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We affectionately call it òthe warehouseó and of course in a way it is. It is the place where all the food 
boxes, grandma and grandpa boxes, healthcare boxes, backpacks and Christmas stockings  are 
packed and stored, the items for the giveaway tarps are sorted and òfiledó, newsletters are addressed 
and stamped and much and much more. But more than that, it is the place where volunteers meet. 
Twice a week: Tuesday mornings and Friday mornings they come, from all walks of life, all ages and 
backgrounds and everywhere in the valley. Some have come for years, others as it suits; some make 
it most weeks, others only come when there is a project that particularly speaks to them (eg. 
backpacks, Christmas stockings). They come because they share a love for the program and for the 
camaraderie.  Truth be known, it is often not the projects that make it fun, but rather the people you 
are doing them with. And for sure the ANE  volunteers are special, supportive and caring. Never 
been to the warehouse but would like to help? Come check us out. It may be a warehouse ð kind of, 
but it is a nice one and you will be most welcome. (-The brownies arenõt half bad either-)Right now 
we can do with some help. For informati on please contact Wendy Sanborn by phone: 801-243-2295 or 
email: wendysanborn@gmail.com 
 

It is a few years ago now. That particular volunteer day I was asked to write the thank -you letters for 

donations received. Amongst other things a box had come in from the other end of the country. In it 

were four pairs of rather worn shoes: a manõs, a womanõs and two childrenõs pairs. The volunteer 

who had unwrapped the box was annoyed. Why would someone send stuff that we clearly could not 

take to the reservation. -Our carrying capacity is limited and therefore we can only take items that are 

truly useful and honor the elders -.  It had cost someone over $25 to ship this parcel and the other 

volunteer felt that if the donor had just sent a check for that amount we could have bought a new 

pair of shoes instead and wanted me to write something to that effect. I was not sure. The donation 

had come from an area in the country that is not known for  its prosperity. What if the gift was truly 

the best they had? Real care had gone into the presentation of the box. In my mind I could see a 

family teaching their two kids the principles of giving to others and telling them about the elders and 

the program. I then wrote a note to thank them for thinking of the elders and wanting to make a 

difference. The shoes sadly never made it to the land. They went to another thrift store locally, like 

other items that are not suitable for ANE to take.  Since that time ANE has produced a set of 

guidelines for  in kind donations  available on request. (Also for Eagle Scout and other projects).  In the 

end, donõt you feel better knowing that your effort really made the difference you intended by 

following the guidelines?  We  thank everybody for helping us in this way.  

From the   

From the North, the South, the East and 
the West the Adopt -a-Native Elder 
program is supported by sponsors, 
donors and volunteers ð not just from 
within the USA, but from places as far 
away as Japan, Germany, Australia, the 
Netherlands.   There is a real kinship 
amongst the volunteers who come to the 
warehouse, the food runs and the rug 
shows. But for those who live afar it is 
harder to grasp the full scope of the 
program, or even appreciate how their 
contribution fits into the wider picture , 
never mind feel connected. Nor do local 
volunteers know how much  is going on 
elsewhere. The printed newsletter has 
been the only mechanism for 
communication to date.  It is limited in 
space and with its focus on the elders, for 
cultural reasons it is inappropriate to have 
it as an electronic version. Appreciating 
that the existence and success of ANE 
depends on the participation of its 
volunteers, sponsors and donors, and 
knowing how many wonderful stories 
there are to be told, we are starting an e-
newsletter by volunteers for volunteers. 
This is your forum and we seek your  ANE 
stories, experiences, projects, fundraisers, 
ideas from wherever you are. The stories 
in this inaugural issue are mostly mine  
trusting that in future issues they will be 
mostly yours. Give us your feedback. 
From the North, the South, the East, the 
West and all around, thank you!                    
Fientje Allis ð newsletter coordinator  

mailto:wendysanborn@gmail.com
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Firewood donation ð call for help : it takes a convoy 
It was a cold day in February last year. Jill Clark was attending a meeting  in church that day and was 

allowed to make an announcement. She started out by referring to the cold outside and said 

something like: if you think it is cold here imagine the elders on the land. She told them how many of 

them rely on wood as their only source of heating. She mentioned how elders on the land have died 

during the winte r for lack of  heat. And so she suggested that if anybody could help with firewood it 

would be a wonderful donation.  In her mind she was envisioning people donating money to the 

firewood program whereby individuals and/or ANE buy firewood for the elders. M uch to Jillõs 

surprise she got a phone call several weeks later saying that someone she did not know had heard via 

the grapevine that ANE needed firewood. The caller indicated that he had lots of firewood and that if 

