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WWII Veteran Richard Macan
Interviewed by Bill Kroger

P

eople are surprised when they meet J. Richard Macan. First, they
are shocked to see how sprite and active Richard is—his quick
smile and exuberant manner are a joy to observe. People are also
shocked to learn that he was one of the performers in the live 650
Players spring show here at the OPC. Now that it’s summer, he has
time to relax and will most likely be fishing. Let’s add a couple more
interesting facts about Richard which will certainly amaze you. He
was in the U. S. Navy during World War II. After the war, as if his
naval service is not enough, he would eventually join the Coast Guard
Auxiliary to further serve his country.
Now the unexpected…Richard turned ninety-five this year!
Born and raised in midtown Detroit, he was
a proud graduate of Cass Technical High
School. Between graduating from high school
and turning 18, Richard had a big decision to
make. As an eighteen-year-old, he would be
subject to the draft. Not wanting to be drafted
into the Army, he chose to be proactive and
enlisted in the U.S. Naval Reserve.
The first step as a trainee was to ship out by
train, from Corktown’s Michigan Central
Station to the Great Lakes Naval Training
Center in Illinois for boot camp and Basic Engineering Service
School. Then off to San Diego to board an ATA Troop Transport
and head overseas. Imagine what an eighteen-year-old would feel
like on this adventure.
Two days out to sea, after picking up two more troop transports,
the trip turned into a hair-raising affair, at least for young “babyfaced” Richard. In fact, his crewmates fondly nicknamed him
“Baby” because of his youthful appearance. The convoy of transports
was led by a destroyer and flanked on each side by two destroyer
escorts. The convoy faced peril when a signal was picked up of a
Japanese submarine eyeing the convoy. The destroyers moved off
from the convoy toward the signal, and the transports were ordered
into a zig-zag pattern in case of a torpedo attack. A short time later
the destroyers returned and, again in single column formation, they
arrived at Leyte on the Islands of the Philippines.
The USS Vestal, a repair ship, was scheduled to be Richard’s ride
to Okinawa. Unfortunately, this voyage was not going any smoother
than his trip out of San Diego. At sea, the Vestal was caught in a
typhoon and tossed around until the ship was safely able to pick up
the crew at Buckner Bay in Okinawa where they were waiting for
the Vestal to return.

responsible for the AC and DC steam-driven turbines on the ship.
Early one morning Richard and the electrician were sent a message
to distribute electrical current through the ship’s hull. This order was
given so they could demagnetize the hull because the ship would
soon be going over a magnetic minefield.
While on the USS Vestal, the crew experienced more typhoons and
almost capsized with the ship listing to maximum degree—Richard
said they were saved by only a one-degree list. The typhoons were
the cause of several ships capsizing at a significant loss of life. The
crew on the Vestal spent two days picking up survivors from the
ships that had not been as fortunate as the Vestal.
While onshore in Hong Kong, Richard was assigned a safer job as
shore patrol and enjoyed meeting Chinese people selling peanuts and
rickshaw drivers waiting for riders. In early summer, word soon came
that Richard and his fellow shipmates would be heading home.
First, there was a stop at the Bikini Atoll coral reef near the Marshall
Islands. It was here that the A-Bomb was to have two tests to have
the bomb explode: (a) above a ship surrounded by smaller ships and,
(b) out of the water. The important part of his Bikini Atoll story
involves another choice Richard made at the end of his career with
the Navy. Richard and his crewmates were asked if they would like
to participate in the test. As an incentive, they would be given the
next rank higher. Now honestly, why would sailors heading home
want to participate!? There were no takers.
Off they went to the Bremerton shipyard across from Seattle,
Washington. While enroute, Richard happened to be in the signal
area when he spotted a quite anxious captain come out of the bridge
about something he saw in the water. Suddenly his captain
commanded a sharp right—they had just cleared a five-foot diameter
mine with horns sticking out of the water that had broken loose from
its mooring and floated to the surface. The captain radioed the GPS
coordinates, and they kept heading home. Just another day at sea?
“Home, finally! Halleluiah we were home,” Richard says, “and then
I had to get myself in gear and go to college!” His adventures and
decisions continued in a fascinating career of purpose, life enjoyed,
and active healthy lifestyle. One ponders…all of these certainly
brought Richard to the grand age of 95!▼

When word came the Vestal was about to return, Richard went back
to his tent to pack, heard someone scream “tripwire,” and off he ran
to the safety of a mound of earth. Sure enough, the wire had been
stretched across the path with hand grenades attached. The Army
“Bomb Squad,” not a job Richard said he would fancy, was able
to disarm the trap and the Vestal was on its way to Hong Kong.
On the USS Vestal, Richard was assigned as the mechanical
technician, and another seaman was the electrician. They were

Hong Kong on Anchor Winch.

Hong Kong by Gunmount.
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OPC Member wins Ms. Senior Michigan 2022
Queen Madhuri Agarwal impressed the judges with her talents,
experience, compassion, and selflessness. Madhuri enjoys singing,
dancing, modeling, cooking,
traveling, and sports.
She hopes to share her joy
of being a senior with local
seniors and increase
awareness of physical and
mental wellness. Following
extensive recovery from a
serious car accident, her
mission is to bring positivity
to everyone.
Madhuri is from India; she
speaks four languages and
has taught Indian cooking.
As a Rochester resident for
the past 30 plus years and
an active OPC member, we
know she will proudly serve
in her new role as Ms. Senior
Michigan.▼

Certificate from the War Department?
By Karen M. Lemon
Found among my dad’s family
papers was a certificate from the
War Department stating that Percy
Cleaver, his father, participated in
the successful WWII conclusion.
It affirms that Percy aided in
the Manhattan Project, more
commonly known as the A-Bomb.
This document upset my
memories of my grandfather. I never pictured him as one of the people
standing outside the testing sites so that the government could measure
the nuclear after-effects on the volunteers. I reasoned the logistics were
implausible because he was in Detroit most of his adult life. Looking
again, I noticed under his name was Calumet & Hecla Company.
I was again confused. What did an Upper Peninsula company have to
do with Detroit? Soon, I discovered Percy worked for Wolverine Tube
company, which was purchased by Calumet & Hecla Mining in 1942.
So Percy’s connection with the successful conclusion of the war was
by making the tubing used in the production of the A-bomb right here
in Detroit. Mystery solved! Consider researching family history. It
can be fun and enlightening.▼

A wonderful sisterhood

participants, we find that its individual
members are giving of themselves and their
time in ways overflowing. They raise funds
What makes strong women in our world today?
for the Kiefer and Alzheimer’s Foundations.
Why would a woman over 60 choose to
They assist in Gilda’s Club, the Goodfellows,
participate in a Ms. Senior Michigan Pageant—
and Leader Dogs for the Blind. They make
this time for kindling new and lasting
“comfort quilts” for Quilts for Kids, and
friendships, sharing views, and discussing
support NICU Helping Hands. They started
ideas? It’s not a beauty contest, although the
Veteran’s Week in Dearborn Heights, are very
term “pageant” would suggest that.
active in the Afghanistan Refugee Assistance
his sisterhood is a way to involve oneself
Program, and volunteer at the Children’s
in a group of like-minded senior women
Hospital, local libraries, and senior centers.
who give back to their communities in many
They offer interactive storytelling and
ways. Participation does not stop after their
assistance to Detroit Public School students and
chance to showcase the “excellence of age,
entertain seniors in assisted living facilities.
experience, and achievements” before the
These women, these sisters, are you and me at
judges.
our finest, at our bravest. Each of us has a gift,
Looking at present members of the Ms. Senior a talent, and a unique philosophy of life that
Michigans and the Cameo groups of all
makes us strong. This family of women show
By Toni Sanchez-Murphy

T
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strength and courage in tough times,
work together to promote harmony and
inclusiveness, and ripple kindnesses in all
they do. Having reached the “Age of
Elegance,” senior women are the nation’s
most valuable treasure.
As women, we have always been the webmakers of our personal and community
families. The Ms. Senior Michigan group
works to do, modeling cooperative action
through ethically positive and tolerant action.
We are the new Rosie the Riveters of our
world—we can do it, we do do it! We bring
about positive change in our society because
we believe we can! Bravo!!▼
Toni Sanchez-Murphy is a Life Wellness
Coach at OPC and has been part of the
Ms. Senior Michigan since 2012.
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Summer at the Rochester Hills Museum at Van Hoosen Farm
By Pat McKay from the Museum Archives
In the “days of old,” summertime in Rochester was highly anticipated
when you consider our community’s agricultural roots. As winter
thawed away, hope for a new growing season was all around.

