


     CONTENTS

1.  Phil Jung’s Book of Short Stories Wins Award, Keith Longberg, English

2.  Here Comes the Bride, Well, Maybe Later, Dee Palmer, Secretary

3.  Which is it: Evolution or evolution?  Albertus H. (Bud) Elve, Chemistry

4.  A Note from Andy Bowne

5.  Traveling and Volunteering Keep Me and Barb 

     Interested and Productive, Charlie Chanter, Business

6.  Integrating What We Think and What We Do: 

    Cultural Contrasts, David Holkeboer, English

7.  Volunteering, Harold Feringa, Registrar

8.  Your Comment is Requested, Ray Hoag, Technology

9.  My Fifth Generation Computer Arrives on my Desk, Keith Longberg, English

10. Social Responsibility in Education?  Mike Franz

11. Continuing My Education In a Garden of Art, Pridge Dalgleish

12. My Cup Runneth Over, Gordon Hunsberger, Physical Education

13. A Good Trip Leads to Reflection, Phil Jung

14. A Brief Look into the Poetry of Robert Hayden, Richard Reid, Foreign Language

15. The Reading Room



Phil Jung’s Book of Short Stories 
Wins Award for Best Book 
of Short Stories for 2005

by Keith Longberg
                                                                                                                                                 Photo by Sue Boomgaard
                                                                                                                            Philip O. Jung 

 A collection of 14 short stories published by Philip Jung, titled The Soul in There is the 
winner of the Independent Publishers Award for Best Short Story Book of 2005, according to the 
publisher, Commongood Publishing of Grand Rapids.  The 2006 IPBA competition attracted 
books from more than 1500 publishers around the world, including all 50 U.S. states 7 Canadian 
provinces, and 16 foreign countries.  Jung taught philosophy and English at the college and re-
tired in June of 2004.
 In Jung’s book we plunge into a world inhabited by people of all ages seeking some sense 
of meaning in the maelstrom of their circumstances. With action condensed to no more than a 
few hours, sometimes only minutes, these stories and vignettes are intense, imaginative, some-
times outrageous, and always gripping.  They are stories that are not easy to forget.
 We meet a runaway nine-year-old boy in a shopping mall whose full bladder and horrify-

ing memories are eased by the kindness of strangers, a young 
woman trying to hold her life together in a peaceful park who gets 
the better of a handsome con man, and a sexagenarian housewife 
who relives the pain of her life with her newly dead husband as she 
waits all night to be certain that he’s really dead.
 There’s a man in a downtown maze confronting a contem-
porary minotaur, a new kind of objective but sympathetic narrator 
that flies in and out of people’s heads, and a doomed raccoon that’s 
found by a boy who also seems doomed until he’s graced by an en-
counter with an Andy Goldsworthy sculpture at the Metropolitan 
Museum of Art. 
 Jung presents these stories in an energetic style and some-
times daring syntax. His narrators at times have a wise-guy edge, a 
ghostly presence, or an amused tone. But they’re always sympa-
thetic, even to the sickest and lowliest of characters who are trying, 

sometimes heroically and sometimes pathetically, to get along in a surreal world of pain and grief 
and sometimes horror.   The Soul in There is available locally at Schulers Books and Music, or 
you can order it directly from the publisher, Commongood Publishing.  The book is 237 pages, 
and costs $14.00 in soft cover.  Free shipping and handling are available at commongood.com.

 



Here Comes the Bride,
Well, Maybe Later

by Dee Palmer

 Having been a church organist and choir director for 25 years, I’ve played at least 200 
weddings.  I thought I’d seen everything.  Every wedding has at least one snafu.  One such wed-
ding occurred about three years ago.  I was in the choir loft playing prelude music and it was 
about one minute before the wedding was to begin.  One of the groomsmen came running up the 
stairs and then over to the organ.  Out of breath he tried to whisper, “You’re going to have to 
wait.  They forgot the wedding rings and someone has gone to get them.  I’ll let you know when 
we’re ready to start.”  He turned and went back down the stairs. 
 Fortunately I had extra prelude music and continued to play.  Twenty minutes later the 
groomsman came upstairs again, much more composed, and said, “We’re ready to begin.”  So I 
started the wedding march.  The first bridesmaid entered and proceeded to the altar.  The second 
and third bridesmaids entered and proceeded to the altar.  The maid-of-honor entered and pro-
ceeded to the altar.  At this point in time I turn on some stops, such as trumpet, as to embellish 
the music so that it is like a proclamation stating, “here comes the bride.”
 I went through the brides music and no bride appeared, so I played it again, and even a 
third time.   I looked through the mirror, which reflected any movement that I could see occur-
ring behind me on the lower level of the church.  Gulping I thought what is going on?  Did I miss 
the bride?  Finally, after what seemed like an eternity of “rerun” music the bride appeared with a 
child of about eight years old on her arm.  The child was trying to pull away from the bride.  
Suddenly the child broke away from the bride and ran towards the back of the church.
 The wedding and Mass continued.  The bride and groom exchanged vows, however, the 
bride seemed to be preoccupied by something happening – again – at the back of the church.  
The Mass continued and the bride kept looking towards the back of the church.  Then came 
communion.   After receiving communion the bride and groom sat down while the members of 
the congregation received communion.  Suddenly the bride grabbed her abdomen as if she 
wrapped her arms around herself.  She held on.   Soon it was time for the bride to walk to the 
side-altar and place a bouquet of flowers on the altar of Mary.  She didn’t get up. 
 The priest, thinking she might not feel well got up and went over to assist the bride.  The 
priest on one side and the husband on the other side, she continued to hold onto her abdomen by 
wrapping her arms around herself.  They escorted her to the side altar.  Finally she released her 
arms and placed the flowers in a vase.  At the same moment her hoop fell to the floor.  Somehow 
she stepped over the hoop while holding her wedding dress up high so that she wouldn’t trip on it 
and continued back to the main altar – hoop less.
 One of the attentive bridesmaids, being attentive, walked over to the undergarment on the 
floor and picked it up and tried to fold it, but it wouldn’t fold.  She then tried to roll it, but it 
wouldn’t roll.  No matter what she did, it would bounce and protrude from her grip.  What else 
could a bridesmaid do?  She carried it out to the back of the church as she continued to attempt to 
conceal the wiry contraption.



 Then there was the wedding where the side candles on the unity candle were lit before the 
ceremony.  A gorgeous spray of artificial flowers adorned the unity candle.  The priest started 
talking and talked and talked.  It was time for the bride and groom to walk over to the unity can-
dle, but suddenly “POOF” the artificial flowers went up in flame.  The priest quickly went to the 
candelabra and tried putting the fire out with his hands – to no avail.  He stood back and took in a 
deep breath and exhaled.  The fire stopped.  I don’t know if it was hot air or big wind – but the 
fire was gone.
 About six months ago I received a call from a local priest asking if I would be willing to 
play the organ for Sunday 9:00 a.m. Mass at the Michigan Veterans Facility on Monroe in Grand 
Rapids.  Needless-to-say I have never found anything as gratifying as to be able to serve our vet-
erans who gave so much of themselves.  The organ is an old “bar” organ and has all types of jazz 
and dance stops, which I never use.  It is the worst organ I’ve ever played on, but I have a special 
population that I am honored to serve.  It is a privilege to serve them.  I humbly bow to each of 
them.  Being a church organist takes a lot of time and planning, not to mention dedication.

Which is it:
Evolution or evolution?

