonates in my ear. It’s so simple, but the single most memorable thing about her for
me was how after months of months of having not talked to each other, I’d pick up the
phone to her hilarious “Mr. Micah Russell!”
She was, and is, so many beautiful people at once: a child at play, an activist, a worker,
and my sister. She’s been such an inspiration that some day I hope to have started a
charitable outdoor education camp in her name. She’s not gone, and no doubt we’ll be
gathering many, many years from now to remember her and tell our stories. And even
then, in a crowded room full of good people, she’ll still outshine us all.

Andy Maffei and Ruth Weston
To: All who were touched by a Beautiful Soul
Fr: One of the Above
I met Sarah in the summer of ‘96. My wife & I were working at Camp Adams that
summer, and the staff, which included Sarah, all lived together in the Administration
Building, separate rooms, but cramped quarters nonetheless.
What struck me about Sarah was her intelligence. While her contemporaries would
spew platitudes and sound bites regarding the state of the world, with nary a thought
about their impact, Sarah seemed to always consider a subject from many angles. As a
result, what she had to say was often thought provoking rather than eye-rolling and I
enjoyed her input.
And she was adorably cute, with a beauty that shined from within, overshadowing all
superficiality.
Her physical beauty is now lost to the world, but the beauty of her soul will live on in
the memories of those whose lives she touched. I will remain grateful for having been
touched by a rare beauty until such time that I myself become a memory. Thanks for
the memories, Sarah.

Mike and Barb Russell and Family
Sarah had such a positive influence on our family. Our six children all knew her from
Camp Adams. Micah – a very deep friendship. Betty as a counselor buddy. Dale and
Garret as campers then counselors, and Dawn and April as campers. She brightened
our home – and challenged our vegetarian cooking skills – on several occasions.

We know she will continue on in so many people’s memories for the courage, sense of
humor, being in the moment, and for her deep caring.

Kyrie’ Thompson
I greatly respected and admired Sarah. She was one the first people who influenced
me as part of what came to be the “quintessential Outhouse crew” my first semester
at Whitman. She was also instrumental in one of my most important experiences at
Whitman - creating EEK (Environmental Education for Kids). She was one of the
three founding members who actually showed up to meetings and spent hours inhaling
toxic marker fumes so we could brainwash small children into “saving the planet”. I
have many other memories of Sarah, from being a timid sophomore invited to her
apartment for vegan potlucks to sharing the joy of “forcing” our crap onto our friends
at the White Elephant party last December.
Sarah was a wonderful person who had the amazing combination of insatiable
playfulness and a desire to address real issues. I hope that I may always remember these
qualities in her that I admired so much and that she will inspire me to be the same.
My enduring image of Sarah is her walking out of Prentiss with a carton full of
newspapers, hair (probably a tad greasy) hidden under a blue bandana...with a look of
such happiness, such pleasure on her face, to be up on a Sunday morning with all of
us. Her face, her smile, the way she would give little pecks on the cheek with her small,
smiling lips...unforgettable.

If it’s appropriate, the following Mary Oliver poem would be my contribution …

When Death Comes
When death comes
like the hungry bear in autumn;
when death comes and takes all the bright coins from his purse
to buy me, and snaps the purse shut;
when death comes
like the measle-pox;
when death comes
like an iceberg between the shoulder blades,
I want to step through the door full of curiosity, wondering: what is it
going to be like, that cottage of darkness?
And therefore I look upon everything
as a brotherhood and a sisterhood,
and I look upon time as no more than an idea,
and I consider eternity as another possibility,
and I think of each life as a flower, as common
as a field daisy, and as singular,
and each name a comfortable music in the mouth
tending, as all music does, toward silence,
and each body a lion of courage, and something
precious to the earth.
When it’s over, I want to say: all my life
I was a bride married to amazement.
I was a bridegroom, taking the world in my arms.
When it’s over, I don’t want to wonder

if I have made of my life something particular, and real.
I don’t want to find myself sighing and frightened,
or full of argument.
I don’t want to end up simply having visited this world.

Jody Houghton
Sarah Nicole Bishop
Her door was always open.
She made time to share
A bowl of popcorn
A bit of chocolate
Or a mug of hot tea.
She enriched many lies.
She left her mark when appropriate.
And nothing but footprints in Nature.

Gina Fleck
How does someone turn from an acquaintance
to a friend? Sarah and I would sit across
from each other, gripping mugs of tea or
coffee - fully intending to study. Somehow,
hours of conversation later, we’d find we
hadn’t accomplished what we meant to. But no one could say it was a waste of time.
We were shedding our acquaintance and trying on a new friendship. One that fit so
comfortably, so quickly, that it hardly seemed new at all. It fit. And that’s all there was
to it.

