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Gayle with her family in April 1960 – on 3rd Avenue, SF.  Front row – Vicki Smith, Robin 

Rene Doak, Cassandra Shangold; Back – Gayle, Marie Hoover, Loren, Wayne Hoover. 

Gayle shared her Life Story with me and her friends on Facebook – I had been asking 

her to contribute to the Life Stories project that I was working on for our GWHS 

classmates.     

Paul J. Wigowsky @Gayle, this sounds like a big segment from your "Life Story." I 

hope you give me permission to publish it on the GW63 web page so all our classmates 

can read it. 

https://www.facebook.com/pauljwigowsky?fref=ufi


 Gayle Marie Hoover Paul, this is all new stuff. I'm taking a writing class. The 

large bio is still on my desktop which is still in storage locker. 
Paul J. Wigowsky @Gayle, some of the info about your dad was on the Baha'i 

page. However, you definitely rewrote it in an easy-to-read autobiography of your 
"Life with Father." Someday, I hope to read that "Large Bio."  

Gayle didn’t get into that storage locker to send me her “large bio.”  Maybe someone 
someday will be able to find it in her storage locker so we can read it. 

******************************** 

Gayle Marie Hoover 

My Father 

He was a giant of a man. He had a hugeness about him which made growing up under 

whatever tutelage he might offer, uncomfortable. 

Early in my life he was a Methodist minister with his first parish in Lima, Ohio...place of 

my birth. Shortly after my birth, he and Mom drove westward to Southern California, the 

place that both families lived. 

After settling in, Dad got a parish in South Central Los Angeles. I was 4 and my baby 

brother was 2. Soon it became necessary for Dad to hire an organist. He interviewed 

musicians and chose the one he felt was most talented. It would have gone smoothly, but 

Dad's first choice was the wrong color...brown. The church members were livid. They 

wanted to fire Dad but settled on cutting his salary in half. During all this brouhaha, 

someone asked Dad if he wanted his daughter to “marry one” and Dad answered that if 

she loved him, then yes. (And this did come to pass.) 

The next place we moved was Long Beach and then San Diego. It was after his San 

Diego position that Dad left the ministry with “a strong belief in God but a great 

disappointment in His followers”. 

It was at this time that Mom and the kids moved to Los Angeles. We lived in a Quonset 

hut on a religious college campus. It was a glorious place with beaten down earth strewn 

with eucalyptus leaves. The trees were all over the place and the fragrance was 

intoxicating. We lived at 500 Highland Avenue. 

Dad moved to San Francisco to work and look for a place for us to live. When I was 7 my 

mother had a fourth girl, Cassandra Dee. She was MY baby. I read to her, dressed her 

up and had a passel of sweetie names for her. 

When was eight all of us moved to San Francisco to the house at 965 Hayes Street. It 

was a large flat and had 2 ½ bathrooms. Cassi wanted a horse. The back bathroom had 

a window that was just the right size. Cassi knew that the horse could live in that bathroom 

and could stick its head out of that window. 

Dad was working at a furniture store and being sought after for his excellent taste, so he 

became the store's Interior Decorator. He loved it. 

https://www.facebook.com/gayle.m.hoover?fref=ufi
https://www.facebook.com/pauljwigowsky?fref=ufi
https://www.facebook.com/gayle.m.hoover?fref=nf
https://www.facebook.com/gayle.m.hoover?fref=ufi


Years passed. At one point Mom asked Dad to move out of the house. He went to 

Oakland and met a man he thought was very special. The man was a Baha'i. Dad had 

had his fill of religion and made “no discussion of religion” the lynchpin of them sharing 

an apartment in order to save on costs. About 8 months into this living situation, Dad said 

to himself, “Ernie's such a nice man. I think I'll 'throw him a bone' and go to one of his 

Baha'i meetings.” 

First of all, there was a little old lady at the meetings. She would pat Dad on the knee and 

he would think, “Oh, if only I could be half as good as she thinks I am!” I think that woman 

was Kathryn Franklin. She certainly was a draw for him. 

Dad kept going to firesides. The Baha'is wouldn't argue with him, but there was another 

seeker there...Bill Reimen...and he would argue with Dad. One time during such an 

argument, Bill said, “Oh, Wayne! You don't know the first thing about the Baha'i Faith!” 

Dad told me that if they had been alone, Dad would have decked Bill because he was 

Right. Dad said, “Oh, all right! Give me a book to read!” (When Dad would tell this story 

at subsequent firesides where he was the speaker, he would say, “And This is the attitude 

in which I approached the most recent Manifestation of God!” 

Dad read and read. Finally he came to the conclusion that if this weren't a Revelation 

from God, that it should be. He said he had to become a Baha'i or he would be 

intellectually dishonest. 

So Dad became a Baha'i in 1962. He quit smoking so that he could use his cigarette 

money to get himself to London for the First Baha'i World Congress. What a difference 

that made in him. Mom asked him to move back in the house because of the improvement 

in his attitude. Dad went around the house saying, “Baha'u'llah says...” and “'Abdu'l-Baha 

says...” and that's all I heard. Dad had used up all his religion markers with me when he 

forced me to go to the Unitarian Church. 

