
From Africa to the Northwoods  
First few years of Pond family's journeys captured by Dorothy Pond in 'If Women Have 
Courage...' 
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Chomee Pond was a toddler when she traveled with her parents on an archaeological dig 

to North Africa in the late 1920s. Chomee is pictured on the lower right of this group 
photograph. Her mother, Dorothy, is standing at the center and Alonzo is directly to her 

right. 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From southern Wisconsin to northern Africa, Europe, Asia, Alabama and Minocqua, the 
lives of two generations of the Pond family have crisscrossed four continents searching 
for clues to mankind’s past and the meaning of life. 
For Dorothy and Alonzo Pond and their daughter, Chomingwen, nearly 100 years of 
searching has resulted in this family’s remarkable footprints that have found their way 
into sheik’s tents and into Martin Luther King Jr.’s sanctuary of worship and parsonage, 
before finally finding rest in the Northwoods of Wisconsin. 
Chomingwen, better known in these parts as Chomee, has had her own incredible life 
experiences, but has spent the past couple of years focusing on her parents, specifically 
the publication of her mother’s book, “If Women Have Courage ... Among Shepherds, 
Sheiks, and Scientists in Algeria.”  
Published by Africa Magna Verlag, a German firm specializing in African archaeology, 
Dorothy’s memoir of her expeditions with her husband to North Africa in the late 1920s 
sat unpublished until this year.  
“Two years ago, Dr. William Green, director of the Logan Museum of Beloit College, 
found Africa Magna Verlag at an international conference in Ontario, Canada, and 
suggested they take a look at the manuscript,” Chomee wrote earlier this year in a 
correspondence to friends. “They liked it and Drs. Mary Jackes and David Lubell of 
Canada, who had worked some of the same areas of Algeria 40 years after mom and 
dad, wrote an Afterword.” 
  
Dorothy Pond’s  
book released this year 
To that end, Dorothy’s book was born. Stories are about her ventures in the 1920s while 
traveling and living in North Africa locations populate the publication. Most importantly, 
she describes living within a culture that didn’t have the highest regard for women. 
In addition to being the only woman traveling with the expedition, Dorothy also took 
along Chomee, a toddler at the time. 

mailto:ray@lakelandtimes.com


Here is how Chomee, a Minocqua resident, describes the background behind the 
publication of her mother’s experiences: 
“The time was the 1920s. Women had won the right to vote and were launching out on 
untraditional ventures. Museums were sponsoring small expeditions in search of clues to 
humanity’s distant past, in this case, the prehistoric snail-eaters of northern Algeria. In 
this book, mom brings to life her richly varied experiences in that quest — her first 
wide-eyed encounter with Algiers; the vigorous bargaining in the village market; 
strolling with dad through chariot-rutted streets of ancient Roman ruins; helping at the 
diggings; typing the expeditions’ reports and correspondence and managing the daily 
logistics — in 1930, the staff had grown to 16, including 12 college boys; accompanying 
Arab friends to a mosque for women only; the enchanting evening when Bedouin 
peddlers spread their exotic wares on the sands beneath the magic of a desert moon ... 
There were challenges, too. What do you do when you and your baby daughter are 
alone amidst the dunes and a sudden sandstorm has wiped out all signs of the route 
your group followed in the desert? Or when you make a quick trip to town and are 
inexplicably detained by the officious local policeman? Or when you have a 200-pound 
pig carcass that has to be butchered and the only available help is a Muslim?” 
Those and many other interesting daily encumbrances are peppered throughout this 
publication provided by an incredibly strong woman living in a time when most felt 
women had a specific place — and it wasn’t in North Africa with a young child. 
But that’s what makes this book so intriguing, time-sensitive and bold. 
And it’s one of the reasons Pond has been thrilled to see it in print. 
Dorothy and Alonzo, an accomplished writer in his own right with much of his life’s work 
in publication, met appropriately through the written word, according to Chomee. 
“A friend who was a neighbor of mom’s and also a college classmate had known dad 
since they were in grade school, and she had been trying to get them together for 
years,” Pond said. “When dad took off for his 1925-26 expedition, all of his old girlfriends 
were married, so he asked his neighbor if she knew any single women who could write 
to him while he was on the expedition, and she gave him a couple of names. One of 
them was married, so she gave it to her younger sister. I guess she wrote, but dad said 
she was never in the running. Mom was the other, so she wrote to him, and they 
apparently clicked immediately and wrote back and forth. Dad’s account of that 1926 
expedition is told in ‘Veiled Men, Red Tents, and Black Mountains.’ On the first page of ‘If 
Women Have Courage,’ she describes how the doorbell rang, and she went to answer it. 
A young man she had never seen before came up the stairs, took her into his arms, and 
kissed her. They spent the afternoon getting acquainted, went out on a canoe ride that 
evening on Lake Mendota, and they were engaged by 9 o’clock that night. When dad 
asked her for a wedding date, she suggested October [it was a June night when they 
had taken their canoe ride]. He said, ‘Well, that’s a nice month, but I have to leave in six 



