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 IN MEMORIAM: Sandy Joy Lowry, 73, died five months ago in Torrington, Wyoming. I belatedly learned this after reading a 
tribute to her in the Ft. Laramie Bugler last month as I deleted thousands of outdated and unread emails. (Holy Hillary!) 
Sandy was in BOTH my book dedications because of her contribution to their historical—and contemporary accuracy.  

     A notable Wyoming librarian, Sandy was also the historian and archivist of Old Fort 
Laramie for 36 years. In 2012, I contacted her when writing a short story set in Ft. Laramie. 
With my persistent quest for total accuracy, I peppered her with 13 specific questions, 
beginning an email correspondence that lasted nearly four years. Not only was the 
information precise and immediately forthcoming, she also zeroxed copies of enlistment 
rosters, diary incidents, maps of the fort for specific years, etc. etc. I used this treasure trove 
of info when writing stories and three of my books. (The longest one still to be divided into 
another series after “The Accidentals” have run their course.)  
     Sandy also made “guest appearances” in present day segments of both The Accidental 
Wife and The Accidental Stranger as Stella Lowry—my heroine’s supervisor in the first book 

on page 9, and in Chapter 52 of the sequel. When I asked Sandy for permission to use her real last name paired with the 
made-up “Stella,” she laughed, as her late mother-in-law was actually named Stella Lowry. I sent her a print copy of The 
Accidental Wife with the warning that it was a “little steamy.”  In her thank you email, she confessed to reading “semi-
steamy novels all the time to relax.” 
     In late June, 2015, after attending a Writer Conference in Denver, Eric and I scouted Wyoming sites for The Accidental 
Stranger, which included the Platte Hospital in Wheatland, a bar and restaurant in Guernsey, Torrington landmarks and, of 
course, Fort Laramie. In 90 degree weather, we took a guided tour of the historic parksite, which was more tourist-friendly 
than our first trip there nearly 40 years prior. I think I knew as much as the guide—who turned out to be a relative of one of 
our Rochester neighbors. When Sandy and I finally met in her office on the 2nd floor of the old Cavalry Building, It was like 
meeting a long-time friend. She told me she was about to take a leave of absence from her position for a medical procedure 
that sounded ominous, though she regarded it with a quick shrug. 
     Armed with more purchases from the Fort’s bookstore and hundreds of photos taken there and at other settings 
featured in The Accidental Stranger, I couldn’t wait to begin writing at home. Great intentions hit derailments!  My 
publisher called for writers for a new Candyhearts Series to debut for Valentine’s Day last year. Though just an eight-
chapter contribution, “Hot Stuff” took more time to write than I thought. Holidays stretched that bump even more. 
     Just as I finally built some writing momentum, my stepmother, Grace, died unexpectedly. As I went through boxes of old 
black and white photos she had stored, I was surprised to find a few that were taken when she and my late father must 
have visited Ft. Laramie in the 1950’s? The Burt house at F.L. was easily recognizable. I sent copies of the photos to Sandy 
for her files. It seemed like my tour of Wyoming history was pre-ordained in so many “coincidental” ways. Grace’s death 
tapped a vein of emotion used for the Irish wake scenes in the new book which was finally competed last July. I had hoped 
for a fall release after a 3 month edit with a new editor, but it wasn’t to be. A lot goes on behind the scenes and publishing 
schedules often turn writers into ladies-in-waiting.  Still, I’m thrilled with the result…and reviews. 
    The last email from Sandy gave me the name of the HUGE spreading tree I photographed in 
front of the Cavalry Building at the Fort—a 100 year-old Peach Tree Willow. Sandy’s online 
obituary nailed her wit and mischievous sarcasm in her own words, “She lived, she loved, she 
laughed, she cried, she knitted, she read, she died.”  I might add she helped hundreds —maybe 
thousands– of  researchers over 36 years clarify history through her magnanimous lens.  She will 
be missed.   Cj 
          RIDDLE: THE MORE YOU TAKE, THE MORE YOU LEAVE BEHIND. WHAT 9 letter word AM I?  
Email correct answer to Falorac@gmail.com for a FREE copy of “HOT STUFF.” My Valentine to 
you—a cop, a clutz, a cat, a crime, candy hearts & giant cookies in a short, sweet read!  To BUY 
on sale now for less than a cup of coffee:  http://catalog.thewildrosepress.com/1256_cj-fosdick 
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