Dad began going to firesides and taking the whole family with him. I was 17 and would sit 

in the corner with my sisters and tickle them and tell them jokes. Finally I said to Dad, “I 

know my rights and I'm not going to any more firesides!” Dad agreed. 

But then the Baha'is began to work on me. They were so sweet and loving. At one time I 

was at the apartment of three young women. They lived closer to the college campus 

than I did. This was back in the day that you got in line in order to choose your classes. 

We got in line at 2:00 a.m. But before that, Susie Clay was sitting across from me at a 

table that I could have sworn was only 12” wide, from her to me. She had a pamphlet out 

and was pointing to the principles and asking me, “Do you believe in this?” I said yes. The 

truth was that I didn't know what the principles meant, so I just said yes to all of them. 

When we reached the end of the list Susie asked me, “Then why aren't you a Baha'i?” 

Me: “Because my father wants me to be one.” Well, ya just can't fight that. 

In the meantime, my father was becoming more and more deepened. He began making 

teaching trips to Carmichael, California, very close to Sacramento. He spoke at firesides 

and public meetings and was elected to the Spiritual Assembly of the Baha'is of San 

Francisco and soon he was bitten by the bug to go Homefront Pioneering to Portland, 



Maine, where there were only 8 little old ladies on the Assembly. Mom told me that by the 

time it came to leave, she had worked UP to being neutral. This was June of 1966. I 

stayed in San Francisco. Oh, and I had become a Baha'i in May of 1965 in that city. I 

knew Dad would cry, so I waited to declare until he was on the East Coast on a travel 

teaching trip. He cried over the phone which was much easier to bear. 

Two years later I had talked to Mary Tucker (later Hatcher) about working at the National 

Center. She suggested that I move to Huntington, West Virginia or Burlington, Vermont. 

I found out that two Baha'i families in San Francisco were moving to Burlington, so I 

asked, “If I can take my cat, I'll go, too.” 

One of the reasons I relocated was that I could not iMAGine having children and having 

them not know my mother. 

I was in Burlington for almost three years when I learned that Dad had Leukemia. I quit 

my job and relocated to Portland, Maine. I had visions of me going to work to support my 

family. HAH! I was there about 2 weeks and couldn't stand living with my father so I moved 

to Exeter, New Hampshire to live with a friend and her three girls. 

I had a job change. I started working as a Nurses' Assistant at a nursing home. My 

orientation consisted of following an experienced aide around for 4 hours on two days 

and I was on my own. 

Years went by. There was a woman who joked around with my father. They called each 

other lewd names and thought it was hilarious. My parents told me about her: Cathy was 

a woman with “a heart of gold and a purse to match”. 

This happened in the late 1973. My father met a woman who made him laugh. She 

dressed and acted the part of wealth.  

Assuredly, her uncle owned half of Old Orchard Beach Pier and she was in line to inherit 

it. She became a Baha'i and supposedly  married Larry, a friend of my father. 

She suggested to my father that they go into business together. He would be the home 

decorating brain behind the venture and she would be the financier. Dad said no thanks. 

But seeds were planted and seeds grew. He agreed to the business venture. The woman, 

I'll call her Cathy, said that she had a trust fund that was going to mature soon and that 

they needed to borrow against that trust fund so that Dad could go to the furniture mart 

in Germany which was beginning soon. Dad borrowed $16,000 from friends and went to 

Germany. 

Cathy contacted me in Dec. of 1973 and said that we needed to meet and that it was a 

matter of life and death. So we met in a town that was halfway between where each of us 

lived. What I didn't know at the time was that Cathy left her five year old daughter with 

my mother. The child came in her jammies and nothing else. Cathy was going to send 

Mom money for the house bills. 

We met and Cathy told me that the trust fund which was going to mature was being held 

back because her husband (there with us, who hung his head in a timely manner) had 



been discovered in homosexual activity. I was pretty naive. I said, "What can I do to help?" 

which I'm sure was music to her ears. 

Well, she had another trust fund which was going to mature on April 15th and it would 

cover the past trust fund and did I know anyone who could go into the business by lending 

money? And Dad would be so proud of me and we shouldn't mention it to him because 

you know how he is about women succeeding. People were offered a 10% return on their 

investment. 

Well, I was mega successful. I raised $27,000 from 19 individuals. I naively signed the 

checks over to Cathy. When people would say, "Yes. I want to make an investment and 

I know your father is a good Baha'i" I told them that they should invest because it was a 

good business move and had nothing to do with my father being a good Baha'i. I knew at 

least that much. 

Cathy and her husband and I were together from the time she contacted me. We were 

together on a fund raising trip for six weeks. My mother didn't know where I was. I was 

making phone calls and billing them to my roommate's phone. 

