


 
 
Our Second Edition Rolls off the Press… 

 
 
The College, has generously agreed to print and mail this second edition of the 

Retirees’ Quarterly and, presumably, subsequent editions to all retirees of the College, 
and I thank Dr. Olivarez for his support.  I also thank my colleagues for their cooperation 
in this project, and Dee Palmer for her help.  This issue benefits from having articles 
written by colleagues from more divisions and assignments within the college.  Good 
human stories and diverse personalities emerge.  I’ve learned things from them I never 
knew after working with people for decades.  This is a good meeting place where we can 
share information about our interests, activities, families, etc.  We have a common 
history, and it’s good to keep informed about our former colleagues.  It’s great to have 
the college supporting this publication.  It brings us together again. 

Our next edition will be published and mailed in July with a due date for copy of 
June 15.  Please mark your calendar and plan to send in an article.  You can send us your 
articles in any shape or format you wish.  It’s easiest for us if they arrive by email in a 
MS Word doc. file, but if you prefer to type it or write it longhand and send it by US 
Mail, that’s fine.  We just want to hear from you.  Please include your email and/or postal 
addresses if you are willing for that information to appear in the publication so others can 
contact you.  Networking is important.  Also please tell us what you did at the college. 

We’d like to get adventures from the snowbirds.  Golf and fish stories are 
welcome, true or not.  What interesting spots have you found that can you recommend to 
the rest of us?  What new interests have you developed?  What’s keeping you busy now?   
If you would like to get reaction to an idea you have in mind before you spend a lot of 
time on it, please drop us a line.  Please include your email and postal addresses if you 
are willing for that information to appear in the publication so others can contact you.     

Dr. Olivarez has proposed publishing an Alumni Magazine in the future.  If you 
are an alumnus of GRJC/GRCC, please let us know right away.  We want to keep 
you informed on this.  Also if you know GRCC alumni who have become professionals, 
executives, or leaders, we would like to contact them and get the story of their experience 
at the college for this publication.  There is no better information the College can present 
to the community than stories of how it has helped students to reach their lofty goals.  An 
Alumni Magazine can be used for recruiting students from area high schools, it can be 
placed in doctors’ offices and other waiting rooms, and it can be an aid if fundraising as 
well.  It can reach a wide audience.  Please send us contact information about 
successful alumni.   Visit the College web site at www.grcc.edu.     KL 

 
Keith Longberg  keithlong@hotmail.com  or 
keefuwong@yahoo.com 
2975 Lake Drive S.E., Grand Rapids, MI 49506 

 
Dee Palmer grandmahome@aol.com  
11709 Woodgate NW., Grand Rapids, MI 49544 
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Between Lawn Tractors and  
Pigs in a Blanket,  
There’s a Chemist at Work 
 
by Roger DeVries   Chair, Physical Science Division 
 

I had the privilege of teaching Chemistry at GRCC for 36 years.  During 
the 36 years I developed strong friendships with the staff.   These friendships 
continue to this day.  During my tenure at GRCC I became involved in the 
planning and building of the new Calkins Science Center.  Then in 1995 my 
peers selected me to receive the Excellence in Education award. 

It is most rewarding when I encounter former students in the workplace 
and they tell me about the positive impact chemistry has had in their lives.    
Although I still miss the classroom, I don’t miss the exciting tasks like grading 
tests and lab books. 

Travel is an important part of our lives, especially when it includes our 
three sons and their wives.  In January 2005, all of us spent a week at Disney 
World where I also walked their half-Marathon for the cause of a children’s 
disease called A-T. 

In retirement I find my most enjoyable old activities (yard work, 
reading, web browsing) being done at a leisurely pace and at the same time am 
developing new interests.    

Originally I had a 10’ x 12 ‘ barn, but expanded it with an addition of 
10’ x 20’ which results in it being “L” shaped.  This workshop has heat and 
coffee, making it the neighborhood social center.  In the social center is one of 
my latest and most enjoyable endeavors - restoring old Allis-Chalmers lawn 
tractors which includes rebuilding or tuning up the engines, bodywork on the 
tractor and sometimes I manufacture parts for the lawn tractors.   

Another interest developed in my lab experiences is baking.  I make new 
mixtures of banana bread and pig-in-the-blankets.   My pig-in-the-blankets are 
made from an old family “hand-me-down” recipe. 

I do find time for volunteer work with LOVE, INC., which is located in 
Hudsonville.  . It is an outreach ministry and is involved in many local service 
projects, one of which involved my taking a load of 125 bicycles to Mexico to 
be used in a children’s orphanage. But this is another story that I will share with 
you in another issue of this publication. 
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Try One of These 
From the Retired Recipe Files 
 
Jerry Benham    Director, Food Services 
 
SPRINGTIME FAVORITES 
 

BAKED EGG CASSEROLE 
Size 8 x 8 x 2 pan 
10 slices white bread 
½ lb. (8 slices) Kraft Deli Deluxe Sharp Cheddar Slices (use 12 slices for 
cheesier flavor) 
2 cups milk 
4 eggs 
¼ cup melted butter 
Trim crust from bread and break into fifty-cent sized pieces. 
Mix milk, eggs and butter and add grated cheese.  Combine mixture with bread, 
and pour into pan.  Refrigerate overnight.  Bake at 350 degrees for one hour.  
Bake at 325 degrees if using a glass pan. 
Variations:  Add:  diced ham 
        cooked, crumbled sausage or bacon 
        sautéed green or red peppers, onions, etc. 
 

CARROT CAKE 
2 cups flour     4 eggs 
2 tsp. baking powder    2 cups grated raw carrots (I use a 
whole   1 ½ tsp. baking soda          1-lb. Bag) 
1 ½ tsp. salt     1 (8 oz.) can crushed pineapple, 
2 tsp. cinnamon          drained 
2 cups granulated sugar               ½ cup chopped walnuts (optional) 
1 ½ cup salad oil 
 
Sift together the first 5 ingredients.  Add the sugar, oil and eggs to the sifted 
mixture.  After mixing very well, add the carrots, pineapple and walnuts.  Pour 
into a greased and floured 9x13 inch metal baking pan.  Bake at 350 degrees, or 
325 degrees if a glass pan is used, for 45 to 60 minutes or longer, depending on 
the oven. 
Cream Cheese Frosting: 
½ cup butter, softened    1 tsp. vanilla 
1 (8 oz.) cream cheese, softened  1 (1 lb.) box powdered sugar 
 
Mix all the ingredients together using a little milk if needed to get the 
consistency you like for spreading.  Frost when cake is cool and store in 
refrigerator.  This cake is very moist and keeps well. 
Bon Appetite! 
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Retiring Is Hard To Do 
 

by Connie Kupris-Myers   Secretary, Continuing Education 
  

After working many years at Grand Rapids Community College I 
decided to get married, move from my home, and to retire from my job.  I had 
thought about retiring for a couple of years, agonizing over how I would 
manage on retirement money and how I would fill up my days and not be 
bored.  Finally I made the decision and informed my boss of my plans, and he 
started to make arrangements to replace me.  I keep telling myself I was 
blissfully happy about all of the changes in my life even though I continued to 
ignore all of the inner warnings my gut was telling me.  All of my good friends 
planned a retirement party for me and all was well.  What was the matter with 
me?  Every time my boss came to talk to me I would start crying.   

We interviewed new secretaries for my job and my heart was breaking, 
and I still ignored my inner voices and had no idea what was wrong with me.  
Maybe I shouldn't get married, maybe the move from my home wasn't a good 
idea.  Finally it was the day of my retirement party, and I tried to be happy but 
the tears keep running forth.  I must have looked a mess with red eyes, running 
nose, and blubbering my thanks to everyone at the party.    

I thought to myself "I'm cracking up.”  I was still crying two days later 
without any relief in sight.  A friend called me from the college and was 
alarmed at how I was acting.  She said to me "Why are you so unhappy?" "Do 
you really want to retire?" "You know you could still change your mind."  
Wow!  I never had heard such wonderful words.  I really could keep my job?   

I called my boss and begged, "I don't want to leave. Please, can I have 
my job back?"   The poor guy was at his wits end with me.  "All right," he said, 
“but you have to notify personnel, and all the great secretaries that applied for 
your position that you are not leaving.”  Without a trace of embarrassment I 
made all of the calls and hung on to my resolve to keep my job without an 
ounce of shame.  

As the months went by I would often hear "I thought you were leaving 
Connie?" from my fellow colleagues , and I would happily reply "Oh, I changed 
my mind," and I would smile to myself.  I worked three and one half more 
wonderful years and finally retired when life forced me to make the decision 
when my husband became sick. 

I still think about my retirement party and how I thoroughly enjoyed my 
pre-retirement gift.  I have shared this story about my so-called retirement three 
and one half years before I actually left often with people who are thinking of 
leaving their jobs, and I have to laugh.  I loved my job, my wonderful boss, and 
Grand Rapids Community College.  I matured as a woman, and I also became a 
better person because of my experiences there.  I'm very happy, still traveling, 
and I'm not bored. 

 
 



 4

I am Enjoying the Journey 
 
by Julie Johnson, Dean, Enrollment, Management/Registrar 
 
            “I awake each morning torn between a desire to save the world and a           
          desire to savor the world. This makes it hard to plan my day.”  E.B. White 
 
          My world has been and is so full. The past includes many years of 
university education (Indiana State, Valparaiso and Western), ten years of 
teaching in Indiana, four years as a counselor at Kellogg Community College, 
two years working for Grand Rapids Public Schools Community Education and 
seventeen administrative years at Grand Rapids Community College in several 
positions.  

My family consists of seven grown (are they ever really grown?) 
children and fourteen grandchildren. I have started a ‘little’ work on a family 
history. We have a motor home and try to get away for long weekends and a 
week or two once in a while. At this gray, dreary time we are thinking of 
spending the month of February 2006 on the Gulf in Mississippi. 

