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 Therae is an empty place /din our hearts. tlis day, as we
come together to remamber our dear Joyce, our beloved friend,
to celebrate her life, to remember with joy and gratitu;.e the:.
:m.any ways our lives were 1:I.nked with hers. This time belongs ’
to Tom and to J‘essica., to Helen and Leo, to Joyce's sister nnd
brothers, to Tom's family, to friends and colleagues from near
and far, to.all of us who loved har; but we want to make this
time true to Joyce, and who she was, 50 our celebration and
remembrance must share the honesty that was her honesty, the
unassallable integrity and fairness that were hers, the

gentleness and lovely friendship that we all knew as part of

»
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her.
In celebrating Joyce's life, each of us will have ocur

own memories, but we havé something more than that, because
Joyce left a chronicle of her.life, in the form of a letter
addressad to her dau'ghte:.' Jessica, and her family has given me
permission to read some excerpts from it this afternocon. Joyce
was such a mdde.st and private person that there are many things
about her life that even her closest friends outside the family
were not aware of, but her chronicle speaks in such sinplf' and
honest and measured tonas that you will nod' in recognition:

“!es', this was Joyce."

"I was the third of four children who lived with
el gediake . e i ey et  veme et o T
Hel@ii arid ‘Leo Bridges on a 30-acre fafm in Gagtbn‘ﬁpr_ego;? Dad'
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grew strawberries, green beans, corn, and crooked neck squash.
In the summers, the whole family, plus children and adults from
thae .comunity. helped care for and harvest our crops.
pick the crops, hoe the weeds from the fielda, help move -
irrigation pipe, and string the beans. '.I'o string the beans, wa
would pass cones of string under a hottom twine and than over .
a top wire that was fastened to the posts that made up the bean
yard." The string would go up and down between the twine and'
wire and make a lattice work that the bean vines would cling to
as they graw up. This was one of my most favorite jobs in the
field and I couldn't wait until I grew tall enough to be able
to pass the spool of string over the top wire.®

| That's how Joyce begins her chronicle, and she goes
on to tell of learning to drive the tractor when she was seven
years old, of running through sp:_rinkla:'_'ﬁ on hot days and
sleeping outside on hot nights, of going to mass ‘on Sundays and
pray_ing the rosary in the evening as. the dishes were washed.
She remembers the beach trips, so eagerly anticipated, riding
in the back of the pickup with the crates of strawberries that
she and Donna had picked, to be deliversd to markets along the
‘way to the beach to help pay :!Ef:r the family vacation. She
tells of the family's menagerie: Jerry's hogs, Donna's
shetland pony, Jerry's rabbits~-but as for herself, she says,
"I have always loved cats, and we always had a lot of than "

Then school days began. "I always loved _-chool, " sha

‘'says. "I learned fast enough in the first grade that I was
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able to go straight from the first grade to the third grade.
My sister Donna helped me learn to write cursive over the
sumer so that I could write like a third g-r;:der in the-_fa.ll."
One of her memories of grade school days was the year she was
part of Forest Grove's Gay 90s festival. "One year®™ shé _
writes, "the theme of the fastival was "School Days" and all
the local schools ware invitad to compete for a chance to be in
the entertainment program. Our school won, and Donna and I E
both got to wear old-fashioned drasses and hats and sing a song
called "Sunbonnet Sally and Overall Jim" in the program.. The
program was put on two times, and I think this was the first
time I ever stayed up until 11:00 at night. I remember Mom
staying up until about 2:00 in the morning before the program
finishing our dressaes, which she sewed herself.

"Mom taught me to sew, to crochet a little, to
embroider, and to knit. By the time I was in high school, I
was making my own clothes. *#* When I graduated from high
school, a&s a graduatipn present, Mom and Dad helped me buy a -
port:ahle Singer sewing machine which I ‘have used ever s:l.xlma_,'-
even to make clathes for you. I ;=ontinued ‘to maks many of my
own ;lothes until after I started vorking as a lawyer.

