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Warm Spring Knolls (WSK) 
A 55+ Community 

September 2020 

be sure that there is a big wrench 
attached to your gas meter to shut it off 
in an emergency. 

Just saying hi…. 
With sunglasses and tinted windows, 
you never know if you’re actually making 
eye contact as you wave hello to a 
neighbor on the street or in a car.  So, 
don’t take it personally if they don’t wave 
back.  They probably didn’t’ see you! 

AED 
These devices are used to stabilize 
heart attack victims.  Ours is located just 
inside the breezeway door next to the 
kitchen.  If there is an emergency, be 
sure to call 911 first!  Then open the 
AED and follow the directions inside. If 
you are qualified, CPR can be provided 
before and after an AED is used. 

AED and CPR/ First Aid training can be 
obtained through in-person classes or 
online.  Contact the Red Cross or the 
American Heart Association. 

38145 Via Del Largo 

Murrieta, CA  92563 

Office: (951) 677-5758 

wsk.murrieta@gmail.com 

Office Hours:   
Fridays - 9 to noon 

Check the Calendar for 
the next Board Meeting 

2020  

Board of Directors 
 

 

 President  

Glenn Ingraham 

951-642-2897 

 

Vice President 

Henry Kantrowitz 

951-202-1130 
 

Treasurer 

James Sebring 

     951-368-3419 
 

Secretary 

Marcia Livingston 

951-440-5611 
 

Architectural Director 

Your Name Here 

XXX-XXX-XXXX 
 

Facilities Director 

Nancy Misko 

      805-268-0523 
 

Keys & Calendar 

Marsha Brinker 

      951-219-3691 

 

From the 2020 
Board of Directors 

 If you have an opinion, a 
brief article, a joke, or an 
interest that you’d like to 

see in the Newsletter, 
send it to the editor at: 

newsletter.wsk@gmail.com 

We all knew it was coming and come it did.  The  
heat!  We hope you’ve been staying cool!   
Members of the board have been keeping busy with a number of projects.  Henry 
and Nancy have done an amazing job on the breezeway beautification project 
(check out her article).  James put a lot of time into organizing a team to develop 
the 2021 pro-forma budget (we’ll vote on it in October).  Marcia continues to keep 
the office in shape and to manage escrows (be sure to give a friendly welcome to 
your new neighbors!).  
As you may know, water has been weeping through cracks in the asphalt on Via 
Donoso.  The residents of that cul-de-sac have been patient as we have worked 
with EMWD, hydrogeologic consultants, contractors, and our insurance 
company.   After doing their assessment and a minor line replacement, EMWD 
concluded that it’s not their problem (although they have offered to re-asphalt the 
area for us!).  And as you might guess, our insurance company pointed to a 
‘water damage’ exclusion in our policy.  So, it’s on us.  We will get our final bids 
to install a French-drain type collection system while we finalize our investigation 
into the source of the water.  We don’t want it popping up somewhere else!   
In closing, we’d like to thank Frank Biddle for his contributions to the board and 
to our HOA during his tenure as Architectural Director. 

Oooops… 
Recently, a WSK neighbor signed an 
agreement with a fence company to 
install a fence.  On the day of the 
installation, the crew punched a hole 
in the ground and… hit a gas line!  
After informing the homeowner, the 
crew calmly sat down to lunch while 
natural gas spewed from the hole.  In 
a panic, the neighbor called the gas 
company while some helpful 
neighbors got the gas valve closed.  
Why hadn’t they called DigAlert 
before they started work?  Turns out 
the agreement she signed (like most 
fence contracts) contained fine print 
that said that the homeowner is 
responsible for all underground 
utilities.  That lesson cost her over 
$900!  Oh yeah, they also punched 
through one of her underground 
sprinkler lines…  
Always be sure to call 811 before any 
holes get dug in your property.  And 

You Ought to Know… 

mailto:wsk.murrieta@gmail.com
mailto:newsletter.wsk@gmail.com
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 Other Volunteers 
 

 

Activities 

Sherry Tatar 

951-536-4604 
 

Audit Committee 

Woody Smith 

951-760-6133 
 

Clubhouse Rental 

Marsha Brinker 

951-219-3691 
 

Emergency Prep 

Jim Francis 

951-440-2215 
 

Library 

Pierce & Norma Box 

951-696-1070 
 

Newsletter 

Glenn Ingraham 

951-642-2897 
 

Senior Advocate 

Shelby Price 

951-461-7557 
 

Website 

James Sebring 

760-294-1122 
 

Welcoming Committee 

Judy Raleigh 

480-202-3009 

Your Name Here 

XXX-XXX-XXXX 

 

Yard Maintenance Com. 