N

ew calves at the Van Hoosen Farm would help Dr. Sarah Van
Hoosen Jones win the premier breeder banner in 1951, with
Van Hoosen Roamer Brilliant and Van Hoosen Regal Creamelle
leading the way. Milk was sold at
her farm store – At The Sign of the
Black and White Cow - in Stoney
Creek Village and at her retail
shop on Main Street. In the early
1800s, wheat was the main crop
grown for food in Rochester in the
fields that had been recently
cleared of trees. As the honey
supply ran out from the fall
harvest, maple sugar was
harvested each spring to
supplement the meager supply of
cane sugar that came from Detroit
with the railroad in 1872. Up and
down Main Street, farmers were
able to buy harnesses for their
horses and farm implements and tools from Main Feed and Seed Store
on Main Street that had been opened

in the 1920s by Albert Michalka, providing Rochester with pet
food, supplies, and seed. The Rochester Elevator provided vast
amounts of seed and fertilizer to our residents each spring. The
railroad brought a new crop of traveling salesmen who could finally
navigate our muddy roads each spring, selling the newest gadgets,
tonics, farm implements, fabrics, wallpapers, and more.
While deer may be a pest to some residents, woodchucks in the
spring were so prevalent that a bounty of fifty cents was levied, and
between 1886 and 1902, $650 was paid. The Chapman Mill Pond
teemed with fish each spring and its banks provided numerous
adventures to our younger residents. In 1887 the pond drained,
and a nine-pound pickerel was captured. When the pond drained
again in 1946, it created a location for the Rochester Hills Library,
Royal Park Hotel, US Post Office, and Sunrise Assisted Living. The
Ferry-Morse Seed Farm near Auburn and Rochester Roads planted
over 560 acres for seed breeding and stock seed. Plants were started
in hotbeds during the winter and transplanted each spring to the fields.
Stock seeds harvested were not sold but rather were sent to Detroit to
be tested for germination and vitality. In addition, 5,000 sheep were
raised to provide fertilizer for the farm, and the spring season created
an abundant supply of wool.
This summer, Rochester residents will again plant and fertilize their
gardens, look for crayfish in Paint Creek, and enjoy our community
events much like our residents did a century ago.▼

Love History? Visit the Rochester Hills Museum!
Drop-In Hours & Tours!
Fridays and Saturdays
Noon– 3p.m., Guided tour at 1p.m.
Free for Members
$5/Adult $3/Seniors/students No registration required

T

he Rochester Hills Museum at Van Hoosen Farm is open for
drop-in hours on Fridays and Saturdays from 12 - 3pm, with a
Guided Tour of the Van Hoosen Farmhouse at 1:00pm. Included
with your admission is a self-paced, interactive look at our
community’s local history. Meet the Taylor-Van Hoosen families,
check out mastodon bones, local history exhibits and local videos.
The guided tour of the Van Hoosen Farmhouse departs from the
Diary Barn at 1:00pm, and you may take a self-guided tour of the
Bull Barn, Milk House, Equipment Barn, and Children’s Garden,
as well as the nearby Stoney Creek Cemetery and our 16 acre
grounds . Come and share your afternoon with us at our site – listed
on the National Register of Historic Places!▼

Vintage Base Ball (two words in 1865!)
Rochester Grangers Vintage Base Ball Matches –
Free Admission!

Visit the Rochester Grangers Facebook page for their complete
schedule of matches. Always verify date and time as match day
approaches, as this schedule is subject to change.
Saturday, June 4, 1:00pm vs Walker Tavern Wheels
Saturday, June 11, 1:00pm vs Canton Cornshuckers
Tuesday, June 21, 6:30 pm vs Flint Lumber City
Summer Solstice match
Saturday, July 16, 1:00pm vs Bay City Independents
Saturday, September 17, 1:00pm vs. Royal Oak Wahoos
The Rochester Grangers existed as a base ball club as early as 1871
in Rochester. Vintage baseball represents a period when gentlemen
played for leisure and not for competition. You will not see any
spitting, sliding, or wagering at these matches! Home matches are
played at the Museum, and guests should bring their chairs,
blankets, cool drinks, and sun protection.▼
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VINTAGE VIEWS WISHES YOU A HAPPY JULY 2 (or 5 or 19)
By Alyson Denyer

T

hese are not typos, dear readers, and we are
not trying to rewrite the history books!

Perusal of the 2018 July/August issue of Early
American Life revealed interesting information:
Congress voted on, and hence approved, our
independence from Great Britain on July 2, 1776.
The Declaration of Independence drafted by
Thomas Jefferson was “proof-read”, changes were
made and it was sent to a printer on July 4. The
printer worked overnight to produce a clean, more
comprehensible copy. The 5th of July in 1776 was,
therefore, a rather big day.
Another 72 hours passed before the document was finally
read to the public on July 8. Following that, a presentation
version or “parchment copy”, written in calligraphy by
Timothy Matlack, was not approved by Congress until
July 19. Why? Historians agree that Matlack, assistant to
the Congressional clerk, had made a few additional changes
when he wrote the Declaration in longhand on vellum
(calfskin) using gall ink (extracted from oak tree growths).

A

lthough we are familiar with John Hancock's unique
signature, many signers were not present at the original
signing. In truth, signing the Declaration was an act of treason
punishable by hanging if Britain won the Revolutionary War.
It was not until August 2 when all 56 people had finally
penned their names.

The Fourth of July
Michael Flannery

The Fourth of July is a celebration of our independence
And still today is about our glorious nation of resilience
We fly our flags of red, white and blue
A demonstration of our freedoms that each year we renew
It marks the day that we can all be proud
As we sing the Star-Spangled Banner ever so loud
July Fourth is also a day of reflection
As we celebrate our future with high expectation
It is a time for gathering with friends and family
Who mean so very much to you and me
July Fourth is a holiday like no other
That honors our past, present, and future
It’s barbecues and grilling and Mom’s apple pie
Hometown parades and fireworks lighting up the night sky
Marshmallows being roasted at campfires
And singing of songs that truly inspire
The Fourth of July is a very special day
For all of us proud to be citizens of the USA

The document’s saga was just beginning, however.
When British forces were battering Philadelphia’s door,
Secretary of Congress Charles Thomson rolled it up and
fled the city. It went to Baltimore, Maryland; Lancaster
and York, Pennsylvania; and then to Princeton, New
Jersey. After the war the Declaration was moved, in
succession, to each of our early nation’s capitals:
Annapolis, New York, back to Philadelphia, and lastly
to Washington, D.C. On August 24, 1814, it took a side
trip to Virginia in a linen sack just a short time before
British troops burned the capital. In Virginia it spent the
night in an old gristmill, then a few weeks in a home in
Leesburg, before returning to Washington D.C.
Interest in the Declaration grew after the War of 1812.
Realizing the fading, creasing and handling of the
original was taking its toll, Secretary of State John
Quincy Adams commissioned William J. Stone to make
an exact duplicate. Stone engraved a copperplate with
every detail of Timothy Matlack’s calligraphic version.
The process took three years and, sadly, faded the ink
even more, but 201 renderings on vellum were achieved,
51 of which are known to exist.
More abuse to the original Declaration was sustained in
1841 while displayed in front of a large window in the
new Patent Office next to George Washington’s
commission as Commander in Chief. It remained there,
fading of course, until 1876 when it traveled to
Philadelphia for the Centennial Exhibition. As if that
were not enough, it journeyed to the State Department
library, hanging in a room with a fireplace and
permissible smoking. Thankfully the document had not
been returned to the Patent Office, which suffered a
fire in 1877.
When Pearl Harbor was attacked on December 7, 1941, for safety
the Declaration was uprooted and transferred by armed guards to
Fort Knox, Kentucky. Two restoration experts from Harvard
University’s Fogg Art Museum arrived and secretly began giving
it new life. Did we mention it was Scotch-taped?! They removed
tape and glue and repaired a tear in the vellum.
Known as “Charters of Freedom,” our Declaration of Independence
now resides in a secure display case in the National Archives along
with pages from the Constitution and the Bill of Rights. The State
Department also has Stone’s original copperplate for use in
commemorative events such as the Bicentennial in 1976.
We still hold those truths to be self-evident. No point quibbling
about a proper date.▼
Ten years ago, I became an OPC member and
joined the Vintage Views Committee right
away. I wanted to “rub elbows” with people
who enjoy reading and writing. It was the right
decision! I welcome the challenge of choosing
and researching a topic that I hope our readers
will find curious and informative.
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Who Was Haym Salomon?
By Richard Dengate

H

Chances are that you have never heard of this
man even though he was one of the Founding
Fathers of this nation. If it were not for him,
the Revolutionary War would not have been
won; the signers of the Declaration of
Independence would have been hung for
treason, and there would not have been a
United States of America.

e was born on April 7, 1740, in Leszno, Poland. During his
youth, he traveled throughout Europe, gaining a strong
foundation in finance and fluency in English, French, and German.
As with the other Founders, he was a product of the Age of
Enlightenment and familiar with the political writings of such
philosophers as Locke, Hume, Smith, Montesquieu, and Hobbes.
They wrote on the merits of democracy, rights, and liberty and
opposed monarchies. By the 1770s, these ideas became popular
and led Salomon and the other Founders to engage in revolutionary
and traitorous activities.
The political upheaval going on in the American colonies ignited an
interest in Salomon and encouraged him to leave Europe. In 1775 he
arrived in New York with his family and established a brokerage
house for international trade. He soon became a successful financier
of the patriotic cause. His familiarity with the intellectuals of the
Enlightenment inspired him to join the radical group Sons of Liberty
led by the famed brewer Sam Adams. War broke out April 19, 1776.

I

n September he was arrested by the British as a spy and sentenced
to eighteen months. He became an interpreter for German Hessian
soldiers fighting with the British. In that role, he encouraged the
Hessians to change sides and British soldiers to desert. In 1778
Salomon was arrested again, this time sentenced to death. He
managed to escape and fled with his family to the revolutionary city
of Philadelphia.
In Philadelphia, he developed a relationship
with the French, our allies, and began working
with Robert Morris, the Colonial Superintendent
of Finance. The war was going badly. There was
a serious lack of funds resulting in shortages of
food, supplies, and troops. Under the Articles of
Confederation there was no central government
with the authority to raise and support an army.
Salomon’s fundraising and personal lending
helped to sustain the ragged and demoralized
Continental Army throughout the war.
The financial work of Salomon and Morris
became crucial as the Yorktown campaign got
Pennsylvania Historical
underway. This battle would decide the
Marker, 44 N 4th Street,
outcome of the war, and it was Salomon’s most Philadelphia
meaningful contribution that would determine
the fate of the American cause. In 1781, as the colonists approached
the last battle, funding for the Continental Army and Congress
collapsed. Food and clothing supplies had run out. Murmurs of mutiny
spread among the men. The war was about to be lost when Morris sent
a message of despair to Washington, who responded back with: “Send
for Haym Salomon!” Salomon was summoned and subsequently
raised $20,000 ($488,000 in 2021 dollars), resulting in the defeat of
Cornwallis in the final battle of Yorktown.
The Treaty of Paris, signed on September 3, 1783, officially ended
the Revolutionary War but not the financial problems facing the new
country. Unfortunately, Haym Salomon would not live to guide the
nation to financial stability. He died in poverty on January 8, 1785,

in Philadelphia in his 44th year. It was the failure of governments and
private lenders to repay the debt he incurred in underwriting the war
that left him penniless.
A legend has evolved over the years.
On the back of the one-dollar bill, you
will see two circles. Look closely at
the right-hand circle. You will see an
eagle, our national bird. Look above
the eagle you will see thirteen stars
representing the original thirteen
colonies. Notice the arrangement of
the stars; do you see a pattern? It was ordered by Washington, who
when he asked Haym Salomon what he would like as a personal
reward for his services in the war effort, Salomon said he wanted
nothing for himself but that he would like something for his people.
The Star of David was the result.▼
It was natural to join the Vintage Views
staff being a former high school and
university teacher and an author of a
memoir and family legacy and of my 50
years in the classroom. Now I write
mostly about economics and history.