I left the College on August 30, 1996.  I stayed “retired” six weeks and 
three days then went to work for Dwelling Place of Grand Rapids, Inc.- a non-
profit housing and property development company. I worked as a case manager 
and administrator in supportive housing for almost eight years - leaving in April 
2004. 

Division Avenue was just a street I would scurry down glancing at 
people I thought were different. Little did I know! I, like most who work at 
GRCC, had no idea of the “richness” of this area, just a long stone’s throw away 
from our institution of higher learning. I never belittled this population, however 
I did not spend much time pondering their plight. As the E.B White quote 
implies, I was always one to work for those most in need. Dwelling Place gave 
me the opportunity to work for those whose needs were often just to survive 
“one day (or less) at a time.“ Do you know some of these Heartside 
neighborhood places: The Weston Apartments, The Herkimer Apartments, The 
Dwelling Place Inn, The Ferguson Apartments, Liz’s House, Casey’s, Chaffee, 
Lennox, Heartside Ministry, Degage, God’s Kitchen, Calumet Flats, Health 
Care for Homeless Veterans, The Guiding Light, Heartside Clinic, Mel Trotters, 
etc.? The majority of Dwelling Place properties are located in the Heartside.  
The Heartside area and Dwelling Place was my passion and mission.  Dwelling 
Place properties are home to a 1,000 plus residents. Residents are homeless 
(were), low income/no income, handicapped, men, women, children, mentally 
ill, developmentally disabled, ex-offenders, medically fragile, substance 
abusers, elderly, veterans and often several of these identifiers. Many people, 
especially in this current political environment, consider these people 
‘throwaways!” All socioeconomic and intellectual types comprise this group. 
Occupations once were: teachers, lawyers, artists, musicians, computer 
technicians, truck drivers, skilled trades, clerical, sales, business owners, health 
care, taxi drivers, an optician, a bounty hunter and many others. 
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  Along the way, I made a few GRCC connections: community nursing 
services at the Weston Apartments, an art mural at the Dwelling Place Inn and a 
few service learning projects. My friends at the College also donated time and 
items. My goal was to establish an ongoing GRCC “connection” with Dwelling 
Place to continue when I left. I was unable to accomplish this goal. 
Compassionate commitments are hard to sustain. 
  The stories are many - perhaps in another article or a book I am 
attempting to write. My tears and laughter continue to flow. My self-determined 
mission in this work was to assist each individual to “reach their highest level of 
self-sufficiency.” Believe me this self-sufficiency was not a big screen tv and a 
car in the garage. My life will never be the same.  
  This is a good thing. 
  My years have been filled with love and joy, pain and suffering. 
Fortunately the balance sheet is heavier on the side of love and joy.  I currently 
work as a client advocate assisting people to “navigate” government, medical, 
social service, or criminal justice systems.  I continue to volunteer as called 
upon.     My journey continues.  
 
 
Language Arts Faculty 
Was a Bonded Crew 
 
by Charles Chamberlain, Chair, English Department, Dean Arts & Science 
 

When I went down to teach at then Grand Rapids Junior College in 
1968, I had already taught six years in junior and senior high school.  I had been 
fortunate enough to begin my career at Riverside Junior High, teaching 7th-9th 
grade English and Geography in what was then called a fused program.  After 
four years there I was offered a position at Northview High School, which was 
then beginning rural high school that bused in the majority of its students from 
the surrounding farmlands.  (Because of the busing, there were few after school 
activities and the building was empty about five minutes after classes ended.)  I 
taught Senior Advanced Composition and other 9-11 writing classes.  I had 
great fellow educators at both schools, folks I still remain in contact with, and 
students who I still run into once in a while who recognize me.  Teaching at 
those levels taught me much about students in elementary and high school, but 
joining the faculty at GRJC was the frosting on the cake. 

Some of the finest people I know I worked with at the college.  I was in 
the heralded Language Arts Division, run by the heralded and sometimes 
frightening Dr. Swets.  (He was all bluff…)  The Instructors in LAD were 
friendly, helpful and extremely competent.  And they loved their teaching jobs 
and their students.  It was a joy to work with them. 

But there’s another side to the LAD faculty that my other colleagues 
more than likely didn’t know.  Let me give you some examples.  I worked in 
construction during the summers so I had the impression that I could 
“construct” anything I needed to.  I thought my two ribboned cement driveway 
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and stall and a half garage didn’t suit my needs.  So I decided to take the garage 
down and repave the driveway to my liking or need.  My brother agreed to help 
when he could. 

So I tore down the garage and broke up the driveway and prepared the 
site for reconstruction.  (Tearing down is a cinch compared to rebuilding.)  The 
first step was to pour the new concrete slab for the garage and driveway.  I must 
have mentioned while at work that I was doing this reconstruction – without a 
permit, by the way, because strange bedfellows, who were English poetry, 
fiction, journalism, composition instructors came out of the woodwork.  It 
started at 6:00AM one Saturday morning when my father, who lived with 
Maureen and me, looked out the front window and said “Who do you know that 
drives a beat up old station wagon?”  I replied, in all wisdom, “I dunno.”  
“Well,” said my Dad, “he’s coming up the driveway.”  I looked out the window 
and there was Keith Longberg, cement trowel in hand, approaching my side 
door.  “When do we start pouring?” were the first words he said to me, and I 
was dumbfounded!  Six o’clock in the morning and here he was, trowel in hand, 
ready to work his buns off for a rookie LAD instructor.  

I soon learned that the LAD was more than twenty some faculty at 
GRJC.  They were a bonded bunch in many ways inside and outside the 
physical buildings of the college.  A list of their outside projects helping each 
other reads like a litany of good public works.  They helped me personally with 
my garage project, reproofing my home, a tear off job by the way – and redoing 
my landscape.  They also did much work inside when we decided to tear out 
walls and restructure our kitchen and whatever else we did. 

And it doesn’t stop there.  That was just for the Chamberlains.  That 
bunch of folks, some of the finest teachers in the nation, were also the finest 
friends.  Walt Lockwood, Rich Andre, Phil Jung, Keith Longberg, John 
Regenmorter, to name a few, comprised a crew that could take on anything.  (I 
hate naming folks because you always miss someone, especially after you’ve 
been retired for seven years.)  Their combined knowledge, ability, and 
willingness to try anything made all projects possible.  Together we remodeled, 
rewired, built structures, installed aluminum, covered window casings with 
aluminum, reroofed houses and garages, painted and built decks and porches 
and even cut down trees.  Sometime I’ll have to tell you about taking down a 
huge tree on Keith’s apartment property bordering on Davenport College’s 
parking lot!  But that’s another story.)  And most folks thought they were “just” 
educators! 

And that’s my point in writing this down.  They were…and still are…the 
finest folks I knew in education.  They worked hard to help students in whatever 
way they could.  But I’d like you to know that it didn’t stop there.  They also 
worked hard to help and support their colleagues in any way they could. 

It’s no wonder they thought of themselves as the best Division in the 
college.  They showed it to each other every day.  They were the “community” 
in the new Community College. 
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British Usage of the English Language                             
Is An Interesting Bonus to Travel  
 
by Keith Longberg, English  

 
In the last edition of this publication I indicated I would write about the 

lingo of the British.  I believe it was Churchill who said that the British and the 
Americans were separated by a common language.  I’ve found that to be true.  
I’ve also found it interesting to pay attention to the way the English language is 
used when I visit the British Isles, a favorite destination.  I listen closely when I 
talk with the locals, and I always make notes of English usage when I am there.  
The Brits’ useage of the English language usually make sense if you think about 
it, but it does require some effort to get used to it. 

We had an Englishman staying at our house.  His wife was Welsh and 
she often made fun of him for being English, The Welsh are sure they are much 
smarter than the English; the reverse is true too.  You find this everywhere.  The 
Danish think they are smarter than the “blockhead” Swedes.  The Russians feel 
they are smarter than the Polish, and then there are the French…and everyone 
else! 

The Englishman visiting us was a mechanic and from the kitchen 
window I could see that he had the hood up on my car checking out the engine, 
which is something that I wouldn’t do on a bet.  I know the engine is there, but I 
don’t care to try to find it in that compact jumble of pipes and wires.  He later 
came in and asked me if I had a spanner.  “You want a spanner, huh?”  “Yes, do 
you have one?”   I had no idea what a spanner was, but I figured it had to be 
some sort of tool.  I said, “Why don’t you check in that room next to the garage.  
There may be a spanner there.” Later he told me that I had more spanners than 
anyone he knew.  It turns out that a spanner is what we call a crescent wrench.  
It spans from point A to point B.  OK, that makes sense; so that’s a spanner.  
Later he asked me if I had any releasing oil.  “Releasing oil?  That’s good.  Let 
me write that down a minute,” I said.  I told him I didn’t have any releasing oil, 
but I did have some stuff we called penetrating oil.  It does the same job, I 
advised.  He didn’t care if it penetrated or not; he just wanted it to release a bolt.  
I gather it did the job.  