I remember crossing Ankeny field - nervous to tell my roommate I was bringing a
puppy into our household. Feeling guilty that I hadn’t asked before making such
a change to our routine. When I told her about the new addition, she tossed her
notebooks in the air, and in a whirl of papers she grabbed my hands, and we dancehopped in circles. She was more excited than I was!
She became Colin’s other “mom” and a short time later we brought another lost soul
into our tiny apartment. Quinn could fit in the palm of one hand. And we watched
as our little one went from near-death to near-crazy with kitten energy. I hear Quinn
may still be prone to lapses in sanity, but after endless nights in an abandoned house,
trapped by the neck in a rusted-out stove, Sarah always seemed willing to forgive all
Quinn’s quirks.
I didn’t keep in touch with Sarah much over the years. There was always tomorrow.
And besides, when part of who you are, everyday, comes from having known someone
- well, then it’s as easy to take for granted as air and sunshine. Sometimes sparse, but
always, inevitably, there.
My heart goes out to all of you who have been struck by Sarah’s absence. She loved so
many people and had a way of weaving them together so that one hardly noticed her
work. But that’s not quite right, All of you noticed.

Carrie Hanson
I met Sarah while living in the Outhouse at Whitman College during the second
semester of my freshman year. No words can describe my sadness from hearing the loss
of our dear friend Sarah.
Although I don’t know Sarah as well as some of my fellow Whitties, I have come
to know and love her in our group of friends - a part of a greater whole who are

passionate about nature, the health of the environment, music, love of mountains, one
who cares deeply about her friends and family, chases laughter, delights in that of the
simple and complex, and a fan of lots of big hugs.
In Sarah’s memory, I share this quote by Marianne Williamson because it reminds me
of Sarah’s presence, her philosophies, hard work, and zest for life; how positive and
important it is for each of us to do our best and how it affects those around us:
“Our deepest fear is not that we are inadequate. Our deepest fear is that we are powerful
beyond measure. It is our Light, not our Darkness, that most frightens us. We ask ourselves,
who am I to be brilliant, gorgeous, talented, fabulous? Actually, who are you NOT to
be? You are a child of God. Your playing small does not serve the world. There is nothing
enlightening about shrinking so that other people won’t feel unsure around you. We were
born to make manifest the glory of God that is within us. It is not just in some of us; it is
in everyone. As we let our own Light shine, we unconsciously give other people permission
to do the same. As we are liberated from our own fear, our presence automatically liberates
others.”

Andrew Huddleston
I went to Whitman with Sarah, and like her was also a politics major. I remember her
as a very kind and dedicated person. Although we were not in touch after graduation,
I’m not surprised to learn that she had committed herself to working for positive social
change. With her good mind and good heart she would have gone far, and I know she
has already made a lasting difference.

Emilie Shireen Press
This is a story about me, Sarah, and a certain restaurant idea we cooked up over our
own kitchen experiments when we lived together in the spring of 1997.
Sarah and I both loved to cook. Fueled by our new-found joy in all things vegan
(including field trips to the awesome Seventh Day Adventist market for bulk food
and Tofuti Cuties), we decided that we should, of course, open a restaurant. We cast
all of our friends in supporting roles: Jared Sam, the maitre de, would seat people and
oversee the restaurant. Josie Bockleman would make each plate, bowl and cup by hand.
Matt and his buddies would provide the music, Nath would be able to read his biology
books while washing dishes. I think Isaac was the prep cook, and Joseph was to make
the furniture. Each of our friends added a new aspect to our dream, and we were in the
center of it all, stirring and frying and trying not to bump into each other.
We talked about this a lot.
One day, someone who had been hearing about our endless plans let us know about a
contest he heard about on the Internet. Whoever entered with $100, a vision statement
and the best sample summer lunch menu would win a vegetarian restaurant in Banff,
Alberta, Canada.
This was it, our big chance!
Let me tell you, we went at it full force. We researched recipes, agonized over our
vision statement, talked endlessly about whether or not we would rename the place,
how we would decorate and whether or not we’d be able to buy local organic produce.
We were so excited, we came up with 2 options for each course (soup, salad, entrée),
and decided we’d let our friends be the judges.
We had a banquet. We tracked down long tables and extra chairs. We managed to
find a tablecloth or two, and some cloth napkins. We sat everyone down in the living

room/dining room/Nath’s bedroom, and went to work. Fruit soup, grilled portabella
sandwiches, spinach salad, some kind of pizza bagel thing, on and on it came out of
our hallway/kitchen. We made our friends eat both meals and then vote.
Once we set our menu items, we asked Jared to describe everything with his special
flair (“sun-ripened tomatoes on a bed of fresh baby spinach greens”...), typed the menu
and our vision statement into my computer and printed it out on really nice, earthy
paper. We bound the whole thing as if it were a handmade menu, including on the
front a cute (and last minute) photo of the two of us in the back yard. We sent our
entry off to Banff, and then waited. How could we not win?
The day came when the restaurant owners would let the winners know by phone
that they were now proprietors of the only vegetarian restaurant within the Banff city
limits. We made sure that even when we were at class, someone was by the phone
waiting. And waiting. And waiting.
The call never came. We woke up the next day hoping that we would still hear from
them, that perhaps they had forgotten that they were supposed to call us and let us
know that we’d be packing our bags and moving to Canada. That day too, the call
never came.
As it turns out, the contest needed 1,000 participants to make it worthwhile for the
owners to give the restaurant away. I think they got 100 entries, maybe 200. Although
they had people send in menus from as far away as Korea, there weren’t enough people
involved for the owners to, in their words, move to somewhere warmer without
selling their business to another pizza joint. They went the conventional route, Sarah
registered for her next semester of classes, and I went to India.
They ended up sending us our money back, but they kept our menu. Good thing we
didn’t include the recipes.