We finally ended up in New York City, staying at the Waldorf Astoria Hotel. At this point 

the phone calls I was making, I charged to my mother's phone and because of this, she 

found out where I was and she called me and said that Dad had returned from Germany, 

that his leukemia was bad and he was in the hospital and that it was "just a matter of time" 

and I should come home. That's what we did. 

When I got home I discovered that Dad wasn't in the hospital, but that Mom had 

become worried when Cathy sent no money for bills. So Mom called Cathy's bank and 

asked how much was in the trust fund. Bank couldn't give that info out so Mom said that 

Cathy was in the hole for $16,000 and was the trust fund sufficient to cover that amount 

and the bank said no. So Mom called Dad in Germany and said, "She's a con artist. 

Come home." 

And in the meantime, Mom still had Cathy's 5 yr.old daughter with no clothes but her 

jammies. 

Not knowing what to do at this point, we contacted the Portland, Maine Assembly and we 

were advised that we should let the "investors" know everything we knew. I wrote the 

letters and sent them out. Then the feces hit the fan. I got all kinds of responses. A Black 

investor claimed it was a racist plot and that he knew where I lived and he was going to 

come up and beat the crap out of me. Then there was the couple who had lost $5,000 

they had saved for a down payment for a home purchase. The wife said to me, "Let us 

know if there is anything we can do to help...even if it's just to cheer you up". 

Thus began a most difficult time of my life. My mother and I were working at Fairchild 

Semi-conductor on the graveyard shift. We slept during the day. I was so frightened that 

I couldn't sleep. I didn't even have the darkness to hide me. I was living on 1.5 hours of 

sleep and my stomach was so acidic that I was drinking Maalox like nobody's business. 

Because Cathy had asked me to sign the promissory notes as a witness and that she 



never told me I should write "witness" before my name, I was legally responsible for all 

that money. 

Well, the story didn't end there. I discovered that my grandmother (Dad's mother) had lost 

$12,000 and that my parents had taken out a $2,000 loan for "the business". 

Grandma wrote a letter to Cathy's uncle...the one who owned 1/2 of Old Orchard Beach 

Pier...who, after ascertaining the facts for himself, changed his will so that his formerly 

favorite niece was cut out of the inheritance. 

Fast forward to November of 1978. Cathy's uncle died and the good cousins were to 

inherit. Cathy took them to court to fight the will. Mom and I were called by the attorney 

for the good cousins and asked if we would testify in court as to Cathy's behavior. We 

said yes. The good lawyer told us that the other lawyer would try to get us upset. I licked 

my finger and marked in the air and said, "You couldn't have said anything better". 

I between the time Mom and I agreed to testify and Dad had agreed, too, Dad died in St. 

Lucia. So Mom and I were driven some 30 miles to the court. I got carsick and bought a 

ginger ale. So I testified and the greasy lawyer (making greasy non-verbals to the greasy 

judge) asked me questions and he was using negatively connotative words. I would 

answer, phrasing my replies using positively connotative words. Finally I asked greasy 

lawyer why he was asking questions using negatively connotative words and he blew up 

and said, "Young lady, *I* will be asking the questions, not YOU!!!" I smiled inwardly. I 

had made HIM lose his cool. Yay, Gayle!!! 

Well, while I was still on the witness stand, for some reason, everyone except Cathy and 

me left the courtroom. She was busily writing on a pad of paper. (Y'er gonna love this 

part...) The chair I was sitting on was an old oak chair. I located a very 

loud squeak and kept rocking, rocking, rocking to annoy her. She never reacted. So I 

asked her, "Are you glad that Dad died so he couldn't testify against you?" No response. 

So I remembered that I hadn't finished all my ginger ale and I planned to put it on her seat 

when we went to lunch. I had a terrific visual of her sitting down and saying, "Ewww" and 

standing to discover what was wet. During lunch I was in inner hysterics over her reaction. 

I had SUCH a good time with it that I didn't need to see it, so mopped up the ginger ale 

before she sat down. 

An interesting fact. I am a tactile person and I touch and hug others. Never once did I 

want to touch Cathy. I should have paid attention to my gut. 

Bad news...the good cousins were defeated and Cathy got her inheritance. 

Now here's something very interesting. A few months before all this happened, I wrote 

down on a piece of paper that I would be willing to go through anything to be as loving as 

Nancy Jordan. After what I went through, I learned to love people sooner but to trust them 

only after a long time of knowing them. 

Several years later I learned that Cathy was going to court because she had bilked 

savings from the elderly. It was the biggest scam on the elderly in the history of the State 



of Maine. I wrote a letter to the state district attorney, outlining my experiences with Cathy. 

She got 16 years. 

Towards the end of this big mistake with Cathy, Dad died. 

Ruhiyyih Khanum asked that my father, Wayne Hoover, go on a teaching trip to the 

Caribbean Islands. This was some time in the fall of 1978. The reason she asked him to 

go was that he had been an ordained Methodist minister prior to becoming a Baha'i and 

she felt that his background suited him particularly well to the heavily Christian population 

of the Caribbean Islands. 

