The Quazy Clowns of Quartzsite
On my trip to the AATH Florida Conference last November
I met a man from Montana on a trail in a Texas State Park
who told me about the Clowns he met in a Bakery in
Quartzsite AZ. Some coincidence! So at the end of April,
my trip back from the COAI Convention in MA brought me
through Quartzsite, AZ. The bakery was closed, so I asked
a woman walking outside about the clowns. Serendipity!
She was the clown that owned the bakery - Dee Bee. One
minute either way and I would have missed her, as she and
her husband were on their way to their summer home. I had
heard that a clown in their club had gone through
chemotherapy as a clown. She called Mary and her husband
Hugh and, we visited in the garden in back of the bakery.
Mary’s own story follows.
Quartzsite has a population of 1500 in the summer and over
a million and a half in the winter! With 800,000 RV’s! I
have a sense that this clown group started out of a
spontaneous combustion of joy, fun and mischief! Hopefully
I will visit them again this winter when they are in full
blossom.
--Shobi Dobi

Bubbles in Oncology
by Mary “Bubbles” Hokenstad
A friend who is a shrine clown was doing a show for the
disabled foster children. I was down in the dumps taking my
chemo, so he says ‘Why don’t you help me clown for these
kids?’ I said ‘I don’t know, I’m on chemo and all.’ He insisted
saying that it would be good for me. It was the best shot in the
arm I ever had. I went completely bananas and had a ball with
the kids. Seeing all these disabled children, I thought ‘Here I
am wallowing in all my self pity - forget this nonsense.’ That
was the turning point for me.

I was listening to all these other patients. This one man said to me
‘Oh last night I was going to have a glass of Ovaltine and I just
knew it was going to make me sick. I drank it and it made me
sick.’ That really hit me. I said to him ‘Why didn’t you say it’s
going to make me feel better?’ I usually ate 3 or 4 sandwiches
during my chemo. So I got a lot of people to eat while they were
taking Chemo. It’s hard to eat, but it was better for you.

I felt better myself by making other people feel better.
Something happened when I put on my white face. I would think
“I’m not this person with this cancer!” They gave me four to six
months to live and that was two years ago. I’d put the clown
makeup on and say ‘Boy! I feel good. Hey! Let’s go!’ I found I
felt better myself by making other people feel better.
Once when I was taking Chemo this professor, who was also
taking chemo, was really down in the dumps. I said ‘Make sure we
have Chemo the same time. I’ll have a surprise for you.’ So I
came in dressed in my clown outfit. And brought him a wig to
wear. (Pictured on Page 1) Later, as I was going through the
parking lot, the people started to follow me. I felt like the Pied
Piper. They ask ‘Oh, a clown. Are you coming to cheer up all the
chemo patients?’ I answered, ‘No, I’m really here to take Chemo
myself.’
One funny thing that happened once. The nurse got so excited
about having a clown there, that she couldn’t put the needle in my
arm. So I had to go down to emergency to get the doctor to put the
needle in. At the emergency room the doctor said “Oh great, a
clown! Are you here to cheer us on?” So I took them all by
surprise in emergency too!.
At Parker Community Hospital the nurse would say ‘Mary if you
feel O.K. after Chemo would you see some patients here? I
enjoyed it so much and the Chemo didn’t bother me much. So, I
took Chemo as Bubbles the clown. It really snapped me out of my
self pity and it worked for the others too.

Later another friend had an accident and had to have therapy.
I thought ‘Well, I have to go take my chemo, so I might as well
go in clown and cheer him up.’ I went to the rehab hospital
thinking I’d only spend 20 minutes to visit him. It really
surprised me all the attention I got. Doctors and nurses were
coming in the room and other patients were coming out of their
rooms. It was really fun. I stayed the whole afternoon.
I actually didn’t come unannounced the first time. One of my
nurses sometimes had red hair and sometimes not, so I used to
tease her (before she knew I was a clown). ‘I bet I can have
redder hair than you.’ So that’s the first time I went to Chemo
with my red clown wig and outfit. I loved playing with
everyone. I would say things like ‘Doctor, do I look pale?’
(with my white face on!)
Chemo is only as bad as you make it. I’d say to myself ‘This
isn’t going to be bad and I’m not going to let myself get down.’
At first I was very argumentive when I took Chemo, because
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