Jill had a way of transporting it, the wood was for the elders. Upon inspection it turned out there was 

an estimated 22 cords of wood (the equivalent  of 100 household loads) all cut, split and dried ready 

for use.  By putting out the word Preston Gerber and Boyd Summerhays  volunteered to take a load 

of firewood each to Many Farms and Mark Parkinson with a group of boys scouts helped load the 

trucks and trailers.  For those of us who helped stack the wood in the trucks it seemed like a massive 

amount, but effectively only a fraction of the pile w as moved. We really appreciate the help we got 

from the boy scouts, Mark, Preston and Boyd who helped to get the wood to the land. We thank the 

anonymous donor for the wood and Jill Clark for initiating the project. We also put out a call for 

help  to meet the challenge of getting more of the wood to the land. If you can help please call Jill 

Clark on (801)706-5080.  (If you donõt have a truck but feel moved to help provide firewood for the 

elders you can make a donation to the firewood program ð every bit helps.) (Jill and Spence Clark have 

been involved with ANE for some five years. They sponsor an elder in Oljato and have been on several food 

runs) (see pictures  of the project at the end of the newsletter) 

Motorcycle rally ð call for expressions of interest  

At the recent rug show some of our motorcycle enthusiasts were wondering about the feasibility of 

holding a motorcycle rally to the reservation as a fundraiser for ANE. The idea is in its early 

conception and at this stage we are calling for expressions of interest. Do you have experience with 

organizing motorcycle rallies? Are you or your club interested in participating? Can you contribute 

in other ways ð maybe sponsorship? Please contact Don Bagley: email: cocacolabug@yahoo.com   

(Don and Sue  are farmerõs market, rug show and food run volunteers and sponsor an elder in Birdsprings ) 

 

Guidelines for submissions for 
the newsletter  

we are looking for your stories on  

¶ Volunteer experiences in the 
warehouse, farmersõ market and 
other sales venues, food runs, rug 
show, hosting elders for the rug 
show, the health care and home 
bound program, walk in beauty, 
amasani program, elder adoption  

¶ Projects and/ fundraisers   

¶ Stories from volunteers, sponsors 
and donors from far away  

 
Email your story to: fallis2@allwest.net 

¶ Mention ANE - 4 directions  in the 
title  

¶ send the story as attachment 

¶ pictures are accepted but cannot 
depict elders 

¶ include full name and phone 
number and where you are from 
(state or country) 

 
Four Directions reserves the right to reject 
stories that are culturally insensitive or 
otherwise unsuitable.  
 

Fientje Allis - newsletter coordinator  
Fientje has been involved with ANE since 
1998 as a rug show, food run and 
warehouse volunteer and is currently a  
Board member. Fientje and husband Rick 
are sponsors of elders in Oljato and 
informal sponsors of an elder in Leupp.  
 

mailto:cocacolabug@yahoo.com
mailto:fallis2@allwest.net


Adopt-a-Native Elder program from the    issue 1 

 

 

 
 
Serves me right  
As a new food run volunteer you sometimes feel awkward. There you are with a group of people 
you barely know serving another group of people most of whom you cannot communicate with, who 
often avoid eye contact and who quietly observe you and what you are doing. Yet you persevere 
because you see how much the elders enjoy the event and because you feel right about going. Some 
communities accept newbies more easily than others. To them you have to prove you are genuine 
and that you come for the right reasons. And so it was that I had participated in several food runs to 
thi s particular community. While I enjoyed myself I did wonder if I would ever feel accepted by the 
elders. Then it happened. We were setting up for the food run as this elder came in the door. She 
spotted me and her face beamed. I wandered over to greet her. She leaned into me with her whole 
body as I escorted her to a chair. òYesó, my heart said, òthey have finally accepted meó.  I could 
barely contain myself. Then the little elder reached down into the bag she had placed on the floor 
beside her. òHere Lindaó, she said, òI have made something for youó. She thought I was Linda. 
 