Dad was quite weak by the time he readied to leave so he took with him a young Baha'i 

from Gorham, Maine. Paul Rourke accompanied Dad and tended to whatever needs Dad 

had. 

The two of them went to a couple of the islands before they came to St. Lucia where 

friends of my father lived. Frank and Pat Paccassi were pioneers on that island. 

Dad went on TV and radio, told the people there about Baha'u'llah, about the Faith, told 

them he had cancer and said that he was going to die and that he hoped he would die 

there. He died the very next day. The islanders were amazed and moved, even more so 

when they learned that he would be buried there! 

When my father left to go on this teaching trip, I never saw him again. I knew, however, 

that I would have a dream about him. I waited and waited. Six weeks later I had the 

following dream... 

Dad came into the room wearing his white London Fog overcoat. His face looked 

ruddy and he went to his dresser to empty his pockets there. The dresser top was 

bare. In real life his dresser top was so littered with things that if one set a 

matchbook down on the wrong place, the whole pile would shimmy to the floor. 

I looked at Dad and said, "You're supposed to be DEAD (and gone)" and he smiled 

sideways at me and replied, "I AM, but only when I CHOOSE to be". Then I 

approached him and gave him a better hug than I'd ever given him in real life. While 

I was hugging him, I felt the connection. This was MY father. The pull on my heart 

was great. I whispered into his ear, "What's it like?" Then, realizing that perhaps I 

shouldn't know the details I whispered, "Just give me a little clue". 

Dad waited so long to respond that I thought he hadn't heard me. Then he said, "It's 

like an infinite tenderness for the Almighty". I woke up just knowing I'd been with 

him. 

Since Dad's passing, I've found myself coming up with things he'd told me. “My father 

said...” was a catch phrase and soon I began to realize some of the breadth of the spiritual 

legacy he had left for me, so he's still around. As a matter of fact, one of the Maine Baha'is 

commented, “Oh, NO! Wayne's loose and now we're ALL in trouble!” 

[Note: the link to her father, Wayne Hooper, and part of the story that Gayle wrote about 

is in the Bahaikipedia page, and Gayle’s story is in the bahai-library: ] 



http://bahaikipedia.org/Wayne_Hoover  

http://bahai-library.com/htu/2001_11.html   H EALING THROUGH UNITY            
November, 2001   A monthly newsletter dedicated to serving the principles of physical 
and spiritual health envisioned in the Baha'i Teachings.   Volume 5, Issue #3 

MY FATHER'S PASSING 
************************************ 

By Gayle Hoover Thorne, California, United States 
 

Ruhiyyih Khanum asked that my father, Wayne Hoover, go on a teaching trip to the 
Caribbean Islands. This was some time in the fall of 1978. The reason she asked him to 
go was that he had been an ordained Methodist minister prior to becoming a Baha'i and 
she felt that his background suited him particularly well to the heavily Christian population 
of the Caribbean Islands. 

Dad was quite weak by the time he readied to leave so he took with him a young 
Baha'i from Gorham, Maine. Paul Rourke accompanied Dad and tended to whatever 
needs Dad had. 

The two of them went to a couple of the islands before they came to St. Lucia 
where friends of my father lived. Frank and Pat Paccassi were pioneers on that island. 

Dad went on TV and radio, told the people there about Baha'u'llah, about the Faith, 
told them he had cancer and said that he was going to die and that he hoped he would 
die there. He died the very next day. The islanders were amazed and moved, even more 
so when they learned that he would be buried there! 

When my father left to go on this teaching trip, I never saw him again. I knew, 
however, that I would have a dream about him. I waited and waited. Six weeks later I had 
the following dream... 

Dad came into the room wearing his white London Fog overcoat. His face looked 
ruddy and he went to his dresser to empty his pockets there. The dresser top was bare. 
In real life his dresser top was so littered with things that if one set a matchbook down on 
the wrong place, the whole pile would shimmy to the floor. 

I looked at Dad and said, "You're supposed to be DEAD (and gone)" and he smiled 
sideways at me and replied, "I AM, but only when I CHOOSE to be". Then I approached 
him and gave him a better hug than I'd ever given him in real life. While I was hugging 
him, I felt the connection. This was MY father. The pull on my heart was great. I whispered 
into his ear, "What's it like?" Then, realizing that perhaps I shouldn't know the details I 
whispered, "Just give me a little clue". 

Dad waited so long to respond that I thought he hadn't heard me. Then he said, 
"It's like an infinite tenderness for the Almighty". I woke up just knowing I'd been with him. 
 
 

Paul J. Wigowsky @Gayle, now I understand -- you have always been the "dutiful 
daughter, following in your father's footsteps." Your story about your dad is truly 
amazing -- I love what you wrote when your dad revealed the "After-Life" to you: "It's 
like an infinite tenderness for the Almighty". 

http://bahaikipedia.org/Wayne_Hoover
http://bahai-library.com/htu/2001_11.html
https://www.facebook.com/pauljwigowsky?fref=ufi


Gayle Marie Hoover   April 6, 2014 

Dearest Folks, 

I am emerging from a foggy place as a pig reveals itself walking out from a mist. I've been 

"out of the loop" for quite a while now. Finally I am feeling better and am online...a happy 

confluence of circumstances. 