Albertus H. (Bud) Elve, Chemistry

 Two conflicting answers to this question are these: first, God, using dust (dirt) created the 
first man and named him “Adam.”  He then used one of Adam’s ribs to create Eve, and second, 
Humans evolved from single-cell organisms, such as amoeba and bacteria over a period of 
billions of years.
 The obvious questions raised by these answers are: “Where did the dust come from?” and 
“Where did the single-celled organisms come from?”  The answer to the origin of the dust is 
quite obvious.  The origin of the single-celled animals is more questionable.  Those who believe 
the first answer are referred to as Creationists and those believing the second answer are Evolu-
tionists.
 What’s the difference?  The Evolutionists are referred to as micro-evolutionists and the 
Evolutionists are macro-evolutionists.  Micro-evolution operates at the level of the species or 
population (a good example is that of dogs.  In all probability Noah took only one pair of dogs 
aboard the ark.  Today there are at least 150 breeds of dogs).  Macro-evolution is considered 
Evolution above the species level.”  What this means is that these single-celled organisms, over a 
long period of time, eventually evolve enough to become humans.  One scientist described this 
as “Bacteria to Beethoven.”  So the disagreement that Creationists have is not with Micro, but 
with Macro-evolutionists.  One phase of the story Evolutionists seem to totally ignore, is: Where 
the first piece of matter came from.”  The three answers usually given are: “It always existed,” 
“It came from meteorites” or “I don’t know.”  They ignore the origin of the meteorites.  Once we 



have the matter, the questions becomes: “How does the matter become alive so that it can repro-
duce?”

Amino Acids to Protein
 Many Evolutionists believe that the single-celled organisms from which they believe we 
came, were formed by spontaneous generation, ie. abiotic synthesis, with the help of ultraviolet 
radiation from the sun and presence of small organic molecules of Amino Acids, which then 
grabbed onto each other to form Proteins (polymers) when are the essence of living things.  In 
the 1920’s, Scientists Opparin and Haldane tried to duplicate this process in the laboratory.  The 
made a mixture of Water, Hydrogen, Ammonia, Carbon Dioxide, and Nitrogen, and heated it, as 
well as exposed it to electricity.  All 20 of the Amino Acids found in living organisms were pro-
duced.  An unbalanced equation:

H2O + H2+NH3+electricity    Amino Acids.

Evolution is just a theory?
 In every day conversation, the word “theory” denotes a “guess” or a “hunch.”  However, 
the National Association of Scientists, define “theory” as a well-substantiated explanation of 
some aspect of the natural world that can incorporate “facts,” “laws” “inferences,” and tested 
“hypotheses.”  “Facts” are confirmed observations, which after numerous observations, are ac-
cepted and are no longer tested.  “Laws” represent a sequence of events in nature that have been 
observed to occur with unvarying uniformity under the same conditions, but can change and do 
not hold under some conditions.  “Hypotheses” are directly testable and can be confirmed or dis-
comfirmed under the same conditions, but are not provable.  “Inferring” is to derive by reasoning 
– to draw as a conclusion.  So he essence of science is the testing of explanations,  Evolution is  
statement about history and infers something that is believed to hve happened.  Rather than call-
ing it a “Theory,” it should be called an explanation.  My conclusion is that neither Creation nor 
Evolution are provable and both should be taught in history courses rather than in science 
courses.

DARWIN’S FINCHES

 Darwin concluded that the drought on the island drove the evolutionary changes in the 
finches.  It was believed that the lack of rain left the finches with “hard to crack seeds,” and thus 
the increase in beak size.
 In 1999, the National Academy of Sciences described Darwin’s finches as a “particularly 
compelling example of the origin of species.”  What it failed to say is that the beaks returned to 
normal size a few years later when the rains returned.  Therefore, no net evolution occurred.  It’s 

This is amazing however, even though our bodies are made up primarily of Protein (which con-
sists of various combinations of Amino Acids,)  To this day, scientists have not been able to 
syn-thesize living compounds.

The November 28, 2005 issue of Newsweek pictured 12 finches as they appeared on the Galapagos 
Island in 1831, each with a unique beak tailored to its specific diet.  Darwin claimed that each 
beak represented a different species.  He theorized that the variations arose from a single ances-tor 
whose descendants spread out and adapted to the different conditions on each island. This idea 
became a cornerstone of his theory of Evolution.



MUTATIONS

Theodosius Dobzhansky, a geneticist whom Jay Gould called “the greatest Evolutionist in 

our century” made this statement about mutations: “A majority of mutations, both those arising 

in laboratories and those stored in natural populations, produce deteriorations of viability, hered-

ity disease, and monstrosities.  Such changes, it would seem, can hardly serve as Evolutionary 

building blocks.”

By Invitation from the Editors:

A Note from Andy Bowne,
Director of the Foundation

The summer season is upon us, and oh is it busy!  I had  

heard rumors that summer was supposed to be a "slower" time of 

year in higher education.  Slower than what?  The speed of light?

The College Advancement Office continues to be focused on the Open Door Campaign.  

To date we have raised more than $4.5 million.  I'm pleased to report that there has been a very 

positive response from many retirees.  You've been an important part of our past and continue to 

be an important part of our future.

amazing that 12 different sized beaks were considered to represent 12 different species. Not even

the 150 or so breeds of cats (with all of their differences) qualify as different species.

Cornelius Hunter in “Why Evolution fails the test of science,” says, “Regarding the so-

called Vestigial Organs,” the rule-of-thumb is that, sooner or later, a function will be found for 

them.  About 100 years ago, Robert Wiedersheim listed 86 organs in the human body that he 

supposed to be useless leftovers from Evolution.  Today we have found functions for virtually all

of them.  Whalebones, once thought to serve no purpose are now believed to possibly be active in 

supporting the whale’s reproductive organs.  Vestigial organs have long been used by Evolution-

ists as an argument against calling God a perfect designer.  Why would God, the Creator, make 

animals with non-functioning parts?  It has always amazed me that people who do not believe in 

God, can tell you what God would or would not do.

In 1982, Francis Hitching is quoted as saying: “Computer scientists, especially, were baf-

fled as to how random mutations alone could possibly enrich the library of genetic information.  

A mutation, they repeatedly point out, is a mistake; the equivalent of a copying error, or ask, 

“How could mistakes build up into a new body of complicated information?”

Regardless of how much money is raised through this campaign there have been many 

positives.  While there are many examples, I will share two notable positives.  First, there is a 

noticeable sense of pride across campus_ - students, faculty, staff, etc.  Second, we've started to 



 If you missed it, the North Building is now known as the Peter & Pat Cook Academic 
Hall.  The lead gift will be used to upgrade classrooms and technology in "Cook Hall".  Watch 
for additional naming opportunities over the next few months.  
 
 Congratulations to Granville Brown, the 2006 Emeritus Faculty award recipient.  He's a 
great man that offered much to GRCC, our students, and the community.  

 The Golden Raiders continue to be a tremendous asset to GRCC and the GRCC 
Foundation.  I invite each of you to find opportunities to get involved on campus.  We love it 
when you stop by, and we love it even more when you offer to help out

 Have a great summer.  I hope you find the retiree directory helpful. And, I look forward 
to catching up with you at the monthly Retirees Breakfasts.  

