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Off the Cuff

Retirees’ Quarterly is archived at the following address in case you want to go back 
and look at them or share them with friends and family: www.grcc.edu/retireesquarterly.

Terry Huff, who taught in the biology department, passed away. He was a teacher 
at Union High School many years ago before coming to the college. He was an avid camper
and outdoorsman, a fine teacher and wonderful person. We will miss him.

William “Dan” Simpson, MD passed away September 7, 2007. Dr. Simpson was 
a skilled surgeon and President of the Michigan Academy of Plastic Surgeons. He was an
expert fly fisherman and also an accomplished actor, appearing in film, television and theater.
We extend our deep sympathy to his wife, Janet (English Department), and the entire family.

This Edition, our 12th, marks the end of three years of publishing the Quarterly. 
I thought our first edition would probably be a futile attempt to “make something happen,”
which is what I like to do. I had no idea at the time that the college would be willing to
support the publication by printing and mailing it. The first edition was a very limited edition
which I reproduced at Kinko’s and handed out to a few people at the monthly breakfast, etc.
Once the publication was out, however, the college generously offered to print and mail them.
There was not a single committee meeting, either. 

I am grateful for the support the publication has received and we thank Dr. Olivarez and
the Board. I know many retirees appreciate the publication because I have received numerous
favorable comments from retirees. “I read every word of it,” someone told me just a day or
two ago. Till Peters remarked about how good Walt Lockwood’s article about home schooling
was. Linda Love Conlon said she had tried Jerry Benham’s recipe for rhubarb cake and said 
it was very good. In view of the generous support we have had from the college for the
publication, it would be an appropriate gesture of appreciation if each of us who read the
publication would send a check of $10 to the GRCC Foundation, 243 Bostwick Ave., NE,
49503, with the notation, “For the Quarterly.” This is a reasonable and appropriate way to 
say “Thanks!”  

Dee Palmer had surgery on her toes recently. She reports that she can now wear shoes
again and can walk too. 

Dr. Corky Eringaard has reported that a book he wrote for his daughters, “A Treasure
Hunt”, will be published soon. See information about this on page 5. Cork said, 
“I couldn’t believe how much editorial work had to be done on a little book I wrote just 
for family members.” Congratulations, Cork!

Copy for the next edition can be emailed or sent by “snail mail”. You can send it 
in any format that we can read. The deadline for the next issue, the January issue, will be
December 15, that’s just before you begin your frantic last-minute shopping. There’s no need
to wait that long though…the sooner the better. Dee Palmer suggested we have an edition
written entirely by out-of-state retirees. Let’s hear from them. 
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Have I Retired Yet?
Gertrude G. Croom, Political Science

What a silly question to keep asking myself as I pore
through stacks of boxes filled with books, videos, cd-roms, and
pictures. The thought kept surfacing as I opened each box. 
I didn’t just open the boxes and place the content on the well-
constructed shelves put together by my husband in our
basement’s laundry room. No, I opened each box and almost
relived with great clarity each lecture or class discussion these
resources generated in my mind.

Imagine my coming across the life and times of Drs.
Louis and Mary Leakey. I remember exactly what I said about
the famous first American couple of paleo-anthropology and
their very controversial son, Dr. Richard Leakey. The shake-up in

the world of anthropology with the many skeletal remains and footprints found by the dynamic
couple and later their son in the rich volcanic soil of Kenya, and Tanzania still resonates in my
mind. Hominid remains dating as far back as two million years ago and bipedal footprints
having a date some 4-5 million years ago forced many scholars in the 1950’s and later to sit 
up and take notice. Just thinking about more than three decades of domination by this family
made it difficult for me to put the materials in their proper retired-folder and file them away.
But, I did.

My reflections on the topic and people in anthropology were not limited to the bones
and stones of paleoanthropology. I can still see the faces of some of my most inspired
students light up when we discussed the cultural practices of people in places they could
hardly imagine.

But I often wondered if there was more I could have said about some of the vanished
and vanishing cultures of the past and present. We all know how at the beginning of each
semester we have lofty plans to cover most material in the textbook along with accompanying
visual or computer-generated sources. But how soon we see old enemy time creeps onto the
scene, and we say, maybe next semester.

I can still remember the many questions raised by my students about the Anasazi; the
ancient native-American cultural group which inhabited New Mexico, Arizona, and Colorado
for hundreds of years. The mysteries of their religious practices were intriguing by
themselves, but the mysteries surrounding the magnificent cliff dwellings; well, that was
beyond our most vivid imaginations.

As my students and I studied the modern-day Pueblo, who are considered the most
closely linked descendents of the Anasazi, we still were unable to unravel just how the ancient
ones dating ca. AD 300-500, created, maintained, lived and governed from such elevated and
massive structures.

I kept telling myself as I looked through materials on other cultural groups, I should
have said this or that about them. Take the Penan for example. This is a little known group in
the deep forest of Malaysia. This once proud nomadic group has not only lost most of their



vital economic and cultural resources, their trees, to the timber-starved Japanese, but also
their language. They were forced to bow to the pressures of the Malay government to learn
and speak the Malay language. The government told the world that the Penan, who put up 
a slight resistance to the invasion by the Malay government, were an embarrassment to the
entire Malaysian Peninsula.

By now some of you are wondering if I am just another retiree who does not have
enough to do with all of her new free time. Not so. I will discuss at a later time the many
projects I am currently engaged, but now I must continue to share the difficulty I experienced
while just trying to straighten up my basement. The hundreds of books and  tapes were
stymieing my progress. I know that groups like the Penan will never be able to sit back, rest
in their old age and pass on their cultural beliefs handed down to them by their ancestors. 
I know I can do just that, so I think about them.

As I sat on the stone-cold floor of the laundry room sifting through papers, pictures, and
books, I came across some very personal and heart-wrenching materials from just five years
ago. I was no different from many of my colleagues from other colleges and universities
around the country who were fascinated with the many books and video materials created by
Napoleon Chagnon. This University of Michigan graduate did his  research in the deep woods
of South America where he lived with and became attached to the Venezuela/Brazilian-
dwelling Yanomamo. He became part of their lives for over 30 years. 