Justin Gardiner
“In real life Swanson was up there playing his banjo but for some reason I turned him
into a boom box, and Renee is really Emily, but I figure if she can change
her name so can I.”
Twelve Stories Up on the Roof of a Bank
by Justin Gardiner
After the wine was almost gone
and the boom box blared on,
Sarah and Renee stepped, casually,
out of their clothes, white curves of taut breasts
above the streetlights, screaming down
at traffic as they danced out
on the ledge that would hold them
because it had held all of us before.
And if that night was a kind of canvas
it would be one of a thousand
painted by the Old Masters
who used to slip in a self-portrait
away from the centered scene,
over by the fire-escape, where you and I
sipped the smooth dregs, passing
the bottle’s neck between us in the dark.
What saved us was no one looked up.
And when I think back on some
of the stunts we pulled, nights we orchestrated—
rappelling off silos and climbing the steel

ladders of moving boxcars—I see us, even then,
crafting ourselves into the stories
we would tell afterwards.
The oak-lined blocks I drive home on—
day’s long glow shining in headlights,
beneath the ledge where we’d call down
from that twelve-story height. People don’t
look up, they look back. And if they’re lucky
whatever they once felt for certain people
will resemble holding a pitcher over the sink
and letting it fill slowly with water:
a heaviness that gets them through.
But I also wonder, in a way
I’m not quite proud of,
just what we were after on those rooftop nights—
a friendship we could hold onto,
or a past we would lose.

Wendy Gerlach
Sarah has been babysitting for me ever since I moved here five years ago. She was
basically my only sitter, since it was impossible to find any other sitter who could
compare. Sarah had a confidence and poise that made it easy for her to be in charge.
There was lots of time left over for her to have a good time with the children – and
they did some amazing projects. I’d come home and find they’d written books – once
a hard-bound book of poetry – or made monster cards, or produced a movie (we have
Sarah as an actress on film). They wrote comic strips, played Monopoly, made
a cardboard jungle for the Lego men. She always made my children feel like valuable
people that she wanted to spend time with.

For me, Sarah was almost a co-parent. Since I’ve been single all this time, she was
one of the few people with whom I could discuss my children – their traits, their
development, what issues needed work. I admired and respected her experience and
skill in dealing with children and teenagers. I heard her counseling runaways on the
phone a couple of times, and heard how her generous intelligence helped the person
on the other end of the line.
I felt, and still feel, lucky to have had Sarah spend so much time with me and m
y children. Her time with us was a gift to our family. I of course hoped that she’d
continue to be there. Even with this tragic loss, I appreciate so much what she gave to
use over the past five years.
My heart goes out to you in your loss of a daughter who was one of the brightest,
finest, kindest people I have been lucky to know. I thank you, as her parents, for the
person who provided so much fun, guidance, and support to us. I hope she knew how
much she meant to us.

Cathy Tinker
My brother died around this time of year many years ago. My family is acquainted
with the sudden and deep pain of losing a child.
I have enjoyed Sarah over the years – as Camp Adams camper and staff person, young
visionary, and most recently as passionate volunteer for voter registration. Sarah also
was a good guide for my daughter Sandy on many Camp Adams occasions. Our lives
are richer for Sarah’s presence in them.

Nancy Cushwa & Peter Teneau
We were getting to know Sarah from working on the 100% PDX project. What we
saw was just the type of person that this country and the world sorely needs. Thus
it affected us even more deeply when we heard of her untimely death. We saw a
delightful young lady, full of optimism which was just felt through doing good work.
She was informed and had a plan to help change the world starting at home. She had
the compassion to follow through on efforts which would make a better world. What
more could be said of a person. Perhaps that is what being human is all about. We are
saddened by the loss of a youthful life but doubly so when that life was one of such
dedication and idealism. She was a true giver and a beautiful soul...

Anne LaVallee
I first met Sarah in May at the Mississippi Street Fair. We were both there to register
voters and had unknowingly set up our tables right next to each other. She approached
me with her great smile to talk about 100% Portland and her participation vision. I
immediately liked her. I sensed in her a rare combination of intelligence, dedication,
kindness, and humor and knew I wanted to work with her. We worked together for
100% Portland for a couple of months. I can’t say how lucky and honored I feel to
have had that time with her. She was a hopeful light in this world and re-inspired my
own hope for the possibility of a better future. Though she’s gone, I firmly believe that
she will continue to shine out into the world through all the many lives that she so
beautifully touched. Here’s to you, Sarah Bishop, who said yes when nobody asked.
“Never underestimate the power of a few committed people to change the world. Indeed, it
is the only thing that every has.” Margaret Meade