Big life change here: Yet again aNOTHER car crash. I was prescribed two new 

medications and I understood one to be a direct swap for the muscle relaxant I'd been 

taking with much good luck. It wasn't. It was the pill I was to take with my sleeping pill and 

it was intended to KEEP me asleep once I fell asleep, so while driving I fell asleep and 

plowed into a parked car. My, there is so much to learn about pain and I was in a LOT of 

it. I observed years ago that I didn't want to be in ANY pain and just now learned that I 

haven't dealt with the pain of my childhood. This has never been addressed and will be 

once I get out of the nursing home (supposedly tomorrow, but they haven't found me a 

room to rent yet...I found one that was very enticing, but have yet to hear back from the 

roommate) and can once again resume treatments for both my psychological and 

physical problems. 

Went through a tough learning process and need to work on it some more. In my efforts 

to rid myself of pain, I overdosed on pain pills. While in this state, I was trying to fix supper 

and took a fall. Ambulance to Mercy Hospital in Sac. WONDERFUL workers there. A 

group of nurses was gathered around me, trying to find a vein in my arm. The nurse tried 

once in each arm and then called for help. Mervin came and was doing his best. (By the 

way, one vein he tried in my arm "blew". Have you ever experienced that? It felt like a 

burst of electricity along my arm...very interesting.) Mervin saw a woman behind him and 

said, "YOU should be doing this. You're better than I am! " She said he was doing fine 

and he demurred. The woman tried and nailed it. I told them that I had never seen a group 

of people working selflessly...NO egos involved, and cooperating for the good of the 

patient. Then I counseled them that cooperation was the bedrock of world peace. 

Other news: I'm being discharged from nursing home tomorrow and yesterday, over the 

phone, I bought a Chrome Book, made by Google. I have NEVER been so happy with a 

laptop before. It is sleek, sophisticated and has MUCH fewer problems with a cursor who 

likes to play hopscotch. My darling daughter picked it up for me. I strongly recommend 

this laptop. And the price? $300. Lucky I had some extra cash. I've been using it to look 

for a room. I've found one that I love and another one I could make do with. Make do 

person is on her way to talk to me about her room for rent. That's about it for now. 

Update: Nicole just left. She's a lovely woman who manages three or so room and board 

houses. The house with an opening is in south Sac, but not as far south as one might go. 

The available room is a master bedroom with a private bath. I could have my own bed 

https://www.facebook.com/gayle.m.hoover


and furniture. The only glitch is that she would have to get approval for Snicker, but until 

then, he would be allowed visits, including overnights. I feel so good knowing I won't be 

on the streets, especially now that I have even no car I could live in. Heheh. 

Much love,  

Gayle  

******************************************* 

 

In the many correspondences that I had with Gayle via email and on Facebook, I really 

enjoyed her humor and wit.  Here is one example: 

   Gayle Marie Hoover    10-20-14 

Many years ago when I was in college, I had just become a Baha'i. I was working at 
Chicken Delight ("Don't cook tonight, call Chicken Delight") and who should walk into the 
store but my French professor. She was a stickler about speaking French at times she 
met up with her students and she asked me what was new. I told her, in French, that I 
had joined the Baha'i Faith. She wrinkled her Gallic nose and asked what that was. Well, 
my French wasn't sufficient for me to explain it to her, so I asked her...in French..."You've 
never heard of the Baha'i Faith?" No she shook her head. I asked again...in French (or 
what I thought passed for it) "You've NEVER heard of the Baha'i Faith?" No, she hadn't. 
So she ordered her chicken and left. 

Then it hit me. I had been taking Spanish at the same time as French and I had asked 
her if she'd ever heard of the Baha'i Faith, using the SPANISH word for faith, instead of 
the French word. What I had repeatedly asked her was, "You've NEVER heard of the 
Baha'i fairy?" 

Poor woman. But I got such a laugh out of it!!! 

 

*************************************** 

 

Gayle shared her life with her friends on Facebook, and even her “hard times” were out 

there for us to see and read.  On June 2, 2015, she wrote:  

Attn Sacramento, California Facebookers: 

I am disabled and 70 with a monthly income of $977. 

I have Medicare and MediCal and am approved for and using Paratransit ($10 round 
trip). 
Unless I find housing in 12 days, I will be homeless. 

https://www.facebook.com/gayle.m.hoover?fref=nf
https://www.facebook.com/gayle.m.hoover?fref=nf


I have an eviction on my record, placed there by the landlord from Hell who thought if he 
evicted me then Code Enforcement would stop coming around. Wrong. 

Ideally, I would love to find an apartment as I have been living in a room for two years, 
but I would be appreciative of an unfurnished bedroom with no stairs and near to public 
transportation. 

Please feel free to call me. 