"I always loved to read. Reading opened up new
worlds for me, far beyond what I saw on the farm. I read every
chance I could get. #*#* Unfortunately, I didn't care so :;ug:h
for cooking, a chore that was a.'lways with us. We usually had
meat and potatoes and other vagatahles ‘for supper, and I



regrettably often got distracted by what I was rsading and let
the water boil dry in the potata pot so that the potatoes ended
up getting burned. Mom thought I would never be able to“ gét
married because I was so uninterested in cooking that no man
would want me as his wife." | ¢
After high schao]., Joyce went on to the University of
Oregon, whera she majored in journalism. She spmt a smar in
Wamhinhgton, D.C. as an intern in Congressman Dellenback's'

. office, writing newsletters and press releases. Dellenback was

a2 Republican, and Joyce says: e ..

"I tried to ignore the fact that I was a Democrat at
heart and do as gocd a job as possible.

"I graduated from the Unlversity cum laude, but I
didn't know what I was going to dé with my degree in
journalism. I was led to believe that I would have to go to
some small town in Eastern Oregon and work on the town's waekly
newspaper. I didn't want to do that at all."®

She didn't have to,’ for she had met Tom Harpole the
year before, and on her graduation day, June 11, 1972, they
wera married. "I made my wedding dress from materials that
cost about $30," she says.

. Tom and Joyce immediately set out for San Antons.o,
where Tom was stationed in the Army. In San antonio, *I"goon
learned that an honors degree in journalism "ii;sﬁ;t very useful
in finding work." She got a job as a wiid proeu_g—@é _-géc-z'—atirr
at a bank, and later worked as an l_ndvqrtis:lng_ copywritar fr..:.r a
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_ court o:E_ St. Pater.”

dapa-rtment store, but quit when the storas fired another

"employee for reporting labor law violations . and she went back

to work for the bank until Tom's tour of duty was over. “ .

In January 1975, Tom and Joyce returned to o:;_agqn,
and Joyce want to work for the Puhl:lc u:cai::'s. ;i;ec.t;r:;t :h:-
Westdrsi Wood Products Assccistion. After about a year, she -
found a job with the Honneville Power Administration. %I was
hired-to help write an envirommental impact statement,” she -
says, and "while I was doing this, I started taking classes at
night at Portland Community College in its legal agsiétgx;t ’
program. I was looking for a more challenging job and thought
that baing a legal assistant might be that job. I loved all .
the classes about law, and finally decided to take the Law ,
School Admissions Test to see if I could qualify to go to law
schocl so that I could become a lawyer. #** Tom was great
about this. Going to law school meant that I would not be
employed full time.for three years and that our income would be:
reduced, but he supported my doing sc."

S0 Joyce enrolled at Nor:'thwastnm 8chool of Law at
Lewis & Clark, graduated first in her class, and went on to

clerk for a year for Judge Bu.i'ns,fwho sent me a note this

" morning that says this: "She was a superstar — in ability,

integrity, and half-a-dozen other categories, above all hﬂma.n
dpcancy.'i I can't think of a better advocata for us all at the
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In the sumer of 1950,".'once ‘tock the bar éxam] and
received the highest score. She and Tom spent six wonderful

.o

weeks in Europe later that summer, and she came to work “for S,
Stoal Rives on Oct:;hei' 1, 1980. Joyce describes for Jessica
the work .she did as a lawyer, the kind of law she practiloed,. :
and some of the cases sfxe worked on. And then ahe Bays this: L
"I think I am proudest of the work I did on heha].f. of
the American Civil Liberties Union with Drew Gardner and others
on a case called Burke v, Wgisgert. We brou_g'ht suit on behalf
of pecple in Oregon's mental hospitals who were being given
psychot'ropic medication with serious side effects with;ut their

consant."
‘Joyce fought a long legal battle in that case, and it -

led to significant reforms in the way drugs are administrated
. in Orcg.on's mantal hospitals. Her work was so impressive that
sha was invited to join the hoard of tha Oregon Advocacy
Center, an organization that provides legal services to
mantally ill persons. She went on to serve many other civie
and bar-re.fl.atad' orga.ni:zatians', and her professional career
flourished during the 80s, but all that was secondary to the
‘most important event of the decadas

"In 1985, I gave birth to the 1ight of my life,
a'as.s:l.ca. I know the day you wvere born was the happlest day of
ny'l:l.fa and of your father's, and the-time I have spént caring
for you, watching you grow and develop, and loving you has been