No To Invasion
Michael Flannery

Invasion in Ukraine is so inhumane
So very hard for us to imagine
Women, children, and families displaced
Suddenly refugees without a place
Bombings and shellings so devastating
Country sides in ruins and townsfolk reeling
Cruelty of unwarranted attack beyond the pale
Like World War II a devastating tale
To live in fear and uncertainty enduring day to day
Shielded in basements and bomb shelters sad commentary
The minds of those that perpetrate this horror
Are contradictory to what we consider world order
The suffering of such cruelty at hands of others
Oh give us strength to help our sisters and brothers
Hard to understand what is going on today
For we will eventually be brought into the fray
The testament of fallen brothers in arms
Soon will give us wherewithal to eliminate harm
Invasion unprovoked to take freedoms of all away
Should not be allowed to persist in these todays
We are a proud people just like those of Ukraine
Who continue to fight against an ideology deemed insane
Must remain resilient in this fight of good versus ego evil
Stand up to those who go against global need of good will
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“You haven’t been in Detroit…if you haven’t eaten at Benno’s”
The slogan in the 70s and 80s in Baedeker's tour guide book.
By Hans Koseck
I was at the airport arrivals terminal to pick up my wife. When I
spotted her, she was accompanied by a gentleman whom she had met
in the smoking section in the back of the airplane.

W

e lived in Fraser at the time and my wife asked me to give the
man a ride to his home in Detroit because there was no one to
pick him up. He accepted my offer and certainly appreciated the ride
to his home. In conversation during the trip he said that his first name
was Benno and that he was born in Germany. He told us that he
owned a restaurant in Detroit and that we were welcome to join him
there sometime for a free thank-you meal. He mentioned that we
should not make a reservation, just show up at the kitchen rear door.
We delivered Benno to his huge and ornate mansion in Detroit. We
met the physician with whom he shared the home, and they offered
candies and wine.
A couple of months later we decided to take our former passenger
up on his offer to visit his restaurant. We envisioned some hamburger
joint in downtown Detroit. I called the number that Benno had given
me and the recording stated that there were no reservations available
during the next three months. Some hamburger joint!
The restaurant was located in Indian Village, an affluent enclave
within the city of Detroit. It bragged “no advertising, no markings,
only the house number 8027 shown on an awning above the
entrance.” Word-of-mouth led inquisitive people to the location. We
rang the door bell and a young lady opened a little peek-window in
the entrance door to ask our name. We were not listed, so we went
to the kitchen rear door as advised.
Benno was glad to see us again and showed us around a little. We
sat at a small table in the dining room. The room was about the size
of our living room at home. There were six tables that could seat six
people each. There was one waitress, the one who had looked at us
through the little window.
Benno did all the cooking alone. I remember Beef Wellington as one
of the dinners, and one could always hear the beating of eggs from
the kitchen for his famous Omelet Stephanie. A cigarette was always
dangling between his lips when he appeared in the dining room. Of
course, he spent almost all the time working alone in the kitchen to
keep his patrons satiated and appreciative and happy. He greeted all
his customers and occasionally, on request, recommended a certain
bottle of wine to complement the excellent food. Benno chose the
entrée and wine for us. We enjoyed it.
Benno Steinborn was born in 1928, the son of a German army general.
After the second World War, Benno went to France to study and
perfect French cuisine. Around 1960 he immigrated with his mother

to America. In the seventies he
opened his restaurant on Agnes
Street. After our first visit, my wife
and I and another couple stopped
there occasionally to relax with
a glass of beer or wine after the
Detroit Symphony concerts at Ford
Auditorium. A few times our sons
would join us to experience what
a perfect meal tasted like. After the
first free meal from Benno, we
always paid for the dinners.

Benno Steinborn in the 70s

During only one summer, Benno opened a restaurant in Harbor
Springs. We visited him there on what turned out to be a day the
restaurant was closed. Since we had driven there in our motor home,
Benno let us use his car to explore the surroundings. He told us to
come back after a couple of hours when he would cook for us. That
restaurant turned out to be an unsuccessful enterprise.
Around 1985 Benno left the original Agnes Street location and opened
a place near Eastern Market and Gratiot Avenue. It wasn't the same.
About four years later he relocated his home and business to Royal
Oak where he had a former car wash facility restored into a two-room
dining restaurant. It wasn't the same. The gemütlichkeit was gone.
At that last location, we had taken neighbors and a relative with us.
She had the audacity to ask Benno whether there was gluten in the
dish. He answered, "If you want a diet go to Beaumont Hospital.
Here you eat what I cook." He was convinced that he was the best.
His cooking was perfect.
Benno suffered severely from the shingles disease and it was slowing
him down. I visited him in his Royal Oak home. I was surprised to
see a large number of impressionistic paintings done by him. He had
abandoned what he had loved to do all his life—cooking for the elite.
However, he kept painting pictures.
We lost contact with him for a couple years. Then my wife thought
that she had seen Benno leaving the airplane in a wheel chair in
Frankfurt, Germany. She wasn't sure and did not have an opportunity
to approach him. I called Benno later and we talked. He confirmed
that, yes, he had been on that flight. Benno Steinborn died in 2014.▼
We writers invent and compose. I dream, I think,
I originate, I weigh, I splash in the stream of
consciousness, I research, I prove, I create.
Sometimes I try to be funny. Sometimes I share
true experiences. Be my readers!
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A Magical Children’s Garden
By Nancy Knitter

L

4-H Children’s Garden

ooking for a fun-filled day trip on a
warm summer day? Perhaps you are
entertaining young grandchildren for the
day. How do you keep them engaged and
able to run off all their energy? If you enjoy
the beauty of summer flowers, anyone of
all ages will enjoy this get-away trip. Just a
mere hour and a half drive from Rochester
it’s the Magical 4H Children's Garden at
MSU.

Several years ago I lived in Okemos, Michigan. Since the Michigan
State University campus was less than a mile away, my grandchildren
loved to come and visit in the summertime when the pace on campus
is much slower with less traffic and fewer students on campus. We
always stopped at the Dairy Store on Farm Lane to have a large
double cone of freshly made ice cream. Bubble gum flavor was
always one of the choices. The MSU farms were also nearby and we
could visit some of the animal barns. We were surprised to learn that
a donkey was kept in the sheep barn to scare off any coyotes or any
other predatory animals. Yes,
coyotes do live in Michigan.
Our favorite place to explore
on campus became the 4H
Children’s Garden on the
south end of campus near the
School of Horticulture.
Summertime is prime, since
the adjoining rose garden and
annual flower gardens are in
full bloom. You can’t miss the
entry off of Bogue Street. A
giant begonia covered
Children’s Garden
sculptured peacock greets you
at the entrance. On the left is the 4H Children’s Garden.
Here is where the magic begins. Theme gardens, such as the Pizza
Garden, the Breakfast Bowl Garden, the Butterfly Garden, the
Storybook Garden, the Perfume Garden, the Train Garden, the
Dinosaur Garden, the Meat Mill & Wool Garden, the Bird Garden
and numerous ethnic-themed gardens lead to the tree house that can
be climbed to watch the trains. Knot holes in the wooden fence
provide peep holes to look through as the train cars pass so close.
If you know East Lansing, you know the trains come frequently
heading to the auto plants and passenger stations.

Gardens Gardens

Maryann Blodgett Wilshere

Feeds my soul, warms my heart, lifts my spirit.
Helps me simply “be” with Nature.
Snow drops, crocus, daffodils, hyacinths, tulips
dianthus, brunneras, irises, peonies
blanket flowers, shasta daisies, coneflowers
monardas, sage, coreopsis, coral bells
black-eyed susans, asters, mums
anemones, sedums, violas
Bringing joyful, colorful artist’s palette to see
Along with butterflies, hummingbirds, and happy bees.
April to September.
Year after year, surprises to remember.
Spring to summer to fall…
I love them all!
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In-ground dance chimes can
be jumped on to compose an
original tune. Our favorite
part of the garden was the
Monet Lily Pond Garden
with a gate to swing on that
made the ornamental frogs
spit water in the air. An Alice
in Wonderland maze, only
for little ones has a platform
Pizza Gardens
so the adults can watch the
fun and listen to the laughter below. Strategically placed benches
are available for the adult visitors who can’t keep up with the
“young ones.” After an afternoon of exploring, a quiet trip home is
guaranteed. Perhaps their napping dreams will be filled with the
magical gifts of nature that they experienced.
Go to the Children’s Garden website: 4hgarden.msu.edu for
directions and schedule of special events. Admission is free.▼
I started writing for the Vintage Views thirteen years
ago. I love to tell stories with a humorous twist or
those that touch the heart. I look at everyday life
experiences from a slightly different view and share
them with the reader. My husband, who was a writer,
encouraged me to give it a try and here I am—still
enjoying the creative experience.