Many thanks in advance for your good-heartedness, 
Gayle 

Several days later she wrote:  

Gayle Marie Hoover I GOT A ROOM!!! Moving this weekend. Thanks to all 

concerned and lots of love! 

 

In one of the conversations I had with 

Gayle by phone, she told me about a 

movie named MindWalk that I should 

see.  I found the movie and wrote to her: 

I found the movie Mindwalk that you 

recommended.  I liked it a lot since it had 

some thought-provoking dialogue, 

questions, and discussion about the 

nature of Life.  It is free on You 

Tube:  http://youtu.be/TurkyaxqYLU 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 

https://www.facebook.com/gayle.m.hoover?fref=ufi
http://youtu.be/TurkyaxqYLU


Gayle Marie Hoover 
October 14, 2012 ·  

Many folks are curious about what happens when we die. Here is what 'Abdu'l-Baha 
says about it: 

In the next world, man will find himself freed from many of  
the disabilities under which he now suffers. Those who have  

passed on through death, have a sphere of their own. It is  
not removed from ours; their work, the work of the  

Kingdom, is ours; but it is sanctified from what we call 'time  
and place'. Time with us is measured by the sun. When there  

is no more sunrise, and no more sunset, that kind of time  
does not exist for man. Those who have ascended have  
different attributes from those who are still on earth, yet  

there is no real separation. ~ Abdu'l-Baha in London, p. 96 

 

 
Robin René Doak 

For my sister, Gayle Marie Hoover May 5, 1945 to November 11, 2016. 

O Lord, O Thou Whose mercy hath encompassed all, Whose forgiveness is 
transcendent, Whose bounty is sublime, Whose pardon and generosity are all-embracing, 
and the lights of Whose forgiveness are diffused throughout the world! O Lord of Glory! I 
entreat Thee, fervently and tearfully, to cast upon Thy handmaiden who hath ascended 
unto Thee the glances of the eye of Thy mercy. Robe her in the mantle of Thy grace, 
bright with the ornaments of the celestial Paradise, and, sheltering her beneath the tree 
of Thy oneness, illumine her face with the lights of Thy mercy and compassion. 

Bestow upon Thy heavenly handmaiden, O God, the holy fragrances born of the spirit of 
Thy forgiveness. Cause her to dwell in a blissful abode, heal her griefs with the balm of 
Thy reunion, and, in accordance with Thy will, grant her admission to Thy holy Paradise. 
Let the angels of Thy loving-kindness descend successively upon her, and shelter her 
beneath Thy blessed Tree. Thou art, verily, the Ever-Forgiving, the Most Generous, the 

All-Bountiful.  

~ ‘Abdu’l-Bahá ~ 

 

https://www.facebook.com/gayle.m.hoover?fref=nf
https://www.facebook.com/gayle.m.hoover/posts/4589999585258
https://www.facebook.com/robindoak?fref=nf
https://www.facebook.com/robindoak?fref=nf
https://www.facebook.com/robindoak?fref=nf
https://www.facebook.com/gayle.m.hoover
https://www.facebook.com/robindoak?fref=nf


This was what Gayle ended all her emails to me with: ... 

--==0==--...--==0==--...--==0==--...--==0==--... 

What we become depends on what we read after all of  

the professors have finished with us. The greatest  

university of all is a collection of books.  

~~ Thomas Carlyle  

...--==0==--...--==0==--...--==0==--...--==0==--... 

Posted on Facebook the day before she passed away.   

Gayle Marie Hoover shared Mahesh B Awari's photo. 

November 10 at 1:05am ·  

 

 

The book Gayle recommended to me to understand her Baha’i Faith:  

Baha’u’llah and the New Era: An Introduction to the Baha’I Faith, by J.E. Esslemont 

https://www.facebook.com/gayle.m.hoover
https://www.facebook.com/Mahesh-B-Awari-141261762637997/
https://www.facebook.com/141261762637997/photos/a.141317972632376.27801.141261762637997/321323697965135/?type=3
https://www.facebook.com/gayle.m.hoover/posts/10210645793638252


 
Gayle’s last reunion with her classmates. 

Class of Spring 1963's 50-year "Main Event," the big reunion dinner at Patio Español, 

Saturday, Aug. 17, 2013, with about 100 alums & guests!  

 
Sheldon Wong   I just saw that our classmate Gayle Marie Hoover, better known as Abby, 
passed away suddenly yesterday. RIP to another of our classmates.  It looks like she was 
up and around until she passed. Like she didn't see it coming, and maybe that's a blessing 
right there.   
 
Carol Arklind So sad. She just posted on FB hust a few days ago. 
 
Vicki Mears Duffett How sad to hear. May she be in peace. 
 
Jacqui Cyrus Abby and I corresponded for more than 20 years, at first via email and 

'Classmate[dot]Com' and then via FB. She shared lots of Baha'i prayers, writings and 

other info over the years. I shall miss her gentle soul very much. 

Carol Malcolm She did much for our class during our school days. She had.lots of energy 

and enthusiasm. She even talked me into playing piano for a segment of Sr. Day and 

gave me the sheet music. I still have it. "Feudin' and A'fightin'"... echoes of today, ironically 

enough. May she rest peacefully now. Beautiful photo of her above. 