Shirley Sebring 

760-522-9262 

Murrieta Senior Center 

(951) 304-7275 
 

Police (non-emergency) 

(951) 304-2677 
 

Waste Management 

(trash bin replacement) 

(714) 558-7761 

WSK HOA Financials as of  

June 30, 2020 

Operating Account:  $    65,076 

Reserve Checking:      $    92,449 

Reserve Savings:  $  133,419 
 

Total Balance:  $  290,944 

From the Treasurer WSK HOA 
Board Meeting 

Wednesday 
September 16 

10 am 
Face covers and social 

distancing in effect 

WSK Book Club 
On hiatus.  For info, call 
Marcia L. at  
951-440-5611   

Shmancy Nancy’s Facilities Update 

What a difference!  If you’ve been through the picnic table area on 
your way to the pool, then you know what I’m talking about.  We’ve 
received lots of compliments on the rustic planters, the nice plants, 
and on the unique and beautiful metal wall art.  The improvements have 
given the breezeway color and a tropical feeling throughout.  Big thanks go out to 
Henry for all the time and energy he is putting into this project (he also spent a lot ot 
time and energy installing the drip lines needed to keep all the plants healthy).   
Many of our neighbors and their guests have been using the pool to escape the 
extreme heat these last few weeks.  Add in the heat and wind and we end up with 
rapid chlorine usage.  But thanks to our automatic chlorine dispenser and the three 
visits per week by our pool maintenance contractor, the pool continues to be safe. 
To help provide quiet time for our seniors to swim, we have limited the hours that 
kids can be in the pool area to 12 – 3.  Pool hours remain at 9 am to 8 pm.  We’d sure 
like to see a regular pool user volunteer to oversee the pool area.  A few minutes a 
day is all it takes. If you are interested let me (or other Board member) know.  Your 
generosity would help us big time, since it is only us Board members cleaning and  
locking up the area daily.   
We are still in the process of hammering out estimates for the pool deck upgrade 
and piping/drains overhaul projects.  Once we get a few more quality bids the Board 
will narrow it down to the best overall company to do our remodel and bring it to a 
vote at a board meeting.   Both Golf Knolls and Spring Knolls have redone their pool 
decks with beautiful pavers and we would like to do ours similarly.  The pavers will 
last our lifetimes and longer.   

 

Sign in Optometrist’s Office 

“If you don’t see what you’re looking 
for, you’ve come to the right place” 
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Looking for a 
Friend that will 
Love you Always? 

One waits just for you!   
Call “Friends of the Valley” 951-506-5069 

WSK looks amazing! Thank you to all who consistently maintain and improve WSK properties.   Also,  
thank you to those residents who have responded in a positive and productive way to our notices of  
compliance.  This month we sent out eight Thank You letters, seven Assess Your Clutter letters, and  
four Need to Weed letters.  We are getting a great response from our neighbors.  And one side benefit has been 
the opportunity to get to know you! 

I’d like to give a special thanks to: 

Glenn Ingraham, who so diligently worked with us in setting our standards and providing guidance. 

Robyn Wright, who drove around with me on a very hot day, noting resident yards who had complied and 
others who needed a gentle reminder, all while keeping me on task. 

Josie Ingraham, who helped compose each individual letter and complete our monthly tasks. 

None of us can do these jobs alone, it does take a village. So, thank you to those who step up and volunteer. If 
you would like to volunteer for many of the small jobs that WSK give the office a call and they will direct you to 
some of our little, but important jobs. We have an election coming up soon, time to consider joining our WSK 
team. Remember, we are all volunteers here! 

Again, thank you so much for your cooperation and positive response to the YMC. 

Shirley Sebring and Robyn Wright (and sometimes helper, Josie Ingraham) 

Yard Maintenance Committee – Shirley Sebring 

The Birth of Labor Day 
It was no Picnic 

At the heart of our country’s strength is the legendary grit of the American worker.  It was workers  
that mined the ore to be forged into steel.  Steel that workers used to build the bridges, the railways, 
the buildings and the cities.  So, honoring them makes sense.  But the federal holiday that we  
celebrate the first Monday of each September is more about recognizing those that gave so much of themselves 
so that workers could be valued as more than a disposable asset.   

In the late 1800s and early 1900s American industry boomed.  And industry needed workers.  Of course, there 
were no worker safety laws.  They did the work for the hours required, in horrifically dangerous conditions for the 
pittance offered.  Or they didn’t work at all.  Workers were seen as cogs in the machine and replaced as needed.   
But they were people, with families and dreams of their own.  Their only leverage in gaining a reasonable wage 
and safer working conditions was to organize and when necessary, to strike.  Hundreds were killed in violent 
strikes that we remember with names such as the Haymarket Massacre, the Battle of the Viaduct, the Great 
Railroad Strike of 1877, the Thibodaux Massacre, the Pullman Strike, the Paint Creek Mine War, and many more.   

