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Honoring Margaret Ann Lindell  
“Running at the storm”

SUBMITTED BY GRIFF LINDELL 
(WOODBURN, OR)

This Christmas 2020 will be 17 months since we learned of Margaret 
Ann’s cancer diagnosis. This cancer journey began in a casual way 
on July 15, 2019 with a comment Margaret Ann made while Griff was 
visiting his primary care doctor. Within six weeks of that comment, 
Margaret Ann experienced the compassionate care of a group of 
physicians and surgeons. We truly saw the working of God’s mercy 
and blessing in her life and our circumstances. This group of medical 
professionals demonstrated the spirit of the Great Plains’ bison, or the 
American buffalo, response to the horrific plains storm by charging 
directly into the storm, unlike cattle, who run away from the storm. 
This buffalo attitude of running at the storm minimizes the amount of 
exposure, discomfort, and damage. Thus it was for Margaret Ann’s 
storm – stage 3C, high grade Ovarian Cancer.

On August 4th of 2019, we celebrated our 51st wedding anniversary 
with no thoughts of what lay ahead in the next several weeks. On 
August 15th Margaret Ann was in surgery for over six hours and in the 
hospital for eight days! After six rounds of chemotherapy the diagnosis 
was N.E.D. (no evidence of disease). That was the good news. The 
other news was that between chemo rounds five and six, she was 
back in the hospital for debilitating back pain and a diagnosis of L3- 
4, L4-5 stenosis. Margaret Ann’s storm 
intensified. Facing the storm of cancer 
surgery, effects of chemo, stenosis, and 
then the PARP chemo toxicity has taught 
that simple optimism, wishful thinking, 
running away, avoiding dangers, and 
pretending the storm is not there do not 
work.  Storms must be met head-on, with 
prayer, persistence, and patience.

Storms often provide opportunity for 
those in the storm to tap into resources they may not have utilized 
previously. Because of the cancer diagnosis, our daughter has emerged 
as a compassionate and gifted writer taking over the responsibility 
of updating the “Caring Bridge” page for Margaret Ann. Daughter-
in-law, Lucia, accepted the responsibility of delivering the blood clot 
prevention shots the first week Margaret Ann was home – truly a God-
thing since Lucia does not like needles. Griff also learned to give shots 
and began his journey as care giver. Our two sons, Paul and Rich, and 
Margaret Ann’s two brothers have become phone encouragers and 
supporters – their love poured out helped her keep focused on some 
goals:  the first was to see a grandson born February 11th; the second 
was to see another grandson being graduated from high school. 
Because of her faith and her focus, both goals were achieved, even 
during this season of pandemic. Margaret Ann has set other goals that 
drive her attitude about healing, health, and wholeness - learning new 
exercises to help with the neuropathy and the effects of the stenosis. 

She is daily in God’s Word, sings Christmas carols, a and when feet 
and back allow, baking for Thanksgiving and Christmas.

We have learned that what a person thinks about matters, and in 
dealing with this diagnosis, Margaret Ann has demonstrated that a 
dynamic and positive attitude - despite physical limitations - breathes 
life into recovery and hope for the future.

HONORING Margaret Ann Lindell 
“Thankful for NED” 

SUBMITTED BY MARGARET ANN’S DAUGHTER, ELIZABETH 
(WILSONVILLE, OR)

At this time last year, my mom Margaret Ann was in the midst of 
chemo having completed treatment round 5 of 6. Alas, 2020 has been 
a memorable year for all, with adjusting and pivoting to ever changing 
situations.  The family gathering around the table is postponed for 
next year.  Even so, we are still thankful and grateful for 2020. We are 
thankful for Margaret Ann’s “N.E.D.” (no evidence of disease) status 
and survivorship.  Through the organization “KickinCancer” (www.
kicking-cancer.org) my parents, Griff & Margaret Ann, received “Honor” 
shirts. This is a polo shirt honoring a loved one who fought cancer or 
is fighting cancer. How grateful and thankful we are for Margaret Ann’s 
Kickin’ Cancer survivorship this Thanksgiving.