So when I had the opportunity to attend a non-Anthropological conference in the Fall 
of 2002 on the Traverse City campus/retreat of Northern Michigan University to hear Dr.
Chagnon speak, I was overwhelmed with anticipation. You see, Dr. Chagnon had separated
himself from all anthropology groups in the late 1990’s after he had been accused of bringing
harm and danger to the very groups who had adopted him into their  clans. I was privileged to
sit with Dr. Chagnon’s wife during his presentation and listen to her as she expressed concern
about his seemingly nervous start. I was the only person there who was actively involved with
Anthropology so I was able to observe and listen to his talk with a little more insight of his
discussion about the need to have a more scientific approach to the study of Cultural
Anthropology. This had always been what he called, the source of  some of the jealousy he
saw in some colleagues with less scientific knowledge. To have been able to dine with Dr.
Chagnon and have my picture taken with him gave me a satisfied feeling of knowing a little
more about the man whose books I had used for years and years. But I can not help but feel
sad as I look at the picture and see a man who brought a little–known, small-scale cultural
group into the living rooms of the average American household and then remember how he
was once forbidden from going back to visit them while he was under investigation by the
media and the American Association of Anthropology.

I believe I covered the information about Chagnon quite well during my years at GRCC,
but there were some unsung scholars of Anthropology that I could have  explored a little more
extensively. Some were not because again time was a factor, others like Cheikh Anta Diop
(pronounced jop) of Senegal, West Africa may have had too many complex parts to their work
for an introductory class.

Dr. Diop gave European Egyptologists reasons to rethink their early 20th century
conclusions about the relationship between ancient Egypt and the rest of Africa. In other
words, he refuted their claims that Egypt was more closely linked to the Near East than to 
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the rest of Africa during the 25th dynasty. There were so many name changes of the various
land areas, and royalty that one can appreciate, if not fully understand the less than clear
relationship between Egypt and the Kingdom of Kush or Nubia. But Diop was able to show
in many of his works just how extensive the trade was between Egypt to the north and Kush
to the south as well as what we now know as
modern-day Ethiopia. Diop especially detested what
has become known as the “beheading” of Africa.
That was the attempt by some to completely remove
ancient Egypt, with all its splendor, from the rest of
Africa and thus overlook the grandeur that existed
within other African nations. 

My students remember Diop from our
discussion of language. He was able to take his
native Senegalese language, Wolop, and incorporate
many scientific and mathematical concepts directly
from the French language thus dispelling the belief
that African languages were not sophisticated enough
to incorporate European linguistic concepts.

Dr. Diop was not totally unsung. Many African-American scholars became acquainted
with his work in math, science, and anthropology before his death in 1986 and ranked him
second only to Dr. W.E.B. Dubois as the person who contributed the most to the
understanding of ancient and modern people of the African continent.

As I cracked open the last two or three boxes of books, I was reminded that despite my
deep affection for the discipline of anthropology, it was not my first love. When I arrived at
GRCC some 30+ years ago, I was hired to teach Political Science. It was the discipline I had
chosen as my major in undergraduate school to better understand why  southern states, my
home state of Alabama in particular, could abuse the rights of African-Americans which
seemingly the US Constitution said applied to all men. Yes, that was my first love. It was 
born out of my experiences with the Civil Rights Movement in Birmingham, Alabama. 

With the 2008 presidential election approaching faster than anyone expected and with
history about to unfold in a big way, I just might return to teach my first love. Senator Hillary
Clinton is on track to become the first woman who has a real chance of being nominated by a
major US political party to run for president of the US. But her history-making journey might
be trumped by Barak Obama, an African-American male who is showing he knows how to
raise the mother’s milk of politics, money, in large amounts. This is the kind of stuff that can
send the well-contented retiree back to the classroom for just one more presidential election.

But then reality sets in. What about the extra papers I would feel compelled to assign?
Am I up to grading them along with the essay tests which are a given? Maybe I will just call
a friend, go to public discussions at GRCC and other places and leave when they are over
with no papers or tests to worry about.

At last, I emptied all the boxes and filled all the shelves. I can sit in my basement 
(in the carpeted areas), pull out a book, or see the video about the Trobriand Islanders or
other intriguing groups while knowing I am indeed retired!

Dr. Napoleon Chagnon 
and Gertrude Croom



A Treasure Hunt
Cork Eringaard

Four children vacationing for the summer with
their parents at their cottage in Northern Michigan
find a very old bottle under some exposed tree
roots along the shores of the lake.

Inside they found a clue which suggested there
might be a treasure buried somewhere close.

This begins a hunt which leads the children 
to subsequent clues and finally, by summers end, 
the treasure.

Cork Eringaard is a retired college professor and
college administrator. In his initial retirement years
he spent five years cruising the water off the shores
of the Eastern and Southern shores of the United

States using as his home Port Charleston South Carolina.
All of this changed for him and his wife when they were given the fortuitous

opportunity to adopt twin girls from China. Cork says this is one of this best decisions to go
along with his wife’s desire to bring Sarah and Emily into their life.

Leaving sailing behind they now live in N.W. Michigan where he pursues a variety of
interests including boating, fishing, photography and the twins.

Wartime Memories of a Wee Glaswegian Laddie 
Alexander Callaghan, French, German and Spanish Instructor 

A Glaswegian is a native of the city of Glasgow,
the largest city in Scotland. The city is situated on the
River Clyde and at one time was one of the greatest
shipbuilding centers in the world. My father was
employed as a shipwright by the shipyards of John
Brown and Company located in Clydebank, Glasgow.
The Queen Mary, Queen Elizabeth 1 and 2 and many
other vessels were built by this company. In their day
these vessels were the largest ocean liners to sail the 
sea. The steamship, the. S.S. Keewatin, docked at
Douglas/Saugatuck was also one of the many ships built
in the Glasgow shipyards. Many years later I would be 
a passenger aboard the Queen Mary, emigrating to
Montreal, Canada, and proud to know that my father
had been involved in the construction of such a beautiful
ship. In the 1930’s when I was growing up, the city had
a population of over one million. In the 1960’s most of
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the old tenement buildings were demolished and a large-scale relocation of their tenants to
new towns in the suburban areas was undertaken, reducing the population to about 600,000. 

During these years of high industrial output, Glasgow became extremely polluted 
due to the fumes belching from the steel mills, coal mines and the thousands of tenement
chimneys throughout the city. Almost all the buildings were tarnished and stained black. 
Over the years I have made many trips back to the old country, and each time I am amazed 
at the transformation that has taken place. Extensive sandblasting has achieved a first-class
miracle and once more the elegant architecture of many of Glasgow’s buildings can be
greatly admired. 

On the 1st of September 1930, my mother brought me into this world in a tiny one
bedroom flat on the top floor of an old tenement building. I already had two older sisters and
eventually a younger brother and sister would join the clan. My mother’s parents came from
county Monaghan in central Ireland and my dad’s parents were born in Ayrshire, Scotland.
This is the area where the Scottish poet, Robert Burns, was born. Our living quarters were
extremely cramped, consisting of a bedroom and a room which served as a kitchen, living-
room and also as a bedroom. The toilet, which was located on the hallway outside, had to be
shared with 2 other families living on the same floor. During most of the years I lived there, a
coal-fire was used for cooking and heating. Gas lamps were our source of light when it got
dark. One of my most exciting memories of that period is the day when the flat was equipped
for electricity. Taking turns at switching on and off the light afforded us a great thrill. 

