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Meet Honored Senior, Lucy Strand

By Alyson Denyer

T

o meet Lucy Strand is to be drawn into a circle of warmth and
friendship, a circle of light. Her name, after all, means light and
is truly reflected from her.
Born and raised in Minneapolis,
Lucy recalls discovering her
talent for singing at an early age.
“I loved to sing. I joined the
Lutheran church choir and was
often asked to sing a solo from
the pulpit.” Although history
was a favorite subject in school,
performing in school plays,
talent shows and with an octet
or sextet occupied much of her
time. After high school Lucy
attended the Minnesota School
of Business and upon graduation
enrolled at the Minneapolis
Conservatory of Music where
she studied voice for four years.
World War II loomed. Lucy honed her secretarial skills working at
a defense plant near Minneapolis followed by employment at the
Civilian Production Administration at Fort Snelling.
After WWII ended, she transferred to the Veterans’ Administration.
Meanwhile, Clarence Strand, who served three years in the U.S.
Navy as a Radioman Second Class Petty Officer, was also working
at the VA. “We met at an Officers' Club event,” reflects Lucy.
Romance blossomed, marriage followed a short time later, and
they were whisked away to Michigan by train in a Pullman car.
Clarence had interviewed for employment with JCPenney, was
quickly hired, and started his training at the Highland Park store.
They settled in the Detroit area and began raising a family. Years
passed and two more stores followed. With three little boys in tow
and a baby in her arms, Lucy and Clarence were moved to Milford,
Ohio, to manage a new JCPenney location, then later were
transferred to upstate New York to cut the ribbon for another store.
“We loved upper New York,” Lucy recalls. “Everyone enjoyed
skiing at beautiful Gore Mountain. And Clarence, who was an
excellent skater, had plenty of ice!”
When the Penney’s store at Lakeside Mall in Sterling Heights was
under construction, the Strands returned to Michigan...this time to
stay. Clarence managed the new store, and Lucy sought outlets for
her many talents.
She was a hostess at Great Oaks Country Club. After dusting off
her shorthand dots and twizzles, she became secretary of Rochester
Community House, Rochester Symphony Guild, St. John Lutheran
Church Women’s Guild, and was corresponding secretary of the
Woman's National Farm and Garden Association. She enlisted as a
delegate to C.O.R.E. (Community Organization Research Exchange),
developed to assist non-profits.

Lucy found time to assist students with reading at McGregor
Elementary School, where her youngest child attended. “I also
especially liked to decorate the school library for the change of
seasons and various holidays,” she admits.
Lucy served as president of Inter-church Women of Rochester
and the Lutheran Women's Missionary League and served in other
capacities as well: Neighborhood House Board, liaison to Rochester
Hills Public Library Board, volunteer at Van Hoosen Museum,
co-chairman of Winkler Mill Questers #835, and a docent at
Meadowbrook Hall for several years. “I enjoyed that so much,”
Lucy reminisces, maintaining interest in all things historic.

H

owever, Lucy will always be known for her contributions to
OPC. During its initial formation at Rochester Community
House, where she was their first secretary, she considered retiring
from those duties. OPC's founder, Marye Miller, had other plans,
however, and asked Lucy to be program developer. Lucy established
the Humanities Discussion Group which met at Cliffview, Danish
Village, Avondale and Avon Tower. She helped develop the Victors’
Club, organized for victims of strokes and heart attacks.
When OPC was proposing a move to its current location, Lucy was
part of the planning committee that chose the building site (“I was
happy with that decision!” she avers.) The committee visited other
Michigan senior centers, garnering design ideas focused on all
aspects of senior life. She remained on the advisory council and was
elected by the City of Rochester to replace Sam Howlet as Senior
Representative to the OPC Governing Board, a position she held
for 23 years. For 21 of those years she was secretary, making
sure the minutes “passed muster.” In October 2019, she was honored
for her commitment and service with a resolution presented by the
mayor of the City of Rochester. Lucy officially retired in December
2019, and was recognized by OPC with a certificate, a beautiful cake,
and an “Ode to Lucy” poem written by Executive Director, Renee
Cortright!
Ode to Lucy
Dear Lucy you’re simply the best
A wonderful person, above all the rest
No better board secretary could we find
Correcting the minutes you didn’t mind
She’s kind hearted for her own good
Supporting the OPC like she would
Her singing skills are highly admired
At meetings and parties left many inspired
We’ve been blessed for the 21 years we’ve had
Your commitment and support made us glad
You will be remembered for your colorful comments unplanned
But most of all for your attitude that’s absolutely grand
Renee Cortright
(Continued on page 2)
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Meet Honored Senior, Lucy Strand

S

inging and performing were Lucy’s diversions. Formed in the
1980s, Heart of the Hills Players renewed her love of theatre,
while The Friendship Chorus, under her direction for 15 years,
renewed her passion for music and song. She participated in three
Red Stocking Revues (entertainments sponsored by the Junior
Women’s Club) and appeared in the “Holiday Tribute to our
Hometown” publication, which highlighted her volunteer work.
She has been in many of The 650 Players productions at OPC.
And lest we forget, Lucy was a past board member of Ms. Senior
Michigan and one of the finalists in the first Ms. Senior Michigan
Pageant.

(Continued from page 1)

L

ucy still keeps busy with her membership in Winkler Mill
Questers and the Woman’s National Farm and Garden
Association. She and Clarence are avid readers, especially history
and biographies. Their comfortable home lends itself to reading and
conversation; and Lucy’s circle of light is evident in every corner.
To meet Lucy Strand is to find a kindred spirit and to meet a woman
who never let age define her. Lucy is a woman who has vision and
meets goals with energy and resolve...always with a smile.▼

Did she and Clarence travel? Indeed. They have driven throughout
the United States and Canada, have been to Mexico and Puerto Rico,
and have journeyed to Europe (four times) visiting Austria, Hungary,
Norway, Sweden, Denmark and England. Joining Elderhostel also
provided 25 memorable trips.
After 37 years with JCPenney, Clarence retired. His efforts then
focused on membership with the Renovation Committee at St. John
Lutheran Church, where he served as an elder for 11 years. Both
he and Lucy have also been Stephen Ministers there. With more
free time Clarence had the opportunity to play softball at OPC for
three years, and he and Lucy carved out time to golf and ride bikes.
Although the Strands’ daughter, Sarah, lives in the Brighton
Michigan area, their four sons now live out of state: Mark
in Plainfield, Illinois; David in St. Louis, Missouri; Thomas in
Tallmadge, Ohio; and Peter in Santa Barbara, California. Clarence
and Lucy keep in touch with family through phone calls, visits,
cards, and letters. With eleven grandchildren and two greatgrandchildren, staying close is of utmost importance.
Vintage Views is a quarterly

publication with a circulation of
over 4,000, distributed to seniors,
advertisers, and locations throughout the community. OPC provides
a full spectrum of social, health and
wellness, and educational programs
including Meals on Wheels, hot
lunches, transportation, adult day
services, and travel.
Executive Director: Renee Cortright
650 Letica Dr. Rochester, MI 48307
Website: OPCseniorcenter.org
Main Operator: 248-656-1403
OPC Vintage Views
Editors: Maryann Wilshere and
Karen Lemon
Email: v@opcseniorcenter.org
Vintage Views: 248-608-0276
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Opinions expressed are not necessarily those of the OPC staff or Vintage Views.
While the OPC is unable to endorse any of the products or services of our
Vintage Views’ sponsors, we appreciate the support of these businesses.

Calling Writers, Poets, Proofreaders
Do you enjoy telling fiction or non-fiction stories in written words? Proofreading?
Vintage Views is the place for you…
A place for articles and poems written by, for, and about seniors!

We’re looking for you… Come join the fun!!
For information, contact: Maryann Wilshere or Karen Lemon (Editors) at the Vintage Views office 248.608.0276 or V@opcseniorcenter.org
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OPC Staff Spotlight...“We Welcome...”
Colleen Burtka,

Marianne McCauley,

By George Schuetz

By Diane Kaniut

Development & Marketing Officer
OPC members and staff are excited
to welcome Colleen Burtka as the
new Development & Marketing
Officer at OPC. Colleen’s background is in the non-profit sector,
where she worked in Development
and Event Planning. Her previous
position as the Event Coordinator
at Angels’ Place had her working
closely with sponsors, donors,
volunteers, and constituents, so
she understands the necessity of
establishing and building strong
relationships between an organization and its community of
supporters. In addition to her years at Angels’ Place, Colleen
worked in Development at the Michigan Humane Society where
she got her first taste of the non-profit world.

