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	 Joan loved nature her entire life.  She was born in North 
Wales and enjoyed hiking in the Welsh hills.  Her first wildflower 
book was given to her by her father when she was eight years old.  
She earned degrees in biology and botany from the University of 
Bristol and was a high school biology teacher in England when she 
met her husband, Alvin Bray, a GI stationed in Britain during World 
War II.  They married after a very short courtship and she arrived in 
Eugene on March 1, 1946, as a war bride.  She lived in Eugene the rest 
of her life, first in the house she and her husband built and later at 
Willamette Oaks.  Although she never again taught at the high school 
level, she shared her love of nature while she taught kindergarten at Adams 
Elementary and the Methodist Church Cooperative Preschool.
	 Joan added bird-watching to her early love of wildflowers, and combined her 
interests in nature, poetry, calligraphy and watercolor to create many pieces of artwork which she shared 
with family, friends, and her church, Central Presbyterian.  She was a founding member of the Valley 
Calligraphy Guild.  She was a long-time member of Lane County Audubon and helped with the mail-
ing of their newsletter, the Quail.  She enjoyed sharing her knowledge of birds and her collection of bird 
nests in classrooms in many schools.  She was a monitor at the Willow Creek Nature Conservancy site 
in west Eugene.  She went on birding tours in the U.S. and other countries:  India, New Zealand, Belize, 
Argentina and Chile.  During her years at Willamette Oaks, she wrote a weekly article for their newslet-
ter that she titled, “Notes from the Bike Path,” in which she described the birds and wildflowers you 
could see that week in the stretch of bike path through Delta Ponds.  She was often on the bike path with 
her walker and binoculars, and would share her knowledge of birds and wildflowers with anyone who 
stopped by, making many new friends in the process. 
	
Here is a piece from her journal: 
	
    On the Bike Path, 2011

	 I always have a sense of anticipation when I go out on the bike path.  Always the chance of 
an interesting bird or a new flower blooming, or maybe not blooming this year.  The bike path is a 
lifesaver for me— though on a restricted scale, I can still enjoy my lifetime interests and renew my 
spirits in the green cover of the leaves, the ripples of the ponds or the scurrying clouds.
	 Never before have I walked a certain route throughout the year.  In the spring along the 
bike path there are the emerging fresh green leaves, the white tassels of the osoberry and the bright 
yellow of the Oregon grape.  Then follows the many flowers of the summer months and in the fall, 
the yellows of the maples and the brilliant reds of the poison oak.
	 I walk slowly so I notice subtle changes ignored by faster walkers.  As a naturalist I am 
amazed at the many plant species just on the short strip I walk — close on 90, counting the trees and 
shrubs.  Many are of British origin — bird’s foot trefoil, poison hemlock, foxglove, chicory, self-heal, 
etc. — plants I’ve known since my childhood.  My father gave me my first wildflower book at age 8.  
How did these immigrant plants get here?
	 Then there are the birds — the waterfowl, the raptors and the small birds flying in and out 
of the branches — song sparrows, wrens, warblers, etc., and perhaps the excitement of seeing the 
unusual such as a tanager or an oriole.
	 I also meet interesting people, some new, some long time acquaintances.  I enjoy sharing my 
knowledge with them and improving the image of little old ladies!