Elise Thatcher
Every weekday I sit at a desk that’s literally in the middle of a hallway, with new staffers
bumping back and forth up and down the hall behind my back.
To my right I have pictures of living in Arizona, with a section just to the side reserved
for black and white photos. The first black and white is of the Ramshackle, during a
party Sarah and Joseph and Paul and D threw while I was living there in the Summer
2002. Sarah stands in the doorway between the front room and the kitchen, piratecostumed and in intense conversation with be-wigged Isaac and casually comfortable
Steph Dozono. It was a night of much Whittie alumni conversation and random
friendly Portland fun, one I remember as part of a memorable summer in P-town
living with the Ramshackle.
Sarah was one of a cast of five, but in some ways she made the biggest impression on
me at the time. I was 21, still finding my way in the almost-free-of-school, still trying
to do good in the world zone. I was about to return to Whitman knowing I would be
there at least a semester longer than my peers, as had Sarah a few years earlier. Hearing
her stories helped calm my fears that it was a mistake to take more time with school,
that I would fail the treadmill degree if I delayed a stroke past may 25th.
During the summer in Portland she would tell silly stories of dating (unstable) older
men in their 30’s, eating an entire batch of cookies in one night, and of the occasion
in Mexico of having to explain to “federales” what her gladrags were. The content
of her stories often wasn’t funny, but her frank yet humorous way of retelling the
events transformed them into vignettes I would later remember on several occasions.
Whenever I wash out gladrags in an airport bathroom or otherwise find myself in
a compromising position, I am able to shrug it off, thinking of her easygoing “Oh,
well.... okay” response to stress that would drive others bonkers.
Sarah also introduced me to the wonders of homemade chocolate chip cookie ice
cream sandwiches, which she made for Joseph’s birthday that summer.

They were huge and delicious. She and Paul also dragged me to “Harold and Maude,”
which I immediately loved, and talked about theories of social and political importance
we’d read at Whitman and how or whether they could be applied in real life.
What I realized through these conversations and in living with her was that it is
possible to be young and human, figuring out what positive changes are within reach
and what challenges are almost, but not quite too daunting. I still hope I will be as
involved in my community as she was, both with 100% Portland and Harry’s Mother
– more importantly, knowing her has helped me better visualize what we’re all capable
of.
I miss Sarah. I don’t want this to be an inspirational essay, which it’s starting to sound
like. In the meantime, I will have her picture here, close to me, and whenever I hear
Cat Stevens, I feel drawn to love the world at large, no matter how ugly and unwieldy
it is.

Amanda Deutch
Regarding Sarah
I am struck by how we gravitate
Towards those who can feed us
What we need at a given moment
How can I write a poem about my good friend dying
How do I say all that is rising and flowing through my body
Like the flooded river that took you away
How do I talk about the laughter, your laugh and smile that won’t escape my head
Or the miraculous explosion of life that we’re all filled with because of you Sarah
How do I describe all the silly little moments that aren’t so little anymore?
We were going to make a sandwich cart because we couldn’t find any decent sandwiches
Or jobs in Portland and thought this was a good niche.
You wanted to fill a little red wagon with brown bagged lunches and wheel it around

downtown Portland at noon.
Or that during a fight with Joseph you ran into the backyard and buried his shirt and then
ran back out to dig it up because you felt bad.
You could find the laughter in absolutely anything
How tiny and fragile your body really was, though it never seemed that way at all
How do I write about the sudden attack of love I felt when I heard you died
Or how I didn’t believe it. Thought someone had made a mistake
I remember you saying to me,
“I never deny myself anything, really. I just don’t want much.”
Remember you driving he car and turning to me with a laugh and saying, “I’m the man in
this relationship,” because you always drove.
We talked about bleeding a lot, not being ashamed of it, but open and aloud.
For months we bled on the same cycle. Our bodies turning and flushing red waves of cells
together.
We talked about marriage, why people felt it was necessary. We decided the important thing
was the commitment, the rituals.
The last time I saw you
You were so capable.
We ate green tea ice cream on the ramshackle porch.
You always looked so beautiful in your skin,
Fresh and alive, like something that shot up from the ground green and singing.
Wherever you went you took the ground you stood on with you.
You told me I said things that were helpful to you
As I scooped out the last spoonful of green ice cream
And hugged you on the steps between laughter and tears
In the sunny afternoon.
How do I describe the light that emanated from you, Sarah?
Today, Steph, Patricia and I went to Sauvie’s Island to pick flowers for you as the sun set.
Dahlias, bachelor buttons, black-eyed susans, chocolate sunflowers, delphiniums, amaranth,
daisies.

As we were leaving, I walked back to the field.
I saw the moon low, brave and lucid
A goddess smiling over the mountains, spruce, dogwood and me
I called Patricia and Stepth out into the field.
They gasped.
And we all knew.
We all knew
As I drove back to your house
The moon beside us,
Steph said, “The moon is Sarah.”

Kimberly
I am sending you all an embrace and joining you in missing Sarah’s presence on this
earth. Her vitality, kindness and fun-loving spirit will be missed by so many and will
never be forgotten.
These cookies are Sarah’s recipe. I fondly call them Sarah’s Hippie Cookies, and think
of her every time I make them. I invite you to think of her sweetness when you eat
them.
Sarah’s Hippie cookies
1/2 cup Margarine (or butter)
1/3 cup Oil
1 cup Honey
1 tsp. Vanilla
2 1/2 cups flour
1 tsp. Baking soda
1 tsp. Baking powder
1 tsp. Salt
3 cups Oatmeal

1 cup Chocolate Chips
1/2 cup Raisins
1/2 cup Walnuts
Mix ingredients and bake at 350 degree for 10 minutes.