For many years, we owned a British car.  You need to learn a whole new 
vocabulary if you own a British car.  The car didn’t use gas, it used petrol.  It 
didn’t have a transmission, it had a gear box.  The hood was a bonnet, the trunk 
was a boot, the fenders were wings, and the windshield was a windscreen.  The 
muffler was a silencer.  It all makes perfect sense, right?  The Brits don’t 
hesitate to make fun of the way we use the English language: They say we drive 
on parkways and park on driveways.  Yes, we do that, no problem.  I asked our 
British visitors one morning if they’d like some coffee cake, which they said 
would be “lovely.”  A few minutes later the mechanic’s wife said to me, “Well, 
it doesn’t taste like coffee at all!”  “Yes, you are quite right,” I said, trying hard 
not to laugh. 
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When I’m in the “mother country,” I always keep a small pad of paper 
handy in my shirt pocket so I can jot down their use of words that I find 
surprising.  I make two columns…the first column is the British word, the next 
column has the American counterpart.  Here’s just a few examples of words or 
phrases: 

 
I will collect you                                 I will pick you up  
I’ll knock you up                       I’ll call you 
Chips                                                 French fries 
Crisps                                                Potato chips 
Biscuit                                               cookie, sometimes it means cracker 
Rashers                                              thick slab of bacon (often not crisp)  
Black pudding                                   a hockey puck of pig’s blood and fat  
Brown bread                                      wheat bread 
 
I always enjoy making these lists.  They are a fun embellishment of my 

travel, a free bonus.  I usually don’t bother keeping them, but just making the 
lists helps me to remember the usage.  At the moment I don’t find any of them 
in my desk.  If you are heading to Britain, I’d recommend you spend some time 
at the web site: effingpot.com. where you can learn much more about British 
English.  Even if you aren’t headed across the pond, it’s a fun site to visit, and 
you can get some insight into a whole new version of English.   

With a blister on my toe making it painful to walk along the Thames 
River, I finally got off the trail late one afternoon and “hired” a room for the 
night at a B&B.  (You don’t “rent” a room, or a car either; you “hire” one.)  I 
asked the owner, an overly polite matronly woman, if she had any band aids.  
“Band aid?” she inquired as if she had never heard that term before.  “Yes, I 
need a band aid for a blister on my toe.”  Now it was obvious she didn’t have a 
clue what I was talking about so I sat down in a chair, pulled off my 
waterlogged boot and sock and showed her the big purple blister on my cherry 
red toe.  “Oh my, mercy me!  You need a plaster for that!”  “A plaster?”  “Why 
yes, of course!  You must have a plaster for that!  I’ll run and get you some.”  
“OK, Thank you.”   

In a minute she came back with a roll that looked about the size of a roll 
of toilet paper.  Plasters apparently don’t come individually wrapped the way 
our band-aids do, at least the ones she had didn’t.  The roll of plasters was about 
as wide as our band aids are long and they were made of the same 
materials….you just unroll a bit of the “plaster” and cut off as much “plaster” as 
you want, making your own band aid any width you want.  It made good sense 
and it worked well because I cut off a strip of plaster considerably wider than 
our band aids, just the right size.  I thought the plaster roll was much more 
practical than the little individually wrapped band-aids we have.  The Brits have 
another term for plasters too I discovered a day or two later at another B&B 
when my plaster needed to be replaced.  The other term is “air strip.”  I like that 
term better than “plaster,” but it’s the same product for the same purpose.  



 9 

I have never been to Australia, but I understand that if you head down 
there, you’ll have to start all over with that version of the English language.  In 
a college psychology class years ago the class was given an IQ test that was 
very hard to read.  The words seemed like a strange mix of English and 
something else…It didn’t make much sense to me at all, and I notice that other 
students looked like they were struggling with it as well. As I remember, I 
ended up with an IQ score slightly above 50 according to that test, maybe that 
would be enough brains to get in out of the rain.  My score may not have been 
all that far off, but it certainly felt humiliating, and I could begin to hear other 
students moaning and groaning about their very low IQ scores.  The professor 
looked just delighted with the obvious results he was getting.   

I figured it had to be some sort of joke.  He let us squirm for a bit while 
a revolution started to brew, then told us that the test was designed for 
Australian students.  He said he was just demonstrating the point that IQ tests 
are based on a given culture, and if you are not native to that culture, you will 
not be able to perform well at all.  It was certainly convincing, although I would 
have readily conceded the point anyway.  It was my first and only encounter 
with Australian usage of English.  I didn’t have a clue what many of the words 
meant.   You can find a good listing of Australian – English usage at this site: 
http://www.travel-library.com/pacific/australia/stybr-language.html   Even if 
you don’t plan to go to Australia, this is a fun site to visit.  You’ll soon be 
laughing, I’m sure.  

 While I’m talking about usage, I’ll make a recommendation for a very 
good addition to your library, The Dictionary of Modern American Usage, by 
Bryan A. Garner.  I had the good fortune to stumble on a copy of a similar book 
as a young boy.  It didn’t just give me short definitions like a regular dictionary, 
but paragraphs which explained how the word might be used in different 
situations, for different purposes.  I thought it was absolutely fascinating, and I 
read and studied the book a lot.  It was a transforming experience for me, and I 
believe it helped to launch my enduring interest and love of the language.     

 
 

The Editor Said 
“No Sex, No Violence, & No Vulgarity” 
 
by Bobbie Schrader, Nursing 
 

When Keith asked me to write something for the next issue of the 
Retirees’ Quarterly, I wasn’t sure I would have time before leaving for vacation 
in Arizona.  Since I had not seen the first issue, I asked for clarification about 
subject matter and received the response “Better stay away from sex, violence & 
vulgarity.”  Is this a statement about retirement?  No wonder I have so much 
time on my hands. 

Seriously, sex has resulted in three children, seven grand children, and 
now two darling great-granddaughters, all of whom are in this area.  We get to 
see them on a fairly regular basis. 
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Violence, sometimes defined as intensity or severity, might be used to 
describe our household since we have retired.  It certainly is different to spend 
24 hours a day with someone without the distraction of work and children.  Last 
year we discovered Cubs Spring Training in Mesa, Arizona.  Cubs’ fans 
certainly can be described as intense but what fun they have.  We are on our 
way again to enjoy the rain in Arizona and the camaraderie of the fans we met 
last year.  Alice and Jim Donahue are going to visit their son at the same time so 
we plan to get together. 

Deficient in taste, delicacy, or refinement is one of the definitions of 
vulgarity and it seems to fit me to a T.  My family still reminds me to not be so 
outspoken when attending sporting events and in dealing with their children.  
Bobbi Schrader is still Bobbi in retirement but not so active. 

 
 

A Couple of Homebodies 
Hit the Road 
 
by Tom Deschaine, Psychology 
 
 Retirement began for me in June of 2002 – the year of the big buy-out.  
Often asked if I was retiring because I wasn’t feeling well, my response was, “I 
feel great.  Should I work until I don’t?”  Since retirement, new questions 
surfaced, such as, “Do you miss work?” and “What do you so with your time?”  
I assume most of you have experienced the same thing. 
 I had a great job and could have continued to work with no regret.  I 
enjoyed my contact with colleagues and students.  Deciding to retire was not 
motivated by wanting to leave something unpleasant, but simply to have the 
freedom to devote more time to other interests. 
 How do I spend the “extra time” I now possess?  Do I find enough to 
keep busy, to make it worthwhile to get up in the morning?  Between my 
involvement with family, church, community affairs, travel, exercise, and 
personal interests, there is plenty to do.  Let me be more specific. 
 We have thirteen grandchildren.  Fortunately, they’re all accessible, with 
eight living in Grand Rapids and five in Frankenmuth.  Ranging in age from 17 
to almost 2, keeping up with the variety of activities in which they are involved 
makes life interesting.  My wife, Jodi, is also retired so we have the time to help 
out when we are needed. 
 For about ten years I have been involved with the music ministry at our 
Church, participating as a vocalist in a small contemporary music group for 
most of the year.  During the Christmas and Easter seasons I also join the large 
choir.  It’s an activity that has been very rewarding. 
 My community service activities find me volunteering as a board 
member of two non-profit housing organizations whose primary purpose is to 
provide adequate housing for low-income individuals, as well as to renovate 
houses to maintain and enhance neighborhoods.  I am also involved in two 
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major fund drives – one for GRCC and the other for the Grand Rapids Catholic 
Secondary Schools. 
 The biggest change in my life, other than sleeping an extra hour or so 
each day, has been in the area of travel.  We have taken what I consider to be at 
least one major and one minor trip each year. In August of 2003, it was off to 
Alaska for a 15-day land-cruise adventure.  This was a dream becoming a 
reality.  In the 70’s we talked frequently about going to Alaska with our friends 
who had lived across from us when our children were young.  We decided that 
we would do it when we were retired, probably thinking that day would never 
arrive! 
 Up until October 2003 all our trips were planned to the last detail.  This 
time we conspired with another couple to tour Canada along Lake Erie and up 
to Montreal with no plans except for the destinations.  Our children could not 
believe that their dad would ever be able to pull off doing something without a 
plan.  We went east to Kingston, toured wine country, and took a boat trip 
through the Thousand Islands.  Then it was on to Montreal, Quebec City, 
Ottawa, Pembroke, and Sault Ste. Marie.  It was many miles and some great 
experiences over a two-week period. 
 In the fall of 2003, it was off to Vegas for a horse-handicapping seminar.  
More on that later.  January 2004 found us in San Antonio for a week.  We were 
at the Holiday Inn on the River Walk – a great location as we were in walking 
distance of many interesting attractions.  It was also a good jumping-off point.  
We visited several sites within 100-mile area.  Outstanding in our memories 
were the Mission Trail, several historic small towns, and an unexpected find in 
Fredricksburg where we happened upon the Admiral Nimitz Museum and a 
museum, which is devoted to chronology of the Pacific Theater during World 
War II. 
 In March it was a Caribbean Cruise with my siblings.  July found us in 
Ontario fishing and taking it easy with our daughter and her family.  Then back 
to Vegas for another seminar in October. 
 The best, but not our last, trip occurred in October of last year.  We went 
to the Canadian Rockies where we observed many awe-inspiring sights too 
numerous to recount.  Just when you thought something could not be topped, 
around the bend was another breath-taking view.  We were on a group tour, 
which began with three days in Vancouver with a side trip to Victoria, touring 
the quaint town and the amazing Buchardt Gardens.  Then by train it was on to 
Kamloops for a night and Jasper for two nights.  We celebrated our wedding 
anniversary on the Athabascan Glacier with some Canadian Maple Syrup liquor 
courtesy of our tour guide.  How can you top that?  By bus we proceeded to 
Lake Louise for lunch at the glorious hotel and ended the day in Banff where we 
toured and stayed for three nights.  Our tour ended in Calgary.  On our own we 
rented a car and drove to Edmonton for two more nights.  It was an amazing trip 
with beautiful scenery and the chance to see many of nature’s wonders. 
 February found us in San Diego for five nights.  The weather did not 
cooperate.  Who said it never rains in southern California?  We saw what we 
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wanted to see and had dinner one evening in the beautiful historic Hotel Del 
Coronado 
 Within the next two years we are looking into a Rivers of Europe trip.  
There are several trips from which to choose and travel is done on riverboats 
that have a capacity of 120 to 170 passengers.  We are also exploring the 
possibility of spending time in Malta and Sicily.  Not bad for a couple of 
homebodies! 
 Some of you know that for many years I’ve had an interest in horses--.  
not riding them, but in trying to figure out the probabilities of which horse 
would win the race.  From April to October I generally handicap two or three 
tracks a day.  With modern technology I can download the past performances on 
my computer and even watch the race being run.  Jodi tells me I would be much 
better off getting a minimum wage job, but I do it for the challenge, fun, and 
excitement. 
 I still exercise regularly, although not as much asin the past.  I keep to 
two or three miles – some walking and some running – about four times a week. 
 With Jodi as my coach I’ve been practicing the art of goofing off.  She 
maintains that it’s good for the creative soul.  When I was working, this aspect 
of my life had been severely limited.  I’m not accomplished yet, but I’m 
learning 
 There’s not much here that’s very profound – certainly not as interesting 
as Swets’ “Sweetz?, Schvets?, Squirts?” (in the list issue of this publication” – 
but who can compete with that?  I have tried to recount, in some general way, 
my transition into retirement.  It’s been an interesting and enjoyable journey that 
I hope will last for many more years. 

