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Memories of Mrs. Plymate

By Danilo Simich
While my first memory of Mr. Plymate is indelible, my recollection of my first meeting Mrs. Plymate may be flawed.  It was perhaps at her home.  My wife, Carmen, and I were invited to the Plymate’s home for dinner.  This was a business function. We were entertaining a representative of our client’s management team.  Mrs. Plymate prepared a nice meal for several guests.  Mrs. Plymate looked elegant; a really classy lady and hostess.
We became better acquainted in the months following.  Occasionally I would visit the Plymate’s hangar at Oakland Airport.  They had the hot set-up: airplanes, an Avanti, a bunch of tools, cargo chutes, a Hoover vacuum cleaner, and an airport vehicle flag were just a few of the neat “toys” in the hangar.  Their hangar trips were picnics.  Mrs. Plymate barbequed hamburgers while I helped work on the airplanes.  The Plymate’s would take me flying too; up to San Rafael to fly over my honeymoon apartment or down to Monterey.  Over the years there were plenty of great visits with the Plymates in Burbank, Reno, and Independence.
Most friends and acquaintances will say pretty much what you want to hear.  If fortunate, one may have a few trusted friends who will tell you things you don’t want to hear; who offer loving counsel and criticism, which is a blessing.  The Plymates are our trusted confidants.  But the greater gift to us is as an example of a loving husband and wife.  Our daughter, Gabriela, helped us realize this when she was describing a conversation she had with her friends about grandparents.  Gabriela explained to them that she had two sets of grandparents, the Knierims and the Plymates.  Our children have not known their blood grandparents as husband and wife.  Carmen’s mother and father are divorced and her father passed away a few years ago, and my mother died before we were married.  So the Knierims, parents of my longest sustaining friend, and the Plymates became role models of a loving husband and wife to our children.  I’ve read where the most important relationship a child can have is not between the child and the parents but the relationship between the mother and father.  That is the child’s image of reality, of how people are supposed to get along with one another.  For us then, Mrs. and Mr. Plymate’s legacy is the lasting example of what marriage should be.
I remember continuously Mrs. Plymate in my prayers for the departed, and pray to God that she be “sheltered in places of light, in places of green pasture, in places of refreshing whence all pain sorrow and sighing have fled away and where the visitation of Thy Countenance rejoiceth all the Saints from all ages.”  There are wonderful recollections of the Plymates together, always together; traveling by car, fifth wheel, motor home, or airplane.  Of Mr. Plymate wearing a new shirt sewn by his wife, a talent most admired by Carmen.  Of enjoying meals at the only Mexican restaurant in Independence.  Of celebrating their 50th wedding anniversary.  Throughout all of these events, Mrs. Plymate’s patient, loving and quiet nature is prominent.  There is one memory that exceeds all others.  While on assignment in Seattle I flew home to Reno nearly every weekend.  On one of the few weekends that I didn’t fly home I visited the Plymates in Independence.  I think on this visit I helped Mr. Plymate pressure wash the Launch Pad’s apron and walks.  It was a nice weekend full of work and fun including a flight in Wayne and Debra’s Cessna 411.  Late Sunday afternoon came around and it was time to drive back to Seattle.  I gave Mrs. Plymate a hug good bye. She gave me a hug back, and just before I was about to release my embrace she embraced me just a little more firmly.  That was the last time I saw her, but her memory will be everlasting.  May God grant that we be able to embrace each other again in His Kingdom.
