
Remarks written by her daughter, 

Linda Sanders Gary
  When I went to Camp Pin Oak for the first time I was excited and a little scared 
and worried that I might be homesick for the 2 week camp session. My mom en-
couraged me and kept reminding me of all the fun activities I would do and new 
friends I would make. Thinking of her words helped me get through the first few 
days. She was right, of course, and I spent many summers at camp after that. When I 

was an adult she told me that she had cried on the way 
home from dropping me at camp- knowing it would 
be a good experience but still a little worried about me. 
She continued to be a source of support and encour-
agement  for  all my  life, no matter what  crazy  things 
I might want  to do and even  if  she was a  little wor-
ried about them. She was always there with love and a 
smile and a hand to hold.
  My mom loved nature and especially loved walking 
the beach when she was near the ocean or a lake. We 
walked beaches in Florida and the Bahamas and along 
Lake Michigan and always seemed to go farther than 
planned because there were so many interesting shells 
or rocks or pieces of driftwood to look at and collect. 
She told me a story of a time when she was in Flori-
da  for a conference and walked  the beach collecting 

shells. She put them on her small hotel deck that evening and in the morning all the shells were walking around 
on her deck looking for the beach! The shells weren’t empty after all! She had to run around collecting them and 
take them back to the ocean. She was a lot more careful about which shells she took home after that! Her joy at 
all the wonder and diversity in nature has been passed on and I can’t look at a 
flower or shell or butterfly without thinking of her.
  Some of my best memories are with my mom at our Lake Michigan cottage. 
She was with us when we bought it 30 years ago and came up every year to walk 
the beach, watch the sunset, and eat cherry strudel and Whippy Dip ice cream. 
Her grandchildren remember painting rocks and sticks with her, building sand 
castles, climbing the sand dunes and swinging on the rope swing. It is a special 
place for our family and she will forever be a part of those memories.
  Thanks, Mom,  for  all  your  love, wisdom  shared,  and  the  great memories. 
That love continues to grow through Jeff, Laura and I and all your grandchil-
dren and great grandchildren.

In Loving Memory of 

Patricia Ann Sanders
April 27, 1931 - August 26, 2020



Remarks written by her son, 

Jeffrey Sanders
  The obituary says most of it, but not all. I’m sure they never do for anyone.
  One thing I remember about my mom was how she hated to exercise, which 
was her misfortune since she lived in an active family. She tried to be a good 
sport about it. Camping? She agreed to go but only if she could sleep in the car. 
Skiing? Very  reluctantly. Tennis? Hated  it.  Ice  skating?  I  recall  coming home 
from school and finding her lying on the couch with a concussion after a fall on 

the ice. She took golf 
lessons-  just  one, 
though.  She  told me 
that  she  said  to  the 
pro “I’m not a golfer.” He replied, “No, you’re not.”
  My sister reminded us of how Mom always said she 
wanted to raise her children and grandchildren, espe-
cially the girls, to be “fierce.” She did that, and she was 
pretty fierce herself. She was in her 80’s when she de-
cided to get her first tattoo. Her grandson, Shane, went 
to the parlor with her and got an identical one for him-
self—an image of Mom’s cat who had recently died.
  She told me a story of when she first moved into the 
care  facility  and was  sitting  at  the  dinner  table with 
some other residents who were making remarks about 
one of the staff who had a tattoo sleeve. It was obvious 

they didn’t approve, but my mom just listened for awhile until, eventually, she said, 
“Well, I just moved in but, when we know each other better, maybe I’ll show you 
my tattoo.” She was met with silence.
  She could be tough, but I will remember the kindness that was at her core. One 
Sunday afternoon at Mom’s house we were talking when the door bell rang. She went 
to answer it and their stood two Jehovah’s Witnesses. She stayed there talking for the 
longest time, which I thought was odd. I knew Mom didn’t connect with the theology 
she was hearing and never would. She didn’t adhere to any formal religious tradition, 
certainly not theirs. I knew what I would do in that situation, the same as what most 