Traveling and Volunteering
Keep Me and Barb
Interested and Productive
By Charlie Chanter

 Dee Palmer, whom we all should thank for her work on 
this publication, cajoled me into writing this article.  So here 
goes—                                                                                                                                                                                                         
 Lots of you have written about your travels and they are 
appreciated.  My wife, Barb and I have traveled a lot since we 
met in January of 2003.  Some of the articles that have appeared 
have given us ideas about some future travels that we may take.         
In our three years together we have been on an African Safari, a 

 When we aren’t traveling we spend a lot of our time volunteering.  In Grand Rapids, Barb 
volunteers at the Sight Seers radio service for the blind and RSVP (Retired and Seniors Volunteer 
Program).  RSVP has many opportunities to volunteer.  This organization welcomes any senior 
who has some time to volunteer.  Barb works for them on an as needed basis.  If they call and 
you are interested in the assignment, you accept.  If you aren’t interested or available, you de-

Barb and Charlie                                                                                                                          
Keep Warm in Alaska

dream again.  Together with academic and student services departments we are developing mil-
lions of dollars of proposals that address many issues related to student success, program devel-
opment, etc.  

three-week trip to China, Cruises to Alaska, the Panama Canal, the Mexican Rivera, and Hawaii.  
We split our time between Grand Rapids and Mesa, Arizona.  So during the summer in Michigan, 
we have trips to Minnesota and Canada, and in the winter, while in Arizona we take trips to 
Mexico, Las Vegas, Cali-fornia and Oregon.



cline.  In all the opportunities you meet interesting seniors and get introduced to organizations 
that need your help.  Some you may have never heard of.  Barb has enjoyed meeting others from 
RSVP and since she is not a native Grand Rapidian, it has been a nice introduction to the com-
munity.  For your information, Barb was not employed in education.  She retired from Qwest  
Communications (formerly US West and before that NW Bell).  She spent 31 years in various 
managerial roles in Minnesota, Nebraska and Iowa.
 For yours truly, I have found volunteering to be a great asset in my retirement.  I also 
volunteer at Sight Seer as a reader, as others of you do.  They have a program on almost any-
thing.  Mine is called Money Matters.  They are always on the lookout for additional readers.  
My other volunteer assignment is as a driver for the Red Cross.  The Red Cross has a fleet of 12 
cars that transport needy clients to hospitals, clinics, doctors, therapy, etc.  This service supports 
over 2000 clients and records over 400,000 miles a year, so they are always looking for inter-
ested drivers.
 When we are in Arizona we do most of our volunteering right where we live.  We live in 
a senior community where most everything is done by volunteers.  I coordinate the men’s golf 
and work a shift every week as a welcome guard at the front gate.  Barb works in the Library and 
the Activity office.

I know many of you volunteer already, but for those who have been thinking about getting more 
involved, please consider the places I have suggested.   If they don’t work for you find other op-
portunities because you’ll never regret it.
     

Integrating What We Think
and What We Do;
Cultural Contrasts

By David Holkeboer

 “Sheesh!” exclaimed a fellow student at Christian 
High School.  I didn’t know what that meant.  Having just 
arrived from the relatively secular environment of Waterloo, 
Iowa, a rough and tumble factory town that produced John 
Deere tractors,  I was introduced to new argot of Christian 
swear words.  It turned out Dutch Christians had invented a 
whole vocabulary, a kind of glossary of sanitized vulgarities 
and oaths.  I assumed “sheesh” was the Christian version of 
“shit.”  Other approved exclamations included “fricking” and “jeez o pete” and, yes, even “what 
the hen?”



       Since my Waterloo friends had no compunctions whatsoever about linguistic nicety,  I found 
this new vocabulary jarring and could never bring myself to emulate it.
       My first real insight into this behavior happened a few years later at age 20 in Taiwan, my 
first port of call outside the US.  As I began to speak Chinese and make friends, it slowly dawned 
on me they didn’t use profanity at all.  And, what is more, there were no dirty jokes.  Neither 
God nor sexuality nor bodily function was considered particularly funny.  Of course, nobody 
wanted to be called a “fen tou” or rice head but neither was there an attempt to sanitize or gloss 
over what they considered errant.  

       The concept of integrating what we think and what we do was brought home to me again 
this winter when I lived in Bali.  Balinese people are very religious and statues of their Hindu 
deities are ubiquitous throughout the island.  Practically every home and business is adorned 
with religious stone carvings regularly dressed up with cloth skirts and supplied with bits of food 
arranged carefully in a small wicker basket at their feet. Probably no where in the world is relig-
ious expression so completely integrated into a culture.  In Bali religion and culture are virtually 
indistinguishable.   It came as close as I’ve ever seen to the integration of behavior and thought.
       Arriving back in Los Angeles one is hit with an almost a mathematically opposite paradigm.  
People complaining about gas prices and then responding to car ads on TV that tout horsepower, 
acceleration, speed and self aggrandizement.  People indulging in greasy fast food who spend 
billions on diet fads.  Televangelists resorting to selling vitamins because they make more money  
than selling God.  A government whining about illegal immigrants but refusing to enforce its 
own law.  Car dealers enticing the uncreditworthy to take on more debt.  Cigarette manufacturers 
placing antismoking messages in their product.
       The Balinese are not affluent like us.  Terrorist bombings have put a damper on tourism and 
undermined their wellbeing.  But they have a few important things straight.  They believe what 
they believe without complication or reservation.   It would be impossible to imagine a Balinese 
saying “sheesh.”

       Asking forgiveness was not a big part of the Buddhist liturgy.  There simply wasn’t a long 
list of sins to worry about.  If you believed something was wrong you just didn’t do it.  And if 
you believed it was right, you did.  Simple as that.  Their concept of sin had more to do with the 
human proclivity to separate mind and body, and to suffer the result of this bifurcation.  It just 
would not do to have the mind wanting one thing and the body another, as my Christian High 
School friends were wont to do.  Imagine going through life continually doing something wrong 
that you know is wrong.



Volunteering

by Harold Feringa

 

 

 In Mesa, Louise plays the piano every Thursday morning for a church program for sen-
iors and plays the organ (and/or piano) for one or both Sunday services at a small church.  For 
several years she accompanied a male quartet, but sadly one of the founding members died.  
Subsequently, his replacement and other members moved from the area, so the quartet no longer 
exists.
 

 The recreation department of the city of Mesa sponsored travelogs for many years in co-
operation with a non-Mesa sponsor.  Later Mesa became the sole sponsor, but when they did, 
they needed a projectionist for the films.  The lecturers were then still using Bell & Howell 

Since I retired from GRCC in December, 1986, we 
(Louise, my wife of nearly 58 years and I) have traveled both 
intranationally and internationally, sold a cottage, purchased 
new properties, moved several times, been saddened by the 
deaths of family members and friends, and have been blessed 
with good health.  I’ve taught occasionally at GRCC, Mesa 
CC (Arizona), Chandler-Gilbert CC (Arizona), and most 
enjoyably in Elderhostel programs in Phoenix.  

Years ago I recommended to Dr. Eringaard that an Elderhostel program be implemented at 
GRCC, to no avail.  We spend about six months each year at our residence in Jenison and the other 
six months at our residents in Mesa, Arizona.   But the one activity which has most charac-terized 
our retirement years has been our volunteer work.  We receive no monetary compensation and 
often have been “drafted” for the tasks.