If it works, it’s good!
By Bill Kroger
I recently read a narrative in a book where when dealing with an old
balky window blind, a butler says,

T

“Too old fashioned that’s what they’d say, shaking their
heads in that silly superior way --- as if the old things
weren’t a great deal better than the new ones! He could
tell them that! Gimcrack, half the new stuff was … Oh
yes, he could tell them.”

he quote is from a 1953 Agatha Christie detective story
“Funerals are Fatal.” Here I thought this sentiment was a
creation of my own time. Things made today are not as good as
what we bought in the 80s. That is what my wife and I think as we
operate our thirty-year-old washing machine while our ten-year-old
refrigerator is on the fritz.
New things are fine. The other day I enjoyed unwrapping and
wearing my new shirt for the first time. But then, my twenty-yearold pickup still does the job hauling books and pallets for the Friends
of the Rochester Hills Public Library even though it demands that
I, not a computer, drive it, and it does not talk to me.
I guess the rule is; if it works, it is good --- if it does not work, it is
not good. It really does not matter how old or new it is.
Our home dates to the 1850s and for the most part, it works, and
I do not have to work much to live in it. Life is good, and as each
year goes by, Jean and I are thankful we still work and do not need
repair (too often!).▼
In 2003, after retiring, I began life as a full-time helper at
home, traveler, grandparent, and community volunteer.
After my wife’s and my OPC adventure in Peru, the theneditor of Vintage Views, Gerry Coon, asked my wife to
submit an article about the trip. Jean suggested I write the
article and ten years later I’m still writing articles along
with proofreading.
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Saturdays with Aunt Pat
By Bob Winkle
My adventure of “Saturdays with Aunt Pat” began when she was
nearly 95.
While growing up, our family would sometimes get a visit from
“Aunt Pat and Uncle John.” They lived in one of the down-river
communities but would occasionally make the drive to the “thumb”
area of Michigan and stop in for a visit.

I

t wasn’t until years later that I was able to strike up a personal
friendship with them. It was always fun to visit with Aunt Pat
and Uncle John. They always had a lot of stories, not only about
themselves but also about the history of the area. I found out that
some of Aunt Pat’s knowledge came from her dad, who was the
local barber, and some came from her being the assistant
Postmaster in town. It wasn’t surprising to learn that she and her
husband were involved with the local historical society, especially
after they retired.
In 2015, Uncle John passed away. He and Aunt Pat were high
school sweethearts and had been married for 70 years! Aunt Pat
faced the reality of life without him and, with the help of her
extended family, continued to live at home for several years until
she was nearly 95. Sadly, for her, the time came when it was
deemed unsafe for her to live alone. Luckily for me, she came to
live in one of the nearby northern suburbs.
From the very beginning, Aunt Pat began telling stories about the
old days—some I’d heard before, but many were brand new. She
often complained that, after having lived such an active life, she
now felt “useless.” But it was clear that her memory was good and
that she still knew so much history. So I convinced her that, with a
little help, she could still be a contributor to the historical society’s
newsletter. I encouraged her to tell me stories from the old days
and I began taking notes!

I

n the weeks and months that followed, she told me about growing
up in the 1920s, stories she remembered from the survivors of the
WWI years, family stories, the history of the historical society—the
list seemed endless. I typed up nearly 40 of her adventures. After
typing up each story, I’d review it with her to see if there were any
corrections or additional details. (And, I checked what facts I could
and rarely, if ever, found her memory to be faulty.)
If the stories were about family or about herself and her Johnny, I’d
send them to family members. If the stories were about the down-river
area, I’d send them to the historical society. Soon Aunt Pat’s stories
began showing up in the society’s quarterly newsletter. The feedback
from their editor was very positive—the members loved Aunt Pat’s
stories! And Aunt Pat enjoyed being more productive again. We
certainly never ran out of subjects to talk about!
During our weekly chats, not only did I get to know Aunt Pat’s
family but also my own. She told me stories about my maternal
grandfather (who died before I was born) and grandmother. She
mentioned a number of adventures she had had with my mother in the
1920s and 1930s.
Patsy, as Aunt Pat was sometimes called, and Johnny were well
known for all the trips they took (often by train), and she told many
of those stories including the time they were in California when an
earthquake occurred! Another of Aunt Pat’s stories, about her Uncle
Lafayette during WW1, appeared here in the Vintage Views.

Some other memorable stories she told during our Saturday chats
included listening to the news of Lindberg’s solo transatlantic flight
on the radio, the origin of the Dodge Brother’s metro parks, and the
story of meeting the famous Olympian, Jim Thorpe.
During the long months of the pandemic we had to curtail our weekly
visits due to the “lockdown.” as she called it, but we had many
discussions on the telephone. That was a difficult time for her and,
eventually she succumbed at the age of 101.
But even during those trying times, when she did not feel like talking,
I would remind her of those stories and attempt to entertain her,
hopefully bringing a smile to her face. In a way, it was a miniature
circle of life.
We’ll always miss her but I’m thankful for the many “Saturdays
with Aunt Pat.”▼
In the late 1990s, I was “elected” to write a
monthly newsletter for the local hobby club. It
was surprisingly enjoyable. From there it led to
periodic article submissions to several hobby
magazines. The OPC's Vintage Views has given
me another opportunity express myself. It's all
about the readers!
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To think I almost missed this important life lesson
By William (Bill) Pilchak
It was one of the “good old days” that one
might fail to recognize if someone didn’t
point it out. In fact, it was the best of days.
It was back when my wife’s sister, the
matriarch of her brood, gathered her family
at Crew’s Lakeside Cabins, each family
residing in one of the five cottages queued
up perpendicular to Lake Huron. It was the
weekend before the Jimmy-Buffet-themed
“Cheeseburger in Caseville” festival. And it
was when the entire brood was still with us.

M

atriarch Marion had graciously invited
my wife and me to join the troupe for
an overnight. The afternoon’s events for the
menfolk—“goombahdies” in this ItalianPolish clan—included a round at a quirky,
charming nine-hole golf course that didn’t
blink at the prospect of a five-some. It was
the best round ever. A loop at Pebble Beach
wouldn’t even come close, because it
doesn’t have a three-story lighthouse off
the fairway, mimicking every putt-putt
course in the world.
The trip back to the cabins included a stop
for pipe-tobacco cigars. With the lottery
prize of just under a billion dollars, we all
bought a ticket.

After a wonderful dinner the troupe gathered
around a bonfire at the beach. The Perseid
meteor shower was scheduled to rain down
that very evening. My niece supplied Rusty
Nail combos of scotch, Drambuie, and
ice—the perfect solution to wash down the
pleasing but noxious residue of the cigar. An
offshore breeze pulled the cigar and bonfire
smoke out over the lake, along with Chinese
paper lanterns sporadically released by
shoreline residents, each lifted and
illuminated by candles on their way to
Canada.
After an hour of reminiscing our favorite
family stories, joking, and soaking up the
love, the sky grew as dark as one might
expect at the tip of Michigan’s thumb.
Laying back while already laid back, it was
easy to see Perseid shooting its silver stars
about twice a minute. After running out of
practical wishes-upon-a-star, I foolishly
asked, “Man, what would you do if you won
those billion dollars?” Thinking of all the

places I had been and deciding that the
French Riviera would be the best place to
reside, I wondered if the mansion next to
Tina Turner’s place might be for sale.

second epiphany. “You don’t think you
thought about that all on your own, do you?”
she asked.

Until then, I hadn’t known that my nephew
Frank, who machined parts for NASA, was
such a sage. “I know what I’d do,” he said.
“I’d buy this place so we could all come up
here whenever we wanted.”
I didn’t tell Frank that with a billion dollars,
he could buy all five cottages just over
our shoulder and still move next door
to Tina, because I was struck by his
wisdom. Even if a billionaire, Frank’s
paradise would be perpetually gathering
his family on this lakeshore, sharing
laughs, drinks, and love. Even then,
I realized how foolish my question had
been. How could a fortune compare to
the value of a full complement of family
enjoying life, love, and each other to
the fullest?
But I still didn’t really “get it.” It would
take another poke by Frank many
months later to make the finer point.

I retraced my still new thought processes.
No thoughts of my own had led to that
revelation. That live-in-the-moment
observation simply pushed itself into
my head. “That was probably him,” she
continued. “He was probably right there
with you.”

Crew’s Lakeside Cabins

Before he did, Frank would begin to worry
about the quality of the spaceship parts he
produced because his fingers
no longer responded to his instructions as
well as before. It was the first symptom
of ALS that would, in a short time, creep
through his neurons and decimate his body
until he slipped away.
I’ve often thought about Frank’s statement
since that night on the beach. I reflected on
a glorious, sunny day shortly before Frank’s
memorial service, while doing chores with a
pipe-tobacco cigar clenched in my teeth. Just
then, I—who was still working sixty hours a
week—appreciated Frank’s real message.
Although Frank’s family is more important
than money message remains profound,
I suddenly realized his deeper point. After
a perfect day of golf with the goombahdies,
there I had been tracking God’s silvery
meteors and golden Chinese lanterns against
an indigo sky with a campfire at my back
and my favorite drink in hand, laughing, and
reminiscing with a dozen loved ones…and
I was thinking of what might happen if a
one-in-three-hundred-million turn of events
made me wealthy?
Right there, Frank’s message was clear: Live
in the moment you idiot! I had finally gotten
it. But without Frank’s wisdom, I almost
missed noting how I had experienced one
of the best days of my life.
I’ve told this story to probably a hundred
people. Still, before Frank’s memorial
service, one of them commented about that

Of course, he was. If there is a greater
consciousness on the other side, wouldn’t
Frank come around while I fondly
remembered him and that wonderful day…
especially if lured by his favorite pipetobacco aroma?
So, I shared this episode at Frank’s
memorial. And now I have put it on paper
at his son’s request. But this memoir is
actually not my gift to the family. First,
the entire episode was Frank’s gift to me.
I retired shortly thereafter. Now that you
have read this, Frank’s message is his gift
to you. Live in the moment so that you
recognize each of the “good old days” as
you enjoy them.
As far as Frank and I are concerned,
Caseville should change their festival’s
name to “Cheeseburger in Paradise,”
regardless of Jimmy Buffet’s copyright.
Because as Frank illustrated, Paradise is
just down the beach from Caseville.▼
Has practiced law for forty years.
His love of writing began with a
creative writing major in college.
Now retired, he’s published two
legal thrillers reflecting the type
of exciting cases he handled
during his career.
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Baba’s Story
By Ruth Ciocan
In the summer of 2000, our dad sent my sister and me to New Jersey
to represent himself and Mama for a family wedding. We decided to
visit Ellis Island and Liberty Island since we had the time. Both sets
of grandparents came through Ellis Island in the early 1910s. We sat
on the boat, and a lady asked why we were here. We told her about
our family coming from Romania and mentioned that our maternal
grandmother had a humpback. She told us grandmother would have
been in quarantine for six weeks to ensure her “handicap” was not
contagious.