 
 

Red Tide May Await 
Snowbirds in Florida 
 
by Linda Love Stewart Conlon, Nursing 
 

My husband and I recently spent three weeks on Anna Maria Island in 
Florida, west of Bradenton.  By the third night at the resort, other “snowbirds” 
were talking about “red tide.”  Needless to say, we did not have a clue about it.  
We didn’t have to wait long to learn about it because there was a front-page 
article about it in the Weekly Gazette published on the island. 

It seems that one autumn morning in Venice, Florida in 1947, the 
residents woke up to thousands of dead fish along their beautiful beaches and a 
choking gas in the air.  They learned that the culprit was red tide.  The 
microorganism causing this nasty condition is a single celled algae that is 
usually found in warm saltwater.  It is found worldwide but thrives in the Gulf.   
When this little cell multiplies, it can create a brownish-red sheen on the water’s 
surface or it may look yellow-green or not even be visible to the naked eye.  No 
one can predict when it will appear since weather and water currents affect it. 
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 It affects humans by causing irritation of the eyes, nose, throat and lips.  
It can cause a terrible cough that is distinguishable from the usual respiratory 
cough and asthma attack.  People with chronic respiratory conditions should 
avoid the area when red tide is prevalent.  Symptoms usually disappear in 24 
hours. 
 The marine life is affected too; and it is wise to ask what fishing site any 
fish you eat came from.  Shrimp, crab, scallops, lobster, and hard or muscle 
meat of freshly caught fin fish are safe to eat.  Oysters, clams, and mussels are 
not safe to eat if they come from the waters where red tide is active. 
 We met one woman at a hardware store who had symptoms caused by 
the red tide, and her cough was the worst I have ever heard (and because I am a 
nurse, that can tell you much).   Other snowbirds had friends staying at condos 
on the Gulf and they couldn’t even swim in the pools because of the 
contaminated air. 
 In conclusion, take caution if red tide is present in your vacation 
location.  Some people swim in the Gulf when it is present but it can cause a 
skin irritation.  Common sense prevails; if you find yourself coughing and 
having a skin irritation, avoid the area.  We were not affected by it as our 
accommodation was across the street from the Gulf and the pool was at the rear 
of the property. 
 
 
Unexpected and Lasting Friendship                       
 Resulted from Unlikely Meeting 
 
by Dave Holkeboer, English 
  

It always bemuses me how people are especially amenable to friendship 
when they travel.  You share important and intimate facts about yourself on a 3 
hour plane ride with the person sitting next to you. You develop a level of 
intimacy seldom reached in normal life.  There is an implicit level of safety in 
communicating openly and honestly, perhaps because of the likelihood you will 
never see the person again.  Well, some of my best friendships have happened 
this way.  But it wasn’t always true I didn’t see them again. 

 I was standing outside the opera house in Leningrad.  Yes, long before 
it changed its name to St. Petersburg.  Dressed in a three piece suit, one of 
several I had made in Hong Kong for $15 a copy, I elicited the attention of two 
young Russian men in their twenties who accosted me with an offer to buy the 
suit I was wearing.  Their offer in rubles was more than fair but I explained I 
already had too many rubles and knew once I left Soviet territory they would be 
worthless.  They offered religious icons which I knew were available for a 
pittance on Arbat St. in Moscow.  Having refused the second offer, they came 
up with the idea of a woman.  I still refused to sell my suit and it was almost 
curtain time.  

I took my seat in the theatre and 3 hours later emerged from the opera 
house only to see the same two Russian men, only this time with a very comely 
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woman who appeared to be around 20 years old.  Even then, I was suspicious 
and began to walk away, despite the fact that I myself was 21 at the time and 
quite healthy.  The girl followed me and began to talk—in quite proper English.  
With the men following close behind, she had time to explain she was a 
university student in a foreign language college nearby.  The men had 
apparently rustled her up out of a dormitory on the prospect of meeting an 
“American,” which, in the days of Khruschov’s reign, was a novelty.  Little did 
she know the men were expecting to exact money out of me for providing this 
service.  When she found out she was being hoodwinked by the men, she 
uttered a few choice Russian expletives at them and continued on walking with 
me.  The men finally gave up the chase and we walked off into the night 
unassailed.   

The girl’s name was Lydia Kurillo.  She graduated from college and 
became a teacher.  We wrote each other frequently for years on the old 
fashioned blue airmail letters long before email made that easier.  Then all the 
sudden the correspondence stopped.  It would be years later before I knew the 
reason, some 20 years after the fact. 

I got a strange phone call from Duluth, Minnesota.  A young girl was 
calling in almost unaccented English.  She was on a scholarship to study at an 
American college for a year, a free and reciprocal sort of thing in which an 
American concurrently studied in Russia.  She had gone through a box of old 
letters of her mother back in Russia and discovered a cache of the letters I had 
written to her mother many years earlier.  She was curious about me.  She was 
Lydia’s daughter.  Indeed, she was the same age as her mother was when she 
first wrote to me. 
  She was mildly apologetic about calling and averred that we would 
probably never meet each other.  That was my cue.  I immediately made 
arrangements to fly back to Russia.  When I arrived in Moscow, Lydia’s 
daughter Natasha was there to meet me.  Since I didn’t know what she looked 
like, Natasha cut a large red heart out of construction paper with my name on it 
and waved it as I got off the plane.  I spent a week in Moscow parading all over 
the place with Natasha and a group of her student friends as my guides.  I 
bought them all dinner at the just opened McDonalds.  The lines were so long I 
had to pay a Russian kid to stand in line on our behalf for hours while we saw 
Moscow.  Her friends were deliriously happy satiating themselves with Big 
Macs and Cokes. 

The big moment lay ahead.  I was to meet Lydia and her husband in 
Simferopal, 2,000 miles to the south.  Despite the fact that the Aeroflot 
personnel had deftly identified my luggage on the plane, opened it and stolen 
the gifts I bought for them, the reunion was tumultuous.  Lydia and her husband 
had driven their car 200 kilometers from Kerch in the Crimean peninsula to 
meet me and were planning to treat me to a few days in a resort hotel in Yalta 
on the way home.  

There was an animated conversation at the hotel desk in Russian and 
Lydia was obviously upset.  One of the reception people spoke some English 
and I learned the price of rooms had gone up since Lydia last was there.  She 
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and her husband could not afford it.  I quietly intervened and told them to put 
Lydia in the best penthouse suite available.  It turned out that this corner top 
floor suite with a kitchen, bedroom and 3 meals included came to US $15 per 
diem.  These were tough times in communist Russia.  A 1500 room hotel and 
roughly 1 % of the rooms occupied.  What few guests were there, were rich 
Armenians who paid there bar tabs with fresh US $100 bills. 
  With time to talk, Lydia, in tears, admitted to me she had stopped 
writing because of pressure from the communist party.  Back then a close 
relationship with the party was the fast track to success.  The upshot of this 
chance meeting outside the Leningrad opera?  She’s still my close friend even 
now, decades later. 
 
 
Peace and Justice Movement of ‘80’s                                                
Still Offers Vision of a World at Peace 
 
by Mike Franz, English 
 
There is a popular history idea that still circulates today that the U.S. won the 
Cold War by outspending the Soviets on armaments, both tactical and strategic, 
and driving them to despair. And Ronald Reagan is given credit for this since he 
presided over the budget and spent two and a half trillion dollars on the military 
sink during his eight year presidency and challenged Mr. Gorbachev to, “Tear 
down this wall!” According to this theory we won, they lost; hail to the victors. 
There may be, however, another explanation to this whole marvelous 
transformation of world affairs which, by Christmas of 1989, caused me to send 
up an extra prayer of thanks for the apparent salvation of the world from the 
brink of destruction. After all, the Atomic Clock had been as close as 30-
seconds to zero and now was reset at 15 minutes to zero, if my memory does not 
fail me. 