C

olleen relishes the opportunity to work with donors, supporters,
and corporate partners to continue the tradition of excellence
the OPC has carefully cultivated over the years. With the growth
of the senior population at a predicted 35% increase in the 60+
demographics between 2010 and 2030, the need to serve this
population with varied, enriching, and increasingly dynamic
programming is imperative. In order to meet this growing need,
Colleen’s primary responsibility will be fundraising and securing
the donations and sponsorships that make up almost 20 percent of
the OPC’s operating budget.
As the Development & Marketing Officer, one of the vital functions
of Colleen’s role is to communicate with the donor community,
keeping them informed as to how their contributions benefit the
OPC’s mission and members along with the impact of donor
generosity. It is also Colleen’s responsibility to increase public
awareness of the many ways they can benefit the Older Persons’
Commission through planned giving, bequests, Annual Fund Drive
participation, as well as volunteering and participating in any of our
special events, such as the Summer Solstice Soiree that benefits
Meals on Wheels.
Colleen has lived in the Rochester area for 22 years, and knows
what a wonderful and philanthropically minded community this is.
She’s very excited for the opportunity to continue to expand the
OPC’s footprint in the local landscape. Since arriving at OPC,
Colleen has been extremely impressed with the seemingly endless
and highly comprehensive offerings available to OPC members.
“All of the OPC programs are truly remarkable, with something
appealing for every member,” says Colleen.
Colleen is from the East Side and a proud graduate of Michigan
State University. She is a mom with two adult children as well as
a menagerie of two dogs and three cats. Colleen is a passionate
yoga practitioner and certified yoga instructor. She exclaims,
“Yoga keeps me sane!” Breathe, Colleen, Breathe! Welcome
to OPC!▼

Program Manager

There is a new face on staff at
the Older Person’s Commission.
This past October, Marianne
McCauley arrived at the OPC
to transition into the role of the
Enrichment and Art Department’s
Program Manager.

M

arianne and OPC members
are not strangers to each
other but instead are familiar
friends due to her facilitation of
the Veterans’ Connection program
prior to OPC employment.
A graduate of Fine Arts from Eastern Michigan University,
Marianne has had an eclectic career in art, public relations, and
marketing before finding her home at the OPC. She began her
career as a board artist, drawing advertisements for the Macomb
Daily newspaper. With the onset of the computer age, she moved
to Ford Motor Company as a graphic artist and website designer.
At the first stages of the Detroit City comeback, Marianne was
given the opportunity to work for Olympia Entertainment on the
fifth floor of the Fox Theater where she worked in public relations
and marketing.
With a move to Southern California for her husband’s job, she
spent her time there advocating for senior veterans working with
a team to help veterans navigate the benefits they may be eligible
to receive. That passion for seniors led her to the Senior Living
Industry that eventually led her home to Michigan and now to the
OPC. She looks forward to continuing the stellar reputation of the
Enrichment and Art Department, introducing new ideas, and
further enhancing the lives of OPC members. Marianne is a
native Michigander and currently lives in Clinton Township with
her husband, Mark. She is blessed with four children and two
grandsons.
As you can see Marianne’s background in art, planning, creative
design, public relations, and senior services makes her a perfect
fit to be Program Manager at OPC. We look forward to seeing
what new and innovative programming she and her team will
introduce to the membership while maintaining those tried and
true programs.
Marianne is excited to be part of such an amazing team. With
her quick smile, Marianne says, “I feel so blessed to have this
opportunity at OPC. I feel like someone needs to pinch me….
I can’t believe how fortunate I am!”▼
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Stumbling Down Memory Lane
By Bill Mihalic
I would never make light of chronic dementia, a condition our
mother struggled with for many years. Fortunately, Mom remained
upbeat and good natured throughout, but we still suffered the same
heartbreak felt by all families in that situation.

N

o, this article focuses on the gradual, age-related weakening
of memories that I’ve been experiencing. My sister and I
recently reminisced about our childhood home in a suburb of
Pittsburgh. We lived there until I was eight and she was only five,
yet she seems to remember much more about those times than I do.
Her recollection is so sharp I suspect that while I was doing all
the kid stuff she was quietly taking notes (or drawing pictures) in
preparation for a life-long flow of cash through sibling blackmail.
Since my memories from six decades ago are often less than perfect
(as are many of my memories from yesterday), I think it’s only fair
to let you know how to tell if I’m actually remembering something
or if I’m just using a little creativity when I share a recollection or
answer the question, “Do you remember…?” I suspect many of my
fellow seniors can identify with this.

No Certainty Whatsoever
“I think…”
If I start with this weak preface, disregard everything I say.
“It seems to me…”
With this lead-in, don’t even bother listening.
“I’m not sure, but…”
This is actually an unstated qualifier for every memory
I try to recall, but if I actually admit it out loud, then why
am I even saying whatever follows?
“It could have been that…”
OK, now I’m just guessing…and likely to get myself into
trouble.
“Let’s see…that would be…hmmm…”
These phrases are just filler material as I play for time, hoping
some relevant memory will pop into my mind so I can avoid
total embarrassment.
“Let’s see…that would be…hmmm…Oh, yes!”
This series would make a listener think that a relevant
memory did indeed suddenly crystalize in my mind when in
fact a completely random memory just floated by, and I’m
thinking, “What the heck, I’ll go with this one.”

Indicators of High Certainty
“I’m positive!”
Please bear in mind that on the “Degree of Certainty”
scale from 1 to 10, my “Positive” is only about an 8.

“No.”

“I’m absolutely positive!”
“Absolutely” does not indicate an even higher degree of
certainty; I just use it when I know there are no witnesses
or physical evidence to prove me wrong.
“I’d bet on it.”
It’s important to realize that this is just an expression, not an
offer to wager. I say it simply to convey a level of confidence
that I don’t really feel. In other words, I’m bluffing.
“I have a photographic memory.”
Okay, this is completely misleading. It means I can only
remember things if there’s a photograph to remind me.
“According to my notes…”
This sounds like slam-dunk credibility—unless you happen
to know that half the time I can’t even read my own
handwriting.
Signs of Some Uncertainty
“As I recall…”
Translation: “What I’m about to tell you has a 50/50 chance
of being accurate….”
“To the best of my recollection…”
Considering the general weakness of my recollection,
“best of” isn’t saying much.
“I’m pretty sure…”
Frankly, I don’t even know what this preface actually
means, but I’m pretty sure it means a lot less now than it
did 30 years ago.
“I vaguely remember…”
In other words, I remember that item with the same lack of
detail as all my memories. Or maybe I just have it confused
with a dream I had last night.
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M

This could mean, “No, I don’t remember that at all.” or
“No, I don’t want to remember that.”

aybe in the future I’ll forget about those qualifiers and just hold
up the number of fingers that corresponds to my confidence
level on the Degree of Certainty scale from 1 to 10. I expect that
most of the time I’ll be able to do that with just one hand.▼
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Creature Comforts
By Nancy Knitter

R

ecently, I signed a new car lease and was blown away by all
the added amenities. Just about everything is computer
generated. Climate controls are a dream with heated seats and a
heated steering wheel. This is the greatest perk for arthritic hands.
Driving on long distance trips is a comfortable experience. I can put
the radio on any station I like and set both the cruise control and the
interior temperature to enjoy a pleasant experience. I cannot help but
reminisce about my first long distance trip with my parents to Sioux
City, Iowa.
I was 10 years old and we lived in Milwaukee. My dad drove a
1933 Continental Flyer automobile which was manufactured in
Wisconsin. My folks were not big travelers, but my mom’s favorite
aunt and uncle lived in Sioux City.
Luckily it was summertime because the Continental Flyer did not
have a heater—in winter, we bundled up in blankets. Because it was
a long trip, Dad carried extra oil and gasoline in the trunk. Wow,
that was risky. I think he knew the car might not be as dependable
as we thought.
We packed our suitcases and headed out early in the morning. I don’t
recall the speed limit at that time, but I don’t think the car could do
more than 60 miles per hour tops. There were no freeways in those
days, just two-lane roads that meandered through many small towns.
The trip seemed to be going smoothly when the car started to rumble
a bit and make some troubling noises. Dad stopped at the next big
town and had it checked out at a garage in Appleton, Wisconsin.
The news was not good. There were major problems and the car
was not drivable. What do we do now?

D

ad decided we should take the train the rest of the way. The car
could remain at the garage until our return, when Dad would
get help from one of his 13 brothers to retrieve it. The garage
manager gave us a ride to the train depot; we were lucky a train
heading west to Sioux City was coming within two hours. I don’t
recall how many hours we traveled,
but I was thrilled to have my first train
trip—a first for all three of us!
My great aunt and uncle met us at the
train station and took us to their home
located on a very high hill just outside
Sioux City. I soon found out why they
chose that high site for their home.
Sioux City had had severe flooding
for a number of years; their home was
always spared. In fact, people would
come up to their property to camp and
wait for the flood waters to recede
down in their neighborhoods. The
local movie theater kept a flood level
measure with the last flood measuring
over eight feet inside the theater. The
restoration was impressive.