Evie Frost
I cannot begin to say how sad I am to receive this news of Sarah. I
met her a couple of months ago at a square dance for PDX 100% and was immediately
charmed by her intelligence, poise, grace and joy. My too few further encounters with
Sarah were equally delightful. I was so impressed with her efforts to make PDX 100%
viable and to engage as many people as possible in the democratic process of voting.
Each time I saw Sarah or got an email about what was happening I could only say,
WOW! What a girl!
My heart goes out to all of you family and friends who shared your lives with this
remarkable and unforgettable young woman. This is a life too soon snuffed out.
.

Isaac Kamola
The last time I saw Sarah she had just broken up with Joe. She was still smiling,
although not quite as widely as usual. As I was leaving she explained to my ladyfriend, Serena, whom she had just met for the first time, “You’ll have to excuse me, I’m
usually more resilient that this.” Serena mentioned afterward that, given what Sarah
had just gone through with Joe, that she had to be the most resilient person Serena had
ever met.
I hope you are resilient in your grief.

PS--thank you for the Sarah pin. It hangs in my kitchen and serves as a bold challenge
every day--to love more, to smile more, to cook more, and to celebrate more. She was
a great person and lives on in so many of our lives.

Their Sarah
for my good friend Sarah Bishop
by Isaac Kamola
There once lived a good friend. Her name was Sarah–although sometimes her friends called
her Mindy, or Dirty, or sometimes even Dirty Mindy.
She had a beautiful little house on a street with plenty of trees–some with apples, some
with plums. The door on her house was too big, but always open. The kitchen was a bit
too small–but that’s only because the stove was always full of cooking and her friends from
throughout the city–some even from places like Iowa and Pakistan–were all there eating her
chocolate cake, or her fried potatoes. Sometimes the house was so full there was no place
to sit, so some people had to stand. At night, every nook and cranny was filled with people
sleeping. And Sarah said good night to everyone and turned off the lights before climbing
the stairs to brush her teeth. In the morning she went for coffee and those who had wokenup joined her. And everyone–even those who still slept–were happy. Even when it rained.
Then one morning a train came. It was a special train. It took her away without warning.
The cheery-faced conductor was very kind and punched her ticket. “Many people will be
missing you,” he said. “I know,” she said.
When her friends awoke they were sad that she was not there. Some went to coffee without
her, one friend made breakfast for the others. They waited, and talked, and played funny
games.
But when she was not home for supper, they worried, and fretted. Someone baked a cake.
Another friend played his banjo.

Outside, the city made life noises. Across the street some children argued. A red-headed
boy delivered the newspaper with a thud. Somewhere a train whistled and speed on and
on. Outside the little house a passer-by smelled cake and flowers. She heard a banjo, and
laughter, and people crying. She saw other people sleeping all in a pile. They were very,
very sad–they loved their Sarah and she was gone. But she had left her friends some very
good stories, and recipes, and comfortable places to sleep. Even though the friends cried,
deep down–very, very deep down–they were happy because they had loved their Sarah, and
she had loved them.

Brian Griffin
I was one of the six hikers Tuesday morning who passed Sarah on the trail. I first heard
that she was missing when I returned to work Thursday morning and a coworker
mentioned it to me. When he brought up the KATU web page and I saw her picture,
I know right away we had passed her on the trail. I instantly called Clackamas Sheriffs
department. I remember her mentioning the hot coca at Timberline, and kept thinking
of that all the way back to the lodge. My impression of her from our brief encounter
was of someone comfortable in these elements and happy to be there. I am sorry for
your loss. It has touched me too.

Karl Anderson
I had the privilege to meet Sarah in Zig Zag Canyon while hiking back to Timberline
Lodge from Paradise Meadows as part of the first group from our party of six. Sarah
was bundled up in her raincoat with just her face peeking out. As we talked briefly
about which direction each of us was heading, the weather and hot cocoa at the lodge,
it was her face that gave me a hint of the type of person Sarah was.
She was all smiles, happy and content to be outdoors and hiking, even in the rain. Her

eyes were very bright and friendly, paying attention to our conversation, leaving me
feeling she truly cared and listened to other people. Sarah was calm and collected that
day as we talked and said our goodbyes, mature beyond her years. It was clear Sarah
was someone who cared, someone who gave and someone who loved her life.
Please accept my sympathy for the loss of such a special loved one. I had a feeling of
emptiness that could only be explained by the impression Sarah left with me in just a
few short minutes of conversation. It was that face, peeking out of her raincoat that
said so much about who she was without a single word having to be spoken.

Steve Sall
Our party of six was split into two groups of three. I was in the second group, and Ken
was in the first. Sarah was hiking clockwise, and we were bailing out of our trip, hiking
counterclockwise to return to Timberline. Although we started only 20 or 30 minutes
behind Ken’s group of three, we were moving slower. I suspect we were about an hour
behind Ken by the time we reached Zig Zag Canyon.
In our group of three, the crossing of Zig Zag Creek wasn’t as easy as for Ken’s group.
One of our hikers spent about 5 minutes deciding where to cross, even after we
shuttled her pack across. Maybe the water had risen since Ken came through. I don’t
know. The crossing was not as simple as it had been the day before, but it was still
far from difficult. The water was probably no more than a foot deep, and we found
rocks enabled us to jump across without wading.
We met Sarah as we were hiking uphill out of Zig Zag Canyon, probably between
11:30am and 12:30pm Tuesday. She was two switchbacks below the lip of the canyon.
In the tradition of experienced hikers, Sarah stepped out of the way to let the folks
headed uphill have the right of way. As I passed I cracked a joke about the weather and
trudged on.