                    To commemorate the sacrifices made by workers throughout the country, Labor Unions created the  
                    first Labor Day parade in 1882 in New York City.  Then, with many states already designating Labor Day  
                    a holiday, President Cleveland signed the Labor Day holiday into law in 1894.  So, this September 7th,  
                    take a moment to consider the real grit of the American worker. 

  -  The Editor 

Constitution Day 

This is a federal day of observance of the adoption of the 
Constitution and those who have become US citizens.  It is our 
adherence to the constitution and the rules of democracy it 
defines that makes America unique among nations. 
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Senior Advocate – Shelby Price 

WSK Community Notes 
- by Henry 

We would like to thank George Benner once again.  Last month he gave a palo verde tree which I 
planted on the canyon side of Via La Colina.  And this month he gave us a giant 70" TV for use at  
the clubhouse for special clubhouse events and classes.  George not only donated for the tree and  
TV, but don’t forget that he previously donated his time and expertise to provide watercolor classes for our 
residents.  Thank you, George, for helping to make our community a better place to live. 

And speaking of donations, a certain resident donated the funds to plant another tree along Via La Colina.  He 
requested to remain anonymous, so I won't mention Chris' last name.        He, Bud Rose, and Tom Raleigh are 
also volunteering their time and expertise in assisting with planning pool deck improvements.   

A big thanks goes out to one of our newer residents, Terry Quinn.  She lives on Via La Colina and has been 
donating her time every week to remove the trash from the community trash can on the canyon side of the 
Via La Colina (near the bench).  She also took the initiative to beautify that area by trimming the long shoots 
and sucker branches from the base of the pepper tree.  It’s amazing how much her work has improved the 
look in that area (and it lessens my gardening workload since I normally do that every year).    

Volunteers and contributors like these WSK neighbors help make Warm Spring Knolls a better place to live for 
all of us.  If you want to help with something you think is needed or if you’d like to provide a donation to help 
improve our clubhouse or landscaping, call the office!  Just kidding, of course you can contact me as well. 

 

Financial self-monitoring is the process whereby you monitor your credit reports on your own, without the 
help of an automated credit monitoring service. Under the Fair Credit Reporting Act (FCRA), you are entitled to 
one free copy of your credit report every 12 months from each of the Big 3 credit monitoring agencies.  To 
claim them all you can call toll free: 1-877-322-8228. 

To stagger your credit reports, you can make a request every four months from each of the Big 3 individually.  
Their contact information is as follows: 

Equifax 

www.equifax.com 

888-766-0008 

Experian 

www.experian.com 

888-397-3742 

TransUnion 

www.transunion.com 

800-680-7289 

 

Sign on the Back of a 

Septic Tank Truck 

“Caution – this truck is full of 
political promises” 

Sign in a Shoe Repair 

“We will Heel you. 
We will save your Sole. 

We will even Dye for you.” 
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Got a snake or other critter?  Don’t kill it! 
Just keep an eye on it from a distance  
and call or text: 

    Henry at 951-202-1130 or, 
      Glenn at 951-642-2897 

Critters R Us 
 

We’ll 
relocate it 
to a safe 

place - FREE 

I‘m on two diets. I wasn’t getting 
enough food on one. 

Sign on a Plumbers Truck 
“Don’t sleep with a drip.  Call your 
plumber” 

Sign in a Veterinarian’s Waiting Room 
“Back in 5 minutes.  Sit…  Stay...” 

Social Security 
Where Does the Money Come From? 

Did you know that the 89% of the Social Security that seniors receive comes 
from payroll taxes? 
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 Photos and info from our WSK Neighborhood  

Our new 70” Clubhouse TV 
Thank you, George!! 

The Tippets home 
on Via Zapata.   
So nicely done! 

Henry and Nancy have 
knocked it out of the park 

with their work on the 
breezeway.  It adds something 

special to the awnings that 
Bud got installed. 

Tasteful touches at the 
Sebring home on Via del Largo 
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 Scruffy says…  “She’s Gone… !” 

“What?”, Little Limpy said in his slow graveled voice.  “Who is gone?” 
I stood tense next to Little Limpy’s big shaggy body as he lounged on his Person’s porch.  He had raised  
his grizzled head to look at me after I had startled him from his nap by bounding up onto the raised porch to get a 
better view of the neighborhood.  My heart raced and a buzzing panic filled me.  Zsa Zsa was gone.   

After napping in the yard, I had been about to go in for my morning bowl when my person burst from the house 
calling Zsa Zsa’s name and frantically scanning the yard.  Meems told me later that he and Ms. Mayzee had 
searched the house calling and calling.  And now Ms. Mayzee sat on our own porch with wet eyes while my 
person walked the neighborhood, looking and calling out, “Zsazy… C’mon baby… Here kitty kitty kitty.” 