A

fter a week-long visit, we
boarded the train for Milwaukee.
The trip home seemed very long, since
most of the scenery consisted of farms
and corn fields, but I enjoyed the train
ride. Soon after, Dad and a couple of

his brothers drove to Appleton and towed the Continental Flyer
home where it became scrap. Shortly after, we became owners of
a used 1941 Chevrolet—with a heater!
Kudos over the years to the automotive industry for the everincreasing pleasant experience of drivers and their passengers.
Although, I am not quite sure if I am ready for a self-driving vehicle
yet! For now, I’m happy with the heated comforts of my new car
and especially grateful for my heated steering wheel.▼

Classic Cars in Literature
Classic older cars are often written about in popular literature.
An example is the Stephanie Plumb Series of up to 26 books
by Janet Evanovich. In her books she hysterically describes
her Uncle Sandor’s
powder blue 1953 Buick
Roadmaster aka “Big
Blue” stating that the
biggest advantage, as
she sees it, is that the car
seems to be nearly
indestructible despite
her many vehicular
mishaps.
Cars of the past were
heavy resulting in higher gas usage, were huge, had sparse
interior amenities, and were considerably less safe.
With advantages and disadvantages of classic versus present
day cars, you decide... creature comforts or fond memories.▼
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Auf Wiedersehen—A Last Good-Bye
By Adam Thiny
“Suchen Sie ein Grab,” an elderly lady’s voice interrupted my
thoughts as I ambled back and forth between grave markers. “Ja,”
I replied in her native language, “Yes, I am seeking the grave of
a relative.” I mentioned the name, but she could not recall having
seen it. She informed me that after a lapse in time, if required fees
are not paid, the grave transfers over to another person. I thanked
her, and after an unsuccessful search exited the cemetery. No grave
or headstone, only memories of her remained!

M

y earliest recollection of Milles Oma (Oma meaning grandmother) dates back to 1945. Just prior to the ending of WWII,
every ethnic German in our Balkan village had been expelled and
freighted to incarceration camps. My sister (age 9) and I (age 7)
wound up in a camp designated for the young children, the sick, and
the very old. Here, in this camp of the vanquished, we developed
close ties with Milles Oma. She kept us alive!
Early in 1947, after my sister and I had been reunited with our mother
and grandparents, we were relocated to another incarceration camp
from which we managed to escape. Ultimately, we arrived in Austria
where we shared a refugee camp with 4,000 other homeless Germans,
Vienna 1961: Milles Oma wearing the traditional black head scarf.
many being from our former hometown in the Balkans, including
Milles Oma and her immediate family.
evening, when it came time for me to leave, Milles Oma insisted that
In November of 1951, my mother, my sister, and I immigrated to the I stay overnight. Reluctantly, I accepted her invitation.
United States of America. My second cousin, Greti, (granddaughter
Late afternoon of the following day, I thanked my amiable hosts, bid
of Milles Oma) and her parents arrived in the United States a few
months later. Having been cited for gathering dried-up tree branches my farewells, and then left their house. Milles Oma accompanied me
for firewood in an Austrian forest, Milles Oma’s request to immigrate past the chain-link garden fence out to the street. She then gifted
to the United States had been denied. She would spend the remaining me with a book as a remembrance of her. When she claimed the
story line related to me, I wasn’t sure what she meant. The book’s
20 years of her life separated from her family.
paper jacket hinted toward a love triangle: impoverished young man
hen I returned to Austria for the first time, in the summer of
engaged to wealthy banker’s daughter, but also covets aristocratic
1961, I found Milles Oma living in a new settlement outside
young maiden. This definitely did not match my profile. Well, I still
Vienna with a family we had befriended in the refugee camp. They
have that book; I’ll just have to read it, someday.
greeted me like the returning prodigal son—preparing a feast of fried
s I began to leave, Milles Oma remained motionless in front of
chicken plucked from their own chicken coop, fresh vegetables harthe iron fence gate, tears trickling down her wrinkled cheeks as
vested from their sprouting garden, and multiple desserts. That
we exchanged our Auf Wiedersehens. I then turned around and
walked away. The rural street was flat and
straight as an arrow. A half-mile distance would
bring me to the main road where I would then
hop onto the first of multiple buses and streetcars
that would transport me across Vienna to my
grandfather’s residence.

W

A

I had barely taken 200 steps, when I stopped
and glanced back. Milles Oma was still standing
there, her left hand clutching the opened iron
gate. I waved, she waved. This scene repeated
itself perhaps five times; like a statue she stood
there and waved. But then, when I turned one
more time, I stared down an empty street.
Supposedly she knew that this was not an
Auf Wiedersehen—till we meet again—but
truly was a last good-bye.
Not yet foreseen was that 25 years in the future
I would return to Vienna and search for the
gravesite of Milles Oma.▼
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It's Quite a Revelation
By Hans Koseck

O

ur word quite is quite a word. We don’t really need it, but
somebody invented it. So we use it. He is quite old means he
is old. She is quite young means she is young. It's quite late means
it’s late. Quite in these cases is superfluous. Yet, somebody created
it. It means nothing.
However and obviously, someone saw the need for establishing it.
It’s not a loud word like very and most. It is a quiet word like
some and any. Although sometimes it insinuates a mysterious
connotation like in he's quite a guy. Nobody knows what kind of
guy he is; we are supposed to guess. But we don’t know. So, what’s
the use of stating it and teasing us? Is he a good guy or a bad guy
or merely an unusual guy? People use that term in abundance, also
pertaining to things and events and what have you, which is also
rather superfluous, if you know what I’m saying.
Somebody must have decided that there was a need to create the
word quite. We don’t know who did it. And we don’t know why it
was coined. All we know is that we could do and live without that
word. A task force must have decided that it’s worth being entered
into the dictionary.
We know that, like quite, every one of the millions of words
that appear in hundreds of languages was once invented by
either a person or a committee. It could not be looked up. The
nomenclature of the vast majority of words had to be established,
after consideration of sounds of thousands of descriptions of things,
thoughts, emotions, fauna, and flora—by a dictatorial assembly of
linguists. Prior to that instant there were probably thousands of
names for what we now know as apple tree and snake and fig leaf
in the English language.

T

housands of years ago, possibly almost a million years ago, in
what is now England, natives were able to mutter merely
primitive, natural sounds of moans and groans and cries as
communication. They imitated the hissing and howling and roaring
of wind, the rustling of leaves, the cracking of breaking branches,
the splashing of wild river water, the sounds that animals make,
thunder, crying of babies. There was no conversation in sentences
among people. Life was simple and tough. The search for food was
their daily main chore.
There was a bum on their land. That's what the father called it and
that’s how the children knew it. Much later, when other children
from far away appeared at their place, those admired that huge arb.
“It’s not an arb, it’s a bum,” said the children. “Our dad says it’s
an arb,” said the others. They met children from other families and

found that they also had different names for the thing. Some
children insisted that it is a ree. Other children knew it as a ter.
Eventually the smart children discovered that if they wanted to
communicate they had to identify things by a common name. They
decided to combine the ree and the ter and to call it a tree. They all
agreed on that name and word of mouth spread it around and within
the next hundreds of years it was known all over England as a tree.
And when word of pen and ink was invented, it found its way into
the English dictionary.
In this manner every single word in every language on Earth had to
be invented, created, broadcast, scrutinized, compared, declared,
accepted, guaranteed, categorized, established, and notarized. Every
word! It was an almost unimaginable, immense, and laborious
undertaking over thousands of years and we are still adding to it.

T

he linguists had narrowed down the word for themselves as
a group to three entries: Pee, Po and Pel. Three-syllable
words were still uncommon and two of the men suggested to call
themselves peepel. But the Po-guy wanted his O also inserted into
the word and he suggested, in order to retain the same amount of
letters, even if silent, to call themselves Pepole. It sounded Italian
and they didn’t like it. They noticed that on the typewriter O and P
were so close to each other that nobody would notice if they
switched them around and they arrived at Pe-op-le, and that’s the
word we have now for a bunch of us. Words (and trees) are still
different in different languages. We will probably never all speak
the same language! That is the Weltschmerz!▼
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Remembering the Champ
By Michael Flannery

I

have always had an interest in listening to, watching, and reading
about boxing starting as a youngster until the current day. In
particular, I have enjoyed following the career of Muhammad Ali.
Until his death on June 3, 2016, at age 74, he was probably the most
renowned sports figure
in the United States and
internationally.
He called himself “The
Greatest”; he was a true
boxing legend and an
American. Additionally,
Muhammad Ali was
an activist and a
philanthropist. He was
on the cover of Sports
Illustrated 40 times.

Muhammad Ali was sitting in a chair and was signing autographs.
Alongside of him was Drew Bundini Brown, Muhammad Ali’s
assistant trainer and corner man, along with all of Ali’s entourage.
There was a gentleman in the room that had two boxing gloves for
sale. I bought them both along with a photo of the Champ. When
I got to the front of the line, I gave Muhammad Ali one of my newly
purchased boxing gloves which he signed with the inscription
“Muhammad Ali 3 time World Heavyweight Boxing Champion”
and dated it January 1985.

