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After a career in journalism spanning a decade from 1974, Sandi Logan joined the Australian foreign service and undertook postings to Papua New Guinea (Port Moresby), Germany (Bonn) and the United States (Washington, DC) before returning to Canberra as a senior executive and spokesman for various federal departments, agencies and government ministers. He has been consulting privately in communications strategy since 2014.

Sandi was first alerted to the story of Americans Vera Todd Hays (Toddie) and Florice Bessire (Beezie), who became known as the ‘Drug Grannies’, as a 21-year-old journalist, before taking up an active role fighting what he perceived to be the injustice of their case.
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For two wonderful women –
Toddie (Vera Todd Hays) and Beezie (Florice Marie Bessire) –
who proved there was life after near-death.




INTRODUCTION

By Michele ‘Miche’ Khoury,
former Federal Bureau of Narcotics agent

The case of what’s commonly referred to as the ‘Drug Grannies’ was for me one of the biggest operations and take-downs in my career as a former Federal Bureau of Narcotics agent. Vera Hays and Florice Bessire and their drug-laden campervan presented a challenge in undercover narcotics detection, the likes of which we’d rarely seen in Australia. I knew that, depending on the success of the team of agents (which I was a part of) assigned to track and eventually arrest the two women, drug enforcement could conceivably earn greater respect from the nation’s politicians who were essentially our paymasters and commanders in proxy.

On the morning of the Operation Genius briefing in the bureau’s Melbourne office, there was a cross between excitement and apprehension among my fellow agents. We knew of this particular West German–based syndicate, but we hardly expected our suspects to be two elderly women in a campervan.

For once, we weren’t told not to work overtime. Staff was made available from every crack and crevice in the department; there was bugging equipment and even an army helicopter helping our surveillance, rarities in the oft problematic relations between law enforcement and the armed forces.

As the days of surveillance grew into weeks, I couldn’t help but notice a certain friendship, a certain understanding develop between me and the two targets. While I had a job to do, I found myself admiring these two old gals for their gall, their spunk and the sheer chutzpah of it all. Still, from my perspective based on everything I saw, heard and read, they were breaking the law – to the tune of importing almost two tonnes of cannabis resin.

When we arrested Florice Bessire and then Vera Hays, the shock on their faces and the tremble in their voices was quite pitiful. Most people when apprehended by law enforcement display this same shock, but for these two elderly women in a foreign country, it was very sad. Both women were willing to cooperate with me and my senior partner.

From time to time during their incarceration, I received updates from various sources on the Drug Grannies in prison, and each time I was reminded I had helped to put them there, condemned them to a long stretch in prison unless someone took on their case and argued for an early release. Fortunately that ‘someone’ – Sandi Logan – did fight for them, and though my views on their complicity in the case did not change – they had pleaded guilty after all – I was relieved to see how their lengthy sentence was ultimately resolved.




FOREWORD

Little did I anticipate, when checking the newswires one night as a 21-year-old police rounds reporter at the Toronto Sun newspaper in my homeland of Canada in early 1978, to read a story that would later end up leading me into a near four-year fight for justice for two elderly American women languishing in an Australian prison. As a teenager, I’d lived Down Under at various times between 1968 and 1975 so I was familiar with its people, places and politics. The short report about these American women, then aged fifty-nine and sixty-one, being sentenced to fourteen years’ imprisonment for importing their campervan loaded with 1.9 tonnes of hashish was too good a yarn to ignore. I ripped the telex paper from the machine, stuffed it into my shirt pocket and then filed it away, making a mental note to follow it up when I returned to Australia in late 1978. Once there, I made contact with the two women prisoners – Vera Todd ‘Toddie’ Hays and Florice ‘Beezie’ Bessire – and over several months, I earned their trust, and them mine, such that we would go on to meet almost weekly for the next near-four years, to plan and advocate for their freedom.

This is their – and our – story. A story about how two gullible women, close companions for almost twenty years, accepted a nephew’s offer of the ‘trip of a lifetime’ and found themselves duped and betrayed, then intimidated and eventually threatened

into unknowingly importing Australia’s then-biggest drug haul in history, secreted in the base of a 26-foot campervan they drove from Stuttgart to Bombay (Mumbai), and then trans-shipped to Australia. Their subsequent fight for justice would challenge the anti-American bias in their sentencing, an Australian government seemingly hell-bent on appearing to be ‘tough on drugs’, and a systemic inequality discriminating against federal prisoners incarcerated in state prisons. It challenged the political resolve of Australia’s government of the day and tested the bilateral relationship between two close allies.

