
Gail Barbara Aspel Gibbons

As Cindy Johnson, the Parish Nurse for the 1st Congregational Church put so aptly in the 
church bulletin about my mom, who served on the Wellness Committee for many 
years… “Gail Gibbons put the “Care” into the word “Caregiver.”

I know this to be true, and so do my siblings (Barbara, Bill, and Jon), because throughout 
our lives she has always put the needs, concerns, and interests of all four of us, and Dad 
ahead of her own; the Quintessential Mom!

Our Caregiver Mom was a career woman; a registered nurse. She got her nursing 
certificate right after World War II. Throughout her life, she worked as a nurse in many 
different capacities: hospital nurse, clinic nurse, and school nurse. Our childhoods were 
especially rich because she sacrificed income to be a stay-at-home mom during our 
preschool years. Once the four of us were in school, she resumed working.

Interestingly, Gail did not did not have the luxury of a stay-at-home, always supportive 
mom. Her mother, Inez Sigler Aspel died of appendicitis when she was seven years old. 
Her sister Mary was eight, and her brother Jim was about four years old. Her family 
resided on a farm in Iowa. For Gaylord Aspel, their dad and our grandfather, the loss of 
his wife, and especially right at the onset of the Great Depression, must have been 
devastating. He hired Beth Sigler, a relative and widow, to care for his children, keep 
house, and help on the farm. Several years later, Gaylord eventually married Beth. She 
was the grandmother we knew.

I know that Mom and her sister Mary had to work very hard every day to assist with 
chores on the farm: cooking, cleaning, caring for their little brother, laundry, gardening, 
cow milking, and food processing, as well as go to school and do their lessons. My mom 
has always been industrious, and I understand she learned to be this way at a very early 
age. Dad called her the “Energizer Bunny” because she never stopped. Throughout her 
life, she really didn’t complain or question the never-ending tasks required to keep a 
well-functioning household. My father, over the last several years, has come to realize 
(and I’ve heard him compliment her on a number of occasions) on how well she cared 
for him in his old-age.



Mom was a wonderful farm cook, using all fresh ingredients and made from scratch 
breads, cakes, cookies, and pies. She’s told me stories about having to help prepare 
meals for a dozen or more field hands for three days in a row during the threshing days 
in August, when the oats were being harvested at their farm. In our childhood home, 
she canned and pickled the fruits and vegetables from our family garden for many years. 
Birthdays and holidays were always remembered and celebrated. She planned and 
prepared holiday meals for family gatherings into her early 90s! My siblings and I have 
been spoiled by such a wonderful display of love!

Mom’s caring was not limited to family, friends, or patients she tended to on the job. 
Again, as Cindy Johnson the Parish Nurse of their church said, “Gail could always be 
counted on and rarely said no, when asked to help. You name it, she’s done it.”

Both Mom and Dad have always stayed devoted friends with several couples and 
individuals they’ve known for decades. I can’t say I know of a single instance where they 
broke off a relationship due to irritations, hurt feelings, or opposing viewpoints. They 
both have stuck by friends through thick and thin and literally to the very end. They still 
have a few good friends that they keep in touch with, even though most of them are no 
longer able to get out and drive.

Every Christmas, Mom baked homemade bread and cookies and fudge, and distributed 
it throughout the neighborhood. It’s just what she did. 

She believed in keeping fit and walked her 1-3 mile route almost every day. She was 
smart and opinionated. She never stopped reading. She read on a wide variety of topics; 
fiction and nonfiction. One of the things we shared a lot of in the last several years were 
books.

I know there are many others, whose lives have been touched by Gail Gibbons 
throughout her 94 years. We will all miss her so very much! 