I had mentioned to him that the boxing glove was for my son. As I
was walking away, Ali summoned me back and requested that I give
him the glove. He then added some heartfelt words to the glove “To
Mike Jr. Love” and
drew a smiley face
on the boxing glove.
I will always treasure
this moment and
Muhammad Ali’s
In 1964, I was a freshman
thoughtfulness.
at Western Michigan
Hoping for his
University and lived in a
signature, I also gave
boys’ dorm on campus at
him a photo of himthe time. On February 25,
self that I bought; he
1964, a 22-year-old brash
subsequently signed
boxer named Cassius Clay
and dated it. On the
fought a formidable fightcover of the June 13,
er, Sonny Liston, who was
2016, issue of
10 years his elder for the
Sports Illustrated
World Heavy Weight boxing championship. Ten of my classmates
was a picture of Ali
who resided on the same floor of my dorm made a wager on the fight Signed:
to commemorate his
To Mike Jr.
as to who would win and which round would be the winning round.
passing on June 3
Love Muhammad Ali
We each chipped in a whole dollar for the bet and listened intently
on the radio, anxious for the outcome. As it turned out, Sonny Liston 3 Time World Heavy Weight Boxing Champion of that year with
the photo likeness
was cut up badly and had a damaged shoulder and was unable to
that
he
signed
for
me
in
1985.
I
still
have
the
boxing
glove and photo
come out for the seventh round. We had a new Heavy Weight
which
I
display
every
four
years
during
the
Summer
Olympics.
At
Boxing Champ in Cassius Clay, and I was the champ of my dorm
the
Rome
Summer
Olympics
in
1960,
Muhammad
Ali
(Cassius
Clay
floor collecting an entire ten dollars!
at the time) won Olympic Boxing Gold in the light heavyweight
In 1964, Cassius Clay adopted his Muslim name of Muhammad Ali division at age 18.
although he never legally changed his name. In the 1960s, a legal
n 1975, 10 years prior to his Parkinson’s disease, Muhammad Ali
name change was not required and one could assume another name,
purchased a home on an 81-acre farm in Berrien Springs,
if desired.
Michigan, where he spent summers and part of his retirement until
n 1985, I happened to go into work on a Saturday. I had heard that 2006. Muhammad Ali had an exquisite car collection stored on his
Muhammad Ali was going to appear at a hotel in Troy, Michigan. estate in a collections garage, some of which is being sold this year.
It was a small memorabilia show but couldn’t have had a more
On a flight to Florida a number of
important draw. I skipped lunch and went over to the hotel.
years ago, I sat next to Muhammad
Ali’s mechanic responsible for
maintaining his car collection.
Robert Matouka
He was traveling to an island for
Insurance Agent
vacation. I remember him speaking
Robert P.Matouka Insurance Agency
so highly of Muhammad Ali and
Ali’s kindness to him and the staff.
119 W 4th St

I

I

Rochester, MI 48307
Office 248-652-7333
Cell 248-224-4474
Fax 248-652-7434

rmatouka@farmersagent.com
MI Producer LIC 0743142

...These are treasured recollections
of, and connection to, the boxer
who in the ring…
“floated like a butterfly
and stung like a bee”
—Muhammad Ali,
“The Greatest.”▼
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Long Live The Beautiful Monarch Butterfly
By Jean Wade

A

few healthy green milkweed plants are now gracing our front
yard. My husband read they attract monarch butterflies and a
few days later, a stunning “king of the butterflies” orange and black
monarch was sighted flittering around the milkweed plants. More
butterflies appeared singularly. It was impossible to determine if
they were different butterflies or the same beauty! Their design is
consistently uniform. We cannot tell them apart. How does one
butterfly distinguish between others?
A few days later, some small, round, brown, moldy looking spots
appeared under a leaf. Four days later some ominous black spikey
insects, larger than flies, appeared dining under a leaf. These
morphed into bright yellow, white and black caterpillars, with
nothing to do but eat an entire leaf, leaving
only a yellow leaf center rib. “You know why
they are those colors?” asked my husband,
rhetorically. “Because they are poisonous and
so birds do not eat them.” Someone had done
their homework!
My husband was so enthusiastic that I found
it both amusing and contagious. He was
Photo by Jean Waid
concerned about ants that appeared who
seemed bent on reaching the caterpillars. He took a leaf and
caterpillar to our family room. I seriously questioned the wisdom
of this. I treasure an antique wool oriental rug and an antique wool

Cottage Memories
By Jean Wade
My parents’ vacation place was a small,
primitive, one-room cottage in the middle
of a large woods. This was located near
Grant, Michigan, 100 miles northwest
from our home near Lansing.

A

s I reflect about the cottage and the
times spent there, these are some fond
memories that warm my heart…
…The cottage is on a bluff surrounded on
three sides by a steep ravine. We had the best
home-made swing on the planet to swing out
over that ravine. A small creek winds around
the base of that hill and very huge old pine
trees tower above. This view is spectacular
in any season.
…We crossed a small creek on a narrow
footbridge to fill heavy water pails where we
fetched wonderfully tasty cold water from
a spring near the base of a very long and
steep hill. Once, tiny turtles delighted us at
that location. How we loved to play on a
sand dune near that spring.
…The cottage was heated with a blazing fire
in the huge stone fireplace that Dad had built.
My older brother Don and sister Suzanne,
and I would stay in our beds under warm,
colorful, homemade quilts until Dad made
a roaring fire every morning. Bedrooms were
separated by canvas curtains. We used
kerosene lamps and a mighty cold outhouse
in those early days.

Navajo rug. I know moths like to eat
(read ruin) anything wool they can
find. I assumed a monarch was also
capable of dining on wool. My
husband confidently declared they
eat only milkweed leaves. There were
no milkweed leaves remaining in our
family room for it to eat.

L

ater in the week, my husband announced he had no idea where
the caterpillar and leaf had gone. I tried really hard not to over
react. Surely a disappearing caterpillar is not a good sign! A few
days later, our son, Steve, and his five-year-old son Jonathan, arrived.
Steve had yet to hear about the butterfly farm we were harboring.
He soon joined us in the kitchen stating he had caught a monarch
butterfly in the family room and put it outdoors. We burst into
laughter! Voila, the case of a missing caterpillar was solved.
Soon we all gathered outside to admire the monarch eggs and more
spikey insects that had appeared underneath leaves. It was easier for
Jonathan to count them than for us; he was closer to milkweed
height. He was fascinated with our monarch butterfly story and
proceeded to check on milkweed plants and inhabitants, often.
I admit his excitement far surpassed my own. It was fun to observe
his enchantment with monarch butterflies!▼
Note: There are four stages to a monarch butterfly: eggs, larvae
(caterpillar), pupa, and adult. There are four generations a year;
ours was the July/August, third generation.

…Dad was raised on a nearby farm. When
he was young, his father would pick up
neighborhood children in winter with his
horse-drawn wagon and take them all to a
one-room school house.
…Dad always had either a Springer or
Brittany Spaniel in residence. How fondly
I remember Joy, Bonnie, Bonnie, Silver,
Silver, and Joy. This repetitious naming of
pets seemed perfectly normal at the time.
These beloved pets enjoyed a revered place
in our family and had the run of the cottage.

and trees. I picked wild strawberries,
blackberries, and wintergreen berries. We
picked delicious nickel-size blueberries at
a neighboring blueberry farm. I gathered
moss for terrariums, saw deer and lightning
bugs, and feared bear. No one bothered to
tell me there were no bears in that area. Our
sons Greg, David, and Steve enjoyed that
woods as much as my husband and I did.
…My dad added central heating with a wood
burning stove that he designed. He had it fabricated at the welding shop in Grant. Dad was
the epitome of an all-around handy man. He
began to enlarge the cottage and eventually it
was transformed into a comfy tri-level home.

…One of Dad's earlier pets treed a large
Black Snake in a small pine tree near the
back porch of the cottage. I only know that
Mom and Don did something to that snake
…Dad enjoyed raising Christmas trees as
with shovels; Suzanne and I were told to stay a strenuous hobby. He cleverly invented a
inside the cottage and were happy to do so.
self-planting seedling machine for his tractor.
Fire lanes needed plowing. Various tree
…Dad was a veterinarian and Michigan
Agricultural College (MAC) graduate, which blights had to be sprayed. Trees needed to
be pruned and shaped as they grew. Raising
became Michigan State University in 1955.
Christmas trees is truly a labor of love!
By the way, Don, our Uncle Herb, my
husband Roger, son Greg, and I all graduated … After Dad retired from his career with the
from MSU as well. GO GREEN!
Michigan State Health Department, he moved
…At age four, I helped Don get rid of wasps back to Grant, a place filled with his own
by the door, by clapping my hands. OUCH! fond memories.
…In winter we had to sled in supplies a half
mile from the road. We knew COLD until the
fireplace was ablaze. We thought it was such
fun to spend Christmas there. I can still taste
the hot chocolate and roasted marshmallows.
…In warmer weather, how I loved roaming
the fields and woods. I found two arrowheads
there. I learned to identify birds, butterflies,

I

still have my little (quarter-size) red cow
bell. I wore it on a cord around my neck
when very young so
I would not get lost in
the woods—a busy life
my parents had and there
were many places for
a child to wander. ▼

Photo by Jean Waid
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Outdoor Gardens…the beautiful setting amongst nature’s beauty
OPC special events, having lunch, socializing, exercise, and simply being with the flowers...
By Maryann Wilshere

Outdoor Gardens and Late Bloomers Volunteers…

Steward of the garden Nancy Szerlag and the many garden volunteers
plan, create, and lovingly care for the OPC Outdoor Gardens and the
Atrium. She shared with me this beautiful summary of the gardens
and the blossoming plans for the 2020 season.
The “Late Bloomers” who are
OPC garden volunteers are taking
advantage of winter to rest up
and contemplate new changes
and plantings in the Stone House
Garden for the 2020 season.
Our first priority when weather
permits is to get the garden
prepped, planted, and bursting
with color in time for the second
annual Summer Solstice Soiree
on Friday, June 19.
Later in the season we hope to
begin working on a small rockgarden planting in the area that
visitors are first greeted by entering from the OPC lower parking
lot or coming by to work out on new outdoor athletic equipment.
Besides looks and easy care, when making selections we focus on
pollinator-friendly plants. Those pollinators are key to a healthy
ecosystem. We often forget beneficial bugs and plants provide
the food for the frogs, toads, butterflies, and birds we also enjoy
wandering among our OPC gardens.