Throughout their ordeal, the women kept diaries. At first, thoughts, reminders and queries were scribbles – often on scraps of notepaper during their trip. They then progressed to single-spaced typewritten foolscap pages before taking to recording events in their own handwriting within day-to-a-page bound diaries while in prison. They pinned letters and cards – and filed newspaper clippings of relevance – they’d received to a specific day’s page. Most of the women’s entries were contemporaneous, though it appears in some instances that accounts were recorded at a later time.

In this book, conversations and quotations attributed to the women, and the network of people associated with their case and their lives, are predominantly based on these documents. Accounts from my weekly visits at the prison, and the interviews I recorded for broadcast and publication, have also been drawn upon to tell this story.

This is the story of the Drug Grannies, and how and why they were made to pay such a high price for their crime.




PART ONE

THE TRIP




CHAPTER ONE

ALL IN THE FAMILY

It was the summer of 1976. The 200th anniversary of the American Declaration of Independence was being celebrated with bicentennial enthusiasm across the USA. Earlier in the year, the Pittsburgh Steelers had defeated the Dallas Cowboys 21–17 to win the Super Bowl in Miami; the UN Security Council had voted 11–1 to offer the Palestine Liberation Organization a seat at the table; George H W Bush was named the eleventh director of the Central Intelligence Agency, and New Zealand Prime Minister Robert Muldoon was one of the last world leaders to meet Chinese leader Chairman Mao Zedong when he visited him in Beijing. Mao died in September.

The year was also remarkable for other reasons: the US Supreme Court ruled the death penalty was constitutionally valid; Legionnaires’ disease was the name given to the mystery disease which claimed twenty-nine lives at an American Legion convention in Philadelphia; both Air France and British Airways began trans-Atlantic passenger flights on the supersonic Concorde from London and Paris; and NASA’s spacecraft Viking 1 landed on Mars.

In an otherwise unremarkable event in July of that same year, Oregon residents and retirees 58-year-old Vera Todd ‘Toddie’ Hays and her long-time companion 60-year-old Florice ‘Beezie’ Bessire had driven their motorhome from the small community in which they lived in the state’s north-west to visit Vernon Sr, Toddie’s brother, 776 miles (1250 kilometres) away in the suburbs of North Hollywood. Toddie was very close to her siblings when growing up in and around Los Angeles, and that bond continued and extended to their families and children; a twelve-hour drive was no disincentive.

•

Toddie’s favourite nephew – her brother’s adult son, also named Vern (Jr) – was by then living and working in Australia, and the family home still showcased his many achievements, including those as an ocean-going yachtsman, actor, sometime-model, businessman and now successful entrepreneur. Photos, press-clippings, marketing brochures and theatre programs from his Australian exploits featured prominently around Toddie’s brother’s house.

‘Vern Jr’s talents know no bounds,’ remarked Beezie, looking at the latest in his parents’ display of their son’s accomplishments. He had first journeyed away from mainland USA in 1965 as a crew member aboard the 66-foot cutter Nam Sang, participating in the annual Transpacific Yacht Race from San Pedro to Honolulu. He told his family he wasn’t sure when he’d be back. At twenty-two years of age, life had been good for the young man.

‘God love him, he was always a blessed child that one,’ Toddie commented, as Vern Sr fixed them a drink.

Barely half an hour later, the doorbell rang and Vern Sr went to open the door. A somewhat familiar voice echoed down the hallway: ‘Who the hell has taken my parking spot?’

‘Vern! I don’t believe it. What are you doing here? When did you get back?’ Toddie said as she gushed with excitement at this encounter – the first in a decade – with her nephew. She turned to her brother, wide-eyed and open-mouthed, demanding, ‘Did you know about this?’

He smiled at her and gave a knowing wink.

‘Sorry about your parking space, honey,’ said Beezie.

‘We weren’t to know, and your father didn’t say anything. What a wonderful surprise!’ Toddie added, embracing her nephew tightly.

‘That’s a fine rig you’re driving,’ Vern Jr said. ‘I could do with one of those Down Under. All of Australia would be crazy over it.’