If one backpacks a lot, one develops the ability to discriminate between hikers who are
comfortable and those who are miserable. Sarah looked comfortable. As she stepped
out of our way, she stepped to the outside of the trail, near the edge. She appeared
to have good balance and confidence near the edge even though the slope would not
have been a good one to slide down. Her clothing was right for the weather, and she
carried her pack well. Given that she had run into our first three hikers earlier, I’m not
surprised that she didn’t ask about conditions ahead.
If I could play that moment over again, I’d talk with her about the Sandy River. Unless
one finds a log spanning the creek, it’s a wading exercise in cold, fast water. I’ve hiked
around Mt Hood twice, and both times, I’ve found the Sandy the most disturbing
crossing even though both of my trips were in sunny weather. This trip, we turned
around at Paradise Park, before even seeing the Sandy River.
Until this trip, I’d not met Sarah. Even so, news coverage and the obituary left me
feeling that the community of Portland lost strong contributor that day. How I wish
I’d discussed the Sandy River with her rather than just continuing up the hill.

Ken Denniston
First let me express my sympathy to all of Sarah’s family. I only met Sarah once, and
only talked to her for two minutes, but I think our hiking party may have been the last
to visit with her.
Our hiking party of six left Timberline Lodge for Paradise Meadows Monday morning,
August 27. We planned to spend six days hiking the Timberline Trail around the
mountain. It rained all day Monday, but it was pleasant hiking in the cool weather, and
crossing Zigzag posed no problems with high water. We hiked up to Paradise Meadows
and camped for the night. It rained all night. The next morning it was still raining.
Considering the fact that the weather forecast called for rain for two or three more

days, we decided to hike out. We discussed the possibility of splitting up and some of
us hiking to Ramona Falls while at least two hiked back to pick up the cars and drive
to the Ramona Falls Trailhead. We weren’t concerned about crossing the Sandy River,
but we hadn’t heard that the bridge was washed out at the lower crossing. However, no
one wanted to make the longer hike, so everyone decided to hike back to Timberline.
A light rain was still falling as our first group of three started to hike out. The others
followed about 20 minutes later. When we crossed the Zigzag River, the water wasn’t
noticeably higher than the day before, and still easy to cross without getting our feet
wet.Near Little Zigzag Canyon, we met Sarah. It was nearly 11:00. We stopped to talk
for a couple minutes. She didn’t appear to be tired and was very upbeat. She said that
she didn’t actually mind hiking in the rain and was happy to be returning to her car at
the trailhead. She told us there was good hot cocoa at Timberline Lodge. With that in
mind, we continued on to Timberline Lodge. Sarah later passed the other three hikers
in our group, but they didn’t stop to talk.
I didn’t hear that Sarah was missing until noon Thursday. I called the search and rescue
number, but they had already talked to other people in our party who had identified
her. I hope this information helped narrow the search.
Again, I share your loss. I will never forget this chance meeting. It has been an
inspiration to read about the influence Sarah has had on so many people. It is a
challenge to me to attempt to make that kind of difference.

Heidi Harr
Sarah once taught me a song--a children’s song that I loved at the time now find myself
singing a lot in my head.
There’s a land that I see,
Where the children are free,

And they say it’s not far
To this land from where we are.
Take my hand, come along,
Lend your voice to my song,
Take my hand, come with me
And we’ll live . . .
In a land
Where the river runs free,
In a land
With a free country,
In a land of the shining sea,
And you and me
Are free to be
You and me.

Unknown
Grif
Good
Kind
Generous
Honest
Genuine
I don’t know if a person can be all these things and still live in fear.
I do know that I am very sad for us to have lost her – that she’s not here with us (and for
us) any more. I am especially sad for her family and those closest to her. I know that losing a
child is the hardest strain there is. I hope they know of the respect and support we carry for
them and with them.

But as sad as I feel, as much as I try to make sense of our loss, I also keep turning over and
over in my head this very basic question – is it better to live a short brave life or a long one
of fear and cowering...that is, to open or to close ourselves to life and whatever it offers?
We love you, Sarah, as a friend, as a wise old soul and as a grown-up kid...a child’s heart
and a woman’s eyes.
Give, give, give, give, give, give, give.
Build up, don’t tear down.
Strategize, don’t criticize.
Lend a hand.
Listen, listen, and care.
Wear your love and care on the outside.
Never show off.
So matter of fact in your brilliance.
Put it all together – pull all together.
Just do it.
So young – so much to do.
How much you’ve given us.
Inspiration and courage.
Now you can see mostly clearly.
Help us learn to live without you – it’s hard.
Beautiful woman and little girl.
The river took her away.
What was that moment like – did you know? As it washed you away – as you flowed into
another life? As you flowed into a hole - as you flowed into the whole.
As your hair floats on the water.
As you eyes go distant.
As your heart and mind go cold and quiet.