Nancy has been the OPC “master” gardener for the past six years.
She is an example of how gardening and especially being part
of the “Late Bloomers” is beneficial by being social, providing
fun body movement, and simply being with nature’s beauty and
hands-in-the-dirt food for the soul.
Nancy attributes the OPC gardens, the
Late Bloomers, and some customized
personal training body conditioning for
keeping her young.
With a warm smile and joy in her
voice, she loves to share her experience,
knowledge, and most of all her joys of
gardening with the many volunteers for
whom she is so grateful.
If you love being in the outdoors,
talking with other
“happy to be chatting with flowers”
people...
come join the Late Bloomers.
Volunteers needed.
The flowers love volunteers!▼
Late Bloomers meet monthly on the
1st and 3rd Wednesdays, 10:00-11:30 a.m.
Watch the newsletter for details.

Outdoor Fitness Park… Last autumn a wonderful expansion of OPC fitness programs was added to the lower level outdoor area.
It provides low-impact exercise in the fresh air and with views of OPC gardens bursting with colors and textures.

The Fitness Park was funded by grants from the Community Foundation in partnership with the Ralph C. Wilson Foundation that continues
the late Mr. Wilson’s love and loyalty for places that shaped him and for organizations and individuals who are making a difference every
day in their communities. Ralph Wilson was a Detroit native and founder of the Buffalo Bills.
The OPC fitness equipment is ADA accessible and is situated on a cushioned and smooth surface. The strength and cardio equipment is
specifically designed to promote balance, flexibility, and overall health and wellness. Whether for casual usage or circuit training, come
to the Park where you’ll find seated and standing options on the elliptical, chest press, sit-up bench, captain’s core chair, back extension,
leg extension, or pull down equipment…and enjoy the view and fresh air.▼
The Park is “open” 24/7 and free for
OPC members ages 50+ who seek
to improve their fitness level. Any
questions, stop by the Sports Desk.
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Wine Tasting … Life is like a fine wine to be sipped and favored. ~ Pittacus Lore
OPC takes pride in our many innovative programs and services so the addition of Wine Tastings in 2018 solidified our famous tag line
“Something for everyone 50+!” The wine-paired cheese and appetizer tastings have been a big hit with our members. The tastings are held
during each new season and focus on wines from every wine region in the world: USA, France, Germany, Australia, South Africa, Italy,
and South America.
Michael Cregar, Certified Sommelier with Woodberry Wine Company, works with the nutrition staff to
develop a menu that compliments each wine offering. Michael is very animated and makes the tastings
enjoyable for all attendees. He not only educates the participants on the basics of the wine industry, but
discusses the country of origin and the process of creating the wine. Our members thoroughly enjoy the
wine tastings as they are informal, and they enjoy being able to ask questions during the presentation. The
room and tables are decorated by the staff to represent the theme.
In August 2019, the wine tasting was held in our
beautiful OPC cottage gardens with the Casablanca
film theme. The movie takes place in Morocco
about the time of WWII so this tasting explored
the wine regions of France, Germany, Italy, and
Africa in a tribute to the movie—five wines in
all. Michael dressed the part and
provided a presentation about the movie,
quotes, and, of course, the great wines!
As wine gets better with age, so do our friendships at the OPC. So come
with your spouse or friends…and we’ll see you at the next wine tasting!▼
Watch for details of 2020 Wine Tastings in the newsletter,
in the lobby, and in your OPC Senior Center email news!

Summer Solstice Soiree … Last year marked the inaugural
Summer Solstice Soiree in the OPC’s lovely perennial gardens.
The annual fundraising event for Meals on Wheels was moved to
the grounds of the OPC in order to give guests the opportunity
to experience the breathtaking summertime garden and charming
stone cottage.

The weather did not disappoint, and it was a truly magical evening
of dining, music, lawn games, a fabulous silent auction, and a Sparkle
to end the evening.
The event’s success was the result of the many event sponsors and the
care and dedication of so many:
 Nancy Szerlag and the Late Bloomers Gardening Club
who had the gardens in peak form,
 Gracious volunteers who served the event,
 OPC team members who helped with event setup and teardown.
Even as the winter winds blow outside…
everyone is already dreaming of summer
and looking forward to the June 19, 2020, event!▼
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Trash or Treasure

w

By Michael Flannery
hen I was a youngster, I enjoyed collecting and trading
baseball, football, and hockey cards like many of my
boyhood friends. To my dismay as well as that of many of my
friends, once we left home our parents threw out or gave away
our collections not realizing their future value. I certainly wish
I still had my Mickey Mantle rookie card.
Over the years, I started a new collection of sports memorabilia
from all different sports. When my son was about five years old,
we started to go to various ball shows that gave us the opportunity
to do fun activities of mutual interest. I’ve always been interested in
collecting unique sports items. In a number of instances, I have met
the sport stars whose signatures I have. Many of the items in my
collection have stories that go along with how they were obtained.

At a church one day, three Detroit Tigers
were signing items (including Jim Price,
Gates the Gator Brown, and Norm
Stormin’ Norman Cash). Two baseballs
and a Tigers’ helmet later….Just after
that, Norm Cash died in a drowning
accident—I was very fortunate to have
met him.

W

hen my wife taught elementary
school, she would have her
students write poems and send them to
Ernie Harwell, the great Detroit Tigers
broadcaster. Ernie would read the poems
on the air between innings. He sent tapes
I still have my baseball glove I used when I was a kid. It is an
of his readings to my wife who then
Al Kaline 1954 Wilson Ball Hawk autograph model. A number
played them for her class; the children were thrilled! Ernie also came
of years ago I ran into Al Kaline who was signing in a church in
and gave a talk to the entire school. He would often sign baseballs
Birmingham, Michigan, and asked him to sign this glove. He was
and even parents’ shoes. Do you recall a book he wrote entitled
delighted to see the glove and said it was his first autograph model.
The Babe Signed My Shoe? My wife formed a wonderful relationship
At the mall one Saturday a dealer was selling a baseball signed by
with Ernie and his wife Lulu. We had lunch one afternoon with Ernie
the entire Detroit Tigers 1945 World Series team including signatures at his favorite restaurant. I have a number of baseballs and books
such as Hank Greenberg and Dizzy Trout. It joined my collection!
signed by Ernie Harwell via that relationship.
From the 1968 Tigers and Cardinals World Series, I have a pennant
After my wife was in an automobile accident seriously damaging
collection along with signed baseballs from several players on the
her leg, she and Ernie were speaking about her orthopedic surgeon
team, as well as my program and two tickets from Game 5 that
and how he saved her leg (12 surgeries). Ernie agreed to have lunch
Mickey Lolich won for the Tigers. That was the game where Jose
when she could walk again. She could. Ernie kept up his part of the
Feliciano played his guitar and sang the National Anthem which
bargain, and we returned again to the same restaurant for lunch. My
caused a lot of fuss.
wife’s surgeon brought his brother and father (both orthopedic
Watching a Channel 56 auction at home in 1972, there was a donated surgeons) to the luncheon and they were thrilled. We bought
game ball from a New York Mets and Chicago Cubs game; I was so books for each doctor; Ernie personalized each book and signed
excited to win the bid. The ball has many signatures most importantly them. My wife’s surgeon said it was the best gift he has ever
Tom Seaver, Ernie Banks, and Tug McGraw. I remember my brother received from a patient.
and I driving down to the television station late that night to pick up I have always appreciated the late Hall of Fame manager of the
that ball!
Detroit Tigers, Sparky Anderson, and have a baseball he signed
when we met him on one of our trips to see the Tigers exhibition
hile in Las Vegas one time, my wife, my son, and his
games at Lakeland, Florida. The ball is very special to me. In 2010
soon-to-be wife (I had to work) walked into a memorabilia
I attended Sparky Anderson’s annual fund raiser for the Catch
store and purchased a baseball signed by Joe Dimaggio as an
Foundation at the MGM Grand in Detroit and bid on a Copley Guitar
anniversary gift for me. A day later, Joe Dimaggio passed away
signed and auctioned by the country duo called Bomshel. I won the
and immediately the dealer contacted my wife trying to buy the
bid and still have the guitar along with a CD and DVD. Bomshel’s
ball back, but she wouldn’t sell.
album “Fight Like a Girl” and recording of the same title is the
anthem for the fight against breast cancer. I feel fortunate to have
obtained the guitar and helped support the fine work of Sparky
Anderson’s Catch Foundation which is still in existence even though
Sparky is no longer with us. His legacy continues to this day.