Soon after retiring I joined the Michigan Association of Retired School Personnel 
(MARSP).  Louise had already been a member for two years.  MARSP is an organization open to 
all former Michigan school employees – food workers, bookstore employees, office workers, 
custodians, librarians, faculty, administrators—anyone who previously worked in a Michigan 
public school whether primary, secondary, or post-secondary.  MARSP is the only organization I 
know which is an advocate for retired school employees.  Among other activities they lobby 
Michigan legislators and, I think, have a representative on the MPSERS Board.  Local chapters 
exist in many Michigan communities and in Florida, Texas, and Arizona.  Headquarters is in 
Lansing.  The Hohokam chapter serves Mesa, Arizona and some surrounding areas.  For several 
years I was the president of the Hohokam chapter.  I organized local chapter meetings, mailed 
notices, arranged for venues for meetings, solicited membership, and corresponded with head 
quarters in Lansing.  I still help plan for the annual meeting at which the principal (Michigan) 
officers speak.  Few GRCC retirees belong to MARSP, which is unfortunate because the impact 
MARSP can make on the Michigan legislature is, in part, dependent on the size of its membership. 
 State dues are a mere $30 local chapters set their own modest dues.  Call MARSP at 517-337-
1757 to learn more about MARSP or to join.



16mm projectors, but the young people from the recreation department had no idea how to thread 
and operate the projector.  So for several years my old skills were put to use. Mesa, as is true of 
so many cities, had budget difficulties and has cancelled the travelog programs.
 Louise and I both work for the Mesa Symphony Orchestra and the Phoenix Symphony.  
For each we have worked in the box office, helped with mailings, or ushered.  The City of Phoe-
nix owns two or more venues including Symphony Hall and a beautifully restored Orpheum 
Theater.  A special office is responsible for scheduling ushers for performances in these auditori-
ums.  But in 2004 the Phoenix Symphony and Chorus began performing some concerts in other 
auditoriums and local churches.  I was asked to solicit and schedule ushers for these perform-
ances.  In the fall of 2005 the Phoenix Symphony and Chorus performed THE MESSIAH nine 
times and a program titled BAROQUE CHRISTMAS two times.  For each of these perform-
ances I scheduled the ushers, a total of approximately 80 people.
 Our Mesa residence is a condominium in a 208 unit Home Owners’ Association (HOA).  
At last count, 130 of these units are occupied by singles:  widows, widowers, divorcees, or 
never-marrieds; 78 by more than one person: married couples, an adult and one or more adult 
children, or unmarried partners.  At least one resident in each unit must be age 55.  Many HOAs 
hire a management company to monitor the finances or the association, hire contractors, select 
employees, and respond to certain needs of residents.  Our HOA however is self-governing; our 
legal authorization documents prohibit compensation for anyone doing volunteer work for the 
association.  Residents elect a seven member Board of Directors; the Board elects its officers.  
Few residents are willing to accept nomination to be candidates for election to the Board; usually 
at elections the number of nominees is only equal to the number of positions to be filled.
 

 In addition to the usual tasks expected of a president of an organization, one is kept busy 
by unanticipated interruptions.  Mrs. A left a message that the outside rear spigot on her unit had 
no water pressure, preventing her from watering a newly planted tree.  Would I please investi-
gate?  (The problem was not one for which the association or I was responsible.)  The solution:  
release a severe kink in the hose Mrs. A had attached to the spigot.
 About 12:20 p.m. the small dog, which usually was quite calm kept running to Mrs. B’s 
front door and barking loudly.  It would not be quieted.  Upon trying to open the door, Mrs. B. 
found it blocked by a rather large man lying prostrate in the entry. Our lunch was interrupted by a 
phone call.  What should she do?  “I’ll come to see immediately.”
 The fellow was about 5’ 10” tall, weighed approximately 185 pounds, was poorly 
dressed, and completely immobile.  He did not respond to voice or gentle shaking.  I had forgot-
ten my cell phone, so I asked Mrs. B to call 911.  Within just a couple of minutes a huge fire 
truck with paramedics, a police cruiser and ambulance arrived.  Of course, the commotion 
brought out of their own units a large crowd of curious residents.  All attempts to waken and/or 
revive the fellow were unsuccessful.  He had neither weapons nor any identification.  After 

I have served on the Board for many years; currently I am the president of the Board hav-
ing served in that capacity for the past seven or eight years.  It is a 24/7 job and often frustrating.  
Frustrating, at least in part because several members of the Board have no concept of how a 
budget is prepared and implemented.  I suspect that these folk in their personal finances contrib-
ute significantly to the U.S. negative savings rate.



paramedics inserted an IV in his arm, the ambulance crew loaded him aboard and took him away.  
We never heard from him or about him later.
 One Sunday morning about 3:00 a.m. we were startled awake by the ringing phone.  
When I answered, the caller said, “This is Captain Jones of the paramedics.  I understand you 
have keys to all the units here.  Is that correct?”
 “Yes, I have.”
 “We are at unit 1177 the owner of unit 1176 is here too.  She has locked herself out of her 
unit.  Can you open it for us?”
 “O.K.  Give me five minutes to put on a pair of pants.  I’ll be right there.”
 

 I got the key to unit 1176 from our office file and successfully opened Mrs. C’s door.  The 
paramedics escorted her home.   I went back to bed.
 The next day I called Mrs. C’s daughter who have a lame excuse for not answering her 
phone on Sunday morning.
 An insurance adjuster with whom I had to work when one of our units suffered water 
damage asked, How could you be so stupid as to take this job?”  I often wonder.
 Volunteering can be joyful, but oh my!

 

 

 

 Since retiring I’ve remained fairly active with community endeavors (The Delta Strategy, 
Community Media Center, Healthy Kent, Center for Environmental Study, LinkMichigan 
Broadband Study spanning Barry, Ionia and Kent).  Currently, I’m chairing the AOD (alcohol 
and other drugs) Partnership  for Healthy Communities, an initiative whose mission in abbrevi-
ated form is EA3–Eliminating Abuse, Enabling Action, Encouraging youth Abstention.  The vol-

Ray Hoag, Technology

Mrs. C., the single owner of unit 1176, barefoot and dressed only in her nightgown, had 
wandered out of her unit; the door slammed behind her and locked.  She had gone to her next-
door neighbor and asked for help.  The neighbor, Miss D. called Mrs. C’s daughter, but no one 
answered, so in desperation, Miss D. called 911.  The huge fire truck of the paramedics and a 
cruiser of police arrived.  They couldn’t get into Mrs. C’s unit and debated their options.  The 
firemen proposed kicking in the door; the police suggested shooting the lock off.  Miss D., wiser 
than the emergency personnel, suggested calling me.

Your Comment is Requested 

On this Important Subject



unteer members from multiple community  sectors believe that the only way to change the envi-
ronment is by working together.  

 One of our activities (others are Making Sobriety Attractive at Comstock Park Public 
Schools, Alcohol Screening by the physician community, and garnering community alcohol use 
data sources) is drafting Community Consensus Principles For Alcohol Use and then working 
towards their adoption by the community.  The current plan is to present the Principles to various 
community entities along with a companion document, Considerations for Implementation.

Would you support these Community Consensus Principles for Alcohol Use?  Please send 
me an email (hoagr@iserv.net) with your thoughts.            Peace...Ray

Community Consensus Principles for Alcohol Use
Although many people use alcohol appropriately, its misuse or abuse poses significant risks to 
the health and safety of all our community members, particularly  to our children. Alcohol is in-
creasingly recognized as playing a major role in violence, crime, sexual promiscuity, teen preg-
nancies, personal injury  and death. Alcohol abuse results in great harm to many individuals and 
families, to businesses, to neighborhoods and thereby to the entire community. Alcohol-related 
problems cost American society  billions of dollars per year with a substantial portion being for 
health care.  Our citizens have a right to an environment that is reasonably  free from the risks, 
problems and costs resulting from the misuse of alcoholic beverages. 