EDITORS NOTE: (Go to https://www.pbs.org/video/nc-now-neds-day/ and see Margaret 

Ann’s doctor and his band. “No Evidence of Disease” is the term for N.E.D.)

HONORING thought from the founding supporter  
“INSPIRING HUNDREDS”

SUBMITTED BY DOUG DEALY 
(OWNER OF REAL TECH AUTO – SALEM OR)

My name is Doug Dealy and I own Real Tech Auto & Truck Repair. 
Baron came to me one day in Jan 2018, telling me how his sister 
Brenda had cancer and because of the huge financial burden it 
was putting on her with all the medicine she was having to take, he 
wanted to raise some money to help her out. Baron was going to do 
a Warrior Dash with some co-workers at Costco in May 2018. Could 
I help pay her flight up, and support this idea? Baron had a vision 
that was going to go far beyond just 
helping out his sister, which I could 
see even back then. So I decided 
to plant some seed money to help 
him get his vision started. With help 
from other businesses, this vision has 
superseded even what he thought was 
a possibility. I’ve been amazed how so 
many people have endorsed this vision 
for themselves as well. Baron and 
Brenda, you both have inspired me and 
hundreds like me.
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HONORING Manuel Ellerbrock 
“He was ready”

SUBMITTED BY JACKIE ELLERBROCK 
(SENIOR GENERAL MANAGER FOR OFFICE DEPOT/OFFICE MAX – SALEM, OR)

My father, Manuel Ellerbrock, was not just strong minded, but in the 
eyes of his oldest daughter, he was bigger than life.  All my memories 
of my father are reminiscent of the movie stars of his time. He was born 
in 1927 and 17 years older than my mom. He was 39 when I was born. 
They were to have 3 more kids after me, much to my dismay. In total 
we were a family of 6, the four kids and my parents. Everything he did 
was always bigger than life. I never remember doing anything small. 
He taught us values and respect. We were raised “the old fashion 
way”. He had a sense of humor and was extremely smart. He taught us 
many things. Growing up we would listen to classical music and yet we 
would also sit and watch The Three Stooges, mother did not approve.

As life passed and we grew up, I moved away and would visit my 
family as time would permit. 

We were dealt a devastating blow when 
my little brother, their only son, was killed 
in an accident when he was 18 years 
young. That is when I started to notice my 
bigger than life father was brought to his 
knees. It was the first time I had ever seen 
him cry and it was the very first time that 
I noticed, ever so slightly that he was not 
invincible. We put the pieces of our family 

back as much as we could, I visited more often and every visit I noticed 
it. Something was not quite right. I thought it was the grief he and my 
mom had suffered, losing their only son. Every visit was more and more 
noticeable, and I could not put my finger on it.  

The family would vacation in Vegas once a year or so. They would 
drive and spend a week. I remember it as clear as day; it was the 
spring of 1994. He did not want to go on vacation. He did not want to 
drive. He said he was tired. My father, my sisters and my mom went 
anyway. He decided he did not want to disappoint them and cancel 
their annual vacation. I went to see them when they got back. There it 
was again. He was slimmer, a little worn. I asked him what was wrong. 
He said nothing, just a little tired. As the year progressed, he started to 
look different, a lot thinner, tired all the time. 

As any wife, my mother made him go see a doctor. There it was. That 
dreaded word. The “C” word had entered our lives. He was diagnosed 
with Stomach cancer. He spoke with me and made me promise to 
always look after my sisters and my mom. I am sure he had the same 
conversation with each one of us. 