My own personal introduction to the peace movement of the 80’s took 
place during Ground-Zero week 1983 where I discovered the grave dangers of 
“the bomb” and the reckless strategy called the “nuclear arms race”. I also 
discovered other folk who were concerned and working through various local 
organizations under the theme, “Think globally; act locally.” One of the more 
stalwart organizations of that time was a group called Physicians for Social 
Responsibility (PSR), a broad coalition of world physicians and scientists 
including Soviet scientists. So when my office partner and lifelong friend Phil 
Jung approached me about forming a local chapter of a parallel group called 
Educators for Social Responsibility (ESR), I did not hesitate to get involved 
along with about 20 to 30 other educators, mostly college folk. We joined with 
the Fifth District Peace Alliance, a group of more than 20 organizations, to 
network and share our efforts for world peace. We were an idealistic bunch, no 
doubt, but also very determined. President Dick Calkins allowed ESR to use the 
college as our mailing address even. 



 16

Our first program effort was to create a Week of Peace Education in the 
spring of 1984 complete with a resolution from the Board of Education upon 
which sat our treasurer Lucille Thomas. Rabbi Dr. Phillip Sigal got a parallel 
resolution from the City Commission and we began a program that, with the 
help of the Institute for Global Education, still exists in name and form today in 
Grand Rapids now in its 22nd year. The idea of a community peace celebration 
would soon come along and two of those were actually held at the college, one 
in recent years. Nationally, ESR was engaging school children and adults in 
discussions on this controversial issue called Days of Dialogue, in hopes that 
detent with the Soviets could be achieved without war. When Dr. Sigal passed 
away in 1987, we formed a Peace and Justice Scholarship in his name at the 
college and in other area colleges that still awards scholarships today. 

As a member of the Fifth District Alliance, ESR was privileged to visit 
with our Representative to Congress once a year without violating our 501(c)-3 
status. I can still clearly remember visiting Hal Sawyer early one morning with 
some PSR physicians from Kalamazoo. They debated the relative strengths of 
the nuclear stockpiles and the need to continue building more without much 
success. At the end of the conference I looked Hal in the eye and asked if he had 
grandchildren. He said yes, and I replied I had children and some day I hoped to 
have grandchildren and if we are wrong in our strategy, they will have no 
future. He returned a stony silence, but the next day on GR-TV he appeared live 
with another crony and I remember him asking for reassurance from the other 
man on this issue: “We are doing the right thing, aren’t we?”  

Later in the decade I was again privileged to join a conference with Paul 
Henry on the same issue. Reagan had just returned from armament talks with 
Gorbachev and he let drop there were some tense moments when Reagan 
unwittingly offered to give away all of our strategic defense, not recognizing the 
difference between tactical and strategic weapons. Gorbachev knew he was 
mistaken and they called a break to shore up the problem. Henry said folk in 
Washington were concerned privately about Reagan’s slip. I had to leave the 
conference early to teach a class and made one point only: that is, if you look 
realistically at the Soviet actions since WWII, you would discover that 
everything they have done has been in their legitimate national interest. Paul 
was a studious and fair man and he must have given that some thought, although 
he did not survive his term in Congress due to a brain tumor. By this time in the 
80’s, however, we were capable of looking more rationally at the Evil Empire 
and beginning to think of avenues of communication that would open us up to 
each other. I can remember visiting Roger Schlosser one day and he protested, 
“How can you make peace with your enemy?” I responded that would be an 
uneasy peace, but if you can make your enemy your friend, you will have 
succeeded. 

Of course by this time Gorbachev had instituted Glasnost and Peristroika 
in the Soviet Union, and it was possible under this new openness for Soviet 
citizens to travel freely in the West. There were many exchanges going on 
worldwide and our local peace community hosted four Soviet visitors in Grand 
Rapids. They were shy, very smart people who came to learn everything they 
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could about us. A woman professor was invited back to GRCC in the 90’s to 
speak after the demise of the Soviet Union. I tried to warn her about embracing 
our materialism unquestioningly, but that was in fact what they wanted for 
themselves, what they had discovered in America on their trip here. On a people 
to people level we had embraced and exchanged small gifts to cement our brief 
but heartfelt unions. Gorbachev knew what he was doing opening up the closed 
society letting new ideas and values in. 

Think about it. The greatest revolution anywhere took place in the FSU 
and it was entirely without blood! The consciousness of the Soviet people had 
reached a critical mass so that when Boris Yeltsin climbed up on the tank 
outside the Kremlin and told them to disobey their leaders.  He was cheered by 
the army, and the revolution was a fait accompli!  In recent years Gorbachev 
was asked in an interview about this Reagan/American view of the demise of 
the USSR. He reaffirmed it had nothing to do with the weapons race, that the 
USSR was confident it had more than enough of an arsenal to stand off any 
enemy and destroy the world. Their change came about because of the failed 
implementation of the Soviet system and because of the desire of people for 
freedom, material happiness, and security. Unilaterally they changed themselves 
without any help or prodding from the West. They could not have done this if 
they felt America was bent on destroying them. I wonder today what it is that 
we as a nation have not realized about ourselves that prevents us from realizing 
the dream of world peace and our own security.  The old ways do not work. 
And the new ways of peace are in an infantile stage of realization. We still study 
and fund war and believe that conflict is a natural state of human affairs, and 
love is reserved for only our safe friends and family. 

During the first Gulf war, while we were aspending of our “peace 
dividend”, I wondered what the religious community in Grand Rapids thought 
about the war, so I attended two prayer services in support of the troops. At the 
first service, the minister said, “You know, we ought to pray that we are on 
God’s side rather than pray that He is on ours.”  I had stood at a demonstration 
outside the Federal building and spoken prophetically about the coming war and 
how the children would be the worst sufferers. The peace crowd listened 
knowingly in silence. At the second prayer rally the presiding minister was a 
Navy Commander/chaplain and he said, “God is not with us or them; He is with 
those who suffer.” A year after the Desert Storm there was a tiny article in the 
Press about how 50,000 children had died in Baghdad directly as a result of the 
Allied bombing of the water and sanitation facilities, according to a group of 
Harvard doctors. Nobody was shocked. This is the kind of apathy our violent 
society has fraught upon us, a kind of paralysis with occasional outbursts of 
anger. Repeating the destruction of the twin towers over and over again 
somehow created this climate of fear and apathy that allows us to unleash our 
own brand of terror into the world unchecked. 

I have just finished reading a marvelous book on peace by Deepak 
Chopra titled Peace is the Way. The author clearly presents the most rational 
and wholesome argument for the ways of peace, and his analysis of current 
world conflicts is astounding. In 2003 there were thirty wars in the world being 
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carried out and 21.7 million soldiers. The budgets of too many countries are still 
spent on this destructive end, thus exacerbating the problem. He calls for a 
transformation of individuals, one person at a time, until we meet whatever that 
critical mass figure is that will be necessary to do away with war once and for 
all. He offers, I believe, a realistic hope and rational basis for this change. 

In 1983 when I joined the peace movement, I was convinced we had to 
arm ourselves with righteous facts and demonstrate on the streets to bring the 
establishment to its senses. That has not worked. And we live in a violent 
society sickened daily by the onslaught of news of hatred and human failings in 
our media. I am ready to try the non-violent approach of the great teachers in all 
the religions of the world who believe love is a greater force than hate, that 
forgiveness is a greater virtue than blame, that “there is no way to peace; peace 
is the way.” (Ghandi)  

Somewhere along my personal journey towards this mecca, I can recall a 
headline in a college newsletter that Marinus put out that said, “Franz Gets 
Social Responsibility.” And I can recall another administrator declaring rather 
openly, “I do not believe in social responsibility.” If their intention was to goad 
me into rethinking my positions on these matters, they worked, but I never lost 
sight of the vision, the dream, which I intend to keep working on in retirement. 
For my grandchild. 
 
 
An Incident at Sorak-San 
Is Remembered 
 
by Till Peters, Dean, Occupational Education 

 
Jeez!  The icy Siberian wind just never quits.  Korea can be 

unimaginably cold in January.  It was cold when we boarded the bus in Sokcho, 
and it was freezing cold when we got of at Sorak-san National Park.  The large 
entrance plaza was glazed over with a thick coating of ice, and vendors were 
kept busy selling cheap crampons to anyone who hadn’t brought his own.  
There was no shortage of buyers.  Linda and I bought some too and stayed 
around for a lesson in putting them on.  That took a while. 

Eventually we started off, stumbling like young girls in their first pair of 
high heels, only to find on reaching the cable car building that we had to take 
the crampons off to buy tickets and ride the car.  It didn’t take long to untie 
them, get tickets, wait in line, and ride the cable car to the top of Sorak-san (Mt. 
Sorak).  Wow!  If it had been cold below, it was absolutely artic at the top.  We 
found ourselves in a world of ice and snow and rock –and unrelenting frigid 
wind.  After re-fastening our crampons on our feet, we trudged single file with 
all the other tourists, mostly Koreans, to try to reach the flag at the summit.  We 
never did make it.  Part way up, the wind and the cold got the better of us, and 
we turned back, while Korean kids and teen-agers gamboled in the snow and ice 
as if it were July. 
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By the time the cable car deposited us at its lower terminal, we’d gotten 
our second wind.  We put on our crampons and started walking in the direction 
of the Buddhist temple in the park.  After several stops to re-fasten the 
crampons, which kept coming annoyingly loose, we reached the row of 
vendors’ stalls that sit outside almost all Korean temples, and we knew we were 
approaching the goal.  The sun had come out and, in spite of the icy wind that 
blew without let-up, we were glad for the little warmth we felt on those places 
that we’d left exposed.  

As we neared the temple complex, a young, well-dressed Korean man in 
his late thirties or early forties approached us and began speaking in English.  
We had learned that such contacts aren’t unusual, since all Koreans study 
English in school, and many are glad for the chance to try their book learning on 
English-speaking tourists.  He asked if we were Americans.  I admitted that I 
was, not knowing what was coming next.  Then he asked if this was our first 
visit to Korea. 

Somewhat hesitantly, I said, “Not really.”  “I was here forty years ago 
with the American army.”  (This was 1994.)  “I was stationed in the Yang-u 
Valley, not terribly far from here.” 