‘Why?’ Toddie asked. ‘Don’t they have motorhomes over there?’

Vern Jr confirmed they did but explained, ‘They’re not nearly as self-contained and luxurious as yours. You’ve got big beds, a kitchen with a fridge, a stove, a sink, a bathroom with a wash basin, a toilet … even a dinette.’ He told her it was just the sort of vehicle he needed for a travelogue he was planning to film in the Australian outback. ‘If I had one like this, I could take the family along and still have all the comforts of home,’ he said.

The discussion turned to Vern Jr’s family, life in Australia, then on to the upcoming presidential election and the Olympic Games underway in Montreal.

Less than an hour later, Vern Jr took his leave, he said, to head to a business meeting, but not before dispensing big hugs to Toddie and Beezie. He departed with a wave and one of his customary megawatt smiles.

It seemed to Toddie that just as suddenly as he’d arrived, he was gone.

•

When Vern Leonard Todd (Vern Jr) was born on 8 December 1943, Toddie was enlisted in the Women’s Army Corps (WAC), serving in Army Air Corps Ferrying Command at what was originally the Wright Field near Dayton, Ohio. (She was one of about 50,000 enlisted civilian workers assigned to the sprawling base.) Toddie was excited for her brother Vernon Sr and his wife upon hearing the news they were now proud parents of a healthy baby boy, and she was eager for her first home leave so she could meet her newborn nephew.

Fast-forward to 1966 and approaching the age of twenty-two, Vern had completed an intense five-week stage production in Los Angeles. As members of the Todd family gathered in North Hollywood to farewell him on his next yacht race, little did Toddie and Beezie know what role international travel would play in their future, and how it would shape both their and Vern’s lives.

The yacht race provided an escape for Vern in more ways than one. Though he didn’t declare it, perhaps one of the reasons for his decision to sail again was his opposition to the Vietnam War. He faced the possibility, once his deferment period expired upon completion of his college studies, that his name could be picked to join the more than two million young Americans drafted to the combat zone from 1964 to 1973.

He had also become genuinely passionate about sailing. He crewed on the Nam Sang again in his second Transpacific Yacht Race to Hawaii and then committed to a further 3500 nautical mile race over five days from Hawaii to Bora Bora in Tahiti. His South Pacific odyssey continued to New Zealand where he spent three months, partly due to a growing love interest, before he continued to Australia. He arrived in Sydney in December 1966, just in time to rejoin the crew of the Nam Sang for its entry in the Sydney–Hobart yacht race.

Toddie knew from her frequent contact with her brother that in Australia Vern had dabbled in the Sydney arts scene, began appearing in TV commercials and chanced his hand in a small business enterprise. He landed a role in the Harry M Miller production of Boys in the Band in 1968, which opened at the Playbox Theatre. He appeared alongside young Australian acting talent such as Henri Szeps and Gerard Maguire. And when Vern wasn’t on stage he was often found behind the scenes, bumping bands into and out of their live performance venues, setting up their sound systems, erecting their lights and rigging.

Vern lived in Sydney’s eastern suburbs. His good looks, natural charm, Californian accent and self-assuredness helped his name remain on booking agency lists. He also began to build a company – Tubby Products – around an inflatable baby bath invention a friend had designed. Vern was capable of turning business ideas into money-makers, starting with a teenage passion collecting pine cones he preserved and transformed into cupboard handles for a small Californian furniture maker.

Quick to seize upon a money-making opportunity early in his Australian experience, he also discovered ceiling fans had become a popular accessory, especially in homes exposed to high heat and tropical humidity. Before long, he was securing old and broken fans, to be repaired and resold in antique stores.

His Australian business interests regularly took him abroad, and in 1976, he was back in California to visit his parents. Though his family was unaware, US authorities had come to suspect him of adopting different identities to travel – especially into and out of the United States – in an effort to avoid raising any red flags. He was beginning to move in questionable circles negotiating business deals in several countries.

•

Toddie and Beezie both had the company of many brothers and sisters in their childhood, and growing up during the Depression, making ends meet, they developed strength of character and resilience.

Vera Todd (her father’s surname) Hays was born on 18 March 1918 in Hollywood, California. She was the third eldest in the family, with two older brothers and two younger sisters. She was the tallest of the girls, nudging six feet (1.8 metres) by the time she’d hit her mid-teens.