weeks to be gone for a year.’ So they got ready and were married on the 26th of July in 
1926.” 
At the time, Dorothy was working for the Mayo Brothers Clinic in Rochester, Minn., 
according to Chomee. 
“So she had to go back there, resign, and get a trousseau, which would include a formal 
gown for the captain’s dinner and the opera in Paris ... they left the morning after the 
wedding and took off for New York and France,”Pond said. 
From there, the couple traveled to North Africa to complete the 1926 expedition. 
  
Chomee’s early memories 
Chomee was born in September of 1927. 
“I went on the second and third expeditions,” she said. “I was about 18 months old for 
what was mom’s second expedition and approaching three on her third one. That would 
have been the 1929 and 1930 expeditions.” 
Following an expedition in 1928 that Alonzo ventured out on without his family ... “he 
and mom decided that the next expedition would be one the whole family could go on. 
They did not like to be separated,” Pond said. 
“Reading her letters after the expeditions, they were really very deeply devoted to each 
other.” 
Because she was so young, Pond has very limited memories of those days. 
Her earliest memory is probably the ship coming back from the second expedition.  
“I was sitting between mom and dad on a deck chair — these big people stretched out 
on either side of me — and the steward handing me bullion and crackers,” she said. 
“That is the only memory that I have myself. As I say, most of these stories [in the book] I 
have heard time and again when I was growing up, but not all of them.” 
After the years traveling to North Africa on expeditions came to an end in 1930, 
the Ponds settled back in the U.S. to raise their family. 
  
Back in the States 
“Dad’s work to support the family during the Depression [included] lecturing around the 
country at schools and colleges and luncheon clubs and so forth. I think a lot of the time 
he must have been home on weekends, but the separation was very hard on both of 
them,” Pond said. 
But in addition to the lecturing, Alonzo also held a number of other positions around 
the country, with locations ranging from Virginia to Wisconsin. 
Alonzo ended his professional career as head of the Air Force’s Desert Section of the 
Arctic, Desert, Tropic, Information Center of the Research Studies Institute of the Air 
University at Maxwell Field in Montgomery, Ala.  



“He had the rank of professor there,” his daughter said. “His research was on survival in 
deserts, and he would give lectures on that, but his work was primarily research. He was 
in Libya, in Palestine, in Israel, and in Egypt, and so he was a teacher, but not a classroom 
teacher for the most part.” 
For Chomee, growing up in a home with parents who were devoted to the written word, 
her aspiration, initially, was to be a journalist. 
“My high school years spanned World War II. I woke up on my 12th birthday in Milton 
Junction to the sound of the newsboys shouting ‘Extra, Extra, Germany invades Poland!’ I 
spent my 18th birthday writing the story of the end of World War II for the Stoughton 
Daily Courier Hub,” she said. “I was going to be a journalist when I was growing up, but I 
took a year between high school and college for a couple of different reasons, and I 
spent three months (at) the Courier-Hub in Stoughton, but it was not a particularly good 
experience and I finally quit. I went home before the holidays and then sent out my 
resume in the form of a news story to the weekly newspapers around Wisconsin and 
was hired by the Lake Mills Leader. It was a good newspaper. It was winning some prizes 
at the time. That was from February to June, and then dad got the position for the 
summer of managing the Old Mission Inn on behalf of Beloit College on Madeleine 
Island and Dad felt he needed the whole family there. The paper would have been 
happy to have me stay through the summer and I would have been glad to stay, but 
dad wanted the family together. I think I was hotel maid, which was a misery of a job 
because I was terribly allergic to the dust; I also managed the gift shop. I was there for 
the one summer, then I went to Beloit College. The inn had been run by faculty 
members who took it as kind of a vacation time. You can’t run a resort that way. It had 
been bequeathed to the college, and they really wanted to get rid of it. Dad was able to 
put it on a paying basis, so they were able to sell it before the next summer.”  
Chomee decided that she wanted to pursue what “would have been called a letters and 
sciences education: just a general, good education, especially focusing on languages and 
sciences, because I figured you needed teachers or laboratories for both of them,” she 
said. 
However, it was the sciences where she ended up securing a degree.  
“The rationale was that I would go into scientific journalism. I never really had any 
intention of doing that, but you had to provide a rationale for your major,” she said. “I 
earned my BS degree in 1950 — 65 years ago.” 
  