people do-politely (or sometimes not so politely) end the conversa-
tion and send them on their way. But Mom stood there for the lon-
gest time. She listened patiently, received their materials graciously, 
and thanked them for stopping by.
  We didn’t always see things the same way, but there were times I 
wished we did. One morning we were sitting outside of Three Story 
Coffee in the Millbottom and watched a freight train pass by.
  Mom said, “I really like all those paintings they have on the sides 
of the freight cars. I wonder who paints them?”
I said, “That’s graffiti. Some would consider it vandalism.”
Mom, “That one looks like a colorful mountain range.”
Me, “That’s the guys name, Mom.”
  I love my mother very much and, as time goes by, will miss her 

even more than I do now, which is a lot. When we talked about dying she told me, “Don’t be sad that it’s over, be 
glad that it happened.” Sorry, Mom, but I’m feeling pretty sad right now.
  We will not be having a service anytime soon. Mom wanted to keep things as simple as possible and neither 



weddings nor funerals are simple these days.
  In one of our recent conversations she told me that 
she was not afraid of being dead , but worried about 
the process of dying. I hope she thinks that the dying 
part wasn’t too bad. It seemed like it wasn’t, but how 
could I know for sure?
  She will be cremated and one of these days we will 
gather at my sister’s cottage to place her ashes in Lake 
Michigan. She wants everyone there for the occasion. 
“That will be fun,” she said. That way, she told me, “In 
the future, when family is at the cottage, the children 
will feel the wind, or hear the birds, or watch the sun-
set and say, “There’s Grandma!”

  Our relationship was a real one. There were times we both had to work hard for it and, over the past few 
months, as she continued to fade away, we spent a lot more time together. I can’t say that we held hands for 
every step, but I at least I feel like I walked my mother safely home.

Remarks written by her daughter, 

Laura Sanders Arndt
  When we were filling out Mom’s death certificate, we had to list her occupa-
tion. Linda, Jeff, and I sat in silence looking at each other. We were all thinking 
the same thing--naming just one job sounded hollow. What word would encap-
sulate Mom’s life occupation? Then someone said it. “Educator!” Yes. Though 
Mom was never a formal classroom teacher, her essence was absolutely that of 
a Master Teacher. In every moment of her  life she was either teaching others 
through her actions and words, or enthusiastically learning about… anything… 
and sharing her new insights with others. Here are lessons she taught me.

1. Treasure family and friend relationships above all else. 
  This was the heartbeat of Mom. She walked beside every member of her family and her dear friends on each 
of our life journeys. She was always the listener, cheerleader, advisor, and giver of love and acceptance for each 
person’s unique path. She would make us feel special by choosing to be with us in some way. If she couldn’t be 
physically present, she was with each of us through cards, letters, emails, and talks on the phone. Though my 

family lived in Colorado, she made frequent trips to visit. She want-
ed to melt into our worlds-- sit with us to listen to our thoughts and 
stories,  encourage  us  create  new ones, meet  our  friends,  see  the 
places we  love, attend our events, walk  the paths we walked and 
experience what we experienced. She said by doing that she could 
visualize  the  experiences we would  tell her on  the phone and  in 
letters between her visits. What she did for one, she did for each of 
her kids and grandkids!

2. Be an advocate for people of all cultures, races, and walks of life. 
  Mom was an advocate and activist,  inspiring and empowering 
all she knew and even more she would never know. She learned it 
from a young age growing up in Little Rock, Arkansas, and Louisi-



ana, Missouri, in the 1930s and 40s. Her mother took little Pat with her to prisons and homes for the mentally ill 
to sit and talk with the people. They would cross segregation lines to attend services at black churches. Her un-
cle, who hired WWII German prisoners to work in the fields of his Stark Brothers Nursery, would take little Pat 
up to the barb-wired fence to meet them and shake their hands. “We’d never met anyone from another country 
before.” She modeled this advocacy in her adult life, and instilled it in her family. Whatever cause her children 

or grandchildren took on, she was the first to say “I’m in. What can I do to help!” 
She sponsored children in Rwanda and Nepal, and offered scholarships for schools 
and struggling youth. She supported refugees in the Congo and immigrants from 
Iraq and Somalia. She sent books and financial support to orphanages and schools 
in Guatemala, and across Asia, Africa and the US. The list of her gifts and impacts 
is endless.

3. Be a collector (in a bigger sense). 
  “I am a collector of words.” She gathered stories, knowledge and experiences. She 
collected moments and wonders while walking in the woods and on beaches. And, 
yes, she did treasure her favorite rocks, shells, flowers, and driftwood because of the 
memories they held within.

