“Grandma said when you come on something that is good, first thing to do is share it with
whoever you can find; that way, the good spreads out to where no telling it will go.”
~Forrest Carter, The Education of Little Tree

Wanda Saunders Bowersock is shown, photo right, stirring a batch of soap. She developed
her beloved Bed & Breakfast in Hocking Hills in the two historic log cabins, above, called
“Rainbow’s End.” Wanda’s creation, was donated to the Arc of Appalachia early in 2020.
This is Wanda’s story. Cabin Photo by Bonnie Gifford; Wanda & Soap Photo on next page by Dennis Savage.
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By Nancy Stranahan, Director, Arc of Appalachia

the day, which you have to admit is pretty cool. And two, it
establishes that Gallia County breeds some incredibly tough
women. One of those was Wanda.

Wanda Saunders was born in 1920 in the Appalachian
foothills of Gallia County, not far from the Ohio River. This
is the same county where Grandma Gatewood was born
and raised in 33 years earlier. I recall Grandma Gatewood
from the Hocking Hills Annual Winter Hikes in the early
1970s when she was in her eighties. Grandma Gatewood
was such a revered hiking icon that when she stepped up
to the trailhead at Old Man’s Cave to begin the hike, cane
in hand, I ducked my head, too shy to speak.

Wanda enjoyed a happy rural childhood, living alongside
her three sisters and one brother. She loved her freedom
and was strong-spirited in mind and body. Whenever hard
work was called for, Wanda rolled up her sleeves and dove
right in. Wanda could do anything she set her mind to. Her
only daughter, Suellen, claims her mother was the hardest
working woman she ever met in her life. Wanda, however,
was also a beauty, and she had a decided penchant for
glamour. She never hesitated to coiffure her hair and dress
“to the nines” for special outings and events.

Grandma Gatewood was irrepressible. As a child, she
slept four to a bed with her siblings in a log cabin in
Guyan Township, not far from the river. After marrying
an abusive alcoholic husband when she was 19, she bore
11 children, raised tobacco, and mixed cement, all while
enduring such hardships as broken ribs, broken teeth, and
other beatings. The woods became her refuge. When she
was 67 (fourteen years after divorcing her husband), she
casually left the house in a pair of Keds, carrying over her
shoulder a homemade denim bag with an army blanket,
raincoat, and plastic shower curtain. On her way out all she
said was, “I’m going for a walk.” The next time her children
heard from her, she had eight hundred miles under her
belt on the Appalachian Trail, heading for Maine. Emma
Gatewood was the first person to complete the entire 2,050
mile trek three times.

No one quite knows how Wanda and her sisters found
their way to Dayton, OH, but when many American men
were called away for World War II, good paying jobs
opened up in the cities. Droves of Appalachian women
moved out of the country to pursue their slice of the
American Dream. The Saunder sisters’ first jobs were at
NCR, a cash register manufacturer of national renown.
When Wanda’s fiance, Leo Bowersock, returned home
from the war at the same time as millions of other young
men, many women, like Wanda and her sisters, found
themselves out of work. Leo accepted a job at Dayton Tire
and Rubber while the Saunder sisters, with considerable
disappointment, downgraded to less lucrative jobs at
Precision Rubber.

I delayed plunging into Wanda’s story because
Emma’s tale provides two interesting contexts. One is that
Wanda’s father actually dated Emma Gatewood, back in

Soon thereafter, Wanda gave birth to Suellen,
joining the family along with two children from Leo’s first
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Photo Above: Wanda, front right’; Wanda’s sister, Jean, front
left; and her parents at the homestead in Gallia County. Photo
Right: Wanda with newborn Suellen in her arms.

marriage. Wanda threw herself into family life, just like
she threw herself into everything she did. After working
an 8 hour shift at the factory and making dinner, Wanda
and Leo would often gather produce from their massive
garden, sometimes canning until midnight. They stocked
their basement full.

camping trip together. It was late fall in the early eighties.
They loaded up Wanda’s diesel Rabbit, borrowed a tent,
and headed for New England. It was going to be a chilly
trip. Wanda was as tough as Emma Gatewood, but she
didn’t stress herself unnecessarily. At a campground in New
York, Suellen went into the office to register while Wanda
finished setting up the popup tent. When Suellen came
back, she couldn’t find the tent. For one reason, it wasn’t
her tent to begin with, so her search image was a bit fuzzy.
For another, the only tent that looked something like what
she remembered had an electric cord coming out of it. It
turned out Wanda had brought her electric blanket and
had already plugged it in. She was also wearing a shiny
silver snowsuit. They had a good laugh over that.