Chomee overseas 
With the bug to travel deeply embedded, Chomee decided to head overseas. 
“After college, I really wanted to start traveling,” she said. “Between my freshman and 
sophomore years in college, I had spent two months in France and a week in 
Switzerland with American Youth Hostels. We spent about five weeks bicycling and 
another three weeks at a work camp building a youth hostel. That was a life-changing 



experience because I saw the results of World War II. The summer of ‘47 was probably 
the lowest point in the post-war period. The Marshall Plan had not been approved. It 
was the summer of ‘47 and the war in Europe ended in the spring of ‘45. In ‘46, they did 
not expect a lot, but in ‘47 they thought they would be much further along on the road 
to recovery by then. And, as I go back over what I wrote at the time, they were really 
sure that Russia was going to come barreling across the borders and we would be in the 
middle of a nuclear war. There was really no point in trying to rebuild Europe when it 
would just be knocked down by another war. It was a very depressing period for them, 
and it threw me. But I wanted to travel and I really wasn’t quite ready for it when I got 
out of Beloit, so I stayed in Janesville with my mother and grandmother and my brother, 
Art.”  
Alonzo was in Montgomery, Ala., with the newly-established center, so the family was 
split again. 
“I got a job with Cargill Methodist Church in Janesville as a church secretary. I stayed 
there for three years,” Pondsaid.  
During that time, Dorothy had also been caring for three of Chomee’s grandparents.  
When Pond learned about an opportunity to work with the U.S. Army Special Services in 
Europe, she applied and was accepted. 
“I spent three years from 1953-56 in Western Germany in the French Zone as a recreation 
director, running recreation clubs for enlisted men during their off-duty hours on post,” 
she said. “It was like the USO clubs, but they were in cities, and we were on military 
posts. During that period, I felt I wanted to learn more about Christianity than I would be 
likely to learn in a local congregation so I went to seminary (and) worked my way 
through ...”  
But it was when she was in Germany that Pond saw firsthand the handling of racial 
situations.  
“I had a very liberal staff,” she said. “The last two years I was the club director. The Army 
was desegregated racially. In the 50s, people were still getting used to the idea. Basically, 
our clubs were popular with the black soldiers because we did not hassle them. They 
were welcome — genuinely welcome.” 
  
Back in Montgomery 
So, when she heard her folks talking about the rising racial protests of the mid-1950s in 
the Deep South, she was very interested in the issues.  
“When I came back in 1956, the Montgomery Bus Protest was still going on,” she said. 
“The folks were never involved with it, but they did point out that the blacks were 
waiting at one of the local bus protest taxi stops, but not the regular bus stop. I spent 
the summer of 1957 with the folks in Montgomery. At that time, Martin Luther King Jr. 
was becoming a national name, and I knew I could just not be in Montgomery for the 
whole summer without attending the Dexter Avenue Baptist Church. This was a scary 