 
Gifts from heaven  

Little Vida was sitting all by herself looking down. I have always had a soft spot for her and make a 
point of spending some time with her  every time I  see her. She lives by herself and is lonely. She has 
a few goats and they were her pride and joy, her companions, her income, her food source; it was her 
link with her parents as these animals were the offspring of her parentsõ herd. I sat down on the 
ground beside her. òHow have you been, I started the conversation?ó òFineó, she said in her soft 
voice. òAnd how was your winter?ó I carried on. Well, she replied in a matter of fact way, before the 
winter she had had nine goats.  There had been a long drought and she had no more food for them. 
She culled out seven goats intending to start a new herd with the remaining two after the winter. 
òThen the coyotes came and ate the last twoó, she said quietly, òI guess they were hungry tooó. My 
heart stopped: what can you say after that?... Out of nowhere came a big guest of wind pulling up the 
tarp that held the special give-aways Linda was going to hand out a little later. Fearing they would 
end up at the other end of the reservation if we did not move quickly, Linda called out t o the 
volunteers to grab the items off the tarp and hand them out. Earlier I had seen a brand new, beautiful 
handmade quilt. I made a bee line for it and took it over to Vida. I figured that if  she did not want  it 
herself maybe she could trade it for a lit tle kid goat. I placed the quilt on her knees and asked if she 
could use it. She looked down at her lap, clutched the quilt and held it tight to her chest. I think she 
liked it. From memory the wind dropped soon after.  

 

The Food  run  
 
Twice a year, in the spring and fall, 
the Adopt -a Native Elder program 
delivers food boxes and other give-
aways at a gathering with elders 
on the Navajo Reservation and 
then returns home. This is called 
òthe food runó. The food run is 
conducted as a traditional give -
away. To most of the volunteers 
the gathering and give-away are 
the extent of their contact with the 
elders. Occasionally a volunteer 
may be called on to take an elder 
home. These are some of the 
stories. (The person referred to as 
ôLindaõ is Linda Meyers, director 
and co-founder of the Adopt -a-
Native Elder program)  
 
Did you know?  
Volunteers packed 2240 + boxes in 2009  
It took 178 vehicles to carry the boxes  
Some 271 volunteers came on  food runs 
In total 57,400 pounds of goods were 
delivered  to the reservation in  (30 tons) 
 
ANE again was awarded the top rating of 
4 stars by Charity Navigator because of all 
of you!  
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May I have this dance?   
Every food  run has a theme. The theme of one of the food runs a couple of seasons ago was on song 
and the importance of songs in the Navajo culture. We were at Bird Springs. After the formal part of 
the food run was completed Linda asked the elders if any of them had a song to share. A drum was 
improvised from a coffee can and an elder stood up and started singing. The volunteers grabbed 
partners and danced around the tables to the song, much to the entertainment of the elders. Seeing 
their enjoyment we invited the e lders to join us. And several did. Sheila ended up dancing with a 
younger elder whose English is as good as his Navajo. òI hear that you owe me money for the 
danceó, Sheila quipped, referring to the Navajo custom that the male partner pays the female partner 
for the dance. There was a slight pause, the elder smiled and said: òwell, do you take a credit card?ó 
 
 
 
 
Evaõs Mountain 

òDo you have room to take Eva home?ó Linda asked Ann after one of the food runs, òshe needs a 
ride.ó Ann looked at me as I was her passenger. òSureó, Ann replied: ôweõll re-arrange some of the 
stuff in the rig and make it workó. We loaded Evaõs boxes and give always, I scooted over to the 
centre of the front seat, Ann helped Eva get in on my right and sat down in the driverõs side to my 
left. When we asked the coordinator of the program where Eva lived she told us that it wasnõt far- 
maybe some 10 minutes- and gestured to a distinct feature in the landscape, a perfect cone shaped 
mini volcano, indicating that that was where Eva lived. òAnd besidesó, she said, òEva will tell youó. 
With that information we took off. I looked sideways at Eva. She smiled, held up three fingers and 
softly said òthree mailboxesó. We headed in the direction of the little volcano, waiting for instructions 
where to go. We passed the volcano and figured we would soon hear what to do. It was almost 20 
minutes after we had left the site of the food  run and still we had not reached Evaõs home. And every 
time I looked at Eva, she repeated: òthree mailboxesó, holding up three fingers. Ann and I were 
wondering out loud where we were to go? Maybe Eva did not speak English and could not tell us. 
Then out of the corner of the seat I heard this indignant voice answering: òI cannot see!ó I looked 
sideways to Eva and sure enough, she was so tiny that her eyes were below the dashboard. She really 
could not see. I hauled her on my lap. She made it clear that we needed to turn around and there at 
the base of the little volcano was a dirt road with three mailboxes. That was where she lived. To this 
day we call the little volcano Evaõs mountain. She has since passed away, but every time we drive by 
or see her mountain we remember her and honor her. 