Life was good. But, when Suellen was only 10 years
old, Leo died prematurely and unexpectedly from a heart
attack. Wanda was now the sole bread winner.
Despite the financial hardships that followed, Suellen
has fond memories of her teenage years. Her mother was
not just her parent, but her best friend and playmate. They
went camping together, they dressed up to go out on the
town and they shared confidences. Giggling was a major
mutually-valued pastime. Although Wanda had limited
resources, she refused to be confined by it. In her heart
she was a citizen of the world, unbounded by limitations.
Sometimes Wanda would dream out loud to Suellen of all
the things she would do, if only she had the money.
One day when Suellen came home from high school,
she learned of two events that registered on the Richter
scale in her life. One, Wanda had just bought a red
Thunderbird, which was parked in the driveway; and two,
the car salesman had also sold Wanda a children’s clothing
store. Wanda announced to Suellen she was quitting her job
at Precision to run the store. This retail enterprise occupied
a few years of Wanda’s history and Suellen recalls her
mother’s devotion to trying, but eventually failing, to make
a go of it.

Their last day in Vermont was beastly cold. Wanda
and Suellen were already dreading the thought of another
night in the cold. On impulse they booked a night in a
local bed and breakfast. Such indulgence was a first for
both of them, and for Wanda, the experience would prove
pivotal. That next morning the hostess set out an elegant
and memorable breakfast, complete with real silver on the
table. Wanda was quiet as she took this all in, but a flame
was lit in the recesses of her heart. She didn’t dilute the idea
by talking about it, but neither did she forget it. Wanda
was heading toward retirement and she had big plans.

When Suellen was in her twenties and Wanda was
back working at a factory, she and Wanda took their last

Several years earlier, Suellen had bought forty-some
acres of land in Hocking County on Ellinger Road. The
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property came with a bonafide rustic log cabin, which
Suellen adopted as her new home. Suellen gave the six
acres across the road to Wanda as a building site for
her retirement home. As luck would have it, Suellen later
uncovered a beautifully intact log cabin hiding below the
clapboards of an investment property. Wanda fell in love
with the cabin and Suellen let her move it to Ellinger
Road. Wanda spent the next year driving back and forth
between Dayton and Ellinger Road to complete the tedious,
laborious task of chinking the logs and turning the shell into
a real home. She and Suellen called it Cabin #2. The day
after Wanda retired, she packed up and left Dayton for
good. It was 1985.

for Wanda’s vacant cabins all the way from New Mexico
was challenging, to put it lightly. It was also unrewarding
because she knew in her heart that Wanda would want
the cabins engaged, actively making people happy. But
Suellen couldn’t imagine selling the property off to a private
owner or developer. The place felt sacred. Wanda had built
Rainbow’s End to serve the public. Nothing else felt right.
Suellen’s search for a possible non-profit to be the
recipient of her mother’s legacy led her to many possible
parties, and eventually to the Arc of Appalachia. When
Suellen made her official offer of donation to the Arc, I
was stunned and honored, but cautious. I wondered if it
was responsible to accept such an immense donation. How
could we possibly replicate the labor needed for such an
endeavor, 65 miles away from our staffing headquarters?
The last thing I wanted to do was to fail to carry through
on Suellen’s and Wanda’s dreams.

It wasn’t long thereafter that Suellen figured out her
mother was up to something. It became apparent that the
small cabin with its two bedrooms wasn’t simply to be
Wanda’s new home, rather it was Wanda’s new Bed and
Breakfast! And thus, Rainbow’s End was born.

The longer Suellen waited for an answer from me,
the more anxious I became about my indecision. After
finishing up a number of projects with pressing deadlines,
I made my way down to the cabins. It was late Saturday
afternoon in mid-December, approaching Christmas. I
came unannounced, and because the cabins were locked,
I just sat in the driveway. I turned off the motor, opened
the windows and doors, and soaked in the ambiance of the
place. I hadn’t heard Wanda’s story yet; and I barely knew
Suellen. All I knew was this land around me. If this gift “was
meant to be,” I hoped I would feel the nudge.

Wanda finally had an occupation in resonance with
her inner image. She was now fully free to be herself, that
is, someone who loved hospitality - creating unforgettable
ambience, sharing fresh cookies out of the oven, and making
friends over the breakfast table. Rainbow’s End was beloved
by a diversity of visitors. Wanda entertained cross-country
cyclists, Buckeye Trail backpackers, even Chinese delegates.
By the time Suellen moved off Ellinger Road and
headed to her new home in New Mexico, Wanda was
established as a notable fixture in Hocking County, held fast
by her many friends and community services. Eventually
Wanda built Cabin #3, right next to Cabin #2. With three
bedrooms and three baths, it required the movers to find
and merge three separate pioneer log cabins in the county
in order to put Cabin #3 together.