Marilyn Stowe As far as I know she leaves behind a son, daughter, granddaughter(s) and 

an ex. Don't know about other relatives besides her sister. She had many friends up here, 

in the Longview area, as well as in CA, among others. We visited occasionally during her 

four year stay. She was a mover! 

https://www.facebook.com/sheldon.wong.39
https://www.facebook.com/profile.php?id=1478991501&fref=ufi
https://www.facebook.com/vicki.mearsduffett?fref=ufi
https://www.facebook.com/jacqui.cyrus?fref=ufi
https://www.facebook.com/carol.malcolm.790?fref=ufi
https://www.facebook.com/profile.php?id=100001229238267&fref=ufi


Shirley R Wysinger OMG! So sorry to hear. Abby was one of those people who was kind, 

generous and very supportive. She and I shared lots when our children were in preschool. 

It sounds like she did not suffer...Amen to you Abby, RIP. 

 

Judy Graham Fajardin My condolonces to her and her family. She’s had her share of 
troubles, may the Angels watch over her. RIP Abby 
 
Joan Bencik Bacon So sad, such a beautiful soul Rest In Peace dear Abby. 
 
Paul J. Wigowsky My condolences to the family. Abby called me several times, and she 

was very helpful in identifying classmates in reunion pages. So sad to see a classmate 

leave us so suddenly. She introduced me to a lot of the Bahai concepts that she felt were 

something she wanted to pass on to as many people as possible -- a true missionary 

spirit. I'll try and put together a Memorial Page for her, and share it on our Life Stories 

page. 

Kay Conway Condolences and prayers for Gayle Hoover and family and to all that knew her. 

Jean Gregory Slattery So sorry to hear of Gayle's passing. Prayers for her family. 

Darlene Puertolas So sorry to hear of her passing. Sending prayers and love to her family in this 

difficult time 

Maggie Kriz So sorry to hear. My condolences to Gayle's family. 

Pamela Leonhardt I never met her but that's the way to do it! RIP 

Ethel B. Diggs We had many discussions on our faith, which I called the Golden Rule Discourse. 

We did not agree on many things, but allowed each others belief with dignity. I love her for that. 

May she rest in peace. She will be sorely missed. 

Rosie Cerbatos Lamoreaux RIP Abby. 

Carol Bateman Zent So sorry to hear this. May she rest in peace. 

Donna Baldocchi Label RIP Abby. 

 

 

 

Ilene Simon   Please add to Abby's story. 

Taken at reunion August 2013. For some 

reason I brought that little chapeau aka a 

fascinator to the reunion, but decided not 

to wear it. I showed it to Abby and she 

wanted to try it on. It really pleased her. 

 

https://www.facebook.com/shirley.r.wysinger?fref=ufi
https://www.facebook.com/jfajardin?fref=ufi
https://www.facebook.com/joan.bencikbacon?fref=ufi
https://www.facebook.com/pauljwigowsky
https://www.facebook.com/profile.php?id=100008918266108&fref=ufi
https://www.facebook.com/jean.slattery.3?fref=ufi
https://www.facebook.com/darlene.puertolas?fref=ufi
https://www.facebook.com/maggie.kriz.9?fref=ufi
https://www.facebook.com/pamela.leonhardt.7?fref=ufi
https://www.facebook.com/ethel.diggs?fref=ufi
https://www.facebook.com/rosie.lamoreaux?fref=ufi
https://www.facebook.com/czent1?fref=ufi
https://www.facebook.com/dlabel?fref=ufi
https://www.facebook.com/ilene.simon.39


 
Beth Hammarstrom, Gayle Marie Hoover and Gail Sadalla. 

Beth wrote:   Abby, (Gayle) and I were good friends in High School. I moved far away, but 

she kept in contact with me and many others over the years. She was a creative, 

proliferous writer, writing beautiful poems, stories of her life and everyday happenings. 

Here is one of her poems: 

Gayle’s poem on Crises 

My heart, heavy with this 
large stone of loss, 
pulls me down beneath the water. 
(no air...no air) 
I kick upwards until 
just my lips 
are above the water 
(and then I breathe) 
  
And yet again I am pulled down. 
My heavy heart wants to take me 
where you have gone, 
but my lungs, my lungs 
fight ferociously for life. 
  
Down and up, 
Down and up I go. 
  
Why don't they understand? 
  
Why can't I understand 
that I stand at the confluence 
of the battlefield of loss 
and the stage of graduation? 
  
Gayle Hoover   1.15.16 
 
You will be missed, but never forgotten, you beautiful, courageous, loving soul.  
Your friend Beth 
 

[Last Note:  Gayle attended several reunions.  There is more info about her bio in the 

reunions that she attended:  http://wigowsky.com/GW63/class/reunion.html ] 

http://wigowsky.com/GW63/class/reunion.html


POSTSCRIPT  

 

 
Robin René Doak   Dec 5 at 12:03am · Kapolei, HI ·  

The Hawaii family of Gayle Marie Hoover of Sacramento, California, formerly of San 
Francisco, California, cordially invites you to a Celebration of Her Life. 