F

reda Stean came to America when she was around 20. Her dad
had remarried after her mother died, and she decided to go
to the States. She was vetted and went to
“Indiana-polis” to work. Active in her church,
she met my grandfather “Big George” one
Sunday in February 1916. He had taken the
train down from Michigan to be “matched up”
with some other lady but wasn’t impressed with
her. He heard Freda pray that first Sunday in
March and liked her immediately. He came
back the following Sunday and proposed.
On the third Sunday, he married her. The first
time he physically contacted her was when he
put his coat around her shoulders while getting
on the train.
They lived in Georgia for a while, where they
had their first child, a little boy 13 plus pounds; sadly he died.
Returning to Michigan, Moshu and Baba (their villages’ terms for
grandpa and grandma) moved to a farm in Belleville, Michigan. He
stayed in Detroit to work at the Lincoln-Mercury plant on Livernois
and would come home to the farm on the weekend. To help with the
farm, Moshu had a man from his village stay at the farm and work
the fields.
Baba’s job was to care for the growing family of six girls (the
youngest being my mama), to cook, clean, garden, can, and give
orders for the week to Basha Pete, the field hand. Mama’s school
lunch while in Belleville was a scrambled egg sandwich on
homemade bread. She traded it to get a roast beef sandwich on
Wonder Bread with mayonnaise, while her classmate was thrilled
with her sandwich. Mama told me how Freda would shake the milk
in a two-quart jar until it formed a butterball. It took a lot of shaking
to make the butter, but it was so good.

Baba was not a “looker” like the grandmas are today. She was less
than five feet, had that hump on her back, and had no teeth. Her
usual attire was an old housedress with a flour bag apron she made
herself. Her salt and pepper hair was always pulled back in a bun.
Sunday morning was a contrast because she had on her best dress
with her black patent leather purse and shoes. She had her well-worn
Romanian Bible and wore her stylish black or navy hat with a little
lace netting. You had to wear a hat to church. She only wore a
Timex watch as she was not one for jewelry, including her wedding
ring that she only wore on Sunday. In the back row of the right side
of the First Romanian Baptist Church on Woodward Avenue in
Detroit was her seat.
Baba was the godliest woman I have ever
known. She often would call her church
friend, and the two of them would pray on the
phone. You never heard a curt word from her
mouth. The only time we’d hear her raise her
voice was when our grandfather would give us
a sloppy kiss; she would increase her rocking
chair speed and squeak and tell him to stop as
she used her dishcloth to wipe our cheeks
clean. During the Depression, Baba would
feed the hobos from the trains. She was a firm
believer that if someone asked for food, you
better help out, even if it meant you gave up
your portion.
Mama called home at 7:30 on Thursday night, December 10, 1970,
to tell us Baba had closed her eyes on Earth, but she opened them to
Heaven’s golden streets. It was a constant flow of friends and family
at her funeral. Moshu and their daughters did an overnight vigil at the
church. The uncles slept on the wooden pews. One of our neighbors
came in at 4 a.m. with donuts from the Dutch Girl donut shop. Baba’s
funeral service was in Romanian, but I knew that when the eulogy
started identifying the family members by name, it was near the
casket cover closing.

T

here is an emptiness that still holds me after 51 years. It seems
like it happened yesterday. My niece, my sister Janie’s daughter,
has learned how to make the holiday nut roll just like her greatgrandmother used to make. I go to my sister’s house, and there is
Baba’s rocker. It still makes that same squeak when someone sits
there and rocks, just as Baba did.▼

T

hey moved a few more times. When Mama was 16, they moved
to a four-family flat right on Six Mile Road in Highland Park.
Baba would sit on the front porch and rock back and forth watching
the traffic.
Baba would make a chicken and rice dinner for us as a treat on our
first day of school. She was an amazing cook and baker. She’d make
her own noodles for soup on her white “noodle” cloth, the one strictly
for noodles. I remember when I found a large bowl with a milky thick
substance; I stuck my finger in it and swirled it around. Needless to
say I got in a big deal of trouble because I messed up the yogurt she
was making. When Moshu went to the Wednesday night prayer
meeting at the church, Baba would then make crepes. Thin, lightly
brown, and filled with her strawberry jelly, it was a treat bar none.
In the fall she made her flakey strudel with fresh apple or cheese.
If we were lucky, and she had the leftover dough, she made what
she called “intersuda.” It was similar to Baba’s flaky sweet dough
but not quite the same; this would be a fried tortilla with cinnamon
and sugar. Every Saturday she’d do her baking of bread and pastries.
She never cooked on Sunday, only reheated.

Ellis Island (currently)
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Grandfathers
By Ruth Ciocan
I was a mere teenager when the 1970s ended. We, as young people,
saw changes and history before our very eyes: a president resigned,
Bing Crosby and John Wayne died, music turned to disco, and
society’s morals and standards changed.

A few years later, I went back to the old four-family apartment
building on Six Mile Road in Highland Park armed with a sturdy
screwdriver. I took that small, chipped handle off the door.
A tribute of love from my beloved Moshu.

wo men who were pillars of strength and stability in my life
died during the 1970s. The names George Luguzan and George
Ciocan are meaningless to the average citizen. Yet those two names
bring back a flood of memories always with me. These two men were
alike and yet so different. Both came to the United States from
Romania in the early 1900s, married after
very short courtships (Freda and Theresa
respectively), farmed acres of land, and
worked at the Ford Motor Company
running the elevator or shoveling coal.
Yet they were different in many ways.

George Ciocan was 5’6” with 180 pounds of solid muscle. I usually
spent my Saturday afternoons with this grandpa. He always smelled
of Old Spice aftershave. No matter what time of year, his skin had
a golden-brown color from working in the fields. He took great
pains plowing and planting his rows of beans, cucumbers, and corn.
Alas, his corn was not fit for even a cow to eat, yet we graciously
ate it, hoping one year he might plant
hybrid sweet corn; He never did.
Grandpa loved to have his kids over
for an impromptu barbeque of hot dogs
or bacon bread.

T

George Luguzan was about 6’3”, 350
pounds, and always carried a change
purse in his blue serge pants pocket. We
called him “Moshu,” the Romanian name
for grandpa. He made sure he had dimes
and quarters to bribe us into kissing him.
I have two memories that demonstrate
the kind of person he was.
My Saturday mornings were usually
spent at Moshu’s house. Every two
weeks, Dad dutifully would take us down
to the Chene Ferry Market where farmers
by the dozen would bring their wares to
sell. There was an enormous scale in the
middle of the building, and Moshu would
climb on it to see what he weighed. Then
we would shop for two very long hours,
and soon our empty leather shopping
bags would be filled with fruits and
vegetables plus “the chicken.”
This “chicken” part captivated and
terrified me as a child. Moshu, with his
big hands, would pick up a live,
squeaking chicken by the neck, feel
underneath its feathers for physical
defects, and then shove it to the owner
and announce that he wanted it dressed,
head and all, by a certain time. When
we’d come back, the chickens would
be ready—just like Moshu ordered them!

My sister Janie and I loved our time
at his farm in Madison Heights as
children. One adventure was because
bees and wasps were attracted to Janie.
For days the two of us searched the
house and yard to glimpse their pesky
nest. Finally, my sharp-eyed sister
found the large hive in the metal
overhang awning by grandpa’s window.
After announcing our find to grandpa,
we eagerly ran back into the house to
watch the de-nesting behind the shelter
of the window. With one swift swing
of Grandma’s clothes rod, the nest was
down, and Grandpa raced to safety.
I watched George Ciocan slowly die
for three months. He didn’t recognize
Janie or myself. To be honest, the man
in the nursing home bed was not the
robust, energetic man we knew and
loved. December 24, 1979, he was
met at the pearly gates by his friend
George Luguzan, and they walked
together into heaven.

O

ver 50 years have passed, as did
that chapter of my life. I treasure
the Saturdays I spent with each of
these very special men; I’d do it many
George and Freda (Stean) Luguzan (1948)
times over if I could. There are days
when I think: “Oh, if I could only hear
Moshu tell me he loved me,” or “I have to call Grandpa about the
big storm coming to Oakland County,” but I can’t. It’s true for
The second memory warms my heart. It is from when I was a small
everyone—wishes for more time with those we love so much. If
child. I was unable to reach the door handle on the screen door.
I cry, it’s not because I miss them, for I always shall. It is because
Moshu would get tired of opened and shutting the white door for me,
of my happiness and gratitude and because of my sadness for other
and one day I was surprised to find a tiny white handle underneath
kids who never had the simplistic, joyful, and loving times with
the larger one. A gesture of love and consideration for me but a
their grandfathers as I had with mine.▼
necessity of rest for him.
In 1975 I came home from bible college. He stood up to greet me by
cupping my face in his strong hands. He wanted to know when I was
going to Africa to be a missionary, and I assured him I was not going
to any foreign country. He seemed relieved. Four days later, on the
19th of March he died. My aunt said he walked down the hall to his
favorite chair, waiting for the ambulance and praying that God would
forgive him for his sins.