Fundamental to these principles are the following values: 
• Abstinence from alcohol is always an acceptable choice for adults and is the only choice 

for minors.
• Consumption of alcohol by minors is illegal, always unacceptable and must  not be en-

couraged.
• Moderate consumption in low-risk situations is acceptable for people who are not in 

“high risk” categories.
• Drinking to intoxication or “heavy drinking” (five or more drinks in a row) by anyone is 

not acceptable.
• Any use by people who are in a high-risk category  to develop dependency or who are in 

high-risk situations is not acceptable.
• Both individual responsibility and community action are needed.

Principles:
Community Livability
Community members have a right to live in an environment that is clean, safe and free from un-
lawful activities, noise and disturbances. They have the right to be protected from irresponsible 
drinking acts of individuals and irresponsible promotion and distribution practices. The commu-
nity  has a responsibility to respect and support  its members who are recovering from alcohol or 
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drug dependence. Business owners in the community have a responsibility to contribute to, 
rather than jeopardize, the well being of the community. 

Alcohol Availability 
The availability  of alcohol has an effect on how it is used and whether its risks are reduced or 
increased. Good public health policies must aim at preventing intoxication, which is related to 
alcohol consumption.  The community has a responsibility  to continually address taxation and 
availability—where it can be sold, to whom, how much, at what times and on which days. 

Advertising and Promotion
The advertising and promotion of alcohol glamorizes its use while failing to clearly  communi-
cate the risks associated with its use.  Advertisers and promoters of alcohol are responsible for 
ensuring that the risks associated with its misuse or any use by high risk individuals are clearly 
communicated to consumers and must always clearly discourage the use of alcohol by minors. 

Alcohol Availability to Minors
The use of alcohol by minors represents a serious threat to their health, safety and well-being and 
should be strongly and clearly  discouraged.  Alcohol use by minors also presents many dangers 
to the community. The promotion of alcohol in ways that encourages its use by  our young people 
represents exploitation of our youth.  In the majority of cases, minors obtain alcohol from and 
through adults in our community.  Preventing such furnishing of alcohol to minors is of utmost 
importance in protecting young people who are particularly vulnerable because of inexperience 
and immature judgment.  

Community Policies and Norms 
Medical research shows that long-term alcohol abuse causes liver diseases, memory loss, ulcers, 
anemia, impaired blood clotting, impaired sexual performance, malnutrition, depression, cancer 
and even brain damage.  Homicides, traffic accidents, suicides, violent behavior, domestic vio-
lence, child abuse or mistreatment, and neglect result  from alcohol misuse, usually heavy drink-
ing episodes.  Because of the growing awareness and concern about these misuses, a full range of 
effective prevention approaches is necessary. Strong, clear community  policies and norms need 
to be established which minimize the risks resulting from the use of alcohol. They set and com-
municate the standards and expectations of the community. 

Recommendations for Community Members and Entities
• Examine, each within life contexts, ways in which our current alcohol knowledge, policies or 

practices are detrimental to a community striving for a high quality-of-life. 
• Implement changes in our work and relationships that will properly use alcohol and reduce 

the burden of alcohol misuse.
• Volunteer our time, expertise, influence and resources to support initiatives that promote a 

community that properly addresses alcohol issues.



My Fifth Generation Computer
 Arrives on My Desk 

by Keith Longberg

 My first computer, an Apple IIe, which I pur-
chased in 1985, had a memory about as large as what 
now commonly comes in children’s toys, I’m told.  It had 

disks really were floppy.  There was no hard drive, but I 
didn’t even know what that meant back then. 

When it was delivered to my business office a few days later, I remember asking myself, 
“OK, Longberg, what are you going to do with this expensive contraption if you aren’t smart 
enough to use it?”  After all, it had cost me a small fortune then, far more than I have paid for 
any computer since, including my dazzling new fifth generation one.  That’s a penalty you pay 
for being an “early adopter.”  I was aware at the time, but that didn’t deter me: I didn’t want to be 
one of the last people I knew who had a computer. 

 My second computer was an IBM computer, which had a hard drive with a whopping 10 
megabytes of memory.  Wow!  I don’t know if the salesperson told me, or if my own awesome 
insight told me there would be no way in the world that I’d ever fill up those ten megabytes of 
memory.  I was all set, probably forever.  After all, my Smith Corona portable typewriter, which 
my Mom bought for me when I went into the army in 1951 worked well decades later when I 
was in grad school.   Now we can make better stuff.  Surely the IBM computer would last even 
longer.  What did I know?

 Ever since I got my IBM, I understood that you either used a PC or an Apple.  They were 
different worlds.  They wouldn’t talk to each other.  You had to take a side.  When I went with 
the PC.  It looked like it was the bigger, stronger crowd.  The college bought dozens, maybe 
hundreds of them.  Go with the main pack, I figured.  Don’t step out on an ice flow.  What did I 
know?

Then I happened to wander into The Apple Store at the mall one day.  I was mesmerized 
by this powerful, beautiful, and most seductive technology.  Did I need it?  No, my computer at 

two, five and a quarter inch floppy disk drives, and the 

Not much, of course.  Soon a more powerful computer was being touted: a 386 (whatever 
that means), the most powerful and fastest computer on the block.  It wasn’t long before it was in 
the bottom of my closet with shoes on it. It was replaced by a genuine Intel Pentium II, even faster 
and more powerful yet. Of course I had to have it. Computer prices were falling dramatically 
while power was going up.  I bought my third generation computer, a Dell with a genuine Intel 
Pentium II processor that ran “WINDOWS,” the latest thing!  Wow!  And for the first time in my 
life I owned my very own mouse!  The Control Panel had icons for lots of things I didn’t under-
stand such as Power Management, Quick Time, Telephony, TBS Montego II Audio, and Re-
gional Settings.  I assumed that was important stuff, but I was only concerned about putting words 
on the page, so I just ignored all that.



home did everything I needed it to do, and much more besides,  but that didn’t matter.  I wanted 
it.  I had to have it.

So now this big flat Macintosh screen is on my desk, and I have more power and more 
capabilities at my finger tips than I most likely will ever know what to do with.  

How will I be able to take advantage of this contraption?  Surely it will take a genius to 
educate me about all the capabilities of this machine.  

Social Responsibility

in Education?
By Mike Franz

 Amazing how some threads of personal experience 
can weave together a fabric of beliefs about who we are and 
how the individual can best relate with self and the society 
around him as he matures. And along with this there is the 
opportunity to reflect on those persons in our lives that 
helped shape who we are, principally our teachers and those 
who assumed responsibility over our social and moral devel-
opment.

 I flash back to 1954 and that proud fifth grader at Fountain School (myself) who had just 
been selected with a classmate to the honored task of lowering and folding the flag. This was the 
same year that I had been given the privilege of being a Safety, and I approached both of these 
tasks with appropriate fervor and attention. I was also a fledgling Boy Scout, second class, serv-
ing God and Country with a three-fingered salute to that same flag. It was possible in the Fifties 
to conform to these beliefs which seemed unquestioned by our society. After all, my school, my 
teachers, my scout master, my church all seemed to live in perfect agreement with some pecu-
liarly American idea of liberty and justice for all. Even President Eisenhower approved of the 

a whole year, less than $2 per session.  So far I have had two hours of private instruc-tion by one of 
those certified “geniuses.”  It’s my turn to be a dumb “sweat hog” trying to under-stand this new 
digital world.  I’ve learned a little, but it’s going to be a real challenge and not just for me.  It will 
be a challenge for those young geniuses to teach a Luddite geezer a thing or two.  I will enjoy this 
exerience.  