Many of our neighbors fell victim to tuberculosis and quite a few of them died from 
it. One year we had an outbreak of smallpox which seemingly was brought over from India 
by sailors aboard a ship docked in our port. Diptheria and scarlet fever were rampant 
diseases among our neighbors. That most of us managed to survive these terrible outbreaks 
is miraculous. 

The year 1939 turned out be the year that would change our lives. We were told that our
country might be at war soon and that there was a need to prepare for such an event.
Everybody was required to obtain a gasmask and all the schoolchildren were obliged to bring
their new acquisition to school to learn how to use it. Gasmask and evacuation drill became
part of our routine. None of us had ever heard of the word “evacuation,” let alone what it
would entail. When we found out that we would be taking a long trip to the country, our joy
knew no bounds. In the playground we would line up in files two by two, according to the
grade we were in. Each little regiment had its teacher at the head of the file. Finally the day
arrived when our drill was no longer a rehearsal. On my ninth birthday, the 1st of September
1939, the Germans invaded Poland and two days later Britain, along with other countries,
declared war on Germany. Thus on Sunday, the 3rd of September, we all hastened to the
schoolyard to undertake our expedition. Our little army marched to the nearest local freight
train station. We were all very excited, marching along with our gasmasks dangling from the
shoulder and swinging our tiny little suitcases. Our mothers were already at the station
awaiting our arrival. How they managed to get there escapes my memory. We boarded trains
and headed for the country. The same scenario was being played out throughout the United
Kingdom. Some of my schoolmates were sent to live with families, others would end up in
evacuation camps. 

My family struck the jackpot since we were allocated a house that had been vacated by



the owners for some unknown reason. This house was a palace compared to our Glasgow flat,
and we thought we were in heaven. I do not recall how long we stayed there. However, I do
not believe it was longer than two months. What I liked most about the evacuation was that
we attended school for only half a day. We went in the morning and the natives took over in
the afternoon. For many months there were no air raids, and it seemed that it would continue
so. This period was referred to as the “Phony War”. Most of the families that came from our
part of the city decided to return home, and thus we settled back into our old routine. Once
more we were attending our local school and living in the same tiny drab flat. 

During our absence an empty lot behind our building had been taken over by the R.A.F.
(The Royal Air Force). A site for a barrage balloon had been established. Similar sites had
been set up throughout the city and seeing the sky full of these enormous blimps was quite 
a sight to behold. From our kitchen window we enjoyed watching the R.A.F. men controlling
the ascent and descent of these ugly fat monsters. 

To make it more difficult for the German bombers to locate their targets, a blackout
program was imposed. All our windows had to be covered with heavy thick drapes or other
blackout material in the evening when it was dark to prevent any light from escaping. Some
people painted their windows using a heavy dark paint. A.R.P. wardens (Air Raid Precaution)
patrolled the streets, whistle in hand, to see that the blackout rules were being carried out and
any violation could result in a fine. Every now and then one could hear a shrill whistle
followed by the cry, “Put out that light!” 

Each of our tenement buildings had a backyard enclosed by dikes (walls). This was 
the area where the children played and where the women hung out their washing. When we
returned from Kilmarnock (our evacuation town), we found that our playing area had been
greatly diminished. During our absence two air-raid shelters had been built in our backyard.
These new structures consisted of small brick buildings with corrugated cement roofs. 
I cannot imagine how these tiny buildings could be cable of supporting the weight of a
collapsed tenement building. However at that time we did not ponder that question since they
were new places to hide and indulge in all sorts of mischievous pursuits. 

During the first year of the war, men the in the uniforms of the three branches of the
service were a common sight. However, after the battle of Dunkirk, which took place in May,
1940, it seemed that the whole British army had taken over the city. Many thousands of
soldiers evacuated from the beaches of Dunkirk were scattered in camps throughout the
country, and our city received a fair share of them. My future brother-in-law, who served 
in the Gordon Highlanders, was taken prisoner at Dunkirk. On the long march to the prison
camps he managed to escape and with the help of the French underground, he eventually
crossed the Spanish border and made his way to Gibraltar. He rejoined the Brits in North
Africa and participated in the battles against Rommel. 

At the end of our road there was a vast area devoted to the cultivation of rhubarb. 
These fields were cleared for the construction of a large army barracks. Soon there were
small platoons of soldiers marching through our street on route to their new quarters. They
arrived by train from the south of England, and almost daily small formations of these
newcomers passed by our windows. Neither their uniforms nor the language they spoke was
familiar to me. It turned out that they were French troops who had been rescued along with
the British from the beaches at Dunkirk. Often my pals and I would join their ranks and
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volunteer to shoulder their rifles. My sister taught me how to say “Parlez-vous anglais?” 
and “Aimez-vous l’Ecosse?” (Do you like Scotland?). It was lots of fun. Thus was born my
fascination for foreign languages. 

During the early period of the war, air-raids were sporadic. The German bombers
arrived over the city at night and the wailing of sirens would warn us that the Luftwaffe was
on its way. The Glasgow docks and shipyards on the river Clyde were their major targets. All
the families in the building would hasten down to the shelters to take up their assigned seats
on wooden benches arranged along the interior brick walls. We did lots of singing to drown
out the din that was taking place. The noise of the antiaircraft batteries was deafening and the
beams from the searchlights provided quite a show. Now and then we managed to sneak out
to take a wee peek at the action in progress. To my knowledge none of the German aircraft
were ever shot down. Perhaps the aim of the gunners manning the antiaircraft batteries was
impaired by too much Scotch whisky. The worst attack happened on the 13th and l4th of
September, 1941, when over 200 German bombers took part in a massive raid on the docks
and shipyards of Clydebank, the area by the river. The area sustained extensive damage and
the loss of life was high. The only bombs that fell in our neighborhood were small incendiary
ones. It was thought that our local canal may have looked like a section of the river and the
German pilots were checking it out. 

It is difficult to believe that as kids we somehow looked forward to an occasional 
air-raid. This was because morning classes were always cancelled after an attack and thus 
we could spend time scouring the streets in search of pieces of shrapnel. These items became
treasured souvenirs. A large piece would have great value and
could be traded for several smaller items. 

In the final years of the war our city was overrun by the
military. Soldiers of many nationalities were everywhere to be
seen. The Yanks, dressed in their swanky uniforms, formed the
largest group. The invasion of Normandy was near at hand and
gradually most  of these soldiers left Glasgow to fight on French
soil. The war years were exciting times for most of the children
living in my area of the city. 