 
 

Frequently asked questions  
 
How do elders get chosen to be in 
the program? 
 
The Adopt -a- Native Elder 
program has a set of criteria such 
as age and established needs. The 
focus is on elders who live in 
traditional ways. The program 
works with local Navajo 
coordinators who make 
recommendations to Linda on who 
should be admitted to the 
program. However there is no set 
formula. It is taken on a case by 
case basis. Care is taken not to take 
elders into the program where 
there is evidence of substance 
abuse. There are currently over 500 
elders in the program and there is 
a waiting list.  Growth in the 
program is limited by the number 
of sponsors available and the 
volunteer capacity to get the food 
boxes to the land.   
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Smile, you are on camera  
Many different tasks have to be accomplished during a food  run. One of them is to document the 
food run in pictures, for the program, the donors and the volunteers.  For that Linda assigns one 
person to be the designated photographer. And for some of the food runs that was my job. For our 
records ANE needs a portrait picture of each elder.  Two sisters had just been admitted to the 
program, one was 86 and the other 92. They were sitting at a table, shy and unsure of what was going 
on. In order to get a good picture I needed the sisters to stand, but no matter how I tried to 
communicate that to them they wouldnõt get up. Finally I solicited help from the coordinator who 
spoke to the sisters in Navajo. Both jumped to their feet, positively beaming. Everybody aroun d was 
laughing too. òWhat did you say to them?ó I asked the coordinator. òI told them we needed a picture 
so that we could find them a husbandó she answered with a twinkle in her eyes. 
 
Little Sadie   
My elder Ellen and I had just visited her husband in a n ursing home in Flagstaff. As we made our 
way out Ellen stopped and hugged a little  elder sitting in a wheelchair in the corridor. She then asked 
me if I remembered Sadie who many years ago attended a couple of food runs but then ended up in 
the nursing hom e shortly after. I did remember her as Ann and I had taken her home after one of the 
food runs. She was very frail and had back problems. She lived not far from the chapterhouse where 
the food runs were held in those days. As she spoke no English we were given directions on where to 
go. It was not hard. We soon got to her trailer. It had no steps going up, just some crates stacked on 
top of each other.  Ann and I watched with trepidation as Sadie scampered up and opened her door. 
(We were steadier on our feet than she was and we had trouble getting in!). Inside the space was 
small: just a bed, a bed site cabinet, and a small counter top which doubled as kitchen table. On it was 
a piece of cut out fabric, a sewing needle and some thread. She was making a shirt. The place was 
simple and clean and it was home. Sadie leaned back on the bed; the food run had been exhausting 
for her. She looked drawn and her back gave her a lot of pain. As Ann and I brought in the boxes and 
the give-aways from the food  run, -at a loss where to put them for lack of space-, I saw her reach for 
the bible on her bed site table. She held it tight to her chest and heart and started softly murmuring in 
Navajo. All I could catch every now and again were the words:óthank youó in Navajo and 
òHallelujah Jesusó as tears were running down her face. As Ann and I were ready to leave Sadie 
reached in her bed site cabinet and pulled out a small plastic bag. In it were beaded necklaces. She 
gave one to Ann and one to me as a thank you. To me it is one of my most special necklaces as I think 
of heré.. -Fancy seeing her here in the nursing home after all that time. I turned to Ellen and asked 
her if I could give Sadie a hug. Ellen whispered in her ear and said it was ok. I donõt know if Sadie 
knew who I was, nor did it really matter. She just held my hand and gave me the biggest smile that 
melted my heart. Ellen tells me she passed last winter. I will always remember her.  