“
How lucky I am that Apple employes a bunch of young folks whose job title just happens to 

be Genius.”  For a fee of $100 I get one hour of private tutoring by of those geniuses each week for 

Now this dazzling new machine will surely last me for years and years, for decades, just 
like my old Smith-Corona portable typewriter did, right?                                      



addition of the phrase “under God” to the Pledge and nobody protested. I read all the biographies 
of great Americans I could get my hands on, sometimes three or four books a week in the sum-
mer, and my adolescent self took on a patriotic shape.

 Flashforward to 1963, and I am a sophomore at Grand Rapids Junior College in my last 
semester sitting in Andy Hansen’s Educational Psychology class after having made the decision 
to major in Secondary Education and English. I have learned to question things I do not under-
stand, and the first chapter declares rather unapologetically that the historical purpose of Ameri-
can education has always been “the socialization of the individual.” I query Dr. Hansen, “But I 
thought the purpose of education was to educate.” I expect a different reply but he reaffirms, 
“No, the first purpose has always been to socialize the individual.” Without an adequate sense of 
definition of terms here, I put this notion on the back burner to be taken up again as I pursue my  
vocation.

 

 By this time, our social fabric was once again challenged by not only the civil rights 
movement but also the coming war in Viet Nam, and a great deal of social protest, some violent, 
had begun. Young adults had embraced a radical philosophy of “making love, not war” and an 
anti-establishment stance disapproving of any of the received values of the day, which included 
some flag burning and the destruction of draft cards. My occupational deferment as a teacher 
protected my neutrality as I was struggling to make up my mind which side of the issues I was 
on. One teaching moment occurred when I saw a photo in Life magazine of a field of 300 dead 
bodies, clad in black pajamas, with the caption reading these North Vietnamese communists were 
gunned down by an American gunship caught in the open. I did not see “communist” on their 
faces but their humanity desecrated in a massacre that persuaded me that this war was not for me. 
I transferred to Grand Rapids Junior College in 1969 where many colleagues and students faced 
with the draft felt the same way. I can recall one student who came in my office six weeks into 
the semester and requested I give him an E final grade. He had missed a lot of classes and was in 
danger of being dropped. But if he received a W, he said, he would not be a full time student and 
thus would be drafted. I protested he could return to class and finish the course with a passing 
grade, but he would have none of it. He had a sufficient grade point average to absorb the E and 
had better things to do with his life in another time and place. I inserted the grade he requested 

By the late Sixties, our social fabric had been shaken badly by two movements which 
would have a profound influence on our nation’s conscience and myself. First there was the great 
Civil Rights movement whereby Dr. King called upon us as a society to live out the dream of 
equality and freedom for all Americans, regardless of color of skin. I can recall a trap question on 
a final exam in a graduate Sociology of Education class at Western that Dr. Bouma had placed to 
see if he could get some of the teachers in the class to betray a politically incorrect position: 
“What would you say to a black person who was calling for immediate change to right the wrongs 
of the past 300 years.” I am sure most of the educators in the class answered that they should be 
patient and moderate their demands, but I responded quite directly and to the point, “What can I 
do to help?” My first job offer upon graduation came to teach at South High School in the inner 
city of Grand Rapids in 1965. I accepted, of course. 



and wished him luck. But in a sense I thought we all who were faced with the war would need a 
strong measure of luck to avoid the dark holes this fog had created in our lives. My family dis-
agreed with my feelings and stood proudly behind my two Marine brother serving in Viet Nam. I 
was sick at the thought of the possibility they might be killed. I joined the protests.

Flashforward again to 1983 and the Ground Zero movement to educate us about the dangers of 
nuclear war. It was at this time my office partner and friend Phil Jung approached me about join-
ing a national organization called Educators for Social Responsibility, a parallel organization to 
Physicians for Social Responsibility. I accepted being convinced there were things educators 
could do to positively influence the minds of young people in a world that was growing increas-
ingly dangerous by the arms race. We worked on local programming beginning the first Week of 
Peace Education in the public schools in 1984, a program that continues today, now in its 23rd 
year. The Institute for Global Education has picked up the slack where ESR left off, but by work-
ing with other community organizations we are still able to make a difference at the local level.

Recently I was conducting a Peace Teach program for IGE called Teaching the Pledge and The 
World Pledge. In researching this fascinating subject I was able to rediscover my own roots in 
the flag I had grown so far from in the intervening 50 years. I now see a new dilemma in our so-
ciety as we journey into the new century, still at war, where factions divide our beliefs about our 
country and the values for which it has historically stood, with liberty and justice for all. I had 
not known that the writer of the Pledge in 1892 could not insert the word “equality” because of 
the lack of support for equality for both women and blacks. The phrase “under God” inserted in 
1954 has become a divisive issue as well. My students tell me they do not believe in the Pledge, 
and too many do not bother to register to vote.

Have we as educators failed them in teaching social responsibility and the values of our demo-
cratic republic? Has the public failed to demand that solid values of citizenship be taught as well 
as the Three R’s? When we are so busy sloganeering about “My country right or wrong,” is it too 
much to ask to finish the quote: “If right to defend it, if wrong to amend it?” I am still convinced 
that teachers have an historic obligation to teach social responsibility, good critical thinking abili-
ties, not just indoctrination. The welfare and survival of our society will depend on it, as it al-
ways has.



 
 

 When I volunteered to train as a docent at Meijer Gardens, now over 10 years ago, I 
didn’t expect that a few years later I would also be studying sculptures and meeting sculptors!  
After all I had only one art course in college and never considered myself that knowledgeable in 
that area.  My husband, Tom, enjoyed art and was a docent at the Grand Rapids Art Museum a 
couple of years before he joined me at the Gardens.  We do enjoy visiting art museums and have 
visited many here and abroad.  Obviously exposure to art give you a greater appreciation for the 
Masters and the struggles they had as their reputation for artistic talent spread.
 Volunteers learned soon after the Gardens opened that Fred Meijer had a large collection 
of Marshall Fredericks bronzes and his wife, Lena loved gardens so it was no surprise to find the 
two were combined as the Gardens opened in April of 1995.
 Today sculptures are located both inside the 5 story glass building and throughout the 
park in addition to the temporary exhibits shown in the inside sculpture gallery as the work of 
each new artist is featured.
 I have fond memories of specific events as the sculpture park developed and the in doors 
gallery was dedicated.  Certainly, one of my most memorable has to be the evening volunteers 
were invited to gather at the site where the American Horse was to be placed and view the main 
body parts as they sat in open boxes.  It was like attending a very special birth!
 It was also exciting on another evening to meet Nina Akamu, the sculptor of the Ameri-
can Horse and hear the struggles and victories she had as she studied Leonardo da Vinci’s notes, 
sketches, etc. and hear her describe the small adjustments she made to create the 8 foot horse be-
fore she produced the 24 foot jewel we all enjoy.
 The dedication of the outdoor sculpture was another very memorable day for special 
guests and docents when many of the sculptors returned for a special program.  As volunteers we 
were each assigned to a particular sculptor during a short program after which we met the artist 
and also answered the questions of special guests as they passed along the sculpture trail.
 I chose Pomodoro’s Disk in the Form of a Desert Rose, still my favorite.  My conversa-
tion with Mr. Pomodoro was minimal as I greeted and congratulated him – he replied to me in 
Italian!  I should have reviewed the few words I learned in Italy.
 But all is not glamour as docents train 3 hours each month and are offered Garden tours 
each month with a trained horticulturist.  All very interesting and educational and note I’m still 
volunteering.