Last fall, I joined OPC to learn Hand and Foot
Canasta and work on the Vintage Views. I'm back
after a 38-year hiatus from writing while I taught
high school and college English and history!
Instead of college newspapers, I now enjoy
writing about everyday thoughts and memories
of days gone by for the Vintage Views.
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Imprisoned in Siberia – Part 2
By Inge Koseck

To be continued in Autumn 2022 issue

H

aving made it safely through the deep snow toward the village of
Grünhagen while others were being fired upon, we had made it
into the first house in sight.
We all stayed in that house the whole day and during the next night,
waiting for things to settle down and, maybe, for a train to show up.
At five o’clock in the morning a Russian officer entered and told us
to go home to where we had
come from. We found a sled
and loaded our suitcases on it,
taking turns pulling it. Klessens
stayed with us. We had trekked
half a day through deep snow
and miserable cold when a
German two-horse open sleigh
with a bunch of drunken
Russian soldiers stopped by
us. They jumped at us, stole all
jewelry and watches from us,
slit open the suit cases with
a long German officer’s saber,
rummaged through them, threw
the contents around and helped
themselves to whatever they
considered to be of value
to them. Then they put
Inge (age 4) with her parents
Mrs. Klessen in the sleigh and
took off with her.
There we stood with the crying girls, collected our stuff and placed
what was left on the sled. Our journey through the snow continued.
A couple of miles down the road we saw a dark object coming in our
direction. It turned out to be Mrs. Klessen. The drunken soldiers had
kicked her off the sleigh. She was freezing; the Russians had taken
her precious fur overcoat. The children were happy to see their
mother again.
We labored through the snow and cold for five days through the little
farm villages of Wachelsdorf, Bürgerhofen, Steinsdorf, Hollnau, and
Neuhof at a distance of about 15 miles. At night we always found an
abandoned or sometimes an inhabited house. We always were able to
scrounge up some food. Every night we shared shelters with a lot of
other refugees, and the following morning everybody continued the
trek.

A

round January 30, the steeples of our hometown came into sight.
When we reached our house it didn’t exist anymore. There was
nothing left but burned-out ruins. So we kept walking to the next
village of Gildenboden. There we settled in a large house with a lot
of other people.
Periodically, drunken Russian soldiers would come in. They would
shoot at the ceiling and mirrors and pictures on the walls. We always
raised our arms in surrender, and they kept searching for watches
and jewelry. But nobody owned anything anymore.
Somehow somebody would always come up with some food. We
lived in the basement of that house. For several days my mother had
been able to hide me. The women covered their faces and hands with
ashes to look old and sick and unappetizing. But then, one day, around
the middle of February, a bunch of Russians discovered me. They
took one man, whom I didn’t know, Käte Saat, the nineteen year old
beautiful daughter of our neighborhood grocer, and me and marched
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us back to Mohrungen, through town to the tax offices building in
which my dad had worked. We were locked up in and around that
building for about a week. Then they put us and others, whom they
had rounded up, on trucks and drove us to the jail in Bartenstein, a
larger city east of Mohrungen. We were all very hungry by now
and it was cold.

A

fter a week, or, maybe, two weeks, they drove us to a
lumberyard in Insterburg, a city in the northern region of East
Prussia. I had lost all sense of time and purpose. I was still wearing
the same clothes I had put on when we left our house on the 22nd of
January. I was wearing high
boots and a long warm black
overcoat. We joined a mass
of about 1200 people. They
herded us into a long train of
cattle cars, 40 per car, standing
room only, no room to fall.
We were hungry and cold.
The only object was a trough
leading outside for urination
and defecation. The floor
was cold metal, no straw,
no daylight except through
knotholes. Hermetically
sealed, any openings had been
nailed shut with boards. Most
of the time we had to stand
so others could squat or sit.
On March 12, 1945, the train
started its eastern trip.
Nobody knew whereto.
We were in despair. We were hungry and freezing. Now and
then the train would stop, somewhere in the sticks. We were
banging on the walls, begging and screaming for water. The big
doors were opened; the dead were pulled out and thrown into the
fields. The soldiers would throw in a shovelful of snow for us to
drink and rock-hard frozen pieces of bread, not enough for
everybody. We would soften the bread in snow so we could chew
it. Under these conditions, we traveled for two weeks. Because of
the dying of some, more space became available for the surviving.
Near Moscow we were taken off the train, deloused, and cleaned
up in a sauna. After that “holiday” we were back on the train for
another two weeks. We were hungry and cold.
On April 11 we arrived in Tscheljabinsk, Siberia. The sliding doors
were opened. We were blinded from the piercing snow because we
had been kept in the dark for two weeks. Nothing but snow, as far
as one could see. We fell out of the car, down about six feet into
deep snow. We had no strength to get up; some of us didn’t want
to get up, to just die. We were hungry and cold. But the guards
fired shots into the air, cussed, and pushed us up and on. In the
distance we saw snow covered earth barracks. That’s where we
ended up, our new home.▼
I live in Rochester with my husband
Hans. After raising our family and
caring for three families of the next
generation, I retired and in 2012 joined
the Older Persons' Commission. The
swimming pool invited me.
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Lost: 12 Hours
By Adam Thiny
Monday, September 24, 2001: 13 days after 9-11! My retirement
luncheon had been scheduled for that coming Thursday. Friday was
to be my last day of employment at General Motors. But destiny
would interfere, altering those plans.

D

riving south on Rochester Road, I stopped to purchase a box
of donuts. Next I filled up the gas tank at a station near Auburn
Road. At 6:30 a.m. I pulled into the parking lot of an office building
sited on John R Road, my place of work. While entering the building
I exchanged greetings with a fellow worker. And that would become
my last remembrance for the next 12 hours.
At 6:30 p.m. I found myself sitting on a bed at Crittenton Hospital
with my wife standing in front of me. “What am I doing here? I
asked. “Who brought me here?” Herta informed me that I had been
repeating those same words throughout the afternoon. So, what had
transpired during those 12 hours? As of today, my mind still draws
a blank. I can only repeat what my wife and co-workers have told me.
They claimed at work that morning I had functioned normally,
mostly. They said at our department meeting I recited an in-depth
farewell speech, which contradicted my being known as a person of
few words. Also, I had never intended to give a speech. It would not
be until noon, just as I was preparing to drive to the airport to pick up

my cousin flying in from St. Louis, that
I must have noticed a change in my
mental state.
While I was staring at my computer screen
a young engineer came by and jokingly
made some remarks about my recent
haircut (we shared the same barber).
I told him that something felt wrong.
“Is it about your retirement?” He asked.
“No!” I replied, “It is about me. I cannot
remember my password.” I then asked
him to summon our manager. After a brief
discussion it was decided that I needed
medical care.

I

n the hospital, supposedly, I still knew who I was, and did
recognize my wife when she arrived. But more recent events I no
longer knew, like the World Trade Center tragedy from just 13 days
earlier. When asked who our president was, I named Clinton (wrong
answer). I did not know what day or date it was, or my age, but did
remember my year of birth.
After drifting out of that mental twilight zone, I slowly began to
restore some of my lost memory. It took me a while to re-install
telephone numbers, social security number, and also some names
and addresses. I still remembered the make and model of my wife’s
vehicle that we have had for two years, but not mine which I had
acquired just three months ago, although later it came to me. Late
evening, the doctor subjected me to various mental tests. One
question was to name the U. S. Presidents backwards beginning with
Bush; I got as far back as Hoover. By the next day I had regained
most of my memory, except for those missing 12 hours.
For the rest of the week I went through more medical procedures,
including a 24 hour sleep deprived test. At the end, all the tests
provided no explicit answers. The neurologist called it a TGA:
Transient Global Amnesia. The Internet revealed that this is a
rather common occurrence and may attack one person in every
hundred thousand, and could strike a second time. The exact cause
still remains unknown. But it did mention that anxiety attacks or
physical exertions may be a contributor.
Do I ever worry about having another TGA attack? Perhaps!
Sometimes when I am driving alone that thought tends to invade
my mind. Would I find my way home, or will I wander aimlessly
and wind up in unknown places? Remember, on that September
Monday I was just getting ready to drive to the airport on I-94, and
I did have a full tank of gas. Would I have reached Chicago, or just
kept on driving until the tank ran dry? That day I was lucky: I did
not have a stroke. I only lost 12 hours of memories. I just wish that
I could remember my farewell speech.▼
I’ve been a member of Vintage Views
since 2003. I write, proof, and do
computer layouts. Primarily my articles
relate to my early past, cowboy movies,
and western novels.
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Dream Poem
Sam Seabright
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It was a moving poem.
Prepositions darted to and fro
and verbs pursued erudite nouns,
some of which were pregnant.
The words were fungible and pixelated,
they floated between meanings,
ebbed and flowed
in shades of gray.
Each word, each line
lived in a spongy fluid,
sometimes buoyant,
sometimes submerged.
Words slid over and under
each other, often hiding
in the translucent fluid.
Words merged into each other,
combining and rearranging,
dissolving as if made of sugar,
or flexible or blurry;
and some retreated to
another dimension.