possibility because if I were seen there and recognized as dad’s daughter, it could mean 
serious repercussions for my parents. I wouldn’t likely be recognized by anyone at the 
Dexter Avenue Baptist Church, but the Presbyterian Church where some of mom’s 
friends attended was only a block away and she was afraid someone might recognize 
our car when dad dropped me off. Dad was getting close to retirement. I did not have a 
driver’s license even though I was close to 30, so dad drove me down to Dexter Avenue 
Baptist Church and drove off. I was genuinely welcomed there. I have a memory of a 
long flight of the steps up to the sanctuary — they seemed a lot longer than the 
photographs show. There were three or four fly boys at the top of the steps. One of 
them said ‘good morning,’ which sort of broke the tension, and an usher whisked me 
inside and seated me next to a woman who looked to be white. During the 
announcements, Dr. King said that there would be a farewell for Rosa Parks at the 
Montgomery Improvement Association meeting the next evening, so I persuaded dad 
to take me to that and drop me off there. I was one of few whites. This time I was seated 
next to Dr. Lawrence Reddick, who was a professor at Alabama State College, one of the 
historic black colleges. He published the first biography of Martin Luther King. They were 
introducing the few white people there. Each stood up and introduced himself, but I 
kept my head down and they graciously skipped over me. Dr. Reddick had to leave early 
and asked me to take notes for the rest of the meeting. From his look of surprise when I 
delivered them to him the next day, I think he did not expect to see me again. At the 
Dexter Avenue Church on Sunday morning they announced that they would have 
communion service in the evening for the local congregation because they had so 
many visitors. Dr. King had invited me to communion after church that morning. I told 
him I was Methodist and I understood the Baptists had closed communion. He said, ‘Not 
here. That was one of the conditions I set before taking the position here.’ I attended the 
Monday night Montgomery Improvement Association and later Coretta Scott King put 
me in touch with Euretta Adair, one-time faculty member at Tuskegee Institute and wife 
of a prominent black physician who took me under her wing and took me to several 
civil rights meetings throughout Montgomery that summer. Dad would drop me off and 
pick me up. Mrs. Adair also drove me, but she would drive me back and she would drop 
me off at the intersection where our street from the white neighborhood met the 
thoroughfare used by both blacks and whites. It would not have been safe for either of 
us had she driven to my folks’ house. She drove a Cadillac, which was quite appropriate 
for her socioeconomic status, but felt a bit apologetic about it. But she said when she 
drove to Washington, D.C., to visit her mother, there were no motels that would accept 
blacks in the area where she would have to spend the night. So she had to sleep in her 
car — a concrete example of what even well-to-do, well-educated blacks were up 
against with Jim Crow.” 
Pond also spent time in the Chicago area during the late 1950s and early 1960s, living 
through even more of the racial inequalities of the time.  
  



Chicago 
“While a student at Garrett, the Methodist seminary in Evanston, Ill., I spent most of my 
Sundays helping out at the South Deering Methodist Church in the Trumbull Park area 
of Chicago’s South Side,” she said. “I’ve often said I studied the Bible in class during the 
week and learned what it meant on Sundays in South Deering.  
According to Pond, through a series of quite innocent misunderstandings on the part of 
everyone involved, a black family moved into the Trumbull Park Homes public housing 
project without being immediately noticed. 
“The mother was mistaken for Latina, who were accepted in the area,” Pond said. “The 
darker-skinned father worked the night shift downtown and so was not seen until a 
weekend after they moved in.” 
“When the local white community discovered they had a black family in their midst, all 
hell broke loose,” she added. “The head of the Chicago Housing Authority had planned 
to allow black families into Trumbull Park Homes, but only after careful preparation for 
their reception in the community. Since that was no longer possible, she decided to let 
them stay and move in a few more families. Eventually some 20 of the 400 units were 
occupied by blacks, hardly an overwhelming percentage! But it scared some of the 
white residents who were just beginning to make their way into the middle class. Blacks 
were constantly harassed, even when there were 1,000 Chicago police stationed there in 
a community of 5,000.” 
“For the first few years, neither the large Roman Catholic Church nor the small Methodist 
Church did anything about the situation. That changed when David Fison, a World War II 
Navy veteran, was appointed to the South Deering Methodist Church immediately after 
his graduation from Garrett. First he called on all of the members of the church, then on 
residents who had attended worship at one time or another. That included a couple of 
the local black families. Those pastoral visits angered the local South Deering 
Improvement Association (SDIA), and they were determined to drive Rev. Fison and the 
Methodist Church out of the community. In ways that a Christian can only interpret as 
the work of the Holy Spirit, every one of their tactics backfired and strengthened the 
little Methodist congregation and rooted it more firmly in South Deering. By the time a 
new church building had been consecrated, the violence had died down, and the 
church turned its attention to ministering to Latinos, Blacks, and Caucasians in a 
genuinely integrated congregation. Except for a year of field work elsewhere, I spent my 
seminary Sundays in South Deering, beginning a year after Rev. Fison was appointed 
there.” 
  