In 1943 I left home to attend a Catholic seminary with the
intention of becoming a foreign missionary. The religious order 
I joined was a French order founded by Cardinal Lavigerie, the
bishop of Algiers. The order was called “Les Peres Blancs
d’Afrique,” The White Fathers of Africa. If I had persevered, 
I would have spent my life as a missionary in Africa, probably
Uganda, because that was the country where most of our priests
were sent. The last seminary I attended was located in the
Netherlands in a little village straddling the Dutch-German border.
The students were of different nationalities including several older
German students who had been prisoners in Russia. They had
many interesting experiences to relate. After so many years in the 
seminary, I began to have doubts about my vocation and came to the conclusion that taking
the vows of chastity, obedience, and poverty would be more than I could handle. I returned to

Alex in white robe.



the U.K. and found a job in a private school in Finchley, a suburb of London. It is interesting
to note that Margaret Thatcher began her political career as an alderman in this district.
During my stay in the capital, I started attending London University hoping to obtain a B.A.
degree 
in foreign languages. I studied French, Italian, Dutch and Latin. In those days advanced Latin
was obligatory for all candidates seeking a B.A.degree. However my studies were cut short
when I was notified that I had to spend two years in the British army. 

I served my two years of military service mostly in Germany. For several months I was
attached to a small group of soldiers from the Signal Corps who were monitoring Russians
units on the other side of the Elb river. I was assigned to this small unit because I could speak
German and could deal with the local inhabitants of the village. The activities in which I
became involved were a long cry from those of the seminary. Most of the time I was stationed
in Germany was spent in a barracks located in the city of Munster, Westphalen. I made quite
a few friends there and have returned several times to visit them. To bring this short
biography to a close, I will mention an experience I had during my stay there. One evening 
I was seated at the bar in a German pub next to two young German fellows. They were
probably in their early thirties. In the course of the conversation they found out that I was
from the city of Glasgow, Scotland. One of them smiled and told me that he had visited my
city several times. This aroused my curiosity because in those days Glasgow wasn’t a place
that attracted many tourists. It turned out that he had been a bomber pilot and had taken part
in several raids over my city. We drank a few toasts celebrating the fact that we both had
survived the war. 

GRCC Foundation to Launch Ambitious New Program
Andy Bowne, GRCC Foundation Executive Director

We are pleased to publish here in the Retirees’ Quarterly for the first time anywhere 
the details of an exciting new program that the Foundation will begin to promote this fall. 
It’s called The Great Expectations Scholarship Program, and we believe it offers the potential
for unprecedented benefits for students in our service area. It is designed to help prevent
students from dropping out of school, and it will provide mentoring, enrichment experiences,
and scholarships for attendance at GRCC. Students who drop out of school are at an
enormous disadvantage in achieving a rewarding and productive life in our society. This
unrealized potential produces huge and lasting social costs. This new scholarship program 
is a long-term strategy, and our work to gain broad public and private support for 
it can now begin. 

We thank Keith Longberg, the lead concept developer of this program, for the
extraordinary vision, passion and tenacity that he has put into the development of this plan.
He has been working on this for a very long time, and it is gratifying now to be able to 
offer it to the community. As you read about this exciting opportunity you will certainly 
see Keith’s passion. We have provided a brief summary of the program. You can receive the
full proposal/concept paper by calling the GRCC Foundation Office at (616) 234-3939.
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The Great Expectations Scholarship Program
“Promoting Hope and Motivation”

Grand Rapids Community College Foundation

Dr. Juan Olivarez, President
Dr. Andy Bowne, Executive Director

Lead Concept Developer:
Keith Longberg, GRCC Alumnus, Retired GRCC Faculty, 

and 2007 Emeritus Faculty Award Recipient

Introduction
Too many students drop out of school, and too many students who stay in school and

graduate do not perform up to expected standards and are unprepared to be successful in
college or at other challenging work. Therefore, the prospects for these young people are
not likely to be good. The long-term social and financial costs of this unrealized potential
are sure to be enormous. This loss of human capital does not have to happen. It can be
prevented by early intervention in the lives of  “at risk” students with a comprehensive
program that offers financial promise for college education and training, long-term
mentoring, tutoring, and life-expanding enrichment experiences as they make their way
towards graduation from high school.

We believe the root cause of this lack of success in school, by as many as two thirds 
of a class of students in some cases, is not the lack of intelligence or good teaching or the
availability of books and technology. We believe that the root cause is more likely that the
students do not have high expectations for their future. They don’t have hope. They live with an
overburden of disadvantages that restricts their view of available possibilities that would enable
them to achieve a stable and satisfying future. Students with parents, or a parent, struggling to
pay the rent each month and put food on the table each day are most likely not seeing the
opportunity of attending college in the future. They don’t expect that. It’s much too expensive,
and it’s just not a realistic option. The future prospects for those who fail to complete high
school already appear to be determined, and it doesn’t look good.

The long-term goal for Great Expectations is to create a $50 million endowment which
would result in 100 or more scholarships annually.

Program Summary
■ The scholarships will provide funds for tuition, required books and laboratory fees, and

other associated required expenses for up to 62 semester credit hours of study, enough 
for an Associates Degree. 

■ A mentor for each scholarship recipient and his or her parents or guardians.
■ Students selected to participate in Great Expectations will have the opportunity to

participate in various community and cultural activities (e.g. concerts, plays, sporting
events, etc.). 

■ Students will be encouraged to take advantage of existing tutoring opportunities. Music
lessons and camp experiences may also be available. It is these support mechanisms and



cultural/community exposure opportunities that are often missing in families who
experience poverty or other disadvantages. These experiences open one’s eyes to the
expectations of a brighter future.

■ The scholarship provides benefits for all those who receive it even if they decide not to
attend GRCC for an Associate’s Degree, which may be the choice of some scholarship
recipients. In that case the funds that would have gone for two years of college could be
made available to fill the gap that exists between high school and job opportunities. This 
gap may be filled with GRCC Job Training programs that lead to employment in technical
or other areas.

“There are those who look at things the way they are, and ask why... 
I dream of things that never were, and ask why not?” Robert Kennedy

Retirement Update and The Joys of Aging
Laurence Larson, Technology Division Construction, Architectural, 
and similar classes

I just thought you might appreciate the official format
above to remind you of the good old days! Well, Ollie,
browsing the GRCC Retirement Quarterly, these class acts are
hard to follow! What can I add to all of these retirees, going
here, doing there, and helping improve the world situation?
Hmm. I mean most of these are People Persons, and me, I’m 
a Thing Person. I learned that after many years and too many
things. Now it’s a chore to get rid of ‘em. The economy is
down, and folks are barely buying recycled furniture let alone
old Tinker Toy sets, Tonka trucks, 25” tube TV’s, pocket
watches, and all this other stuff. Now I know what they mean
when they say ‘timing is everything’. Clean out the house when
the economy is GOOD, not BAD!