For Jim
Lisa Leo Lanni, 2020

Where do the words go
That have not been said?
Where do the poems go
That long to be read?
Do they swirl in the wind
And land on birds’ wings?
Are they carried away
To the castles of kings?
Where do the words go
That cannot find their page?
Where do the poems go
While they mourn for their sage?
Do they yearn to be written
With his wisdom and grace?
Do they envy their author
Who now sees God’s face?
Where do the words go
That have not been said?
Where do the poems go
That long to be read?
They are embodied in the loved ones
Whom Jim held most dear
Their lives are his poetry
Their hearts are his mirror.
Written in memory of Rochester’s
Past Poet Laureate Jim Ahearn

I Love Michigan
Deb Weber, 2014

Winter, Spring, Summer, and Fall
In Michigan we get it all!
Skiing, tulips, Great Lakes, and leaves,
And a movie filmed on Mackinac with Christopher Reeves!!
Two wonderful Peninsulas
The Lower and the Upper,
A Bridge to connect them
And a Pasty for supper!!
Michigan has all you need
To raise a future Leader Dog or a kitten…
And to show friendly strangers exactly where you live,
Just proudly hold up your Mitten!!
Better Made, Sanders, Vernors, and more...
Get all these goodies at your Meijer store!
Chips and popcorn, chocolate and pop…
Delicious products put Michigan on top!!
We’ve got Lions and Tigers and Grizzlies, oh my!
And Red Wings and Pistons that shoot for the sky.
Go to school at OU, U of M, Michigan State….
The degree you will earn will be very top rate!
If it’s transportation you need, look no further than us…
Go to Metro, Amtrak, a car dealer, or bus!
There’s Chrysler, Ford Motor, GM, Cadillac…
We are the Motor City, and no model we lack!!
So many venues to visit…
The DIA, Fox Theatre, Detroit Zoo.
As a visitor to Michigan,
You’ll have plenty to do!
Our weather is diverse, we have quite the range.
If you don’t like it now, wait a minute…it’ll change!!
We don’t get the superstorms, hurricanes, or drought…
There’s something for everyone, no reason to pout!
Take a plane, take a train, take a car, or a bus.
However you get here, come and visit us!
There’s so much to see and to do and to hear,
After all, Michigan is Superior!
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Fishin’ Holes At Dixie Lake

Summer Is Here

c1975 Our first cottage was on an island in Dixie
Lake in nearby Independence Township. It was a great substitute
for my summers in northern Michigan’s
Les Cheneaux Islands.

Summer is here with all that it excites
It’s about warm weather and hot summer nights

Bob Lytle
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I guess my fav’rit place is here,
A-watchin’ bobbers float,
With all the people I hold dear,
Out in our tin can boat.
An’ each has got one place where he
Has had the mostest luck,
An’ got his name attached to it,
Once there, all others duck.
There’s Geoffrey’s Point, and Ian’s Hole,
An’ Mommy’s Ol’ Perch Run,
Grampa’s Spot, an’ Jamie’s Channel—
They all adds up to fun.
Bo an’ Gramma Lindy’s spot
Is standin’ ‘long the shore,
They’ll haul ‘em in from dawn t’ dusk,
Then go out late fer more.
But as fer me, I guess I love ‘em
All about the same,
Fer every nook an’ cranny there’s
A mem’ry and a name.
So all this bobber watchin’, an’
The love it brings, an’ cheer,
To all the folks I love the best—
Let’s catch some more next year.

Our Lawn

Michael Flannery

Concerts in parks providing the sound
Allows us to participate as we sing along
Baseball at all major league stadiums
As well as little leaguers at their field of dreams
Kayaks and paddleboards plying the waters
To those enthusiasts tis all that matters
Kids of all ages can be seen at poolside
Swimming and enjoying water slides
Young and old fishing at parks, lakes, and streams
Hoping to land that special fish of which they dream
Convertibles and motorcycles are on the road
Enjoying the ride and putting other things on hold
Golfers are on links not just for fun
But always looking for that elusive hole-in-one
Runners, joggers, and bicyclists are on the paths
Conquering passion for exercise and endurance that lasts
One can smell barbecues on backyard grills
Those hot dogs and hamburgers surely fit the bill
The July 4th celebrations that we all love
Parades to attend and fireworks seen above
Summer provides us so much to do
Enjoying the outdoors and visiting our local zoo
Fall and winter will soon be near—warm weather be past
Summer is here—find opportunities to enjoy while it lasts

Bob Lytle

Through Jamie’s eyes, he sees the true importance of a lawn.

Ain’t like Dad don’t fertilize so’s it won’t all turn brown,
An’ Mommy waters it on days when rain ain’t pourin’ down.
They rake the dead grass out in Spring and all the leaves in Fall,
And sow new seeds and spray for weeds, once spots, now overall.
But Daddy says he ‘members way back then when it was new,
Before it was that I got borned, an’ Zeffy was but two,
He laid the sod, so sof’ an’ green, and it grew day an’ night,
When only he could walk on it. He mowed and trimmed it right.
An ‘nen the rest of us came ‘long—Ian, me, an’ Bo,
Zeffy took up baseball, an’ our lawn began to show
The odd effects of little boys, ages three to thirty,
Diggin’ in t’ take their cuts—slidin’, getting’ dirty.
Summer saw the soccer games. Football in the Fall.
Winter snow brought angel wings an’ snowmen standin’ tall.
Every Spring was “Hide an’ Seek,” an’ year ‘roun’, “Kick The Can.”
There’s places grass won’t never grow—where everybody ran.
An’ Daddy says he’d rather play than trim or mow or that,
He’d prob’ly skip a meal before he’d miss a turn at bat.
So, though it’s not as fancy as some neighbors’ lawns I know,
My daddy says it’s perfect, an’ what Daddy says, is so.

Baseball Summers
Maryann Blodgett Wilshere

Dad loved baseball
Me too
Sitting beside him
Summer afternoon
Ballpark sounds
Organ music
Crowd cheers
Vendor callouts
Ballpark smells
Hot dogs
Peanuts
Lemonade
Dad cheered for one team
His mom for another
They loved baseball
Me too…Still do Dad!
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“...Sea Shells by the Sea and the She֞ll Goes On!” OR “Where have all the Sea Shells Gone?”
By Jean Waid
Collecting beautiful and unusual seashells can be an enchanting and
lifelong hobby. Sanibel Island’s fifteen miles of sandy beach are one
of the most famous shelling areas on the planet—over 250 types of
shells have been found. Serious and veteran shellers are up by when
the previous day’s newspapers predict the tide will be going out.
Many other beaches in many parts of the world are also enjoyed for
shelling. How intensely my brother-in-law resisted getting to Sanibel
Island at 5:00 a.m. He was outnumbered and unwilling to be left
behind and possibly miss out on a great adventure.

S

erious shellers take a bucket, flashlight, canvas bag, several plastic
bags, and a digger—a sturdy stick or large spoon, or even a snow
scraper will work. Perhaps you will need a hat, sunglasses, sunscreen,
jacket, flip flops, water shoes, or bare feet, and wear something that
will allow you to wade in knee-deep or deeper water. Having a cell
phone or camera along should the
need arise for a photoshoot is a given.
In Florida, it is illegal to take a shell
still occupied by a living creature.
Bailey Matthews National Shell
Museum at 3075 Sanibel Captiva
Road has a wonderful and extensive
shell guide on their website depicting
shells and their names.

Numerous books, calendars, and websites about shells contain
sensational photos and provide names of shells. Attractive jewelry
has been created from shells. Hundreds of tiny shells have been
crafted into stunning leis or necklaces. A single shell pendant looks
great on a chain or thin leather strip knotted for a necklace.
Shells are often a theme for commercial jewelry. A gold-colored base
metal starfish pin, a pewter sand dollar brooch, a sterling conch shell
on a long chain, and a sterling charm bracelet containing shell charms
are among my favorite jewelry items.
Crafters have been known to glue shells on boxes, picture frames,
and frame mirrors for display on a table or wall. Cameo-carved Italian
shells have been placed on small wood pedestals for small lamps.
Large glass table lamps are manufactured to hold shells. Shells are a
popular decorating theme on many levels. Shell pictures grace note
cards, greeting cards, playing cards, and postcards. Towels, soaps,
and framed art pictures depict shells as well as shirts and other
articles of clothing.
Alice, dear family friend of my parents, gets credit for starting me on
my love of all things shell. She gifted me with a football-size brain
coral from her Florida trip when I was eight. This gift moved from
state to state with me and graces my master bathroom to this day.▼
After reading the Vintage Views stories by others,
I was inspired beginning in 2004 to share some
of my travels, humorous events, and poetry. I
proudly write about my husband Roger, our three
adult sons, five precious grandchildren, and 40
years in Rochester Hills. It’s a joy to contribute
to this publication with other writers and poets.

After you have “recovered” from a shelling expedition, a bucket of
bleach water is mandatory for soaking your shell loot, and then you
need to dry them in the sun, perhaps on a driveway, grass, or towel.
Warning: Do not soak a deceased starfish in water, or you will be
very sorry! Water will activate whatever is in that shell and create an
indescribably unpleasant odor you can only hope never to experience.
It is also rewarding and fun to seek seashells in Michigan or other
states at flea markets, garage and estate sales, online selling sites, and
thrift shops! Many shops in different locations often contain shells for
sale in tourist areas, including Sea Shell City in northern Michigan!
Be discreet about mentioning to others that you are seeking shells, or
you may be overwhelmed with shell donations. “Careful what you
wish for!” surely applies here.
Many options exist on what to do with your shells when you take
them home. Real sand makes for an interesting shell display when
contained in a glass bowl or aquarium. Gift others, display on a
mirror, in a basket, wood bowl, shelf, tray, display case, on a pedestal,
or wire display frame. A single large shell can create a focal point in
any room. Decorators favor odd numbers such as three, five, or seven
for artistic groupings. With shells, more is usually better. Bathrooms
look more inviting when shells are displayed, in my opinion.
Excess shells can be enhanced on a wrapped gift or a jelly jar lid or
donated to others or charity.
At four libraries, many of my largest and finest shells have been on
display for a month or longer. I used sand-colored, textured burlap
fabric in shelf-wide strips to protect the glass shelving and enhance
the sand-looking surface of the shells. I went the distance to prepare
small shelf readers with the common names of the shells, ignoring
the interesting scientific names. I missed my shells while they were
on display but also enjoyed sharing them with others, temporarily.
The positive feedback made it worthwhile and created a photoshoot
for others.
In ancient history, cowrie shells, among other shells, were used as
money in Europe, China, some Indo Pacific areas, and Africa. Some
North American natives used shells as wampum for trading.