The young man seemed to need corroboration: “You were here with the 
American army? He asked.  I assured him that I had been. 

“Please,” he said, “I want to thank you!”  And he took my hand in his 
and pumped it enthusiastically.  

 
 

GRCC Gets Thanked  
 
by Albertus (Bud) Elve, Chair, Physical Sciences 

 
If there is anyone having reason to be grateful to GRCC, it’s me.  Let me 

tell you why.  Just keep in mind that writing is not my thing unless it is writing 
chemical formulas and equations.  Looking at the “Table of Contents” of the 
first publication for GRCC retirees, I see that of the 15 contributors, only 4 or 5 
of them were involved in areas other than English.  So, be kind to us. 

Upon finishing my Masters at Stanford, I faced the fact that I needed a 
job.  I wrote GRPS Superintendent Jay Pylman and asked if there were any 
openings for a chemistry teacher in any of the high schools.  My then wife, 
Ruth, asked me why I didn’t ask for a position at Junior College.  My response 
was that I hadn’t taught at any of the high schools, and that many of those 
teachers would be applying for JC.  She replied, “Go ahead and ask anyway.”  
Being an obedient husband, I said, “OK, if it will please you.”  

A few weeks later, I received notice that I had been offered a position 
and that there was an opening for me at either Union or Ottawa High School.  I 
was hired without an interview.  I found out later that both principals, Wendel 
Emery and Emery Freeman requested that I be assigned to them.  It just so 
happens that both were fellow officers with me in the Navy Reserve.  Upon 
graduating from Stanford and arriving in Grand Rapids, I immediately called 
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Dr. Pylman and asked for an appointment.  When he greeted me, the first thing 
he asked was, “Would you like to teach at JC?”  It took me about two seconds 
to say, “Yes!” 

Two years later, Dr. Fink, the president, called me into his office and 
asked, “How would you like to Chair the Chemistry Department?”  Again I 
said, “Thanks.”  Later on we went to divisions instead of departments, and I 
became Division Chairman of the Physical Sciences (Physics, Chemistry, 
Geology, Astronomy, Engineering, and Mathematics) and I enjoyed it, thanks 
largely to my boss, Marinus (Slim) Swets and his secretary, Delores (Dee) 
Palmer.  I’m convinced that you can’t find two more helpful and caring people.  
I’ve even seen them break or compromise rules if it meant helping a student.  
For them I am thankful.  For 26 of my 28 years at CC, I was either Department 
or Division Chairman and I thoroughly enjoyed it. 

I hope it is obvious that I’m thankful for having the privilege of teaching 
at CC and to have had the opportunity to rub shoulders with so many dedicated 
colleagues and students.  There is another whole area of gratitude and that is 
what JC (at that time) has done for my sons.  I had six sons.  One was still born 
at 8 ½ months.  Another is handicapped and has spent the majority of his life in 
State homes.  His name is Stephen and is presently at the Mercy Respite Home 
on Wealthy Street, where he is doing very well, and again I am thankful for the 
care given him. 

My other four boys completed their first two years of college at JC.  Let 
me tell you about them.  The oldest is Dan.  After completing his 2 years at JC, 
Dan went to Louisiana State (LSU).  Upon graduation from LSU, Dan attended 
LSU Law School.  He passed the Michigan Bar exam and is now a senior 
partner with Rhoades, McKee and Boer.  Dan has spent time with the Detroit 
Tigers, running their training camps and also negotiating contracts.  He is 
married to Lorna and they live on the beach overlooking Lake Michigan, near 
Montague. 

Next is son Mark.  Mark lives in Ada and is married to Anne.  They 
have two single daughters, Megan and Rachael.  After JC, Mark graduated I 
business from Grand Valley State University.  Mark is Sales Manager for 
Henkel Chemical Company and his territory includes the U.S., Canada, and 
parts of Europe. 

Son Paul went to Clemson University after his two years at JC.  He 
graduated with a business degree and received an MBA from Grand Valley Sate 
University.  Paul lives in Grand Haven with his wife, Tina, and daughter Isabel 
and son, Maxwell.  Paul is a chemical salesman for Haviland Chemical 
Company. 

My youngest son is David.  Dave went to Auburn University after his 
two years at JC.  Upon graduation from Auburn, he received his MBA from 
Mercer University.  Dave and wife Tricia have two daughters, Gabrielle and 
Sophia.  They were born shortly after leaving France where David worked for 
Slumberger.  They live in Atlanta.  Dave now spends about half of his time in 
Brussels, Belgium, where he works for Altos.Origin.  He was recently promoted 
to Senior Vice President.  This company has 45,000 employees. 
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Thank you to GRCC!  All four of my sons praise CC for giving them the 
basics on which they could build.  They have fond memories of CC.  I not only 
thank CC for my experience and that of my sons, I also thank God, not just for 
their achievements but also for the fact that they and their families are grateful 
to God for all of His blessings. 

I am presently occupied with two writing projects: My autobiography 
for my family members, and a paper entitled “Evolution or evolution” for high 
school students. 

As most of you know, my first wife, Ruth, died in 1982 and in 1984 I 
married Cleo, who was introduced to me by my good friend and colleague, Fritz 
Bruder.  Cleo and I have done some traveling: a Cruise in the Caribbean and 
Alaska’s inside passage.  We also spent a month in Hawaii. 

Being retired from the Navy, we had the opportunity to fly to England 
on board a C-135 refueling plane.  On the way over, we refueled a B-52 bomber 
and three fighter planes. While in England, I tried to find the base from which 
my late brother, Phil, flew 30 missions over the Channel to bomb Nazi Germany 
and drop food to my ancestors in the Netherlands.  I didn’t find the base, but did 
locate the area in which it had existed.  We also took a train tour of Scotland. 

On another trip we flew to Ramstein, Germany in a C-5 cargo plain, 
which is the biggest plane in the free world.  (It has 28 wheels).  During this 
visit, we stayed with son David and his wife, Tricia, who were living in the 
shadow of the Eiffel tower at that time.  They gave us a tremendous tour of 
Paris and surroundings. 

Our next trip is scheduled for May.  Several of our Montague neighbors 
are flying with us to New York to see and hear the Grand Rapids Symphony 
play in Carnegie Hall. 

I take this opportunity to thank those of you who remembered me when I 
received a new Aortic Valve (pig) and 3 by-passes.  Other than oinking once in 
a while, it’s working well.  Our best wishes to all of you.  Here is personal 
contact information:  Summer: 10759 Lost Valley Beach Rd., Montague, MI  
49437 (Phone 231 894 6876)  In winter: 6383 N. Vuelta Tajo, Tucson, AZ 
85718 (520) 529 1827. 
 

 
The Art Museum  Offers 
Growth Opportunity for You 
 
Nancy Clouse, Art 
 

Often, retirees are asked, “What are you doing with your time?  Here’s 
one of the ways I have enjoyed my five years of retirement. I have been an 
active docent at the Grand Rapids Art Museum and suggest the same 
opportunity exists for you. I’m hearing you say under your breath, “but I don’t 
have an art background!” 

An art background isn’t necessary.  The art museum provides us with an 
extensive training for each exhibition. I know that some of you retire with a 
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continued curiosity in life and a joy in observation. Those are the very tools that 
would serve you well as a potential docent.  

Instead of a focus on repetitive information, which is often necessary in 
college curricula, the museum has provided me with the opportunity to explore 
and learn from continually changing exhibits. We are a diverse group. Most do 
not have art backgrounds. I enjoy insight from those who bring expertise from 
various fields - law, nursing, or business. 

Two traveling exhibits featured last year received national recognition.  
An exhibit called “Visualizing the Blues” provided me with a photographic 
history of the south. I studied Civil War photographers and their work, WPA 
projects, the history of the civil rights movement, and the origin of Blues Music 
from the Mississippi delta. I enjoyed the history and sounds of Muddy Waters, 
Robert Johnson, Mamie Smith, W.C. Handy and many other musicians with 
whom I was unfamiliar. 

During the same year, the exhibition called “Celebrating the American 
Spirit” featured panoramic views by American painters such as Frederic 
Church, Winslow Homer and Thomas Moran.  They came to us from museum 
collections around the country, and added insight about geology, botany, the 
transcontinental railroad, and the part artists played in our National park system. 
New information provided by speakers in related fields sparks my interest for 
continued research and reading for my own enjoyment and satisfaction. 

Are you a retired educator looking for an opportunity to give back to 
your community using your classroom skills? Then, this may be for you! Give 
the Grand Rapids Art Museum docent program some serious thought. We are 
currently looking for interested individuals as we prepare for larger numbers of 
visitors and tour requests upon the opening of a new museum.   

I welcome you and so do our retired colleagues Paul Chardoul and 
Helen Beuker. It can nurture your soul, inspire your intellect and soothe the eye!  
Now if you’re ready for my “hard sell” or if I may provide you with a tour of 
our current exhibition, call me!  

 
 

Even You Can Perform A Miracle!  
 
by Dave Hager, Psychology 

 
Go ahead!  Perform a miracle!  Turn some water into wine.  I became 

hooked on this interesting hobby in 1970 and have since bottled hundreds of 
gallons of liquid libations, including wines from apples, apricots, cherries, 
elderberries, peaches, strawberries and a wide variety of grapes.  My vineyard 
currently includes Aurora, Delaware, DeChaunac, Marechal Foch, Leon Millot, 
Moore’s Diamond as well as the ubiquitous Concord and Niagra grapes. 