4. Be in Nature. 
  Nature was her comfort, her joy, her daily passion, her connec-
tion  to Spirit.  She  taught us  the wonders of watching humming-
birds and butterflies drinking nectar  from flowers, of waiting  for 
and celebrating the one day of the year her favorite day lilies would 
bloom, of digging  in  the dirt  to add  just one more flower-friend 
to the garden, of listening to the breeze and feeling the sun on our 
faces. Some of her favorite things were sunsets, walks on the beach 
looking for shells, listening to ocean waves, the smell of roses and 
sweet peas. She loved all flowers. When Jeff asked, “Which are your 
favorites?”  She  replied,  “None  are my  unfavorites.” Her  obvious 
answer. She  taught us  to  touch strong  trees and watch  for hawks 
floating on the air currents overhead.

  As she left us for the next part of her Soul journey, her favorite whale songs were playing in the background 
and she had rose perfume wafting up from her pillow. The outside door was opened so she could feel the fresh air 
moving across her face and smell the freshly cut grass. She lived a life rich with experiences and positive impacts. 
Of moments. She was our Master Teacher who changed the world for the better, and planted seeds in the hearts 
and minds of family, friends, and countless others in Jefferson City and around the world. We will nurture those 
seeds, Mom, and help them grow and multiply. We will feel you with us when we see the hawk, hummingbird, 
and monarch, when we hug the tree, and of course when we smell and see the flowers. We will carry your light 
forward. Thank you for your love, and for believing in us. We love you so.



Words to live by 

•  Wear bright colors! 

•  Nothing is so strong as gentleness,  
and nothing is so gentle as real strength.

•  Teach your children to garden and appreciate 
flowers. It’s a lifelong pleasure.

•  “Plant flowers even in yards where you won’t be 
living anymore. Then leave them for the people 
who move in after you to enjoy.” (Her mother’s 
wisdom that Pat lived by)

•  Every family should have poetry in its life.

•  Teach your children to appreciate the artist as 
well as their art. Read about them. So much 
of what they paint is from their own life 
experiences.

•  Now more than 
ever we need to use 
imaginative hope.

•  Start your own 
library and add to 
it whenever you 
can. Each book has 
a message. Always 
read the preface 
first!

•  Let music be a part of your life.  
Be eclectic in choices.

•  Dance with joy like a young child.  
Sing silly songs like Raffi.

•  I believe in lifelong learning through 
 travel, reading, and study.

•  Appreciate the many religions of the world.

Patricia Ann Sanders

 Words of Wisdom
During Pat’s last few months, she poured out her life’s stories and words of wisdom onto 

scraps of paper and email to her children. She asked that they be organized into a journal to share with 
her grandkids and great grandkids. Here are a few of her poignant thoughts for you to ponder.

“I have so much to tell you. I wake up 
at night with ideas racing through my 
mind. I feel like an author beginning a 
new book from scraps of paper gathered 
over a lifetime, hoping to make one 
understandable story of my life to 
share with my grandchildren.”



There was a Child Went Forth
Walt Whitman

There was a child when forth every day,
And the first object he look’d upon, 
that object he became,
And that object became part of him 
for the day or a certain part of the day,
Or for many years or stretching cycles of years. 

[last stanza]
These became part of that child 
who went forth every day, 
and who now goes, 
and will always go forth every day.  

Sitting by My Laughing Fire
Ruth Graham

Oh, time! Be slow!
it was a dawn ago 
I was a child
dreaming of being grown;
a noon ago 
I was 
with children of my own; 
and now 
it is afternoon 
--and late--
and they are grown 
and gone. 
Time, wait!

“I am not the same having seen the moon 
shine on the other side of the world.” 
Mary Anne Radmacher

I Wandered Lonely as a Cloud
William Wordsworth

I wandered lonely as a cloud
That floats on high o’er vales and hills,
When all at once I saw a crowd,
A host, of golden daffodils;
Beside the lake, beneath the trees,
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.

[last stanza]
For oft, when on my couch I lie
In vacant or in pensive mood,
They flash upon that inward eye
Which is the bliss of solitude;
And then my heart with pleasure fills,
And dances with the daffodils.

Of thy mortal goods thou are bereft, 
And from thy slender store
Two loaves alone to these are left,
Sell one
And with the dole
Buy hyacinths to feel the soul. 

Attributed to the 
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