Continuing My Education
In a Garden of Art

Pridge Dalgleish



My Cup Runneth Over

By Gordon Hunsberger

Since retiring in the spring of 1985, my wife, Bobby, and I have really enjoyed retirement.  We 
are now condo dwellers in Michigan for eight months and Florida four months.  Bobby and I 
have been blessed with good health.  I had my left knee replaced and have scheduled a right knee 
replacement for October of this year.

 As most of you know right after retirement, May 1985, we went to Finland to coach 
American Football for four months.  Finland goes on vacation the month of July so Bobby and I 
toured Europe.  (England, Germany, Austria, France, Holland and Denmark.  We were amazed at 
the great rail travel in all of those countries.  (What a great way to begin retirement.)  In Septem-
ber we brought the Finish team “The Helsenki Roosters” to the United States and played games 
in Michigan and Wisconsin.

 

 I served as President of this reunion group three different two-year terms.  We have flown 
to the west coast and traveled home to Michigan, across Canada by rail.  It seems we have been 
everywhere in this country except Maine.

 Besides all of the above, I have been working two or three days a week at Cascade Hills 
Country Club so I can play golf on a wonderful course.

 Bobby and I have been active in our church (3 times Moderator).  Two years ago I taught 
a senior high course entitled “Does God Watch The Super bowl?”  

 Family is an enjoyment to us (two children, 8 grandchildren, and two great-
grandchildren.  We have both attending graduations and grandparents’ days.

 I still go to Raider Athletic events and believe GRCC is in the “Top Ten” for academics 
and athletics.  In addition to being an “Emeritus Faculty” I have had the good fortune of being 
inducted into both the NJCAA and Grand Rapids Sports Hall of Fame.  “My cup runneth over.”

I have been fortunate to serve as President of the USS Appalachian Regional Association.  
A ship I served on for 28 months during WWII.  So every year the first of October we travel to 
some big city in our beautiful country.  The reunion goes west coast, east coast and Midwest.  We 
have formed some great relationships with former shipmates and their wives, giving us a chance to 
entertain in Michigan as well.



 During our most recent trip abroad it occurred to 
me several times that travel – anywhere, not just 
abroad – can be life changing, provided the right cir-
cumstances and the traveler’s receptivity to events 
and people. The potential change doesn’t have to be 
critical or of much magnitude, such as adopting new 
and different religious beliefs or losing them alto-

gether. It might rather be something known only to oneself and felt only on occasion – a rise in 
confidence in certain situations, maybe a bit of smugness, or of humility, or a more accessible 
sense of awe.
 In the second half of this past April Joni and I visited our daughter, Jackie, in Berlin, on a 
trip that would also take the three of us to Wroclaw (formerly Breslau) and Cracow, Poland. 
Jackie had received a fellowship to stay at the American Academy in Berlin for six months, and 
she wanted to share the experience with us. So during our stay there we had our own apartment 
in a grand neo-Baroque mansion on the Wannsee, a large lake in southwest Berlin about fifteen 
miles from the city center. 
 The name of the lake might be familiar to some readers because it’s the site where a con-
ference took place in 1942 that played a monstrous part in human history. There a cadre of top 
Nazi officials and officers were assigned to design “the final solution to the Jewish question,” an 
assignment that not only outlined but determined details of the impending attempt to exterminate 
all Jews in Europe. A visit to that site, the onetime residence of a wealthy Jewish family (as is the 
mansion housing the American Academy) is as chilling as a visit to Dachau. The place is now a 
memorial and museum with a no-holding-back account throughout of the detailed history of the 
Holocaust going back to mid-nineteenth century distortions of Darwinism.
 This no-holding-back acknowledgement of its history is one of the many things that struck 
us on this trip. Beginning in the 1970s a reticent Germany was forced to confront its recent past 
by a series of massive demonstrations of young people who were outraged by the society’s 
business-as-usual attitude, its repression of its horrendous deeds. Since then the government has 
led the way, sometimes with a bit of prodding, to open its twentieth century history for the peo-
ple to examine and try to understand.
 Evidence of this self-examination is seen everywhere in Berlin, perhaps most noticeably in 
the trail of the former Wall that separated the former West Berlin from East Berlin and the sur-
rounding East Germany. A foot-wide cobblestone path runs along sidewalks, crosses streets, me-
anders through parks, leads to the Spree River where a staircase extends the path to the depths of 
the water on one side and another staircase rises on the other side to resume the path. Occasion-
ally the path is blocked by a whole block’s worth of intact graffiti-covered panels standing as 
heralds announcing themselves. One of the wonderful ironies of this soul-searching investment 
of the German psyche is the presence around those segments of a heavy fence to protect them 
from citizens who still want to take sledges to them, whether for souvenirs or for venting their 
anger. 
 Though the east side of the city is still a bit depressed, it’s showing signs of rejuvenation, 
from the restoration of old buildings to the construction of new ones, and from the influx of 
younger people moving there from other parts of Germany because of the lower rents. Still, the 

A Good Trip
Leads to Reflection

by Phil Jung



history is everywhere. One afternoon the three of us went to Humboldt Technical University to 
attend a lecture. This place is the MIT of Germany, perhaps of Europe, with a Who’s Who list of 
19th and 20th century scientists gracing their emeritus roles, including Einstein, Werner Heisen-
berg, and Max Plank, among many other distinguished professors and Nobel awardees. At the 
street entrance to the property we found about twenty long tables laden with used books and we 
joined dozens of browsers thumbing through them. (All I bought were three EDR comic books 
from 1980 to give to a friend.) Directly across the street was a small plaza surrounded on three 
sides by heavy 19th century buildings, and in that plaza back in 1933 the Nazi-inspired students 
burned enormous piles of books. Today there stands at the curb a monumental sculpture of books 
piled high, part of Berlin’s ad campaign touting itself as a city of progress and learning.
 Another of the great ironies.
 Over coffee later, the three of us reflected on Germany and the German people. Whatever 
specific events or conditions in that country notwithstanding, the German people have faced 
something few of us can imagine. In one century, five generations, they have faced a fivefold 
series of societal, economic, and political transformations. My father was born in 1910 and died 
in 1998. If he had lived in Germany, he would have been born into a monarchy. That monarchy 
fell after a disastrous war and was replaced by a democracy, albeit a weak one, that was soon 
enough replaced by a totalitarian regime unthinkable in its brutality and savagery. After WWII 
ended its existence, the country was divided into two opposed systems, one communist and one 
democratic and capitalistic, a division that lasted about four and a half decades before reunifica-
tion, which, after the initial joyousness, has proven to be a difficult matter.  
 Americans have displayed difficulty in making internal social adjustments, such as the 
guarantee of civil rights to all citizens, the unionization of automobile workers, and the 
Depression-era introduction of some socialist measures into the economy in order to save capi-
talism. What Germany has faced is a series of five different kinds of states, each entailing its own 
psychic demands, its own allegiances and resentments and sorrows -- all within my father’s life-
time. 
 Talk about resilience. And the people are doing an awfully good job at dealing with all this 
history, these transformations. The new memorial to all Jewish victims of the Nazi era, a full 
block of sea of coffin-shaped forms whose heights varied by the undulations of the ground, next 
door to the Brandenberg Gate; the new government buildings on each side of the Spree joined by  
a bridge symbolizing reunification; the many memorials of events the likes of which few Ameri-
cans have experienced – all are evidence of the people’s ongoing attempt to understand and come 
to terms with their country’s recent past. These are the kinds of sights that gave us occasions to 
pause and reflect.
 And hope. Hope that the people who have endured such sweeping societal changes can 
finally settle into a phase that lasts and that brings continued prosperity. And hope that Ameri-
cans, when faced with adjustments to our social, economic, and political system, can consider 
them judiciously and, if need be, embark on them with a modicum of grace and wisdom.