Date: Sunday, December 18, 2016   
Place: The home of Nai Navai, in Hawaii (Please private message Robin Doak via 
Facebook (see below) or reply via email for the address.)   
Time: 6 to 9 PM 

Light refreshments will be served. 

Gayle was born in Lima, Ohio on May 5th 1945. On November 11th 2016, she winged 
her flight to the Abhá Paradise to join her brother, Loren Kenneth Hoover, her mother, 
Ruth Marie (Tandy) Hoover and her father, Eldon Wayne Hoover. Gayle was also a very 
close friend of Marzieh Gail, whom will have greeted her with open arms. Gayle was a 
member of the Bahá'í Faith since May of 1965. She was well known and loved by many. 

This invitation has been lovingly sent by her family in Hawaii: (Sister) Robin René 
(Hoover) Doak, (Nephew) Corbin Doak, Vivian He, (Nephew) Shannon Doak, Lei Jing, 
(Nephew) Carter Smith, Eunjoo Jang, Kalei Doak, Kalia Doak, Lehua Smith and Dahlia 
Smith. 

Please RSVP in a private message to Robin  
at https://www.facebook.com/robindoak Thank you. 

There will be a Memorial Service graveside for Gayle Marie Hoover Wednesday, 
December 7th 2016, in the Sacramento area in California. Please check Gayle's 
Facebook page for the details, which will be posted as soon as they are known. Thank 
you for your patience.   
https://www.facebook.com/gayle.m.hoover 

https://www.facebook.com/photo.php?fbid=10210992368182390&set=a.10202861611238548.1073741873.1149889783&type=3
https://www.facebook.com/photo.php?fbid=10210992368182390&set=a.10202861611238548.1073741873.1149889783&type=3
https://www.facebook.com/robindoak?fref=nf
https://www.facebook.com/robindoak?fref=nf
https://www.facebook.com/robindoak/posts/10211016548426881
https://www.facebook.com/pages/Kapolei-Hawaii/112190292125255
https://www.facebook.com/robindoak
https://www.facebook.com/gayle.m.hoover


There will be another Celebration of Life for Gayle Marie Hoover, some time in May 2017, 
in the San Francisco area, hosted by her daughter, Marzieh Thorne, with the support of 
family and friends. Please check Gayle's Facebook page for the details, which will be 
posted as soon as they are known. Thank you for your patience.   

 

Ruhiyyih Maghzi to Gayle Marie Hoover 

Gayle Marie Hoover,   

We will get you buried on Wednesday, December 7th at 2pm at Odd Fellow's Cemetery. 

2720 Riverside Boulevard  
Sacramento California 95818 

http://www.oddfellows-cmtry-sac.com/  

Map/Directions: http://www.funeralhomeslisting.com/funeral-homes/ca/sacramento/odd-
fellows-lawn-cemetery.html  

 

 

Driving through the front gates, the first thing you're aware of is how peaceful it is here. 
Winding driveways lead through gentle, tree-covered slopes and sweeping lawns to the 
Odd Fellows Mausoleum.  Centered in the newly expanded Mausoleum is the beautiful 
Chapel of Peace.  Adjoining the Chapel of Peace are five courts - Faith, Hope, 
Friendship, Serenity, and Tranquility.    

 
Robin:  This song is the one that Gayle Marie Hoover wanted for music at her memorial, 
but the rain had other plans. So we shall use it at the Celebration of Her Life in Hawaii.  
"I Can See Clearly Now" by Johnny Nash.  

  https://youtu.be/FscIgtDJFXg   

 

https://www.facebook.com/ruhiyyih.maghzi?hc_ref=NEWSFEED&fref=nf
http://www.oddfellows-cmtry-sac.com/
http://www.funeralhomeslisting.com/funeral-homes/ca/sacramento/odd-fellows-lawn-cemetery.html
http://www.funeralhomeslisting.com/funeral-homes/ca/sacramento/odd-fellows-lawn-cemetery.html
https://youtu.be/FscIgtDJFXg


Aletta Reimer Weiss:   For my dear friend Gayle Marie Hoover who passed away. She 
taught me this song so I could play it. She got the urge for going and so she had to 

go. 💖    

Joni Mitchell - Urge For Going  

    

https://youtu.be/ZvSvTRhAJxg  

 

 
My remembrance of Gayle Marie Hoover – She sent me a Bahai healing prayer to use 

when I had a health issue: 

 “Thy Name is my Healing, O my god!  And remembrance of Thee is my Remedy.  

Nearness to Thee is my Hope, and Love for Thee is my Companion.  Thy Mercy to me is 

my healing and my succor in both this world and the world to come.  Thou, verily, art the 

All-Bountiful, the All-Knowing, the All-Wise.” 

https://youtu.be/ZvSvTRhAJxg