Volunteer profile  
Ed Keane 

Ed Keane started his working career as an 
archeologist in the Glen Canyon Area 
before the creation of Lake Powell. 
Realizing that archeology was not going 
to pay his bills he turned to engineering.  
Now retired , Ed comes to the ANE 
warehouse twice a week where he is 
involved with a number of things. Most 
notably Ed calculates the load capacity of 
each vehicle going on the food runs and 
allocates who is to carry what. He gets it 
right most of the time although he does 
wonder about the odd tire blow out , 
especially those of one particular 
volunteerôs horse trailer.  At the food run 
itself Ed is the man in charge of the boxes. 
While he does not get to see much of the 
elders, he does enjoy spending time  with 
their family members and grandchildren. 
One of Edõs favorite food run memories is 
that of letting a 13-14 year old Teesto girl 
work the clipboard , which she did with 
great skill .  Most of all , Ed enjoys working  
with the ANE  volun teers who come from 
all over the country - (as they do with him: 
Edõs wicked sense of humor is legendary)-. Ed 
and his wife Judy have been with the 
program since 1997. They sponsor an 
elder at Big Mountain, are food run and 
rug show volunteers. Every season they 
host the pre food run driversõ meeting at 
their house.  Ed is a former ANE board 
member.  In 2008 he was the recipient of 
the State of Utah Silver Bowl Award for 
volunteerism.  
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Getting to know you  

It was the evening before the second food run to Oljato some eight years ago. We were in the hotel in 

Kayenta when Linda during a meeting asked the volunteers to focus on the elders we were to see the 

next day. If we were interested in sponsoring an elder she said, we were to search in our minds to see 

if we could picture the elder we might adopt. I am not sure that I saw anything that evening, 

however when we got to Oljato the next day and the elders started arriving my heart surged. In 

walked a robust man and a tiny  grandma with the sweetest giggle, husband and wife. The joy of the 

event and each otherõs company radiated from her face. That was it for me. And my husband and I 

duly became their sponsors. The hard part was that neither spoke English and we spoke no Navajo. 

They were cautious and shy, not knowing what to expect and unable to communicate. Besides, they 

had not chosen us. And maybe I was too outgoing in the beginning for them to be comfortable? Who 

is to say? They were clearly grateful for what we did for them and showed that with the special gifts 

they had for us at the subsequent food runs, made by their children. But there was no other contact 

or communication. This respectful and cautious contact went on for years. Then suddenly the 

relationship changed.  Maybe we had proven to them that we were for real and that we cared. But as 

they arrived for the food  run two years ago and upon seeing me Jean squealed with delight and Jim 

gave me the longest, warmest, strongest hug I can ever remember. I have visited with them on their 

land a number of times, and have met several of their children and grandchildren.  Now we hear 

from them on a regular basis through their children. Sometimes a letter, mostly phone calls with 

updates on how everybody is doing. Jim even wrote a heartfelt simple thank you note which moved 

me to tears knowing how hard that must have been. I do not know how long their health will last or 

what lies in the future. For now all I can say is that knowing them and having been allowed to be 

involve d with their lives to some extend has enriched our lives beyond words. I cannot wait for the 

next food run to see them again. At that time we may not speak much, but weõll enjoy each otherõs 

presence and know there is genuine mutual affection.  And before we say goodbye I know they will 

ask me when I am going to be back. 

 

Sponsoring an elder  

The Adopt -a-Native Elder 

Program is constructed around a 

model whereby individuals or 

families sponsor elders on the 

reservation. Currently there are 

over 500 elders in the program and 

there is a long waiting list. The 

goal is to have two sponsors for 

each elder. From all over the world 

people have stepped up and 

adopted elders. Some elders get to 

meet their sponsors, many never 

do. They frequently ask at food 

runs whether their sponsor has 

come as they have made special 

gifts for them in thanks. Each 

sponsorship is unique and the 

relationship between sponsors and 

elders varies vastly. Here are some 

of the stories. 

If you are interested in sponsoring an 

elder  there is a section on our website to 

explain the process and what is involved. 

Sponsors come and go and we are always 

looking for new sponsors.  
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Visiting Betty   

Sheila and I were coming back from the Big Mountain Food  run. The road home took us within a 

(long) stoneõs throw of her adopted elderõs home. We decided to stop by for a visit. (After all, what is 

a 30 minute detour on an otherwise 8 hour journey?). Sheilaõs elder has never had any children and 

lives all by herself. She gets lonely. Knowing how she enjoys fried chicken we stopped at Gouldings 

to get her some, plus a few other things Sheila thought she might like. As expected Betty was home. 