As you face goes pale.
As your strong and subtle body turns to a rag, goes limp, stops fighting, and join the current...
I play that movie in my head – and thousand times and more – I just can’t stop it – over
and over.
Rushing water- crashing, tumbling, reaching, choking, gasping
Who could have known? Who knew? Who knows?
You know ... you know now ... now you know everything.
Now I’m getting far enough away – I’ve got the distance to look up and see you smiling and
laughing above...calm and peaceful and playful and happy. ( you might as well be happy.)
Huddled over your body, blinded by that movie, burred by tears, heaving for breath, face in
my hands, I couldn’t see you...just above us...grinning and trying to tickle us.
But now I’m starting to open my eyes and face the light...and I see the real you...shining
bright as ever...reminding us to look ahead...what great things are coming next...what will
we do from here? Thank you for reminding us. We’re still here – and we’re gonna need that
from time to time.
You must be used to flying already. It probably wasn’t even that much of a transition for
you.
Inspiration to us all.
Be there to help.
Choose your own life – clear and free.
Sweet Sarah, you lived a real life for real.

Kate Brandy
Something new I am coming to understand is that on some level, Sarah’s new
inaccessibility will never make sense, at least not to me. I am surprised to come across
things of hers every few days, like the tail-end of walnuts that she bought for me when
she was here, fearing for any household that did not have a supply of them. I also
accidentally clicked onto the 100% Portland site a couple of weeks ago accidentally.
It was on my computer file below the Google listing from when she was here and
checking in with her group.
I came upon a stack of photos in which there were several of the trip we took to New
York. Of the dozens that were taken, and the few scattered in the pile, the one I came
upon that day was black and white, of Sarah in the foreground, lying in the grass,
asleep on Josephs’ lap, and Joseph leaning back on his elbows in the background.
It made me think of that trip, how we took it to support Jill Winder, another
Whitman graduate, and how Sarah and I didn’t really know her well and so went
jauntily along with the crowd of rascally kids (including the infamous Isaac, and the
Dangerous Eddie,) through the streets of New York City, and the parks, and how on
one curb we got to braiding both Ben and Joseph’s hair at their request, and what fun
we had doing it. Something about not knowing Jill as well as the rest of the crowd
permitted Sarah and I to tag along with the group like two mischievous kids, poking
our fingers through metal park fences, and to admire secretly the sweet and comical
way that both Ben and Joseph wore overalls, and to laugh when New Yorkers would
ask us what country we were from, assuming the UK or Israel---we knew not why.
For a break from the larger crowd, and because Sarah and I were driven to see “some
Broadway thing” we met Patricia, who was living in the City then, and spent an
evening going to see the play “Rent”. We forged what felt like an important and
revolutionary bond then that allowed us both the possibility of adventuring outside
of the farminess of the boys and into adventures together of which they showed

no interest. It was a relief, as we were already feeling ourselves destined (or even
predestined) to live in some sort of community. I was glad to have some camaraderie in
my misadventures and deviant indulgences.
This kinship continued.
Because of our proximity and unique relatedness, I was able to witness many different
scenarios with Sarah and Joseph and watch them learn to articulate their togetherness,
as Ben and I articulated our own. Ben and I called ourselves the whimsical, eccentric,
not-so-practical artsy couple, prone to fits of supposing. We joked that Sarah and
Joseph were the practical ones, Sarah with her no nonsense business sense, and Joe
with his farm-or-die utilitarianism. They even seemed practical about their adventures,
conspiring over maps & coffee. Brian and Asha were characterized as the homemakers
and the world cafe music listeners/mountain dwellers. In reality we were all much more
of a blend. This was evident in Joe taking on Ben’s sense of aesthetic, Ben beginning to
call himself an “agrarian” and valuing the efficiency and self-reliance that comes with
the farming life that he’d wished for as a child, Sarah and I sharing a romantic fancy for
locomotives, long conversations, female friends, high-spirited adventure, and an early
role model in Natty Gann. All of us in the love of mountains. All of us in the love of
rivers.
Our dream was to work together, not as a commune, but as a group of people who
could share things, tools, time children, years, and stories. Over Spring Break I
noticed what seemed like stress, or exhaustion in Sarah and I presume it had to do
with “getting on with it” (meaning the dream of land). I expressed surprise when she
stated a firm conviction for the creation of this idea of ours, as I had gleaned over time
that she had little interest in farming and didn’t really know what she would do on a
farm. In fact, in my experience, she had remained stubbornly noncommittal about
her role in the farm which I took to be a sign that she still had major reservations.
She replied to my surprise that no, this was not primarily Joseph’s dream as I had
sometimes thought, but one she envisioned for herself in college and even before.
This conversation was so enlightening to me because I realized that perhaps many