Her father was a hard worker and devoted to his wife and children. The family grew up at a time when Hollywood was a safe community in which to raise a family. Toddie was a tomboy at heart, often fighting her brothers’ battles and protecting them from playground bullies. She graduated from high school and completed one year of junior college before leaving, aged nineteen. As a young woman, she worked in a variety of odd jobs, but more importantly, her size and strength as an athlete attracted the attention of both a professional softball team and US Olympic selectors in 1936.

The softball league in which she played was one of the highlights of both Toddie’s and her family’s days in Hollywood. A team sponsored by Bing Crosby – the ‘Croonerettes’ – competed in a newly established semi-professional softball circuit in Southern California, including appearances at Loyola Stadium. Her prowess on the diamond also attracted US Olympic decathlon coaches for the Berlin Olympic Games. She withdrew from the US team, however, because of injury. For almost four years, the name ‘Vera Todd’ was synonymous with home runs and pitching strikeouts as she travelled initially in Southern California and then, as the circuit expanded, across the USA. A statuesque and physically imposing woman, she acquired the nickname ‘Toddie’ during her softball career, a moniker which was to stay with her for the rest of her life.

As with many professional athletes, the aches and pains resulting from her injuries began to take their toll, slowing her down on and off the field. She suffered from spinal disc degeneration – a congenital disease – and her shoulders began to tighten up when she wasn’t on the mound or at the batting plate. By 1940, she tired of the physical demands required of a pro softball player and, while not completely alienating herself from the sport she loved, hung up her cleats and mitt, and took employment as a bowling alley manager, a job which lasted about a year.

In 1941, when she was California’s single ladies bowling champion, she found work at North American Aviation (NAA) where she worked on the assembly line in the manufacture of aircraft components. In December 1942, she left NAA to enlist in the WAC as a private, first class. The call to war evoked patriotic sentiments and conscientious passion in Toddie, for she is recorded in the US Defence archives as one of few enlisted personnel to have risen from a private to a first-class sergeant in only nine months. Following the war, Toddie received a citation from President Truman for her efforts. The framed document was proudly hung in her home. From 1945 to mid-1947, she was employed by Marine Products, and later by the National Cash Register Company, on their assembly lines.

In 1948, the Los Angeles Police Department’s female recruiting drive captured Toddie’s attention, and she joined but stayed only long enough to complete basic training. She had tired of the regimentation the military had imposed on her, and was quick to acknowledge she was not a good fit for the police and its strong hierarchical structure.

She managed a shop until 1952, and during that time married, taking on her husband’s surname, Hays. The marriage was short-lived and the couple divorced in 1953. There were no children.

Toddie had joined Douglas Aircraft Company’s final assembly section in mid-1952, for which she required clearance from the FBI to work on a highly sensitive project the company was developing. It was at Douglas that she met Florice Bessire and began a friendship that was to last the rest of her life.

By 1966, Toddie was made a supervisor. In those days, such a promotion for a woman was rare: she had risen to become Douglas’s first female final assembly line boss. However, following an industrial accident in 1969, Toddie received a payout and retired prematurely from the work she so enjoyed. Never one to be idle, she pursued outdoor pastimes such as fishing and hiking, and found her general love of these hobbies was a fulfilling substitute for work at the factory.

Her companion Florice Marie Bessire – better known as Beezie – had a similar love of the outdoors. She was born on 24 May 1916 in Beloit, Wisconsin, where she grew up with her parents, a brother and a sister. Her mother suffered ill health and required regular medical attention. The family moved to Oklahoma at one point but returned to Wisconsin before her parents divorced in the late 1920s, when Beezie was in her teens.

Growing up, Beezie’s time after school and on the weekends was spent delivering newspapers, and collecting empty soda pop bottles then cashing them in for a few extra nickels to help the family budget. She was a strong young girl who at 5 feet 4 inches (1.6 metres) had no trouble carrying a full newspaper delivery bag over one shoulder, and a shopping bag of empty bottles she had collected on her paper route on the other. By nineteen, Beezie graduated from high school and began work on the assembly line with the Parker Pen Company in Jamesville, Wisconsin. Paid work was scarce so she considered herself lucky to even have a job. In 1938, she enrolled at the Kellberg College of Swedish Massage in Chicago where she studied massage therapy and early forms of sports medicine, before graduating in 1939.