W

In my collections, I have accumulated a lot of baseball memorabilia
including many baseballs and bats signed by Hall of Fame players.
After the Tigers moved to Comerica Park from Tiger Stadium, two
seats from the stadium were up for bid; I won the bid and treasure
the seats now displayed in my basement.

C

ollecting sports memorabilia has been a hobby of mine over
the years. Sports collecting has changed over the years,
especially with the onset of the Internet and varying interests of
today’s youth, but it is an activity that can bring much enjoyment
and value. I feel fortunate to have obtained the items, to be able
to provide some insight into the collection, and share my
memorabilia collecting joys.▼
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Tastes of South Korea
By Sam Seabright

Itaewon, Seoul, is a
popular U.S. shopping
district in Korea,
because English is
generally spoken there.

I lost weight every time I visited Korea.
From my room on the 28th floor of the Lotte World Hotel at the
southeastern edge of Seoul (sool), every morning I would walk
to the Club Room for a breakfast of boiled eggs and seaweed.
Seaweed is highly nutritious, with lots of minerals that give it a
metallic taste. After a few cups of black coffee, I went down to the
lobby where my colleague, Mr. Park, waited.

M

r. Park and I drove an hour south of Seoul, into the mountains,
to the city of I’Cheon (ee-chawn). The modern auto fuelsystems plant and high-tech test facility overlooked rice paddies,
a stark contrast between new and old cultures. The company-paid
bus was unloading its passengers—employees of all ranks. I rode
the bus too on some days, as many of the employees lived in Seoul.
Entering the plant we took off our shoes as if we were entering
someone’s home. There was no mistaking mine: the shoes of an
American giant!
The plant was immaculately clean and well-lit. We went upstairs
where we met plant manager Y. G. Lee and the plant secretary
Mrs. Cho. Many Korean families have the name Park, Lee or
Cho. After a plant tour, we all discussed their safety, health and
environmental issues. (Case in point: in the men’s washroom,
there were several toothbrushes in a glass. No wonder sometimes
the plant closed because everyone was sick!)
For lunch we usually ate a Korean meal in the plant cafeteria,
elbow-to-elbow with executives, engineers and line workers all
eating the same meals provided at no cost to employees. We used
stainless steel chopsticks; I never did get the hang of metal
chopsticks, although they worked pretty well with sticky rice.
Lunch was usually baked chicken or seafood, and the usual
kim-chi. There were several types of kim-chi (kim-chee)—pickled
or marinated vegetables, usually bok choi, kale or garlic. Most
Korean meals include kim-chi ranging from mild sauerkraut to
super hot spicy garlic. Very low-cal!
Some days we went to the Miranda Hotel restaurant in I’Cheon
for seafood buffet. They advertised 20 different kinds of squid.
We also had choices of sea cucumber, sea urchin, eel, and baby
octopus. I liked the taste and texture of most of these unusual
seafoods, especially octopus.

O

n the way back to the plant, we stopped at a celadon ceramic
factory. I’Cheon is the center for this traditional Korean graygreen, crackle-glazed pottery reminiscent of jade—very expensive.
First made in China, Korean Buddhists started making celadon over
a thousand years ago. Many celadon articles are national treasures.
I bought a set of small bud vases, but all sizes up to great urns
were available.

M

ost evenings, I ate alone
at one of the many underground local restaurants, having
food that looked somewhat familiar.
My favorites were chicken noodle
soup or pizza topped with octopus
instead of pepperoni. Yum!
Sometimes I went to the Itaewon (ee-tay-wan) shopping district,
a warren of above- and below-ground shops that sold almost
anything very cheaply, especially clothes (some in bright Korean
colors, mainly red, yellow and orange), shoes, luggage and jewelry.
Koreans love to haggle prices, payable in U.S. dollars or the
Korean won.
The vendors, like most of the Koreans I met, spoke excellent or
at least serviceable English, often with a British accent. My favorite
store made long-hair Afghan sweaters; I bought several over the
years for my wife, Brenda. The owner knew me and knew what
I wanted each time since the first of many visits. Some of the
Afghans are trimmed with fox fur, and all are beautiful, rare and
very expensive here. Itaewon is a shopper’s delight, a day well
“spent.”
One evening Mr. Park introduced me to a traditional bulgogi dish
at an upscale restaurant: strips of beef (very expensive in Korea)
cooked on a dome grill. Very tasty! Dinner included the ubiquitous
kim-chi. Dinner conversation included questions about where I live,
how big is my house, how big is my car, etc. Koreans are very
interested in us but much of their knowledge comes from old
Hollywood movies.
On one weekend, the office crew took me on a hike up Mt. Namsan,
north of Seoul, into the Bukhansan National Park. After a visit to
the Buddhist temple and monastery that face Seoul, we had a picnic
lunch of seaweed-wrapped rice rolls (somewhat like those you see
at our local grocery sushi counter) and tea. We enjoyed a very nice
all-day outing. Koreans like to take long hikes on weekends,
preferably up the scenic mountains, much like our Mt. Namsan
trek; some youngsters run up the mountains!

A

t night from my hotel room, I could look down and see the
quiet expanse of city lights. There were many high-rise
apartment buildings; each unit has a balcony, with kim-chi crocks
on each one. In the morning, looking out the window from the hotel,
down onto the sidewalks you could watch school children dressed
in their individual school colors walking to school or a bus stop.
With also colorful, small backpacks and caps that matched their
uniforms, they were a vivid sight to behold. There were dozens
of red neon crosses. Each cross marked a Christian chapel. The
missionaries must have been very busy in Seoul—and they were
no doubt very thin!▼
Celadon bud vases in beautiful green glaze.
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~~~ Poems ~~~
Valentine’s Day
On Valentine’s Day I got her a shiny new car
It was a ruby red color and you could see her coming from afar
With black rims and seats and a grey pinstripe
Glowing in the dark as it was so bright
Roll down those windows and the moon roof
And blast that music louder than 80 proof
Look in the mirror and see that it is you

Spring Feast
Four and twenty blue jays
eating from a pie plate,
four and dozen deer go by
munching apples when they wait.
Two and twenty robins
in the crabapple tree,
starlings, juncos, chickadees
on a feeding spree.

Driving down that highway and steering that wheel so true
Say hello to the night so young
And take back the youth where you came from
I won’t forget those red roses of love and desire
As they still ignite that fire
Be my Valentine again and again
Your heart is mine as lover and friend
Michael Flannery

Memory
Mattresses have memory foam;
computers have a brain.
Our TVs know which shows we want—
so many it's insane.
Our phones remember messages
and useless information;
cars include technology
defying explanation.

If you feed them they will come,
winter stores were scarce—
everyone is hungry now
because their meals are sparse.
Frozen worms and buried seeds,
no wonder they go south.
It’s up to us to ease their pain
and feed a hungry mouth.
We built our homes upon their land
so it behooves us, lend a hand.
Sam Seabright

Everything has memory now,
which brings me to a query:
Why can't I remember things?
Now that's a little scary

Reflections (villanelle)

Alyson Denyer

Look up, and you and I can see the sky.
On this dark beach the stars are in their place,
we see ourselves afar, and wonder why.
We see Orion, sword hanging at his thigh,
and far beyond we see through starry space.
Look up, and you and I will see the sky.
With telescope and compass here we vie
to see beyond Orion‘s starry face,
we see outside ourselves, and wonder why.
To far-flung galaxies we try
to see another world, another place,
looking up into the starry sky.
Perhaps we search for life beyond nearby
and find there is another race.
We see ourselves afar, and wonder why.
And looking back, there is another guy
with scope and compass at his base.
Look up, my neighbor, to the sky;
we see each other, and wonder why.
Sam Seabright