Yes, we did take trips. Started right after I retired: class
of ‘92, I believe it was. First one was to England. We always wanted to go there so in ‘94 we
took that odyssey. No car rentals there, forget that driving on the left side. Everywhere was by
public transit with minimal bags, a real journey! We had three days of London walking, using
the tube, and a rare cab ride the last evening as a parting tour. Then we took the Eurostar to
Brussels. From there a local train to Amsterdam where we had reserved a B & B hotel on a
tram line. Ahhh, the sights, sounds, food, bikes, people, language, architecture, museums, and
on and on! Why did we wait so long? We even stumbled across an Amsterdam artists ‘club’
that had an annual open house throughout the area, and we visited a half dozen studios
showing varied styles of work. Was it 2.5 days in Rotterdam next? The Harbor tour was a
must see, the busiest port in Europe (if not the world). And we had our best meal in the NL
dining along one of the canals. As we were getting more accustomed to the food and
language, things became easier. Perhaps the worst scenario was an overnight in a 60’s
appearing Holiday Inn looking hotel, with furniture, smoke, and ambiance to match. Ugh! 
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My wife decided to get herself a travel bag with handle and rollers. It took three
months to cure the crick in her arm.

The next year we did the first half of old Route 66, driving my restored 56 Plymouth
station wagon. It was interesting, quaint, scenic, and bypassed towns are still surviving but
offer a feel of nostalgia and melancholy. We stopped in Oklahoma one night in the middle 
of nowhere, and were housed in a lower level with a view. It was sort of basement-like, and
we wondered if we should ask for a ‘real’ room. Then our TV began sputtering and the
weatherman said Tornado. Ah hah! We were given a refuge room! The next day I believe was
the dynamiting of the Oklahoma City Federal Courthouse, but we did not make the event.
However we did see the fencing with all the tributes, which in itself was very moving. Then 
a trip to what, Shawnee Pottery? However after about 1200 miles in the wagon, it was time to
return to GR, which we did in a two day blast, with the 56 (V8 and overdrive) cruising along
at 65-70 not missing a beat. 

We followed up that trip the
following year with phase 2 of Route 66,
but due to the heat, decided to fly to Ok
City and rent a car. This trip was also much
on the old road, stopping at local antique
shops and museums, points of interest, etc.
Also the Grand Canyon, Petrified Forest,
Arcosanti, Potters of the Acoma Mesa, and
even stayed in the Ronald Regan room in
the old El Rancho Hotel. Local food now
had its own fine Southwestern taste, and
not a bad meal anytime. We were
somewhat bothered by the locals and their
driving, often very erratic, running stop
signs, speeding, weaving, you name it. We
had been warned through Internet research that alcohol was  a genuine problem with the
natives. One city was even nicknamed ‘Drunk City’- and we found it so. Lets see, this leg
also included Vegas for two nights and Hoover Dam. Vegas was such a circus we vowed to
return, which we did several years later. 

A final Route 66 closure trip was made, flying to Vegas, renting a car there, driving
West then South through the mountains, and to a beach B & B near Escondito. Or was it
Encinitas? Two days to relax and explore some, then our return to Vegas through the Joshua
Tree National Forest and Salton Sea. It was scenic though hot, but worth the trouble. We took
many photos, and I was able to create a number of large paintings based on the old road and
the Southwest.

Why Route 66, you might ask. In 1947, my father having saved and borrowed vacation
weeks to total of 6 weeks, my folks and two younger brothers and I (age 12) drove the Mother
Road in the family’s 40 Plymouth 2 door. Complete with waterbag on front bumper, two
(older) spare tires on the rear bumper, and enough patience to carry us one week. From there
on, it was borrowed time. The route was basically Cleveland to Indiana to St. Louis to Texas
(aunt and uncle) Westward on 66. Petrified Forest, Canyon, Boulder Dam, Vegas at midnight,

Pre-Route 66, May 1996



crossing the desert, climbing the mountains, Knotts Berry Farm, and finally to another aunt
and career Navy uncle in LA area. North to Utah having learned a family member died there.
Also Redwoods, Yosemite, Arches, East thru floods, Corn Palace, and return thru Chicago at
night with what appeared to be thousands of trucks dwarfing our little Plymouth. Hence my
inner attraction to the Mother Road. And it was just as well we went, since by my 17th
birthday my Mother would be gone, of Cancer.

You recall, Ollie, all those years at GRJC/CC and the best trip I could do was visit my
bachelor brother in Orlando. He owned several Ziebart shops, and I spent 2/3 of my time
walking circles in his shop or ferrying cars to dealers or maybe going to eat at Ronnies, the
BEST 24 hour deli South of New York, but now it’s closed. The deli style food and waitresses
who had been there all their career, all said “We care.” 

Sorry, I can report no teaching trips to the Himalayas or the deserts of North Africa.
Remember what I said, first paragraph? I’m a thing person. One of the fine counselors at
GRJC/CC told me that folks who deal much with things and information (regarding the
things) often have difficulty dealing with people. So it is probably well that my sojourns have
NOT taken me on some philanthropic trip. Though I did do meals on wheels for a time. 

We also have family and marriages and grand parenting and all that kind of thing. At
times, in a second marriage of later years, that in itself becomes a bit of a challenge. In
dealing with extended family, the younger ones are easier, the older ones (over 14?)
sometimes have enough of their own ideas or baggage to make ‘things’ difficult. Distance
helps of course, but all in all we seem to survive OK, in spite of the clock.

Let’s digress into the Nuts and Bolts of Growing Older. Unfortunately there has been
little or no chat by former co-workers about the wonders of growing old. Not the trips as
described above, not the grandchildren and their talents, not my brother who recently married
at nearly age 70, but other wonders. Perhaps the biggest wonder to me is why had no one
explained to us what happens to the mind as we age. Oh, we can read some about it in AARP
or National Geographic or the Press, but what does it feel like when the neurons and synapses
don’t communicate? Especially when it happens on a daily basis? 

Ollie, when I hit the age of 65, a small black cloud appeared over my head, and has
remained there ever since. Where it goes at night I can’t say since it’s dark and so is the cloud.
It’s not just forgetting to load up your weekly ‘Take your pills Daily’ box, but it’s almost
constant. Grocery lists, take ‘em to the store and still don’t get it all. Projects, make a list
also, and it still takes at least 5 days just to start the thing. Then three times longer to finish it,
and when its finished it still isn’t right. Yesterday’s meds are still in the Daily box. As a thing
person, having abilities to solder piping, troubleshoot electrical items, do almost all household
repairs, create paintings of beauty, restore cars, and on and on, these abilities should at least
remain stable, NOT decline! Missing doctor appointments in spite of calendar and PDA. Not
wanting to shop for groceries. TV becomes a blur. Oh, and we have forgotten ALL ABOUT
the Joy of Hearing Aids? Let alone losing one. And the beat goes on and on and on.