L I

the best time of my life.“



Joyce ends Her letter to her daughter with this
parag-ruph.::

"I have spent a lot of my spare time reading bdoks
wvritten by great thinksrs, and I have ponderad over the
question of what life is all about. I think now 'I:'\-ha.'l: tha
answer is very simple--life is for living and loving—to _en:]o;r-

' every moment possible and to maks the lives of those around you
the very best you can. I know that I have had a very rich and
ftz'J:J. life, thanks in large part to the nany kind people who
helped me in life, and I know that I have had ‘the love.of
friends and family when I needed it most.® '

These words from Joyce's heart will be a priceless
nemento for Jessica in the years ahead, and I know T speak for .
all of us this afternocon in saying how grateful we are to '
Jessica and Tom for letting us share them. We're grateful,
too, that Joyce wgs aware of a_ll the love that was focused on
her during these last months, from her family, from all of us
in her law fin;, and from all the others whosa lives- she
touched. . And there were so many lives she touched: I've
mentioned her work 'gor the Oregon.advocacy Canter, where sha
was president of the Board for two.yaars, but she also served -
on the board of Oregon Legal Sarvices for three Years; the
Boa.rd of Bar Exam:l.ners for three years, and chairad :I.t fcfr ocne; -
thaOWenPannarInnofcourt wh:l.chshemsarvingu-, .

"-— Ry e H .

‘presidentTat ‘tha 'tiné ‘of ‘her death, nd ind many~cEhars: "It: is a
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1:!.:1:1 of accompl:lshmants gso inpressive t.hat in May ot ‘this year,
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tha Alunni Board of the Northwestarn School of Law selectad her
for its annual award, its highest honor. The inscription
reads: "This is to certify that Joyce A. Harpole, in *

recognition of her singular outstanding achievements and
contributions to the profession and commnity that have:

distinguished her and havae reflected digtinction upon the Lawi-

School, is hereby awarded the honor of Distinguished Graduate."
All this is part of the public record, but \rhat k:l.nd

o:c lawyer was Joyce ‘Harpole? Only this: the kind of 1nwyer

ot

who made you proud to be a lawyer. Intall:l_.g'a‘nt, -articulate,
analytiecal, yas,'- but more than that, she was a person wholly
-without guile or artifice, a person of such extraordinary
integrity and fairness that every moment of her law practice .
was carried out at the very highast level of professionalism. -
She was incapable of anything less, and no one knew her very
long without realizing that hera was a person who could quite
simply be trusted -- trusted completaly, trusted without
reservation, to perf;m any task, share any burden, hold any
confidence.

In our law.firm, Joyce wprked more closely over the
years with Barnes Ellis then with anyone else, and I asked him-

to describe from his perspective what it was like to work with
' r
Y

Joyca. This is part of what he wrota:
. "Joyce was soft-spoken, a feature that masked an

extracrdinary mental and emotional toughness. Often ghe would

be the one to urge a more aggressive coursae, .a stronger
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resolve, a tougher position. she did so not out of soma
instinctive competitivem!ss or need to assert powaer, but

e aem A e

because she had cnn.tidenca in ha:.- analyt.tcal ahilitiu 'uid she
had confidence in the legal system. &he was right an '
extraordinary nusiber of times. . £ -

“Joyce could organize complex factual materials
Dbeautifully. Unigue among trial lawyers in our firm, her deak
was always clean, excapt for the one document she was then -
fpct-_:se_ﬁ on. She had a miraculous ability to ratrieve from her
files or computer any key document, brief, 'or-: torraspondence.
The only exception to her completely oirdered office ware

pictures-—usually crayon drawings--by Jessica. These were for

dip.“La_y, and not to be filed.
*As Joyce's career developed over the years, she vas
recognized not only as an excallent trial lawyer,
t;ut;-soething rare among trial lawyers--a good manager as
well. As time went by, she was asked to take on incraaiing
managerial rasporisiﬁilitias in our firm until in 1992 she
became chair of the litigation department. She was, by

universal acknowledgment, the best department manager we have

ever had.
"For those of us blessed with daughters now entering

the new world of protessional women, Joyce has been a pioﬁeer
and a model of how to have a fulfilling and dynmic
professional career, and be a 1av1ng and enarget:l_.c spause, and
be a ca:.-:Lng and accessible mother, and be a force in the
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broader community, and do all these things with an abundant
*I};;ui'é of 1augh'l£er, persphct:l.vg, and g:-ace'.' " .