A Brief Look into 
the Poetry of Robert Hayden 
by Richard Reid

Nathan Rutstein, author of To Be One, wrote a telling episode 
about the poet Robert Hayden:

“Robert Hayden, who was the last speaker, strode 
to the podium, hunched over it, gripped it tightly with 
both of his black hands, then peered out at the audience 
through his thick glasses for about a minute without 
uttering a word.  There was no restlessness in the audience, because everyone sensed that 
they were about to hear something profound.  And they were right.

‘Dr Martin Luther King Junior may have died in vain,’ the poet declared with deep 
emotion in his voice, ‘because racism is alive; it flows through the arteries of America.’

After a pause to allow what he said to sink in, Robert Hayden recited his poem, ‘Fre-
derick Douglass’:

usable as earth; when it belongs at last to all, 
when it is truly instinct, brain matter, diastole, systole,
reflex action; when it is finally won; when it is more
than the gaudy mumbo jumbo of politicians:
this man, this Douglass, this former slave, this Negro
beaten to his knees, exiled, visioning a world
where none is lonely, none hunted, alien,
this man, superb in love and logic, this man
shall be remembered.  Oh, not with statues’ rhetoric,
not with legends and poems and wreaths of bronze alone,
but with lives grown out of his life, the lives 
fleshing his dream of the beautiful, needful thing.

The audience was taken aback.  They hadn’t come to hear that.  They had assumed 
that the distinguished man of letters would eulogize Dr King, and perhaps even recite a 
poem that he had specially written for the occasion.  Although the service was over, some 
men and women remained in their seats for awhile, mulling over Hayden’s poem.  Deep 
down these people know that the poet had told the truth.” (from To Be One by Nathan 
Rutstein, pages 86-87)

When it is finally ours, this freedom, this liberty, this beautiful and terrible thing, 
needful to  man as air,



Robert Hayden, professor of English at the University of Michigan, consented to accept my 
invitation to speak and share some of his works with English classes at Creston High School one 
winter’s day of 1975. His personal modesty sheltered a prodigious intellect, far transcending the 
noisy superficiality of popular posturings and grand displays.

El-Hajj Malik El-Shabazz, Homage to the Empress of the Blues, Words in the Mourning Time or 
Runagate Runagate to know that they betoken a profound vision of a perspicacious fashioner of 
words and phrases.  

That a bronze-toned scion of humanity wrought such melodies gives significant weight to his 
art, but beyond his bronzed complexion, beyond his African past, beyond all else, a human being 
wrote as none other did.  Would to God that any of us were granted such profundity and perspi-
cacity.  Confronting the foreboding future our six billions, a future at once fearful in its immedi-
ate prospects yet potentially glorious in its ultimate triumphs, Hayden’s art helps us to sustain the 
singular bright vision of a sober maturity finally come of age.  He confirms our fondest, most 
cherished hopes.  He breaks the dark night of despair: 

Reclaim now, now renew the vision of 
a human world where godliness
is possible and man
is neither gook nigger honkey wop nor kike

 but man
 
  permitted to be man.

The poet Robert Hayden, whose word art shows such care of craft and beauty, continues to 
grow in stature.  His poetry, redolent of African memory and its American mutation, confirms 
moreover a rare conviction of unassailable and undeniable humanity transcending fixed facile 
boundaries we set to demarcate ourselves.   We stumble about blinded by the arcane pathology 
and simplistic focus upon the complexity of human complexional ranges, yet this uniqueness as 
descendents of Africa, Europe, Native America, indeed everywhere is but a minor six-
chromosomal aspect of our North American synthesis.  Robert Hayden wrote and spoke of the 
primacy and universality of humanity as species.  One need only read the compelling verses of 



The Reading Room

Richard Reed writes as follows:  I've just read for the second time (and it certainly requires sev-
eral re-readings) "Logos and Civilization: Spirit, History, and Order in the Writings of Baha'u'l-
lah" by Nader Saiedi. University Press of Maryland, 2000. Saiedi is a sociologist who received 
his M.S. degree in economics from Pahlavi University in Shiraz, Iran, and his Ph.D. in sociology 
from the University of Wisconsin. He is professor of sociology at Carleton College in Northfield, 
Minnesota. 

 The byline of the book states that "This is the first scholarly attempt at a systematic expo-
sition in English of major themes to be found in the principal writings of Baha'u'llah. The author, 
a sociologist, has a profound understanding of Baha'i scriptures, reads them in the original 
languages--Persian and Arabic--and is also well equipped with solid knowledge of both philo-
sophical and sociopolitical theories current in the Western world of thought."

Below is Richard Reid’s review of Geoffrey C. Ward's book, Unforgivable Blackness: The Rise 
and Fall of Jack Johnson.

 Growing up in the Midwest, we knew nothing about Jack Johnson (1878-1946). Only Joe 
Louis appeared as the iconic boxing champion that all kids admired. Not even our parents or 
grandparents seemed to know anything about Johnson. Pushed to the forgotten and neglected, 
memory of Johnson remained at the unspoken, unrecalled periphery of public consciousness. 
Ward 

 The stage play and film, "The Great White Hope" provided a glance of the man. Ward's 
book fills a goodly number of historical gaps, and even when specifics are ambiguous (Johnson 
himself offered several versions of his life's events), the larger picture of a man denied his fun-
damental humanity emerges. 

 This is no mere hagiography, full of praise and adulation. Johnson, irrepressibly self-
confident, is present in these pages with his failures, foibles, his faults. But a generation or two 
passed him over, shut him out of their recollections, failed to add his powerful presence as 
heavyweight champion to stories passed on to newer generations. The reason for this oversight 
was fear. At the turn of the 20th Century, Johnson's insistence upon his manhood, as much or 
more manhood than his contemporaries, was a fearsome, even impetuous thing for black men to 
display. Choosing one's own style of abundant living or selecting a woman to love, regardless of 
complexion or custom ran powerfully against the expectations of black subservience. Whites 
feared this usurpation of their presumed entitlement, and among blacks too there were those who 
feared what form of white revenge might be visited upon them because of Johnson's perceived 
impertinence. 



 Ward recaptures the gloominess of early 20th Century complexional, color-lined politics 
combined with Jack Johnson's poised and mesmerizing stance against a world in overwhelming 
denial to understand and accept his human validity. He fought for and won the heavyweight 
championship not to represent black hopes and ambitions against whites (though these hopes 
were surely buoyed by his unprecedented victories). He joined the fray as simply one man 
against another man, pitting wit, style, grace, and strength to win.

 Although DNA testing now provides unassailable scientific proof for the utter insignifi-
cance of skin color in the human species, at the turn of the 20th Century, Jack Johnson proved 
this well beyond doubt with his forceful fists.

Keith Longberg:  I found these four  books by Jean M. Auel a fascinating account of what might 
have been before we became human.  The Clan of the Cave Bear, The Plains of Passage, Valley 
of Horses, Mamouth Hunters,

Presently reading Guns, Germs, and Steel by Jared Diamond.  This is a New York Times Bestsel-
ler.  The New Yorker review said “The Scope and the explanatory power of this book are as-
tounding.  I agree.  This is a multi-disciplinary study of the history of the last thirteen thousand 
years.  Why did some people have so much “cargo” while others had almost none?  Why did the 
germs of the Europeans kill off American Indians instead of the other way around?  How did 
some plants that were poisonous become edible before modern science?  The questions Diamond 
raises are provocative and he answers them.

Editor’s note:  Please send in your book recommendations.

 