His appearance drastically changed, every time I saw him. A 
thinner, older a shell of a the man that I remembered. He had surgery, 
unsuccessfully. They tried to get it all, but it was not to be. He fought 
as much as he could but decided he just wanted to be home. He felt it 
a burden if he left medical expenses. He wanted to be home and just 
be with us. I went to see him-- I expected a change as it had not seen 
him in a few weeks. I was not prepared for what I saw. He was not 
recognizable. My father, the father I grew up was not there. His voice 
had even changed. We sat for hours talking, listening to music, and 
just remembering our adventures. He was ready. I could tell. I could 
not bring myself to admit it, but I knew. It was a matter of time. I kissed 
him, told him I loved him. For his sake, I told him we would be okay. It 
was alright to go. Just 3 days after Thanksgiving, November 27th, 1994 
he took his last breath in the arms of his wife. I got the call the next 
morning. I knew. Nothing needed to be said. I asked my mom if he was 
peaceful and she said yes.

The dreaded “C” word affected my family in more ways than I could 
have imagined. Do not let them die in vain.

HONORING Carolyn and Inga 
“Thankful for the time we were given” 

SUBMITTED BY MIKE SUBLETT 
(CO-OWNER OF ODD MOE’S PIZZA)

“Everyone has a plan until they get 
punched in the face”.  -Iron Mike Tyson

This disease seem so familiar or 
common until the doctor sits in front of 
you and says, “the test results came 
back and...”.  For me, and I figure for 
many others, life is never the same. My 
Dad told me “everyone has an opinion”, 
and through life that has posed to be 
true. Until the day you are facing a 
diagnosis that has no opinion. Cancer 
took my two best friends. 

My sister had a small bump on her 
jaw. That small weird insignificant bump 
was Adenoid Cystic Carcinoma. Inga 
was only 33.  For Inga, her husband, 
and two young kids, along with the 
support from the rest of the family, 
the fight began. In the beginning, the 
doctors removed the left side of her 
jaw and replaced it with a bone from 
her leg. What followed was all of the treatments, chemo, radiation and 
appointments. Inga was never able to get out in front of her cancer. It 
would take long division to figure out the impact the loss of my sister 
had in this world. It has been 20+ years since my sister has passed and 
I am still a total mess sharing this. 

Then there is the woman that raised her; my amazing mom. My 
mom was diagnosed with stage 4 lung cancer January of 2018 and 
passed 5 ½ months later. Her whole life was spent caring for people. 
She was a career nurse, the eldest sister, a mom, grandma, great 
grandma, and the wind that filled my sails. When we got the news, it 
hit us like a “are you freaking kidding me” haymaker. My mom at that 
time was still grieving from the loss of her mother who she had been 
taking care of for the last 12 years of her life. Mom was in the process 
of moving into our house, getting back to being in a teenagers lifestyle, 
and ready to travel the world! It was her time. My mom took care of so 
many people in her life. This was supposed to be her time! There are 
no words, no reasons, no explanations, no anything.  In reality, the only 
thing you have is to try everything you can. Emotions seem like the 
only controllable variable, but in reality, it’s the part which is the most 
uncontrollable. 

I was told about the 5 stages of grief and fully understand and agree 
with them. I personally feel that when you lose someone who has the 
kind of impact my sister and mom have had on my life, if feels like an 
ongoing relay race of stages that never ends. 1,2,3,4,5, 1A, 2A, 3A 
and so on. My sister and mother lost the battle, but I am thankful for 
the time we were given. The relationships with my sister and mother 
truly deepened during these times. We shared so many little moments 
and past memories which I now hold on to and share around the 
dinner table. I am super thankful. Some people aren’t awarded that 
luxury. I have one piece of advise. Make a list of 100 things that help 
to remember and understand the life of your loved ones before that 
history is lost. The answers alone will bring you closer to the ones 
you love. We have a couple of family members as well as a coworker 
battling with different forms of cancer. My heart goes out to them 
and all of the other families that are in the same fight. I hope all who 
are fighting this battle win, for yourself and your family. I applaud the 
Kickin’Cancer organization for sharing these stories and look forward to 
supporting their/our fight against this disease.