All these things can be said about the 1life of Joyce
Harpole, and more, but what now ﬁ:@ll we say about her death?

The death of any person we love and admire is an .
occasion for grief, but on this occasion there are other -
emotions as well. Joyce left us much too soon, and I suspect
there is more than a little anger and resentment at the
unfairness of this event. We have been robbad of her wisdom,
and her incomparable strength of character, and the force of
her personality, and her love--and wa wish we had all of that
back. But anger and resentment are unprodﬁctiva amctions, and .
altogether out of place in any remembrance of Joyce. She was
Alwavs a voice of calm, a voice of quiet, a voice of reason,
and she always had the right word to illuminate a problem, to
resolve a conflict, to ease the tensien. . That was true to the
end of her life. Some who visited her in the last weeks, for
example, were a littls apprehensive. 'How do you visit a dying
Lriend? Wwhat skills does it take? 1Is there an art to it?

No one need have worried. Thera was no skill
required, no art. Joyce made everyone feel at ease. She was
cheerful. and warm and hospitable, Anquisitive, curious, and
interested; able to talk quite objectively about the diﬂ;ase
that was overtaking her body, and quite unwilling to bée maudlin
or sentimental about it. There was no sense of gloom; no
self-pity, and above all no fear. Joyce was not afraid of
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‘death, and she was not bitter or resent#ul about wh;t vas _
happening to her. #I hava nothing to complain about,” she .told
me, line days before she died. "I've néver known any adversity '
in my 1ife.® She knew that life her life had been blessed, and
she would mot let the reality of her approaching death ,
' discoutrage her. Even more importantly, -she dld not vant her
approaching deatlh to discourage her family, either. “¥ou've
got better things to dos pick yourselves up and get on with .
it," that was her attitudea. And in that way, in her love and
in her cou.:r:age, she did her best to prepare Tom and ."J'aqsg.ca for
her death, helping them to understand that their lives would go
on with fullness and ricliness whether or not she was thera to
share in them.

A half century ago, during the London blitz, the
g¥eat Welsh poet Dylan Thomas wrote a poam entitled, "A Refusal
1t'.o Mourn the Death, by Fire, of a Child in London." oOne stanza
reads this way:

"Y shall not murder
The mankind of her going with a grave truth

Nor blaspheme down the stations of the
breath

With any further

Elegy of in_mcence and youth.r®
Joyce told me once that she admired those lines, bacausea she
believed, with the post, that a person's death, no nntter':how
cruelly it comes, no matter how out of time, should not be
dishonored by the kind of mourning that ampha:sizes only the
loss felt by those who survive. It is hlugl':enuus to do so,
tha bo‘et su'g_ge_sts, bé;zausa it implies that death is the final
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chapter in the book of life. It isn't, and Joyce knew that it
isn't. O"There is nothing in life or death," says the Apostle
Paul, “"nothing in all creation that can separate us from fhe .
love of God in Christ.» t'hat was Paul's faith, and that was
Joyce's faith, and that is why there is no need for grage : '
truths or elegies of innocencé and youth when we consider the ‘
meaning of Joyce's death, for therae is nothing we could say
that could add a particle to the joy that she brought to the.
lives of haer family and friends; and thera is nothing we could
say that could detract a particle frem our certainty that she
is now in the‘prasance of the One whose love for her is greatar

than our own. ' , i
For everyone who loved her in this life,. which is to

Bay everyone who knew her, the memory of the gift that Joyce's

lifa was to us will help to heal the sorrow we feel today, .and

that memory will remain as a blessing on our own lives for as

long as we live. $o, even as we grieve this day, we should go

from this place today with thankful hearts and joyful spirits:
rejolcing that Joyce Harpole lived a creative and productive
-and giving life, ra:loicing that she left this community. better
than she found :I.i: rejoicing that we were here to have had the
privilege of knowing her and having our lives touched by hﬂrs,
and rejoicing that she gave mors to us than death can taka 4
away.
To God be the glory.
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