To you my colleagues now retired, may the sun smile on your days, the sandman (or
sandwoman) give you peaceful sleep, your grandchildren treat you with fun and respect, and
your housecleaner be honest. Sorry, we have no housecleaner; we have a joint agreement.
Maybe I will slip and fall. Actually I just did, rented a 10 ft stepladder last week to install
some drapery under our skylights. I was 98% finished, standing on the 8 ft step, I said “Look
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Kathy, that one up there needs just a Little Adjustment. I’ll turn around, yeah I know you’re
not supposed to stand this way, and adjust it.” He turns. He stretches. He reaches. He fixes.
He grabs quickly for the railing a foot away. He catches. He lets it go not wanting to break a
wrist. He stops upside down whacking his head against the heavy aluminum foot of the
ladder. He hurts for 3 days or more.

May you enjoy your retirement as much as possible! Sometimes it’s awfully hard work.
Remember to start your trips EARLY in retirement. I used to take trips, seems like now all 
I do IS trip......Peace.

I am SURE you know Ollie. No, he wasn’t in the Maintenance Department. But my
mind is fuzzy…was he the little one with the moustache or his huge sidekick?

From Slide Rules to Computers At GRCC
Stew Meyers, Tech Division

It was great to be a part of a college faculty as a new era was about to materialize. 
Real facts of life of what we should do, and whether we had budget enough to carry out 
our thoughts and ideas were not as exciting. But jump in we did.

Good heavens! Hand-held computers were $365, but just $15 now, according to
Hewlett-Packard. One for each Tech Division instructor ate up the miscellaneous budget post
haste. It took three years for Tech Division faculty to slide their slide rules into their desks for
good. A new era had arrived.

Students still carried a slide rule from their belts. There were not many female teachers
and pre-engineering students back then. Thus the belt loop analysis. Rather rapidly it
appeared that tape-operated machinery, now obsolete, was on the immediate horizon. We
were still under the auspices of the Grand Rapids Board of Education, and new equipment
wasn’t a part of their thinking. But continual pestering produced the first tape-operated
machine in a Michigan college for student use.

Charlie Carlson became the expert, and he was able to help Western Michigan and
Central Michigan with their introduction of tape machinery operation. Some of our students
were hired before completion of their two years of tech studies. This was just because of their
knowledge of programming tape-operated machinery. 

Ah! But a bigger project loomed for the whole college. It was a full size punch card
computer. JC had been offered a $200,000 grant towards this new giant of the computing
world. JC had to come up with $25,000 towards this behemoth. JC’s Division chairs were
garnered with the college president to discuss the possibility of purchase. The Chairs were 
all in favor of the purchase. The President was not. Finally, one Chair said, “Quit being so
cheap….”

Your division chairs operated on the premise of what they thought was best for the
college. Now, after the decision was made to buy the equipment, we faced another problem.
Where was this behemoth to go? The room in the northeast corner of the main building won
out. Air conditioning of the room was a by-product.

The Grand Rapids Board was quick to realize they could make bucks off the computer.
Student use didn’t fully fall into the background.

A slide rule can be found in the collection of historical things of our College.



I Found the Silver Lining
Dee Palmer, Secretary, Dean of Arts and Sciences

In fall, 1989 I found myself a stranger in one of the most fast-paced cities In the USA.
Boston in the fall hustled with a swift breeze, and students were scurrying to and from
school and work. The subway trains moved people to and from their destinations. I had never
been in a subway or a large bustling city. Soon I found that the Bostonians spoke a different
dialect. They never pronounce an “r” in any word. Some of the individuals that I had to
communicate with were from other countries, which made me feel absolutely stupid, as my
brain would try to figure out what had been said.

The map of Boston read, “Jay-walkers will be prosecuted.” What a joke! You almost
always had to jaywalk or you would never make it to the other side. Perhaps one should take
the same attitude as tourists are told in Italy, which was look the driver of the oncoming car 
in the eye, give them a dirty look and cross the street. The heart or crossroads of downtown
Boston housed store after store. The most interesting was the “City Center.” It was most
entertaining to eat noon lunch at the City Center, as there was a huge array of people 
rushing about.

I learned how to ride the “T” and how to go between Harvard University in Cambridge
with its various university buildings and Boston. Once through Cambridge there were some
small suburbs like Sommerville and Arlington. 

Corporate Angel flew me to Boston a few times, and in the latter part of November 
I was at Harvard University’s Cyclotron, which was a building the Navy had discarded after
experiments were conducted. The Navy/US Government determined the cost to demolish 
the building to be beyond their means and therefore the Cyclotron was given to a MEEI 
so physicians could use a then rare form of radiation called “The Proton Beam.”   

A few doctors told me I would not lose any vision. So I was positioned into a wooden
chair that had been fastened to a platform. In front of me was an object like a telescope. Just
outside the room was a row of many computers, which showed the position of the object to
be radiated. All technicians had to agree that everything was in alignment and then the
radiation treatment could begin. What looked like a bright purple spiral came towards me
and within seconds I was blind in the eye. The treatment itself didn’t last more than a few
minutes, however, the preparation was extensive. Within five minutes I became extremely
exhausted and it was an effort to walk. 

I wasn’t sure if my sight would return, and exhausted from radiation, my sister and 
I returned to our efficiency apartment, which I had rented for the duration of our stay. All 
I could think of was that this was how I would be for the rest of our time in Boston. Once
inside our room I suddenly broke down in tears, uncontrollable tears. So far from home, in 
a strange town, and going blind in one eye had taken its toll. Was this how it was going to 
be for the next few weeks?

The doorbell rang and my sister went to answer it. After a few minutes my sister 
came in with a beautiful planter, saying, Dee, its for you. I couldn’t imagine who would 
be sending me flowers. My sister read the card, “Bud and Roger from the College.” The
flowers could have been weeds and I would have cherished them just as much. Someone
thought enough to do such a beautiful Christian deed. Suddenly I didn’t feel lonesome,

16



17

overwhelmed. I was the richest person in the world. I had friends!
The planter was the most beautiful gift in the entire world. It was an expression of care

and love from two of the most highly respected Christian individuals in the College. The
support I received from their caring and sharing helped me to cope with the continuation of
my treatments. Somehow I never should have received the flowers as the address to which the
flowers were to be delivered was wrong…even the wrong city. But somehow, through the
grace of God, I received them. Bud Elve and Roger DeVries continue to be two very special
individuals in my life. I cherish their friendship. 