My adventures in winemaking have taken some strange turns over the 
years.  Let me relate the sad tale of the dandelion wine, vintage 1973.  It was a 
beautiful early May day and the dandelions were large and prolific on the 
Kalamazoo Avenue church lawn.  I couldn’t resist!  With help from my kids, we 
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picked a bushel of flowers.  The next step is always somewhat laborious: 
separating the yellow petals from the flowers (no green parts as this would make 
the wine bitter). The kids disappeared!  Three hours later I had the required five 
quarts of yellow petals ready for the primary fermenter, which was a 20- gallon 
clean plastic trash container.  The next step (following Enid Coombs’ famous 
recipe) was to scrub a dozen oranges and five lemons which were then diced 
(rinds included) and added to the mash.  We then added 15 pounds of sugar 
which we had made into a syrup and five gallons of water.  We then added 
pinch of grape tannin and a packet of wine yeast to get the mash fermenting.  
The plan was to let the fermentation proceed for four days, then to skim off the 
dandelions and fruit rinds and add 5 pounds of raisins, according to the recipe.   

However, “the best laid plans of mice and men…often go awry.”  And 
they did!  Sometime in the middle of the night I awakened with the thought, “I 
wonder if the lawn-keeper at the church sprayed weed-killer on those beautiful 
dandelions?  A quick phone call in the morning confirmed my suspicions, and 
five gallons of mash and a lot of hard work went down the drain! 

I have been fortunate to have a patient, long-suffering wife who tolerates 
my sometimes eccentric behavior.  In the early days of winemaking the only 
spot in the house warm enough for fermentation was our bedroom.  The 
secondary fermenter is a five-gallon carboy, narrow at the neck and fitted with 
what is called a fermentation lock (a cork and convoluted glass tube with a trap 
filled with water) which allows the carbon dioxide to escape the carboy with a 
blurp, blurp, blurp every few seconds while the yeast is working.  Three weeks 
of that in your bedroom surely tests the strength of your marriage!  We survived 
but the wine operation was subsequently moved to the basement. 

I have made my own Hageracres labels for my wine bottles, based on a 
“guaranteed authentic (sure!) medieval Hager coat of arms from the sixteenth 
century.  Whatever!  Anyway label-making has changed over the years.  In the 
1070’s my niece, Maria Heydenburg, colored the labels for ten cents apiece.  
Thanks to computer technology labels are now inexpensive and easier to make.   

Someone has said “Drink no wine before its time.”  That’s good advice, 
as wine, especially red wine, improves with age.  My wine rack holds 160 fifths 
and is usually three-quarters full.  The finished wine is stored in gallon jugs and 
racked off into fifth bottles as needed.  It is a satisfying experience to reach into 
the cupboard and pull out a gallon each of 1995 cherry, 1999 Concord, and 
2001 Aurora and siphon off 15 bottles of clear, aged wine. 

I used to cork all my wine but soon discovered this was too expensive, 
as a good wine cork costs ten cents!  It seemed strange to spend that amount to 
cap a bottle of wine that cost only fifteen cents to produce!  Screw caps are now 
the choice except for bottles put away for posterity, which need to breathe 
through the cork.  Incidentally, I was able to purchase 100 corks for five cents 
each on a recent trip to Portugal, where most wine corks are produced. 

Our former colleague, Jack Rose, was fond of saying “You can make 
wine out of just about anything—even an old rubber boot if you add sugar and 
water!”  Well, I’ve never made boot wine, but as you can see from this article, 
we have tried a wide variety.  I would be happy to mentor anyone interested in 
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pursuing this hobby.  There are many sources of recipes, wine-making 
equipment, and methods available on the Internet.  You are welcome to contact 
me at hageracres@highstream.net. 
 
 
We Hitched Up to a Trailer Hitch Convention  
 
by Dave Steinfort, Chair, Mathematics Department    
 
 A bright orange envelope arrived at our house with the return address of 
Hensley.  At first, I didn’t recognize the envelope or who it was from.  Opening 
it, I discovered it was an invitation to the Hensley Family Reunion.  It looked 
like a good activity and the date was open on our calendar. on those Fall dates. 
          So I said to my wife, “Hey Hon, we have received an invitation to the 
Hensley Family Reunion.”  We don’t have any relatives by the name of 
Hensley,” she replied.  What kind of family reunion are you talking about? 
 Obviously she had forgotten that we have a Hensley Hitch on our truck.  
It is a hitch that prevents our trailer from swaying when passing or being passed 
by a large truck or bus.  So I tried to help her understand the opportunity we 
had.  “This is the 4th Annual Hensley Hitch Family Reunion, and it is at a 
fairgrounds in Lebanon, Tennessee,” I replied. 
 Wait a minute!  You expect me to go to a trailer hitch convention at a 
fairground somewhere in Tennessee? She responded with a little sarcasm in her 
voice.  “Is that what this is all about?” 
 Well, it was in 1999 that we went to Lebanon, TN, for our first trailer 
hitch convention.  The reunion is for all individuals who pull their travel trailer 
with a Hensley Hitch.  We had a great time and in 2003 we went to another 
reunion, this time in Branson, Missouri.  There were many individuals we had 
met at the first reunion in Lebanon who were also at Branson, and the 
information we received was useful.  So August 26-29, 2004, we attended the 
10th Anniversary Hensley Family Reunion” at the St. Joseph County 
Fairgrounds in Centreville, MI. 
 It’s hard to believe, but there may be some who don’t even know what 
goes on at a trailer hitch convention.  Let me enlighten you.  We have pulled our 
35 foot Airstream over 120,000 miles with our Hensley Hitch and would not 
pull it anywhere without this hitch.  It takes the white knuckle driving out of 
every trip. 
 We arrived in Centreville a day early with our trailer and got set up at 
the site of our choice.  All participants had electricity and water hookups.  There 
was dump site that we could use anytime, if we needed to dump our sewage.  
So, we had all of the comforts of home.  Hensley had rented a large 
demonstration stock building next to us at the fairground where all the activities 
could be held.  It was large enough to easily seat the 125 registrants for the 
meetings, as well as having enough tables for all to sit and eat.  In addition, 
there were several vendors with their displays set up around the sides of the 
building.  The fairground also had a high speed Internet station where up to four 
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people could set up their laptops at a time for connecting with the Internet.  
Does it get any better?  Well, it did rain a lot over those days.   
 There are three things that keep us attending these Hensley Reunions: 
the friendships we have developed at the reunions, the individual inspections of 
our hitch by Hensley technicians, and the program activities.  We have met 
some special couples at the reunions and continue to correspond with them via 
email through the years.  It is fun to sit under the awnings and share stories, 
pictures, and travel experiences.  People are important!  We are able to learn 
from each other. 
 It is important for us to have our hitch inspected by the Hensley 
technicians.  We place a lot of trust in the hitch to secure our safety, and service 
is essential.  The technicians check for worn parts and replace parts if necessary.  
They lubricate all moving parts and make sure all the measurements and 
settings are up to current standards.  You see, the Hensley Hitch comes with a 
lifetime warranty.  We get the opportunity to talk with the technicians regarding 
our own set-up and hitch use.  It is a very valuable service for safe and confident 
trailering. 
 The program is probably what sets this convention apart from others.  
The president of the corporation addresses the group and is always accessible 
ford individual questions and comments.  He truly treats us like family.  This 
year the main speaker’s presentation was, “Batteries, Inverters, and Solar 
Systems.”  He informed us on those topics and how to select the system that is 
best for our own use.  In fact, we had him replace our inverter about a month 
prior to the reunion and found the additional information very useful.  We have 
four solar panels, five AGM batteries, and a 250 watt inverter in our trailer.  So, 
we can go for days without electrical hookups if necessary.  Any new 
information or reminders we can get are helpful and appreciated. 
 In Branson, the emphasis was on trailer braking.  The expert informed us 
as to the best brake control to have in the tow vehicle and how to install 
hydraulic disc brakes on a trailer.  By far, the brake control operating off the 
master brake cylinder is the most instantaneous and safe in stopping a trailer. 
 We had several other seminars throughout the day providing us with 
information on safe and fun trailering.  Since we have used out hitch for seven 
years, we were able to view exhibits and talk with others during the Hitch 
Maintenance Tips and th Hitch Hooking and Unhooking Tips.  The technical 
director of the “RV Lifestyle Magazine” also conducted a seminar on success in 
trailering.  Then our Airstream dealer from London, Ontario, conducted a 
seminar on tire size and tire pressure.  He explained and demonstrated why 
some tow vehicles and trailers have more side-to-side motion than others.  And 
if we need to replace tires, he gave suggestions as to the size we should install 
and why.  The last seminar was on CPR for RVers.  The safety issues are 
important for all to adhere to in traveling.  If Shirley finds the speaker’s topic of 
little interest, she will relax at the trailer or talk with some of the other ladies 
with similar interests. 
 Oh, did I mention food?  The first morning, one of the local service 
groups put on a pancake breakfast for us.  That night, we had a potluck with 125 
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of our “best friends.” The next two mornings, the company provided bagels 
with cream cheese, pastries, orange juice and coffee.  The second night, Hensley 
provided a Catered Dinner that was followed by a concert from the Norton Male 
Chorus.  The opportunity for fellowship at these food events was great.  We had 
the opportunity to meet and eat with old and new friends.  Who knows, we may 
see these people at the next reunion. 
 Good hookups, good friendships, good information, good service, and 
good food are essential for a good time at a convention.  So, the next time you 
hear of someone going to a trailer hitch or RV convention, don’t turn up your 
nose and snicker! You might enjoy participating yourself.  I don’t have to 
coerce my wife into going to thee reunions anymore, even if we are not related 
to anyone by the name of Hensley! 
 Looking back now at that bright orange envelope that started all these 
reunions for us, I should have thought of Hensley Hitch immediately.  After all, 
every Hensley Hitch is painted that bright Allis Chalmers orange.  So every 
time you pass a travel trailer, take a look at the hitch.  If it is a huge bright 
orange hitch, it is a Hensley Hitch.  If you get to talk to RVers, ask if they have 
ever attended a Hensley Family Reunion.  
 