Until 1942, Beezie worked as a massage therapist in Illinois before joining the giant multinational DuPont, in Washington state, where she was employed on the Manhattan atomic bomb project. Her role required strict secrecy, so all employees were housed and fed on the project base, with occasional company-supervised trips off-site. She remained with DuPont until 1943, when she joined Boeing Aircraft Corporation as an aircraft assembler. In 1944, Beezie started work at the Douglas Aircraft factory. She and Toddie first met working on the assembly line in 1952, eventually sharing a rented house, with a view to saving together for a mortgage.

Theirs was an old-fashioned, respectful companionship built as much out of common interests, trust and economic pragmatism as out of any sort of ‘love’. Nonetheless it was a close relationship which was destined to last. It was what some social scientists in the mid-twentieth century described as a ‘romantic friendship’: an arrangement that was absent of any negative context and which attracted little outside enquiry.

It didn’t take long before the pair purchased their first home in Newbury Park in California’s Ventura County in 1953. The backyard swimming pool was popular with Toddie’s siblings and their families. She even taught her younger sister Hazel, as an adult, how to swim.

Beezie was proud of her awards from Douglas Aircraft, including a medallion melted down from the first Apollo space flight which took pride of place in their new home.

As with most companies, especially in the aircraft manufacturing industry, there were periods when work was slow and the assembly line halted production. On several of these occasions, Beezie found other work to keep up with the house payments and, as was her way, also to keep herself occupied. Her friends remember her as someone who loved to ‘tinker with tools’ and who was able to put her aircraft assembly skills to good effect with most repair and patch-up jobs. She was employed on two occasions during these lulls by the American movie actress Donna Reed as a household manager and personal masseuse.

On another occasion when she was laid off from Douglas, Beezie worked as a dietician in a Wisconsin hospital. Indeed, Florice Bessire was known among family and friends for her good cooking and dietary common sense.

In 1974 Beezie and Toddie decided to move north to Oregon, where they would be away from the rat race of a big city, deep in Mother Nature’s domain and closer to Beezie’s sister, who was now managing a motel with her husband in nearby Port Angeles, Washington. Toddie and Beezie sold their Newbury Park home, and by now owned an eighteen-foot El Dorado motorhome and a Glasspar Citation motorboat. Through careful budgeting, they didn’t owe a dime to anyone.

With the move north, Beezie officially retired and began receiving a monthly cheque from Douglas of about $300 as well as Social Security. She looked forward to a rest from assembly lines and aircraft components. For Toddie, who retired five years earlier – with a regular disability insurance payment, monthly retirement income of $450 and Social Security – the relocation was a more difficult decision. It was a bit of a jolt to finally leave Newbury Park and its proximity to her siblings and their families with whom she had kept in regular contact since retiring from her WAC duty in World War II. Extended family was important to the childless Toddie.

Toddie and Beezie purchased a block of land in La Pine, a small town of fewer than one thousand residents who were mainly retirees and lumberjacks. The township was nestled in the Deschutes National Forest, just off the mile-high Central Oregon Highway leading to Klamath Falls. It was about 776 miles (1250 kilometres) from Los Angeles. Onto their acre block of pine trees, for which they’d paid $18,000 cash, they placed a comfortable white Melody Lane two-bedroom mobile home they had purchased for $10,000, and prepared to settle into retirement. The two women had prepared thoroughly for the move and had done their homework. They were confident the fixed incomes from their modest pensions would enable them to continue to pursue a comfortable retiree lifestyle. La Pine, with its pleasant climate, healthy environment and proximity to numerous outdoor activities, seemed an excellent place to spend the rest of their lives.

Inside their new home, photos of family, work and sport adorned the walls, and Toddie’s last pair of softball cleats hung from a nail next to a shelf of her trophies. A twelve-pound trout Beezie bagged on one of her early morning fishing expeditions on the Century Drive lakes was mounted on a wall not long after they settled in.

Oregon was one of the nation’s most progressive states, leading the way in pollution legislation, road safety and marijuana reform.

The small-town atmosphere appealed to the women greatly, and they found a sense of community in La Pine, where they knew almost everybody and felt secure and safe. The previous few years at Newbury Park had sometimes been trying for them, with the murder rate in Los Angeles escalating and violent crime on the rise.