So today, September 5, 2007 I received a telephone call from Roger DeVries asking if
he could submit an article for the “Retirees Quarterly.” However, Roger wanted to deliver the
article to me personally. That article is below. However, I was handed a huge bouquet of
American Beauty long stem roses. Read Roger’s article and you will see that Roger has taken
his retirement and dedicated it to putting a smile on the face of others who haven’t been as
fortunate as he.

As Roger said, “I can’t do anything about the war in Iraq, but I can put a smile on the
face of others who are struggling.” Anyone who knows Roger would say, “Now that’s Roger –
making someone’s life better.”

The Joy of Retirement
Roger DeVries, Chemistry

One of my joys of retirement has been to experience new activities and to develop new
skills. One of these joys has been baking and trying new recipes. A favorite recipe of mine
is fruit banana bread. This is the closest I can come to doing a chemistry lab experiment.

This is a good way to then call on people with a need in our church or neighborhood. 
I have also gotten a seniors group started to make “pig-in-the-blankets” as a fundraiser

for our church youth. However, baking has led to a rewarding project of sharing flowers.
When I brought a loaf of bread to a couple in our church whose mother had died, she asked 
if I wanted a dozen roses. I said sure and she gave me two-dozen roses. I then investigated
where they came from. They own a trucking business, which hauls flowers from Florida.
Sometimes customers refuse them and they are on the truck when it returns. They sell some
of the flowers at a roadside stand, but some are often thrown out. I asked if they were willing
to expand their distribution, and they were very interested. In the week before Mothers Day, 
a very large number of roses arrived back in Michigan and they enjoyed donating 150 dozen
roses for every mother and grandmother in the service that morning. This had a very
significant impact, as flowers seem to have a special way of touching the heart.

Since then we have established a FISHING FOR PEOPLE flower ministry. An old
refrigerator from Love, Inc. (Love in the name of Christ) where I also volunteered was placed
in the church. It is filled with flowers when they are available. People can take these only to
share with others. I also bring dozens to area nursing homes, which has created many smiles.
We are now using all that are available, and people find they are good “door openers.” And
because of this, I have a new name……….Rosie!



The Recent Elections are History With a Repeated Message
Keith Longberg, English Department

We have had time to think about the defeat of support
for the college and have reached our conclusions and formed
our opinions. I agree with President Olivarez that the
worrisome state of the Michigan economy probably played 
a roll in the proposal’s defeat, but that doesn’t account for
support from within the city and lack of it from outlying areas.
For decades I have watched the frantic last-minute scramble,
often consultant-driven, to drum up support before elections 
by speechmaking, mailings, and telephoning. Sometimes it’s
successful, but people still know they are being pressured at 
the last minute. Too many feel that their support hasn’t been
sufficiently earned over the long haul. I also know that the 

less you know about a problem or condition the easier it is to come up with solutions.
Nevertheless, below are some suggestions that might help the college in the future to earn 
the support it surely needs and deserves.

Publish separate issues of the Community Connection for each of the outlying districts,
each of which would have at least three or four pages of targeted information about GRCC
students from its own district. The rest of the publication could be the same for all districts.
What students from a given district are on the Dean’s list? Have received scholarships? Are in
the band or orchestra or are in one of the many vocal groups? Who is first chair violin? First
chair trumpet, etc? Who is appearing in dramatic productions? Are they enjoying their
experience at the college? Who is on the various athletic teams? Publish more small pictures
of students along with brief quotes from them. What do they like about the college? What are
their dreams? How’s it going for them? This kind of information about individual students is
the kind of thing that gets people talking to their neighbors or calling friends or relatives
about their son or daughter’s attendance at the college. Information targeted specifically for
each district we serve will put the GRCC more prominently in public discourse, raising its
“presence” in each of the communities we serve. Yes, it will take more work. That’s why 
I mention earning support. 

We need more physical presence in those outlying districts. I’m talking about “boots 
on the ground.” Have a counselor or admissions person set up shop one or more day or
afternoon a week in the various high schools on a regularly scheduled basis. Get on the
programs at PTSA’s throughout the year if they exist. Introduce a few faculty members and 
let them talk for a few minutes. Maybe some manufacturer or individual will donate a bus
outfitted as a rolling admission/counseling office for this purpose if solicited. We could drum
up interest for the college at parks and beaches with it by making literature, forms, and advice
available from such a mobile office. We need to provide needed student services and
information about what we offer more conveniently and more visibly in the various districts
on an ongoing basis. Maybe we are doing that now, I don’t know. If so, I know we need much
more publicity about it. 

Publicity is not like advertising. It’s free. We need to do a better job of getting
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information about what we do at the college to the media and to the public. We need to be in
the press frequently. How many administrators or department heads have ever written a news
release for the print or electric media?  How many have submitted a news release to the
appropriate person on campus for publication? Surely someone, a student, a faculty member,
an administrator is doing something worthy of recognition. We don’t sell ourselves enough.
Who on campus has a big fat folder of news releases that were sent out? I have no idea, but 
it’s obvious not enough people have such a folder, and none of them, if there are any such
folders, are fat enough. Have administrators or faculty been encouraged to write or even
suggest newsworthy stories? Maybe they could use an in-service session on why this should
be done and how to go about doing it.

The college is the faculty. It’s not the administration. It’s not buildings. It’s not
technology. It’s the teaching! A recent letter to the editor of the GR Press mentioned a faculty
member with “only” a masters degree. Such a faculty person may well have far more credits
that that suggests, to which could be added considerable professional involvement in his or
her field as well as extensive teaching experience that could be way beyond what a professor
at a university would have where publishing and research are favored. But who makes this
information available to the public?

The entertainment industry is the most self-congratulatory industry there is. Entertainers
are on stage and in the print and electric media being honored for everything imaginable.
Why are faculty so seldom honored? There are ample reasons to reward effective teaching,
but many faculty work hard and effectively for years teaching, doing committee work,
negotiating contracts and resolving grievances without much, if any, public appreciation or
recognition. Many things in the teaching enterprise can be recognized and applauded and
used to increase public awareness of what we do in the college and in our communities, and 
it needs to be done regular and sustained basis, not just before elections.

Finally, one more point, a highly controversial one. You may not agree, but this is my
opinion. You are welcome to submit yours. Because public perceptions that faculty salaries,
inflated by heavy overload assignments, are unreasonably high at the college, the
administration needs to consider negotiating a reasonable cap on overtime for the good of the
college. I believe this was done some years ago. I personally don’t begrudge the highest paid
faculty member, identified in the GR Press recently, his income. He works long and hard and
earns every cent he gets, and numerous students have told me what a great teacher he is. 
I believe he is one of the best.