Superman (no longer)
I’m no longer the superman I used to be
As age has taken its toll on me
My son asks why I’m late to rise and early to bed
It’s because I no longer wear my cape of red
I am not able to fly like a bird or move as fast as a train
My limbs are now stiff and ache and don’t respond to my brain
The days seem shorter now but for other reasons
It’s much easier to enjoy the differing seasons
I’ll always remember the days that have past
When I was able to run so very fast
I could stay up twenty-four hours a day
And still do it again anyway
For those that look up for me in the sky
Don’t be upset because I cannot fly
This superman requires more than a set of new batteries
And he needs to be replaced with someone of your qualities
Be strong, courageous, and steadfast
And you will always look favorably on your past
Take up your new flight with strength and good fight
And you will never look back at those that may have Kryptonite
Michael Flannery
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Book Reviews
Wilding

nutrients in the soil in order for plants to absorb
minerals such as copper, zinc, iron, calcium and
vitamin A. Without worms soil becomes sterile.
We would have to eat ten or more tomatoes in
Franklin D. Roosevelt said,
1991 to receive the same amount of copper than
“The nation that destroys soil, one tomato in 1940. We would have to eat eight
destroys itself.” The humble
oranges to get the same amount of vitamin A.
earthworm is extremely
Also, the U.S. Government figures a correlation
important to the soil’s health. between declining magnesium levels in foods like
Aristotle described them as
spinach and tomatoes may contribute to asthma,
“…the intestines of the earth.” bronchitis, and cardiovascular disease.
Cleopatra declared the earthIn the 1990s, scientists in the U.S. noted a
worm to be sacred and any
harm to them was punishable difference between the fats found in cattle raised
on pasture grass and those fed on grain—if the
by death. Since the 1950s,
industrial farmers around the world decided they pasture land was rewilded and no longer had
pesticides, which Isabella Tree did. Chemical
didn’t need worms!
analysis of pasture fed meat has higher levels of
Conservation of the soil is one of the many
vitamins A and E and selenium—all powerful
subjects covered in “Wilding” by Isabella Tree.
antitoxins. It also contained higher levels of fatty
Did you know worms detox the soil? Worms can acid DHA which protects against heart disease,
metabolize PCPs and DDT, and some industries
and plays a key role in brain formation and
are starting to use them this way. Moreover,
development in babies. Fish also have it but fish
they keep nitrates in the soil so they don’t form
stores across the planet are struggling. Pasture
nitrous oxide—of which one molecule is 300
fed meat is also good for the immune system.
times more powerful than carbon dioxide in its
Cattle grazed entirely on grass have milk with
greenhouse effect.
70% more Omega 3 while stock fed on grain
will produce 70% less methane because their
Also worms aerate the soil and facilitate the
digestion is better.
movement of plant roots. They also break down

By Isabella Tree
Reviewed by Brenda Seabright

The Nature Fix: Why Nature Makes

Us Happier, Healthier, and More Creative
By Florence Williams
Reviewed by Maryann Wilshere
In The Nature Fix, Florence
Williams investigates the
science behind nature’s
positive effects on the brain.
Research is uncovering
powers of the natural world.
Scientists are finding that as
we spend our lives more and
more indoors, regular “doses”
of nature time is increasingly
needed. Going outside is
beneficial for our health (mental and otherwise);
not going outside is detrimental.

As I was reading this book, there it was—now I
had a scientific explanation for why during my
commuting days just catching a glimpse of a lake
triggered a sigh and release of the day’s stress.
Even now in retirement, I feel more relaxed, more
inspired, more creative simply with a walk down
a tree-lined street or sitting on the patio watching
the butterflies flit about or hearing the breeze
that’s rustling through the leaves or feeling the
earth of the flower garden on my hands.
Researchers agree the goal is to: “...let nature
into your body through all five of your senses…”

Wilding, or rewilding, means trying to revert
land to a wild condition, before civilization and
farming changed the land. When Tree started
wilding her estate 10 years ago, she got a lot of
push back from people who said they needed
the land to feed the population. The fact was
their land was depleted and couldn’t compete
with globalism. Although farmers already produce enough to feed 19 billion people according
to the United Nations’ Food and Agricultural
Organization, industrial nations annually waste
679 million tons of food.
Another problem was that people are afraid of
the chaos that comes with freeing nature. When
nature is freed, 1+1=5 because nature becomes
emergent and finds ways to heal itself in ways
men cannot predict—even with past knowledge—
it’s the bushes and hedges that give protection
to birds, insects and butterflies. Since rewilding,
many near-extinct species in England have been
rejuvenated including turtledoves, nightingales,
larks and rare butterflies. Also noted was a
resurgence of worms.
Few of us have 6000 acres to rewild but we can
try to support organic foods and pasture fed cattle.
We can also foster the health of the earthworms
in our yards.▼

sky, and naturalistic landscaping. Up the pyramid
are weekly outings to parks and waterways—the
farther from city sounds and hassles, the better.
Next are monthly excursions to forests and other
escapist natural areas. The pinnacle: bi-yearly or
yearly time spent in nature several days in length.
Or simply put…Go outside…Often...Sometimes
in wild places...Bring friends or not...Breathe.

We need the blue and the green weaving through
urban areas. We need to weave ourselves through
blue and green spaces. We need to save wild
places for people. We need to save the wild
Williams writes: “despite early promise, the study spaces from people.
of ‘brains-on-nature’ went fairly dark for a couple
Healthy Parks Healthy People is a global
decades. It was considered soft science, much of
movement that harnesses the power of parks
it based on qualitative measures in a medical
and public lands as a health resource. HPHP
world dazzled by genetics and modern chemistry
works to advance the fact that all parks—urban
and funded by pharmaceutical companies that
Williams writes about current and ongoing
and wildland—are cornerstones of people’s
didn’t stand to make a profit from houseplants
studies by scientists using forests and natural
physical, mental, and spiritual health, social
or garden views…” There is renewed interest
landscapes as laboratories to learn more about
well-being, and sustainability of the planet. The
how nature affects human health. Within the U.S., recognizing the role of environment on genes
National Park Service aims to bring about lasting
and the growing academic and cultural unease
she finds programs using nature are being used
change in American’s lifestyle choices and their
with our widening separation from the outdoors.
to reduce stress, lower blood pressure, help kids
relationship with nature and the outdoors by
She adds that “the steady stress of urban living
with ADHD, help veterans with PTSD, and
promoting parks as a health resource. The HPHP
changes the brain in ways that can increase our
provide other health benefits. The book also
program works with national, state, and local
odds of anxiety and mood disorders.”
discusses how city planners are bringing nature
parks, as well as business innovators, healthcare
into urban areas.
Much like a food pyramid, benefits of nature
leaders, scientists, foundations, and advocacy
work along a dose curve. Tim Bentley, of
organizations to advance the role that parks play
Qing Li, chairman of the Japanese Society of
University
of
Virginia’s
Biophilic
Cities
Project,
in the health of our society. With more than
Forest Medicine, has an immediate list when
places
at
the
base
of
the
pyramid
the
daily
400 national parks across the country we have
asked for his recommendations: “Go to a natural
interactions
that
help
us
de-stress,
find
focus,
countless opportunities to find health, healing
area one weekend a month. Visit a park at least
and
lighten
our
mental
fatigue
such
as
the
birds
and happiness in a park near us.
once a week. Gardening is good. Try to walk
and
trees
in
our
neighborhoods,
our
pets,
our
under trees. Go to a quiet place. Near water.”
Is your idea of time spent outdoors changing?▼
house plants, and frequented buildings and spaces
that allow for daylight, fresh air, patches of blue
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The Final Huck Finn Exposé
By Jim Ahearn
In my previous article about my son Michael, we were living in
Rochester. He was four when, during our first outing in the
municipal park, he tried to emulate his five-year-old brother Francis
who had jumped from the high bank at the bridge over Paint Creek
to a small landing area at water’s edge. The current had washed out a
very deep hole there into which Michael tumbled, of course. Because
I was watching the whole event, I was able to fish him out unharmed.

Michael!

I

t wasn’t until the second grade that his proclivity for the unpredictable resurfaced. During a playground recess he decided to skip
class. My son had also convinced one of the girls in class to go with
him. There they sat on a rock in someone’s front yard in midday.
They were spotted on Main Street by a policeman who returned them over the curb? The answer came by way of a traffic ticket, for
reckless driving, issued by the observing police officer.
to school. The school notified my wife.
He turns 60 this year and is a very successful businessman who lives
I believe it was during the third grade that a father, picking up his
in Georgia. His mother and I have learned distance really does make
daughter from school, observed Michael throwing Lady-Finger
the heart grow fonder.▼
firecrackers at the feet of pupils as they exited. The father put him
in his car and drove to our home to inform my wife about what
Eleven Going on Life
Michael had done. My wife was upset with our son, but also with
the father for putting him in his car.
8:00 P.M., two hours late returning from a bicycle ride
In the fourth grade his buddy was disciplined in class one day. So
with his new friend (whom he will not be allowed
these two friends decided to take that teacher’s keys off her desk and
to play with again).
throw them into a swampy overgrown field a half block from school.
He squeezes the handlebar grips,
The teacher discovered that Michael was one of the culprits, and I
as if to wring an hour out of each.
was called into the school. He and his friend were not to play after
school until the keys were found. They searched the area for hours,
Head lowered,
for days. Two weeks elapsed before the keys were found.
it appears his eyes beseech the driveway.
In the headlights of his parents’ angry glares
While in the sixth grade he and a new friend went for a bike ride in
his humanity is as visible as his untucked shirt-tail.
late afternoon with instructions to be home by 6:00 p.m. I will finish
The bicycle leans into him, listening incredulously,
this tale with a poem I wrote about the incident.
while he relates the tale of their kidnapping—a story
y final story occurred while this Huck Finn still lived under our
not even the concrete can support.
roof. He acquired his first car at age 17, a used Jeep. Everyone
knows Jeeps can go anywhere through anything, he reasoned. So why
James Ahearn
should one use the marked exit of a parking lot onto Main Street in
downtown Rochester when one can drive across the sidewalk and

M

Fun Facts about Huck Finn
•

Published 135 years ago, in February 1885.