After dropping off Toddie’s radar for years, Don and Thelma Mitchell, friends from her teenage years in the 1930s, suddenly appeared one day in La Pine. The couple had settled on the purchase of an A-frame home nearby and were enjoying a beer at one of their favourite haunts when they bumped into each other. The friendship was renewed quickly while they caught up on their respective pasts, pushing one beer into another, and another.

In fact, so close was the community of La Pine, volunteers stepped up to help locals Ken and Sharon Boyer in 1976 to renovate the run-down tavern they’d bought and renamed the La Pine Inn. It was to be turned into a restaurant-lounge, and Beezie and Toddie set to work.

‘There was no charge for their skills, or tools or labour,’ said Ken, ‘and no talk of free drinks or anything.’ The women became steady customers and good friends of the innkeepers. Boyer found them to be ‘good for public relations’.

‘They could sit in the cocktail lounge and talk to anybody,’ he said, ‘especially Beezie. She could handle a drunk better than anybody I saw. She could take somebody who might be pretty hostile and within three minutes she’d have him laughing.’

Part of Beezie’s skill might have been acquired when she and Toddie briefly owned and operated a dinner house and cocktail lounge in Sacramento before their move north to Oregon. The pair was generous with advice and suggestions for the Boyers, and gave them a memento they’d kept from their own innkeeper days: a rifle in a glass case, which now took pride of place on the La Pine Inn’s dining-room wall. The retirees even helped as servers on busy nights.

La Pine, its altitude-dwarfed pines nestled in view of the Three Sisters mountains, was God’s country, the women thought. Not only was there expansive forest, but each season would reveal an entirely different beauty and wildlife was abundant. There was a network of nearby waterways into which they could launch their half-cabin cruiser and set out for a full day’s fishing. When the women weren’t outdoors traipsing through the wilderness, they were travelling the world in their armchairs, via the pages of National Geographic magazines – they had subscribed for many years.

But by 1976, Toddie’s back and shoulders were again giving her regular if not constant pain, so reluctantly the pair decided to sell the boat and instead fish from the shorelines. At about the same time, Beezie became a little restless in retirement and looked for part-time work to keep her mind and hands occupied. True Value Hardware, one of the few businesses occupying La Pine’s central thoroughfare, offered her a part-time role paid at the minimum rate. To Beezie, the money was secondary; she embraced the opportunity to keep busy. Her modest duties included stocktaking, inventory checks, maintaining the shelves and storeroom, and occasionally helping customers with their orders. Her employers, Nancy and Denis Carter, admired Beezie’s dependability and adaptability.

‘She was real handy with tools, real mechanical,’ Nancy said, ‘and one time when we wanted an old pick-up truck bed patched to use for storage, we tried for six months to get someone to do it, until Beezie spoke up. She patched it up just like we wanted.

‘They both wore their hair cut short and dressed pretty mannish, but most people do in this part of the country. I’m sure that raised some eyebrows but once you got to know them, they were good people.’

In between work and fishing, Beezie and Toddie enjoyed a few rounds of golf, often conducting post-mortems at the nineteenth hole – not unlike many golfers. Vera and Florice – or, as many were by now calling them, Toddie and Beezie – fit right in with their outgoing natures, senses of humour, warmth and down-to-earth style.

Route 97 – the Central Oregon highway – which doubled as La Pine’s main street, made for easy connections to the state’s road network and for friends and family to visit. Their home in Birch Road was always open to visitors, and their neighbours and good friends Don and Thelma would regularly drop by to play cards, share a coffee or a beer, and an occasional meal.

Elaine Hempel, the US Postal Service’s postmistress, got to know the pair at social occasions such as the Lions Club’s community bingo. She got along well with the pair, as did Pat Lester at Patty-Dee Variety Store, and Artie Simpson, who owned the flower shop Floral Fantasies. There were very few, if any, La Pine locals who didn’t warm to the women’s company.

From time to time, the pair would set off from La Pine to travel north to Port Angeles to visit Beezie’s sister, or they’d head south to Los Angeles and Orange County, where Toddie’s extended family remained.

La Pine was the ideal community to meet the women’s needs, notwithstanding Toddie’s initial misgivings about being so far away from her family. Toddie and Beezie settled comfortably into their new life in Oregon and the community of La Pine, and retired like they meant it.
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