 
Opportunities for Service 
Are Not Hard to Find 
 
by John Eister, Occupational Education 
 

This stay-at-home retirement is the greatest.  It fits my chosen life style 
perfectly.  The pay is excellent, the benefits are good, the schedule is flexible, 
and the accommodations are great.  There are some side trips involved, like trips 
to the dentist, trips to the doctors, trips to the malls.  One of these days there 
will be a trip to a movie! 

Besides being active in the church on the finance committee, I have had 
a couple of neat volunteer experiences.  One was as a volunteer Red Cross 
driver and another is as a volunteer at the Veterans Administration Out Patient 
Clinic.  You meet a lot of interesting people from all walks of life.  Some are 
rich, some poor, some are very intelligent and some are just plain folks.   

A driver for the Red Cross picks up clients from their homes and 
transports them to doctor and dental offices, Mary Freebed for therapy, hospitals 
for cancer treatment, dialysis centers, the methadone clinic, and other places too 
numerous to mention.  Most of the folks who are transported are very 
appreciative of this service and are very interesting to chat with.  The one 
downside to this job was to arrive at a home of one of these nice people and 
then be informed that the person had passed away during the night. It has 
happened a few times, and it really sticks with you. 

The Red Cross experience lasted until my forth heart episode (two 
bypass surgeries and two stints).  After that I decided that in the best interest of 
all parties concerned, especially the clients, another retirement was in order.  It 
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would not be right to have a client in the car with a driver with a weak heart.  
On cold and blustery winter days, the problem would be multiplied. 

A new opportunity presented itself when a friend who was volunteering 
at the VA Outpatient Clinic on Coit Ave explained that there were numerous 
opportunities for service at this facility.  For those not familiar with the VA 
Clinic, it provides health services to veterans throughout the Western Michigan 
area.  One of the services it provides is prescription drugs. 

Being given a number of choices, I chose to volunteer at the pharmacy 
station.  The pharmacy employees consist of the pharmacy technicians as well 
as the pharmacist.  The technicians fill the prescription orders, and the 
pharmacist checks the orders and places them on the mail bench.  The volunteer 
then places the orders in mailing bags and places the address on the bags.  When 
all of the orders are packaged, they are transported to the mailroom for mailing.  
There are a few other clerical jobs that are performed when the mailing is 
completed but nothing too complicated.  The dedicated people in this 
department are a real wonderful group to work with.   

Other stay-at-home activities include watching my grandchildren 
perform.  The performances include musicals, recitals, school plays, football, 
basketball, and   I also provide transportation to events when the parents have to 
be in two places at once.  When it comes to the sports activities a new name is 
attached.  IT is “Gym Rat” a proud moniker worn by parents and grandparents 
who re in the guy almost every weekend rooting for their team. 

 
 

This Grandma Loves Her Jet Ski! 
 
by Maggie Skiver, Secretary, Business Office 
 
 There is not much to tell about me.  I was always known as Maggie 
when I worked at GRCC, previously known as Grand Rapids Junior College.  I 
worked for over 23 years in what was called the Business Office.  Now it is the 
Cashier's Office.  I saw many, many changes over the years.  We used to do 
everything by hand before the computers were installed.  It was a great 
experience and sometimes a challenge to keep up with the new technology.  I 
retired in 1993 but came back part-time for a few years to work in the same 
office.  I miss my co-workers, Jane and Marie so much.   
 Here is a little information about my life since I retired.  We spend our 
summers up at Lime Lake near Traverse City.  I still have my Jet Ski that I love 
to take out on the lake.  This old gray haired lady riding around on a Jet Ski 
must look pretty funny!  My husband, Richard, and I celebrated out 50th 
wedding anniversary in 2003.  What a wonderful time we had with all our 
families.  We have traveled out West and have taken a cruise with our son and 
daughter-in-law.  We have traveled to Alaska twice to visit family and to see the 
sights.  What a beautiful state.  We hope to go back sometime soon.  I have my 
hobbies that keep me out of trouble.  I have found quilting to be so much fun.  I 
also like different crafts.  I'm working on some table decorations for our 
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Grandson's wedding in May. We still live in our condo which we have enjoyed 
for almost 23 years.  We hope to have many more years together.  
 
 
We Delivered Food, Medicine  
and Clothing to Refugees  
in Sarajevo/Boznia 
 
by Dee Palmer, Secretary, Dean of Arts & Sciences  
 

In March 1997, traveling in a rented van through Sarajevo/Boznia, the 
guide informed us that we were not to take any photographs of the area we were 
about to enter.  It was forbidden.  Armed military guards with stern faces 
stopped us.  Our guide announced, “Do as you are told.  Have your passports 
out and ready.  After a 30-minute detainment we were allowed to continue. 

The van slowly pulled away and no one spoke but gawked at the war- 
torn towns.  As we rode on, the roadside changed.  All we could see for several 
miles was soil similar to that of Lake Michigan sand with burnt twisted scrub 
trees about 3-4 feet tall.  There was no life, not one blade of grass.  In my mind I 
thought perhaps there had been some type of chemical strewn all over the area, 
a chemical that wouldn’t allow even one blade of grass to grow.   

Finally we pulled into a fenced off area that was a continuation of the 
desolate area we had been through. On the left was a large 2-story building, an 
abandoned asylum, where each family was assigned one room for the entire 
family.  A wire ran from a dead tree to the building.  On the wire hung 2 shirts 
full of holes.  I thought perhaps these were dust rags but turned out to be shirts 
hung out to dry. 

We pulled into the compound.  We remained in the bus while our guide 
went out to find someone to communicate with.  Finally one man came over to 
the bus.  We were at the refugee camp.  We had food, medicine and some 
clothing for the refugees.  After a few minutes people came towards the bus and 
we gawked at each another, as we didn’t speak each other’s language.  A man, 
who was apparently the “spokesman” for the refugees, directed us as to where 
we could take our wares.  We were led to a building, which was their cafeteria. 

We took our duffle bags full of clothing and medicines to the cafeteria, a 
large room with rows of picnic tables in perfect lines.  We were informed the 
men ate on one side of the room while the women and children ate on the other 
side of the room.  We sorted out the clothing according to men, women, and 
children’s clothing.  A few skeins of yarn, shoes, towels, all used, filled another 
table.  Toothpaste, aspirins, and various medications filled another table.  

Finally the refugees were allowed to come into the cafeteria.  Small 
groups of 10 people at a time, allowing each person 10 minutes each to find 
items for themselves and children.   If there wasn’t anything to fit a refugee, the 
look of discouragement and disappointment was reflected on his or her face. 
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There were several children.  Fortunately we had enough crayons and coloring 
books for each child, and they hugged their fortune.  One young boy 
communicated to us that his name was “Roberto.”  
  The women hugged their new belongings, children were thrilled with 
their crayons and coloring books, and so were the men with new shoes.  The 
smiles were enough to say “thank you” to each of us.  As we got back into our 
rental van with our guide, the people stood and waved with smiles on their 
faces.  They were obviously thrilled because someone had thought of them, 
because someone cared.   

For three consecutive years in a row we took clothing and medicine.  
One year we had collected almost $1,000 and purchased food for the refugees.  
We took the food to the refugee camp and placed it under lock and key so it 
wouldn’t be stolen. The refugees hadn’t had fresh fruit or meat for 3-4 months.  
Leaving the refugee camp never got any easier.  The people left in the refugee 
camp were probably going to be there for the rest of their lives.  Either they had 
no one to go back to, or in the case of the elderly, they weren’t able to rebuild.  

Each time we pulled away from the refugee camp, our hearts were heavy 
as we were unable to speak to each other because we could see the desolate 
future ahead of them.  Yet the refugees smiled and waved--because somebody 
cared about them.  As we drove back through Sarajevo past the bullet-riddled 
buildings, onto our home base, we all remained silent, but inside we were all 
saying a prayer for the refugees and thinking of how fortunate we were, and 
thanking God for America, the land of the free. 

It is my hope and prayer that next year, 2006, I will be able to return one 
more time.  It is very rewarding to see the look of joy on their faces when they 
are helped.  Seeing them grasping and holding close to their hearts a skein of 
yarn because they will be able to make mittens for the winter; or have shoe laces 
instead of wire to keep their shoes one, and perhaps get a pair of boots makes 
me want to return again.  

 
 

Here are 
Twenty Five Reasons to Smile 
 
by Alice Donahue, Nursing 
 

While sitting on an airplane in snowy Detroit waiting to be cleared for take 
off, to fly to sunny and warm Arizona, I was getting a bit antsy.  So I decided to 
look around and identify 25 reasons to smile.  Here’s what I came up with: 

1. The silent falling snow  
2. A hug 
3. A good joke 
4. Hearing the words “I love you.” 
5. A child’s smile 
6. A baby sleeping  
7. My husband sitting next to me 
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8. Reading a good book 
9. The slamming of the overhead compartments 
10. A window seat on the airplane 
11. Witnessing an act of kindness 
12. Teamwork 
13. A pat on the back 
14. A surprise 
15. A voice message on the cell phone 
16. A cup of hot tea 
17. A good friend 
18. Encouragement 
19. Finding $5.00 in my pocket 
20. The sound of the public address system 
21. The click of seatbelts 
22. The plane moving 
23. The pilot’s voice telling us we have reached the cruising altitude 
24. My ears popping 
25. A ray of sunshine 

 
Confinement made me much more observant!  Whew, some people have 

it tough!  Others make snow people out of snow! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Breakfasts are scheduled  
for all retirees on the second floor of the Student Community Center, 
Multipurpose Room on the dates listed below.  Please mark your calendar.  
The cost is $5.00.   
 
April 29, 8:30 – 10:30 
 
May 27, 8:30 – 10:30 
 
June 24, 8:30 – 10:30 
 
Park in the Bostwick parking ramp or beneath the Applied Technology 
Center.  You can get a parking card or code number for the ATC at the 
breakfast.   Please join your former colleagues there. 
 