•

Huck Finn remains one of the most loved
and banned books in America history.

•

Huck was first introduced in Mark Twain’s
book The Adventures of Tom Sawyer.

•

Huck was based on Tom Blankenship, a
childhood friend of Mark Twain, as noted
in Twain’s autobiography. He would later
deny Huck was any one person.

•

In the Autobiography of Mark Twain about
Huck; “…he had as good a heart as ever
any boy had.”

•

Huck Finn was intended as a sequel to Tom
Sawyer, but Huck Finn exceeded it in sales
and popularity.

•

Samuel L. Clemens used the pen name
Mark Twain for his books.
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Advancing In Reverse
By Hans Koseck

P

eople are always admonished, encouraged, persuaded, conditioned, dared, convinced, and directed to progress, to go forward, to go
ahead, to proceed, to move on. That is supposed to be life’s ideal direction to travel in, to go in, to walk in, to run in, and to drive in. It
involves and requires aiming for, approaching, and reaching the final perfect goal. Some people are whipped like horses, with blinders about
their eyes and sugar sprayed up their nostrils, to get to the finish. It must be accomplished! It must be completed! But it can be dangerous
and even fatal to always strive ahead.
However, people are never instructed to do the opposite: “Regress, go backward, go abutt, recede, move back!” That would be labeled
defeatist, negative, unacceptable, no good. Sometimes it is more important to step aside to avoid the dangers of collision, confusion, and
competition. Let the rat race go by! Let the horses and asses run! Be patient! Watch!
More often it is imperative to reverse the progress in order to stay out of trouble:
 Stepping down the rungs of a ladder definitely has to be done in reverse.
 Painting the floor of a room had better be done
moving backward.
 The last steps in preparing to sit have to be
done in reverse.
 Reacting to suddenly encountering a vicious
animal must be started by carefully shifting into
reverse and then sneaking away safely.
 Accidentally having one’s fingertips zapped
by an electric shock usually requires and
results in backing off quickly.
 Expecting a punch in the face recommends
a quick step or two backward.
 Dancing, figure skating, and boxing would
not be possible without reversing.
 In the sport of tug-of-war aka rope-pulling,
it must be the contestants’ intent to dig in and
pull back.
 When the sign reads PULL, it’s smart to back
off a little while pulling; some strong arm may
PUSH from the opposite direction.
 Rather than rushing to the end of a story, a novel,
instructions, a textbook, or documentaries, it is
rewarding to keep going back again and again
to better and fully understand and enjoy the
meaning of the story.
here are probably more sane reasons for
people to go abutt than to go ahead.
Erroneously our language makes use of the
head instead of the eyes and the brain to
describe forward direction, but it correctly uses
the butt or equivalent in naming the backward
direction. The head can move panoramically and
circumspectally, not merely mono-directionally.
The name of protruding body parts should be used
to signify forward direction, for instance anose
or abreast. Since our feet are mostly involved in
moving forth and back better descriptive terms
should be to go atoe and to go aheel.

T

I can’t change and correct things. So, go ahead
and keep doing it the conventional way.
Cycle and recycle.
Verse and reverse.
Compose and decompose.
Come and go, back and forth.
Grin and bare it. Oops!▼
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What you need to know about Real ID and Enhanced driver’s licenses
By Karen M. Lemon
Recently, a Vintage Views member described his difficulties
when renewing his license. WHAT? What is a Real ID or
Enhanced License all about? I had no idea what he was talking
about. Yikes, my drivers license expires this year! I would have
to look into this law that takes effect October 1 of this year!

I discovered this is a hot topic, and everyone I spoke with about it
claimed to understand the new policies and license requirements.
I wanted to go to the source in order to be able to, hopefully, explain
in a clear concise way what these changes mean.

I found the reason for the license changes came out of the
recommendation of the 9/11 Commission Report. The commission
concluded the country needed to establish stricter policies on
identification cards. Therefore, Congress passed under bipartisan
consensus the new law called The Real ID Act of 2005.
This law sets tougher documentation and security standards for
obtaining driver’s licenses and state IDs with features to impede
illegal copying or altering.

Standard

Types of License

No flag or star

Real ID
Star upper
right- corner

My investigating took me to the Michigan Secretary of State
website. I had so many questions. I also found out that Michigan
is only one of four states that offer the Enhanced license.
This is the most current information I found and is for the readers’
reference only. When in doubt check it out! Your final resource is:
https://www.michigan.gov/sos/ or a Secretary of State office.▼

Enhanced
Flag bottom left
RIFD Chip with
or without Star

basic points to
keep in mind

BEFORE OCTOBER 1, 2020
Acceptable license for:

Rent cars; write a check;
Buy alcohol, tobacco,
age related items
Fly domestically
Enter certain federal
properties
nuclear facilities,
military bases







AFTER OCTOBER 1, 2020
Acceptable license for:

plus

Fly domestically
within the U.S.

Enter certain federal
properties
nuclear facilities,
military bases

plus

Re-enter U.S. by land
or sea from Canada,
Mexico, Bermuda, or
the Caribbean

plus

Travel outside the U.S.

plus



plus

plus



A Real ID or Enhanced license
must be done in person, not
online or by mail.



Supporting documents need
to have a raised seal or
governmental agency stamp.



Documents must be originals not
fax or photo copies.



If the name is different on birth
certificate, a certified name
change document e.g., marriage
certificate or court-ordered
document must be presented;
bring all that apply.



Remember to bring your driver’s
license.



If changing your license to a Real
ID during your normal renewal
time, there is no change. If you
want to change it outside of your
renewal time, a duplicate card fee
will be charged.



Take notice of your renewal form.
It will tell you if your license is
Real ID compliant or not.





plus

How many states have Enhanced Licenses?
Four states, Michigan being one, are already issuing what is known as Enhanced
Driver's Licenses (EDLs). These licenses contain radio frequency identification
(RFID) chips, and those with this type of special license are entered into a
database maintained by the Department of Homeland Security.
IMPORTANT: This is for information only. Contact your Secretary of State
office or visit their website at https://www.michigan.gov/sos/

Important: Only 37 percent of Michigan
drivers have signed up for Real ID.
Make your appointment soon.
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What you need to know about Real ID and Enhanced Driver’s Licenses
From Standard Driver’s License or State ID
into Real ID
—Driver’s License or State ID with Photo
—Proof of Citizenship
(refer to #2)
—Proof of Identity Verification with Photo (refer to #3)
—Proof of Michigan Residency
(refer to #4)

With a Michigan Photo License or State ID
into Enhanced License
—Driver’s License or State ID with Photo
—Proof of Valid Social Security Number
—Proof of Citizenship
—Proof of Identity Verification with Photo
—Proof of Michigan Residency

(refer to #1)
(refer to #2)
(refer to #3)
(refer to #4)

Without a Michigan Photo License or State ID

Four Types of Proof of Identification
and Documentation
In addition to your driver’s license,
also remember name-change documentation.
(More eligible documents are listed on
Michigan Secretary of State website.)

into Enhanced License
—Proof of Valid Social Security Number
—Proof of Citizenship
—Proof of Identity must be with Photo
—Proof of Michigan Residency

(refer to #1)
(refer to #2)
(refer to #3)
(refer to #4)

#1 Proof of Social Security Number or
Letter of Ineligibility
Bring at least one

—Social Security Card
—W-2 Form
—SSA1099 Form
—Paystub with number on it
#2 Proof of U.S. Citizenship or Legal Presence
Bring at least one

—Unexpired U.S. Passport
—Birth Certificate with raised seal or government stamp
—Certificate of Citizenship (N-560)
—Consular Report of Birth Abroad issued by
the U.S. Dept. of State
#3 Proof of Identity
Verification Must Be Photo ID
Bring more than one

—Unexpired Valid U.S. Passport
—U.S. Marriage License
—Work ID with Photo
—U.S. Military Discharge (DD-214)
—Government-issued Employee Photo ID
#4 Proof of Michigan Residency
Bring more than two

—Utility or Credit Card Bill
—Bank (or other financial institution statement)
—Paystub with address (last 90 days)
—Car Registration
—Mortgage, Lease Agreement

CLARIFICATION Michigan began producing Enhanced
Driver’s licenses in 2009, well before Real ID. To obtain one,
you had to provide proof of citizenship and legal residence,
therefore EDLs already meet the high security standards of the
Real ID Act. Some people have EDLs without the star because
they got it before we started issuing Real IDs in 2017. EDLs
without a star will be printed with one the next time they are
renewed or replaced. TSA agents will recognize EDLs with or
without the star.

First & Main of Auburn Hills
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Auburn Hills, MI 48326
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