Milwaukee 
“After working my way through seminary, I received my B.D. in 1961, graduated, and got 
a position as the Christian Education staff person for the Central Milwaukee Methodist 
Parish, three or four small churches in the inner city of Milwaukee. Co-operating on 



those ministries they could do better together than any of them could do alone, she 
said. 
“My last years in seminary, my original thought was to enter religious journalism, but 
after being there a few years, I felt a calling to become ordained. There were very few 
Methodist women who were ordained and still fewer who were clergy members of the 
Annual Conference with full clergy rights. This had become possible in 1956,” she 
explained. “I graduated in 1961. Having moved to Milwaukee, I began the process 
becoming a Methodist minister in the East Wisconsin Annual Conference. I was ordained 
Deacon in 1962 and after the mandatory two years ‘On Trial’ I was accepted into full 
membership in the Annual Conference and ordained a Traveling Elder with full clergy 
rights in 1964, the first Methodist woman in Wisconsin to be so honored.” 
The racial unrest was hitting its height during this time and Pond found herself in the 
middle of it.  
“I was more or less active in the civil rights movement there in Milwaukee,” she said. “I 
marched with Father Groppi, who was a Catholic priest and the counselor for the NAACP 
Youth Council which was the dominant Civil Rights group in Milwaukee in the 1960s. 
Most notably, they held nightly marches for open housing for over 200 consecutive 
nights, some of them cold winter nights. I was a member of a very small Congress of 
Racial Equality chapter where I was secretary for a period.” 
  
Minocqua,  
California and Ohio  
“After seven years, I took a leave of absence and came up to Minocqua and spent a year,” 
she continued.” What I really wanted to do was to teach adult learners. You need a Ph.D. 
for that, so I went out to Claremont, Calif., and began my studies in Christian Ethics while 
working.” 
Dorothy and Alonzo had moved to Minocqua in 1958 and were living there 
when Pond spent 1968-69 with them. 
“They had moved to Minocqua in 1958,” Pond said. “Dad took early retirement — not too 
early, less than a year, but he had made money for other people in the tourist business 
and decided it was time to do for himself. He had been working with Joe Lenaris for a 
couple of years — a lawyer in real estate up here. Dad looked at resorts, and found them 
all to be overpriced for the income they could be expected to produce at the time. 
Eventually, dad purchased property on the point on Lake Shishebogama from two 
businessmen in the area, Warren Minch and Stan Hurst. Dad looked it over and liked it. 
When he had Professor Iltis come up from the UW-Madison, he said, ‘I think you have 
more than 300 species of plants here in a half-mile of trail,’ so they developed it into 
Wisconsin Gardens. Mom’s specialty was fungus and mushrooms. Dad’s was birds. Mine 
was the folklore and Indian lore about the plants. So visitors got different tours, beyond 
the basics that we all included, depending on which guide they had. I would 



characterize memories of Wisconsin Gardens something like this: ‘Folks who vacationed 
in Lakeland 50 years ago may recall visiting Wisconsin Gardens and hearing how pitcher 
plants eat bugs, or feeling hungry minnows tickle their fingers as they held a bit of 
oatmeal just below the water surface, or learning the many ways cattails can be used, 
making them practically a Wal-Mart of the wild.’ 
After a year’s leave of absence spent in Minocqua, Pond headed to Claremont, Calif., to 
begin work on a Ph.D. in Religion, especially Christian Ethics.  
“When we had completed our course work and therefore could leave campus to work 
on our dissertations, the Religion Department sent our resumes to schools that were 
looking for faculty,” she said. “Payne Theological Seminary in Wilberforce, Ohio, called me 
for an interview. It turned out to be an African Methodist Episcopal Seminary affiliated 
with Wilberforce University near Xenia, Ohio. They called me up for an interview and 
apparently had hired me before I came, from the sound of things. That was a good 
experience. I was there three years. But the financial cost of recovery from the Xenia 
Tornado, which wiped out a three-block-wide stretch of downtown Xenia and did heavy 
damage to the two universities and the seminary in Wilberforce was significant and 
Payne was not able to pay its faculty regularly and in full.” 
  