All around the cabins, on both sides of the road
for as far as I could see and beyond, was nothing but
uninterrupted forest. The cabins were in a small clearing,
cloaked completely by the wooded hills rising above them.
The hewn logs of the cabins were massive - “mother logs”

In her so-called retirement years, Wanda ran her bed
and breakfast operation, promoted tourism, directed the
City of Logan’s Farmers’ Market for a time, and loved and
supported the arts. With the help of Naturalist Ric Queen,
she organized public tours of Hocking County’s pioneer
log cabins. When tour participants stopped at Rainbow’s
End, they would find Wanda stirring a steaming kettle of
Burgoo Stew over the open fire, sharing a recipe with them
straight out of her childhood. The same big kettle that made
the stew also made Wanda’s signature soaps. Visitors were
also intrigued with Wanda’s extensive collection of 19th
century tools and gadgets that decorated both cabins. All of
this was Wanda’s way of bringing her memories of Gallia
County’s rural countryside forward in time. Her life had
come full circle.
Wanda managed to stay busy and productive to the
end. On May 27, 2013, Wanda turned 93. On June 3,
2013, she passed away in Cabin #3, with Suellen by her
side. It was a peaceful transition.
Six years later, in 2019, Suellen felt an inner prompting
that it was time to deal with Wanda’s legacies. Trying to care
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Wanda, right, with her late life love: art teacher, screen printer, and potter, Albert Rau. Photo by Dennis Savage

from Ohio’s original forest, the likes of which we will never
see again. The logs were damp from rain, and the solstice
sun was weak.
Except for a few kinglets chitting above me in the
canopy and water dripping from the trees, there was neartotal silence. For a moment, there was loosening of time.
Sitting outside these cabins, I could imagine it being any
year at all in the last 200. In the darkening dusk, I felt a
sudden clarity. If there were some way for the right people
to come together to make this project possible, our answer
should be yes. The remote wooded location was beautiful
and mostly undeveloped, and the size of the neighboring
tracts were singularly large. If we accepted this gift, it
would likely be the seed of a worthy, growing preserve for
an area deserving of conservation. So, we should say yes.
But could we? If our staff were too far away to give the
place the attention it deserved, then who could?
The next few weeks were incredible. Paul Knoop, an
Arc Board Advisor from Hocking County, just so happened
to hear from two old friends, Frank and Bonnie Gifford.
The couple had lived in Hocking County before moving to
the rural mountains of West Virginia where they practiced
living simply and close to the land. Earlier in their career
they had run a lodge in West Virginia on behalf of a nonprofit. Bonnie, a physician, had just lost her job in WV due
to a facility closure. Her daughter, who lives in Columbus,
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was preparing for the birth of her second child, Bonnie’s
second grandchild. Ohio was calling them home. “Did Paul
know of any secluded place they could move to?” Long
story short, Frank and Bonnie Gifford agreed to become
site caretakers. They put their WV house up for sale and
estimated they could be in Ohio by June.
One problem solved. But who would look over the
property’s security until the Gifford’s arrived? Who would
make arrangements with the local contractors for the
upgrades needed, and who would perform the inevitable
small repairs? Enter Brian Blair, Board Member and Hocking
Country resident, along with his wife Susan Spinelli, who
both volunteered their services. Coincidentally, 35 years
ago Brian actually lived in Cabin #1 as a renter and parttime caretaker for Suellen. Today, Brian and Susan live only
a few miles away. Second problem solved!!
That left just one issue unaddressed. Who would
decorate the cabin with the kind of artful good taste that
visitors to Arc facilities have come to expect? The cabins
were nearly empty so such a task would take an immense
amount of time. As I mentally scanned the thousands of
people I knew, my mind locked in on two Arc supporters I
have long admired and who live not far from the Sanctuary
- Dane and Connie Clyburn. Connie and Dane’s own cabinin-the-woods is breathtakingly beautiful. Many of their
cabin’s wood components were constructed out of recycled

Brian Blair &
Susan Spinelli

Dennis Savage
Photographer

Connie & Dane
Clyburn

Frank & Bonnie
Gifford
THE TRIBE THAT CAUGHT RAINBOW’S END. Autumn 2020 photo by Kathryn Cubert

wood by Dane, who is a master carpenter. Connie’s talent,
on the other hand, lay in interior decorating. Her balance
of colors and use of natural elements in their home were
striking. But, in the two decades I had known them, I had
never once discussed a major volunteer commitment with
them. They seemed so busy. Did I dare even ask? But I did
ask, and Connie replied, “Maybe. I’d like to see the cabin
first.” Long story short, Connie and Dane eventually said yes
and I was ecstatic.
The donation of Rainbow’s End to the Arc of Appalachia
was consummated in February of 2020. The work that has
gone into the property since is another story for another
time. The Arc will be making the “Cabin at Wood Thrush
Cove” into an educational facility for groups, and a retreat
for the general public. Bonnie and Frank will be providing
their own signature warm welcome.

Kathryn Cubert, Photographer
Kathryn Cubert has been a contributing photographer for the
Arc for many years. She takes her art extremely seriously,
viewing every venture into the field as a learning experience.
She is often one of the first photographers to visit new
properties that the Arc is considering buying. Her photos
frequently illustrate our grant submissions and magazine
articles, such photos being of more importance than the text.
Kathryn’s work appears on our front cover this year. Look for
her name sprinkled throughout this issue.

We think Wanda would approve. There has already
been more synchronicity in these latest developments
than one can reasonably account for. Maybe this is what
Wanda’s love looks like, coming at us from the far side of
Rainbow’s End. I suspect there is more magic waiting for us
around the corner.
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