of my assumptions were wrong about how this whole big dream came about. Our
conversations continued to be illuminating as we spent those next two weeks of March
together. Each conversation revealed the making of long held dreams, aspirations,
frustrations and convictions. We both shared frustrations we’d experienced working on
our houses, a shattering of the sweet idea of a remodel...and we talked about how to
create lives that liberate rather than bind us.
Her face is so clear to me on that first March day, maybe simply because I was
seeing her in a new light, one that she shone on herself. We were at the Whitman
Campus, taking one of our walks (which always felt stolen and splendid--while the
boys cooked). It was twilight and we made our way to the community garden just off
campus. It was warm enough that Sarah was only wearing a T-shirt, but cool enough
that her face was pinking with chill. The fading light held her in that rose color and she
seemed filled by talk of community, and more tender than I had almost ever seen her. I
can’t place what I learned just then but it was significant, and perhaps it has something
to do with how much there is to learn about someone we think we know, and to really
ask questions so that they might have room to explain the origin and nature of their
dreams.
My love is with you both. I am so very aware that you among us carry the most layers
of Sarah and her emergence into the fierce and easy person that she was. I am grateful
in a way to know that someone (s) carries her story all the way back to the beginning
and how it must honor her living to have it be the two of you who surely fostered her
kindness, integrity, and dignity with the kind of family you made.

P.S. All of this comes back to me as I think back to last year and Sarah’s insistence that
her birthday should extend at least a week, before and beyond the actual date. I will
surely be thinking of her on Thursday, and of you three, and of the sweet beauty &
supremely unself-conscious funk that I came to know as distinctly Sarah.

Julia Halprin Jackson
Mt. Shroud (for Sara Bishop)
I.
I saw her last on an album cover
Her life a recipe for Mexican hot chocolate
Pinned up in her best friend’s coffee shop
I found her smile lying face up on the street
Her life a recipe for Mexican hot chocolate
She once jumped a train from Portland to San Francisco
I found her smile lying face up in the street
Sometimes she appears in dreams, smiling
She once jumped a train from Portland to San Francisco
When she fell I was in the Emergency Room
Sometimes she appears in dreams, smiling
My father later said, “Your body knew.”
When she fell I was in the Emergency Room
Pinned up in her best friend’s coffee shop
My father later said, “Your body knew”
I saw her last on an album cover.
II.
In our family there are many cousins but few girls
I remember admiring her unshaven legs
Every mountain I see smirks like she used to
I thought of her while climbing Cloud’s Rest
I remember admiring her unshaven legs
When she slipped on my waterski
I thought of her while climbing Cloud’s Rest
The Oregon fog has become her shroud

When she slipped on my waterski
Some family law was observed
The Oregon fog has become her shroud
I picture her kneeling in my grandparents’ garden
Some family law was observed
Every mountain I see smirks like she used to
I picture her kneeling in my grandparents’ garden
In our family there are many cousins but few girls

From the PCTA hikers list
“We all enter the wilderness for our own reason, thrill, and with the grace of time to
enhance our skills in this, and to us, one of life’s greatest rewards. We receive much
more from our personal time with nature than we give, and when we get home we
are tired, satiated, and greatly rewarded. Then we return to the wilderness again, and
sometimes a very few of us don’t return. We learn the greatest lesson from the few, and
yet we return to the wilderness. It is in our heart, our spirit, and our soul, and whether
others die, we will continue to return to the wild. It is what we are, and we would die
spiritually without it. Trying to simplify it, or calculate it, or justify it, just diminishes
our experience and her last adventure and moment with nature. She went for a hike,
and so will we. Learn from her experience, to enhance your own success, not to
diminish hers. Then go for a hike for Sarah Bishop. I took one of my greatest hikes
following the final adventure of Mike Turner in the Wind Rivers, who never returned,
and I can’t put into words the total experience of that hike. Death is closer than most
of us realize, or accept, when we are wilderness trekking. They didn’t return, and
someday I may not also. Until then, I will dive deep into the wilderness to experience
the life I love. Walter Starr’s last verse still reverbs with me, “Defiant mountains beckon
me, to glory and dream in their paradise.” Until that final step, I will walk with the
wilderness to live. “ Kerry and I leave for Echo summit later today--so maybe we’ll hike
this one for Sarah!”

Judy Bishop
My beloved daughter, dearest Sarah:
Today, I tuck you in one last time and kiss you good night. I am sending you on your
next journey well-prepared - sturdy boots, warm clothes, and your Natty Gann hat.
You were the most amazing young woman. So brave. So kind. So compassionate.
You are loved and respected by so many people but, most especially, by your loving
family and friends.
Dad, Eric and I are feeling such a tremendous loss because, to us, you were simply
our little girl, our little sister, and with your passing - believe me when I say - you are
not going alone because each of us are sending parts of our hearts with you. They are
crushed and broken and although the wounds will heal, we will always know that the
reason our hearts just don’t feel the same is because they are living on in your spirit.
You were the best daughter and sister any mother, father and brother could ask for.
We felt the love and your gratitude for good family and a good home.
We will forever keep your memory alive and strive to keep your spirit, and passion, and
loyalty, and convictions burning brightly in our selves and to instill your gifts in others.
You inspired, and you motivated, and you nurtured so many people.
We are so proud of you - you awesome, awesome young woman.
And now, the hardest thing I must do in my life is to tuck you in for the last time.
And kiss you. And hug you. And tell you I love you.
Now we lay you down to sleep; we pray the Lord your soul to keep; may He guide you
gently through the night. And wake you with morning light.
Safe journey, Sarah girl. May you soar with the eagles. Howl with the wolves. And
forever be beside still waters.