Position in northern Wisconsin 
“I applied to the bishop for a position back in Wisconsin, and went to Washburn, 
Grandview, and Odanah on the Bad River Ojibwe Reservation, which was also quite an 
experience,” she continued. “Native American cultures differ from tribe to tribe and are 
very different from black culture!” 
Through these four years in northern Wisconsin, Pond was attempting to finish her 
dissertation to attain a doctorate.  
“A full-time pastorate left no time to work on the dissertation,” she said. “A change in the 
United Methodist system made it possible for a clergy member of the Conference to 
accept a part-time position, and I was transferred to Exeland and Birchwood. I learned 
there that there may be part-time salaries in the church, but there are no part-time 
positions if you live in the community, and I still was not making any progress on my 
dissertation. About then, my parents said they could loan me the money to go back to 
California and finish my Ph.D.” 
She finally attained her doctorate in 1987.  
“I don’t know if I set any records for length of time, but it was a long time,” she said. “Dad 
died in Christmas of 1986, so when I got the degree I came back to look after mom, and 
she died the following year. It took another year to wind up the estate and do things 
dad had not had time to do.” 
Chomee’s calling to be a missionary came to fruition with an opportunity in 1991. 
  



Africa 
“I have always felt that I wanted to get into the mission field, but the doors just never 
opened that way,” she said. “A year after mom was gone, and things were getting under 
control to the point where I could be more than 24 hours away from Minocqua, I 
applied to the Board of Global Ministries of the United Methodist Church and 
subsequently was accepted. I went to Freetown in Sierra Leone in West Africa in 1991, 
and was there for six months, teaching at Theological Hall and Church Training Center in 
Freetown. The wars with Charles Taylor in Liberia had spilled over the borders, and I 
think I was able to leave Freetown only twice because of the war. It just was not safe. 
Then the Sierra Leonean army felt they were not getting the support they needed and 
deserved from the government, so some of the young officers came to the town to 
meet with the appropriate officials and were not permitted to do so, and staged a coup. 
Dave and Kelly Kinyon, who were also from Wisconsin and were missionaries over there, 
had to go back to the States and brought back some short-range radios, so that we and 
another American couple could keep in touch with one another. So we agreed to check 
with each other at 7:30 Monday morning. On Tuesday morning, everything was fine at 
7:30, but at 8 I heard this loud explosion. I was living on the third floor of the building 
with about 20 African students living between me and the stairwell, which was very 
nice. They said they were shelling the statehouse, which was two blocks away, so we 
canceled classes. The fighting raged all around. I saw a little bit of it from my third floor 
balcony. This would have been 1992. 
I began packing, figuring that if we had to evacuate, I wanted to be ready. It did take me 
a couple of days to pack my one big suitcase with the stuff I wanted to keep. We began 
checking with each other several times a day, and the word came out from the 
American consulate to be prepared for a major announcement Friday evening, which we 
expected would be evacuation orders, which it was ... Americans were to meet a tourist 
hotel on the coast, to register and be evacuated by plane. They picked us American 
citizens up that weekend and we were flown from the local airfield to Dakar. Then we 
got a commercial flight home, landing in Chicago at O’Hare.” 
Pond’s next assignment was with Africa University in Zimbabwe in southern Africa.  
“A position in ethics opened up at Africa University,” she said. “The United Methodist-
affiliated university is for all of sub-Saharan Africa, and it is intentionally very 
international. It is pan-African. The initial goal was to have an entirely African faculty. It is 
largely African, but they still accept people who are not from Africa but are on sabbatical 
or people who are Fulbright scholars. I got there in 1995 and was there ... three years. It 
was another very interesting cross-cultural experience because you were trying to meld, 
in one way or another, the African education, philosophy and practices, which are based 
on the European system, and the American university/college educational system, and 
they are quite different. [We] were trying to bring together people from various tribes 
and countries, and it took a lot of trusting on all sides. It was accredited as soon as it had 



been in existence long enough to qualify. I took January of 1998 as vacation to pack and 
came home by way of a trip to Israel, to the Holy Land. 
  
Back to the Northwoods 
When Pond returned to the Northwoods, she retired and spent time lecturing about her 
experiences in Africa. 
Living on the same property her parents owned and operated Wisconsin Gardens, she 
continues to be active at the United Methodist Church of the Pines in Minocqua and, 
most recently, has been carrying on the work of her mother and father, all the while 
emulating her parents as an individual with a passion for living and learning. 
So many years ago, it was Caid Khalifa Lamine who addressed Dorothy Pond directly 
when he said, “If women do have courage, Madame Pond surely does!” 
For years, Dorothy and Alonzo Pond demonstrated their courage and zest for life. 
With role models like her parents, it was Chomee who took their lead to heart and 
carried it a step further through her own life’s journey. 