“It’s the cat”, I said.  “Yeah, I kinda figured that out.” He said in his slow drawl, nodding at my person zig-zagging 
down the street as he searched under bushes and cars.  All for a cat that didn’t know how well she had it.  A slow 
burn of anger began to rise within me, pushing away the panic.  And that felt better.  Getting a little mad at that 
haughty little self-important creature felt good and long overdue.  “Who does she think she is, taking off like 
that?”, I said out loud, but mostly to myself.  “She has it made.  She gets anything she wants.”  My jaw tightened 
as my voice rose.  “Her and her dainty little appetite: ‘Oooh, nice try with the delicate fish and the succulent 
meats and the cheesy sauces, but… not quite good enough’.  Seriously?”, I said, the words tumbling out as I 
searched the nearby yards with my eyes, all the while nodding like a crazy dog.  “That’s how she is.  So elegant 
and noble.  Lounging on her royal tower with a long slender foreleg casually extended over her kingdom.”  I 
turned to look at Little Limpy.  He stayed silent, with his head raised, just watching me.  “Did I tell you she’s 
tricky?  Yeah.  And a bit mean?”, I said, trying to stoke my anger higher.  I needed it, the anger.  Because I knew 
that just past the edge of it a dark pit of fear and panic loomed, pulling at me to let go and fall, fall, fall.  “And her 
eyes, always watching me with those gold knowing eyes.  So crafty and…” I felt my anger crumble as I 
remembered those eyes.  The first time I saw her, it was only her eyes I saw.  Golden eyes peering through fear 
from the dark hollow of a protective blanket.  I had told her then that she could trust me, that I’d take care of her, 
that she was safe.  And now she was gone.  Out there, somewhere.  I felt my own eyes begin to blur, but I shook 
the wetness away, turning to Little Limpy.  He hadn’t taken his eyes off me. 

After a moment he said, “So, how are we gonna do this?”  He began to gather his long gangly legs under him.  
“Where do we start?”  I didn’t answer right away.  I was mesmerized watching him struggle to stand.  Then, he 
collapsed as his front legs slid out from under him.  His back legs hadn’t moved at all.  Maybe they hadn’t yet 
gotten the message that it was time to get up.  It was an awfully long way from his head to his haunches.  He 
used his front feet and claws to drag himself towards the steps.  Before pulling his front half over the lip of the 
first stair, he turned to look at me with surprising amusement.  Giving a low gravelly chuckle he said in that odd 
language from his puppy home, “Déan ris na tha agad”.  Still chuckling he pulled himself over the first step.  
Letting his weight carry his body forward he quickly had his front legs moving under him as his back legs 
scratched at the porch until, falling off the first step they finally got under him.  He finished his awkward amble 
down the steps and into the yard.  Now standing, he turned to look at me, sensing my question about what he’d 
just said.  He grinned and said in that low rumble, “You have to work with what you got, kid.  And stop looking at 
me like that.”  I realized that I must look as worried about him as I felt.  “Sure, I’m old and big and creaky.  But 
this porch sitting life gets a bit… stale.  I know that I don’t have too many romps left in this ragged bag of bones.  
So, let’s make this one count.  Let’s find your kitty.”  I nodded slowly with respect.  “Thank you”, I said. 

Checking the street for cars, I dashed past him across the street to my yard and began a careful sniff inspection 
of the porch.  From a shroud of gloom, Ms. Mayzee sat watching me.  Then she brightened, seeming to 
understand what I was doing.  “Oh Scruff!”, she said, standing.  She clasped her hands to her chest and said in a 
desperate but hopeful voice, “Please find her!”  In moments I had it.  Her delicate kitty scent.  It emerged from my 
little door and wandered a bit around the porch before trailing down the steps and into the yard.  But then it got 
harder to find as it became entwined with another scent, a more powerful smell.  A scent that I’d found in the yard 
a few times over the last couple of weeks.  Also, cat scent.  But bigger, stronger.  I know because I had seen him 
around.  A tough old Tom.  He usually kept to himself, but now it looked like he was on the trail of little Zsa Zsa.  I 
followed the mixed scent trail to the fence.  It stopped there.  I ran back through the gate and picked it up again 
outside the fence.  It was hard to follow since the space between her footfalls had grown…  She was running or 
leaping with great forward bounds.  Now that I knew her direction, I could move faster.  Little Limpy’s long legs 
creaked as he loped beside me.  We followed her scent and that of the big Tom as they took long flying leaps 
across the street, scampering under low trees, across yards towards the canyon.  I could read a mighty chase 
laid out in these scents.  But the question that rang in my mind was… who was chasing who? 

 



  

 

   



  

 