As we approached the house we could hear the soft tap-tap of a hand beater beating down wool.  She 

was weaving. Trying not to startle her Sheila knocked loudly on the door, yelling out òBetty itôs me, 

Sheilaó so that she could hear us. We then stepped back from the door and waited for her to gesture 

us in as she was ready. When she appeared she looked surprised but pleased; positively excited with 

the chicken and the bundle of weaving yarn Sheila had brought as a gift. She showed us a rug she 

had finished. We all sat down. Betty speaks no English. In Navajo she asked us questions, tried to tell 

us things. Not knowing how much English she understood we in turn replied by telling her about 

our food  run, where we had been, where we were going. We threw in some information about my 

adopted elders who are from the same area, and a few other people whose names she might 

recognize. Then it was her turn again. Clutching her bundle of yarn on her lap  she was talking away, 

talking away and not necessarily to us. òWhat is she saying, what is she saying?ó Sheila said to me in 

frustration. òShe always talks to herself like tható. What did I know? My Navajo sadly is as good as 

Sheilaõs ð essentially nonexistent. Until I recognized the phrase that is repeated four times after a 

prayer: òbeauty has returnedó. She was saying thanks! The sadness on her face as we left haunted us 

all the way home. Had we done the right thing by dropping in on her like that? Was it even fair? -

Later we heard from her sister that she had indeed really appreciated our visit. - 

What a deal!  

 For some reason I was the last one to leave from the senior centre after a food run. As I was putting 

my gear in the car an older woman hurried towards me through the parking lot. She reached in her 

pocket and pulled out two necklaces she wanted to sell. I looked at them. I actually didnõt like them 

much, but wanted to help.  The price was $ 8 per necklace or two for $15. I pulled out a $20, -all that I 

had left - and asked if she had change. She rummaged around and did not. Neither did my travel 

companion and so we stood for a minute wondering what next. Anxious that she might lose the sale 

the woman quickly said: letõs make it $20 (!) - I gave her the money. What a deal. I laughed so hard at 

her ingenuity (or desperation).  The story was worth the five dollars.  

 

Frequently asked questions  

 

What is involved in adopting an 

elder? 

The Adopt - a- Native elder program asks 
that sponsors  commit to a minimum of  
two food boxes per year at the cost of $75 
each (one for the spring food run and one 
for the fall) A sponsor receives 
information about  an elder and a list of 
items the elder could use or needs. (it 
includes things l ike a list of clothing items 
and the elderõs size and color preference, 
a list of household items, a list of food 
items etc. in case you were looking for 
ideas for personal gifts for birthdays, 
Christmas or just because.) Many of our 
elders cannot write in  English and rely on 
family members to help them, but they do 
treasure getting postcards and pictures. 
Often they are lonely.  If you can, and are 
so inclined you can order additional items 
through the program (such as yarn for 
weaving, medical boxes, grandma/pa 
boxes, firewood etc.).  Sponsorship does 
not have to be a lifelong commitment, 
although for many of us a long lasting 
friendship has developed with the elder 
and/or their family.  Sponsorship is a 
unique opportunity to assist elders while 
gaining a special insight into their culture.  
 
 
 



Adopt-a-Native Elder program from the    issue 1 

 

 

 

 

 
Special thanks this issue to  

 
Jill Clark , Preston Gerber, Boyd 
Summerhays, Mark Parkinson and the  
boy scouts for the firewood project. (see 
pictures) 
 
Mac and Sheri Lund  and their church for  
their mini rug  show and jewelry sale 
which generated over $3000 
 
Virginia Aldrich for organizing the 
Tuesday morning volunteer projects at the 
warehouse 
 
Roger Daly for organizing the food 
deliveries for the food boxes and other 
assistance in the warehouse 
 
All the volunteers who supported the 
Valentineõs Day Jewelry sale to the tune of 
over $1270 
 
The staff of Hancockõs fabrics who 
donated their spare time to cut and 
assemble the fabrics for the grandma 
boxes and give aways.  And the ANA 
volunteers Wendy, Fientje and Rick, 
Masuda and her son for helping out.   The 
next issue of the four directions will have 
the full sto ry and pictures of the  
Hancockõs cutting party.  
 
 

March 2010 
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