But can we honestly say that no one is abusing the opportunity to load up on extra
classes without sacrificing quality? Some instructors walk out of school with tests or exam
papers having been read quickly by computer, the results in hand. If you are teaching material
on the “Dick and Jane” level, perhaps such tests could be justified, but it is hard to imagine 
a sound educational basis for using such tests on the college level, although I know it’s not
unusual. Also many of these tests are not generated by the teacher but by text publishers, and
they are used repeatedly, inviting abuses. No one can seriously claim that such tests, in which
chance and probability figure so strongly, are the best way to measure learning on the college
level. Such tests are used as a matter of expediency; they are not based on a sound
educational purpose or philosophy. Without stacks of papers to read and comment on, the
number of classes a person can teach can be huge. I doubt that this is the best educational



practice we can offer. We should do better. The outlying districts sent us a message twice, and
we should respond with changes in the way we do our work so they become better informed
and better served, and not just at election time.         

The Reading Room 
Recommended by Helen Beuker

American Gospel, by John Meacham 
What is the proper place of religion in this country? Meacham analyzes the intent of the

Founding Fathers when they wrote the Constitution and the Bill of Rights. We worship today
as we wish, or not, because those documents leave us the freedom to believe “everything or
nothing at all.” While they invoked God, the Founders assured that He did not belong to one
sect or another: His grace “was universal.” 

It was no mean challenge to balance freedom of religion with freedom from state-
sanctioned religion. Meacham traces that struggle throughout our history, a struggle that
continues today as evangelicals complain about an American culture they view as secular, at
best, immoral or godless, while others complain about prayer, Christmas carols, and mangers
in public places.

If this sounds like dull reading, you’ll be wonderfully surprised by Meacham’s writing.
This book is enjoyable and timely, especially as a Presidential election approaches. And it
reminds us of how amazingly farsighted men like Jefferson, Adams and Madison were. 

Beasts of No Nation, by Uzodinma Iweala 
It’s fiction, but Beasts of No Nation tells a true story, one you might have seen in 

the film “Blood Diamond.” Young boys are stolen from their families, trained to kill,
conditioned to deprivation, given drugs, and otherwise abused. (It’s estimated there are
300,000 of these boys world-wide from ages as young as six to sixteen.) Iweala personalizes
his story of horror and terror by focusing on Agu, who narrates his account in first person.
He narrates in a choppy sort of simple pidgin English that requires a little getting used to,
“When I am looking up, I am seeing people hanging like pieces of meat. Head jus hanging
like coconut before it is falling off,” for example. The plight of others like him and like those
lost boys of Sudan we’ve read about come to life in this vivid and compelling encounter 
with awful cruelty.

The setting isn’t specified, as we can see by the title: it could be any one of several
African countries torn apart by civil wars, or any country from Columbia to Cambodia.

Iweala grew up in Washington, DC, but because of Nigerian ancestry, his parents took
their children to Nigeria each summer, where his mother was once a finance minister. When 
a student at Harvard, he wrote this for his senior thesis. His advisor, Jamaica Kincaid, was 
so impressed that she sent it to her publisher. He will start medical school at Columbia this
fall, after working in New York for an anti-poverty program that subsidizes democracies in
sub-Saharan Africa.
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Recommended by Keith Longberg

And I have Never Had a Bad Day Since, by Charles B. Rangel April 2007, 278 pages. 
This is a very informative and interesting book about the life of Charles Rangel,

Democratic Congressman from New York. He likes to be called “Charlie B,” and this is the
story of his journey from being a wounded soldier in Korea to the Chairman of the House
Ways and Means Committee, in the US House of Representatives. He was obviously a bright
and capable high school dropout who later used the GI Bill to get a college education and law
degree, and he then became a US Congressman. It is an inspiring story with a message that
all teachers need to be reminded of: Never give up on the prospects of a young person’s
future. There is enormous potential there!

This book reveals the author’s wise regard for fiscal restraint and responsibility. Also
you cannot miss his obvious and deep compassion and concern for the poor, whether they be
white, black, yellow, or brown. Every bright young person who is interested in the future of
his country, in public service, or in law should read this book. So should all of us who may
know such young people.

Becoming Dad: Black Men and the Journey to Fatherhood, by Leonard Pitts, Jr. 
The book by a Pulitizer Prize winner offers facts and many stories of the difficulties

many families have experienced leading to, and resulting from, the breakdown of the family
unit. Much of this is caused in part by poverty, early marriage and pregnancy, lack of
education, crime, alcohol and drugs. The fallout is painful and lasting for the individuals
involved and much of this could be prevented with honest family living education and
counseling, and good jobs. This book should be required reading for all students regardless 
of their race or gender in social studies, family living, or sex education classes. It could help
to show the critical need for making wise decisions by young people and the costly and tragic
results of impulsive and irresponsible behavior.

Einstein: His Life and Universe, Walter Isaacson, 675 pages, April 2007
This is a new biography that takes advantages of unpublished documents that have

recently been made available. Einstein has long been a favorite personality of mine. A giant 
of this caliber doesn’t come along often. Aristotle, Galileo, & Newton, come to mind. I have
read a biography of Einstein before, but I just couldn’t resist this new book. How could
Einstein have been able to make those giant, inspired, and astonishing leaps of thought, of
imagination and creativity? Who were the people that were most influential and inspiring to
him and what was it that so inspired him? What was the source of his creativity? What was it
that fired his imagination? What can we learn about the thought process from reading about
his, and could it help us to be more imaginative, more creative? How did he get along with
others? Can you be so absorbed in thought and still live a “normal” life? What impact did
music have on his ability to imagine and create? 

I enjoyed this book and found it interesting and well written. I especially found
Einstein’s “thought experiments” fascinating and instructive. No, I don’t understand all of 
the concepts such as the “warping of space-time,” quantum mechanics or gravity, four-
dimensional spacetime, and I can’t imagine what “tensor calculus” or “particle physics” is 



all about, but for the most part the book is remarkably easy to read…just as Einstein’s own
explanations tended to be. My interest lay mostly in the human struggles, his relationships
with the women and children in his life, his search for employment, his travels, his love of
music, the impact of the rise of Hitler and increasing anti-Semitic fervor in Europe and the
U.S. (a survey of incoming freshmen at Princeton in 1938 showed Aldolf Hitler polled highest
as the ”greatest living person.” Albert Einstein was second.) This a lengthy book, but it is a
worthwhile read. I couldn’t put it down. 
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Retirees Breakfasts

We meet the last Thursday of the month at The Breakfast
Nook 
(corner of Fuller and Plainfield) at 9:00 a.m. as follows:

October 25, 2007
November 29, 2007
December—Christmas Break, no breakfast
January 31, 2008
February 28, 2008
March 27, 2008
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