Pass the Keys Please!
Jean Waid

Other people’s keys have been found
In the front yard upon the ground,
Between the front car seats on the floor,
The next morning in the front door,
By a stranger on the casino floor.
In the front left side pocket
Of last year’s winter jacket.
In the family room over there
Hiding underneath the biggest chair.
In the open hatchback of a car one day
On Prince Edward Island miles away.
Under a Maui travel brochure
On a rental car seat after coming ashore
Following a grand whale-watch tour.
Lost keys surfaced in the garage attic
In forgotten golf bags when working to pack it.
She knew her keys had fallen down
In a porta pot, when far out of town.
Her husband responded that hot day
From a golf course very far away.
The moral of my message rhymes…
Know where your keys are at all times.
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Two More Adventures in Hearing—for Everyone!
By Bill Mihalic
Over the past few months I spent a lot of time shopping for an
improved set of hearing aids, then countless hours fiddling with the
settings to maximize their performance, and then even more hours
writing about the experience (Vintage Views, Spring 2022).
Thankfully, my efforts did result in improved hearing (and writing
the article provided a bit of advice for others and a somewhat cathartic
outlet for me).
I was surprised, however, to stumble across two audio issues that
affect nearly everyone, including people with normal “20-20” hearing.

ONE: MOVIE MUMBLES
I learned that people watching movies at home and in theaters--and
even professionals in the film industry--are becoming upset about the
increasing difficulty of understanding dialogue in today’s movies.
Viewers are complaining more often, and there’s growing reliance on
closed captions.
Apparently this loss of speech clarity is the
cumulative effect of several recent trends in moviemaking: more acting styles that emphasize realism;
the growing popularity of action movies with loud
and exciting action that drowns out spoken words;
and audio mixes that are optimized for one venue
(e.g., theaters), but are ineffective for other audio
systems (home televisions).
And, as is the case in so many areas, technology has become so
powerful that directors start thinking it’s all-powerful, and the result
is over-reliance on post-processing (i.e., editing) for fixing imperfect
audio tracks. In fact, that excuse for not re-shooting a scene has
become such a cliché that an online search found dozens (I stopped
counting at 50) different T-shirt designs with the expression, “We’ll
Fix it in Post.” But, for directors who refuse to debate the point, there
are also plenty of T-shirts that say, “Because I’m the Director, That’s
Why.”
What can be done? Sneak onto a movie set, and when the director
refuses to re-shoot a weak-audio scene look at him or her with
furrowed brow and clear your throat? After watching a movie, call
up a mumbling actor and ask, “Hey, would it hurt you to speak a little
more clearly next time?” Well, we can’t do that, of course…but
I often wish I could.
Actually, as I write this the Academy Awards are in progress, and
I can’t help but suggest a new award: “…And the Oscar for ‘Best
Enunciation by an Actor or Actress in an Action Movie’ goes to…”
The sad fact is that once a film is made and put into venue-specific
formats for movie theaters, online streaming, and DVDs, there is
precious little we mortals can do to improve the clarity of dialogue.
Beyond subscribing to premium streaming platforms and selecting
movies made by directors with good “dialog creds,” about all we can
do is buy a good sound system and fiddle with the audio adjustments
until the cows come home.

TWO: HARLEY RUMBLES
This second area is also tied to movie-making technology, but this
problem is the Rodney Dangerfield of audio issues—it doesn’t seem
to get any respect. I’ve always enjoyed the earth-shaking rumble of
old race cars, powerful dragsters, and even offshore powerboats.

When putting together my audio/video system, I looked forward to
watching videos of these sorts of things from the comfort of a recliner,
with one hand holding the controller and the other hand holding a cup
of coffee or beer, depending on the time of day of course.
The soundbar I had selected (with an emphasis on speech clarity)
worked great: terrific sound quality, clear dialogue, outstanding
music. But when I played YouTube videos of what should have been
incredibly loud Harleys and rip-snortin’ hot rods, it sounded like
they had all been converted to electric.
No problem. I had always thought a sub-woofer might be needed,
so I put in the order. When the sub-woofer arrived I immediately—
with great anticipation—hooked up the sub and played a YouTube
video of an event that in-person would normally lead to a review
of noise ordinances, sales of earplugs, and shattered kidney stones.
And the result was…Disappointment! No rumble. Zip. Nada. Niente.
Since so many of the available recordings are on
YouTube, I reached out to some guys who
generate an income recording, producing, and
posting great car videos. Turns out, most YouTube
videos are watched on cell phones or tablets
with tiny internal speakers or earbuds, and
sometimes computers which typically have
modest audio systems, so the rumble wouldn’t be
noticed anyway. In the rare instances of watching
an online video on a home theater set up, no one
seems to expect low frequency content in a YouTube production; no
one grumbles about the missing rumbles.
It was time for a little research. Here’s a summary of what I learned:
The sub-woofer operates in the frequency range of 25-100 hertz.
So, for a video to shake the room, crack the foundation, and generate
complaints from the neighbors, the subject of the video (bass guitar,
kick drum, dragster, Harley, etc.) must have significant content in
that range. Then, that sound has be captured with the appropriate
microphone (and the appropriate settings), and then stored, edited,
and streamed with the low notes unfiltered and still intact at every
step in the process.
This “learning experience” is still a work in progress. I’ve come to
appreciate DVDs and streamed programs that have substantial bass
content. However, for the videos of my favorite car events, I’m
seeing if I can record my own—for the challenge, for the feeling of
accomplishment, for the enjoyment of watching the final product,
and, frankly, simply for the heck of it.
My latest challenge is figuring out how to record my own in-car
driving videos and capture the rumble of the exhaust without the
associated wind noise.
To quote Roseanne Roseannadana: “It’s always something.”▼
My entire career was in the auto industry, but at age 55
I got the itch to write comedy, which became an enjoyable side job (when I got paid) and hobby (when I
didn’t). In 2019 I joined the Vintage Views—a great
opportunity to pursue my favorite topic: the serious
and humorous trials and tribulations of seniors.
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Cave Canem—More dog tails
By Hans Koseck

O

We lived on a farm at Cady’s Corners in Clinton
Township, Macomb County, Michigan. If you still
have a real old map, you can find it at the corner
of Utica Road and Moravian Drive. It was a tiny
town. Besides our 42-acre farm was the Stage Bar,
a forge, an auction house, a gas station, and a twosisters residence.

ne evening, at dusk, our seven-year-old son Kurt went to the
road in front of the house and came back with a paper shopping
bag filled with puppies. I don’t know why he went there and, I guess,
I didn’t even ask. There was too much excitement. Maybe he heard a
car stop and discard something. He was always extremely inquisitive.
Maybe, he just moseyed around before coming in for dinner. Kurt
found that some of the puppies had managed to crawl out of the
overturned bag, so he had scooped them back in. There were 12
probably one-day-old puppies.
I happened to have a 2x3 foot wooden crate. I filled the bottom with
shredded newspapers for bedding. My wife drove to a pet store to
buy bitch-milk. We still had a baby bottle from the kids to nurse the
puppies. Our helpful neighbor, my wife, and I took turns 24 hours
a day for several days to feed the abandoned dogs every two hours.
None of us got a lot of sleep during those first days and nights. I fed
them, for instance, at ten o’clock at night. It took only about ten or
fifteen minutes. My wife’s turn started at midnight, and at two in the
morning, Pat from next door would volunteer. At four, the alarm
woke me up again for my turn. It wasn’t too bad, and the newborns
were happy. One puppy was quite a bit bigger than the others. Oddly,
that was the only puppy who hadn’t made it through the first night.
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The next morning when Kurt was waiting for the school bus, he
heard some whimpering by the ditch. He found a puppy who had
survived on his own during the long night—amazing! Now we had
a full dozen again. They all grew up healthy. As they grew older and
dirtier and spent their days outside, the other neighbor’s dog Friskie
took on the innate job of voluntarily cleaning them. A dog’s tongue
could do a much better job than humans’ hands could have done!
A sign at the road of Cady’s Corners advertised that free puppies
could be had. It was Kurt’s responsibility to hand them out for
adoption. Typically, men would give him some money; women
knew that they were free! That’s what Kurt told us.
Cave Canem! Latin for Beware of Dog!▼

Cady’s Corners a Historical Settlement
By Karen M. Lemon
Cady or Cady’s Corners is one of the many forgotten settlements in
Macomb and Oakland counties. Often there is little to nothing left of
these hamlets, a few merged into larger towns, or faded away when
the railroad lines bypassed their village. Often they had a post office,
general store, church, or cemetery. With the exception of cemeteries,
most of the other structures have been torn down. One such forgotten
town which still has a cemetery is Cady’s Corners.
Cady’s Corners was first settled by Chauncey G. Cady in 1833. He
was Township Supervisor and then township clerk. Cady’s Corners
post office was established on July 15, 1864 and operated until July 31,
1906 when the town was disbanded. Chauncey Cady also was the first
president of the Pioneer Society, which would eventually become the
Macomb County Historical Society.
The Miller-Cady Cemetery aka Cady’s Corners Cemetery is officially the
last remnant of Cady’s Corner which is located in Section 30 at
16 Mile Road west of Utica Road in Clinton Township.▼

SUMMER 2022

VINTAGE VIEWS

PAGE 19

Eighteen
By Sam Seabright
She is now 18 years of age and still a teenager. I understand that this
is unusual. Why? Because our ‘teen is a cat!

A

Frisky visiting the great outdoors

s a rescue from a bad situation
she was originally taken from a
pound. Her owner was loving and
doted on her. But then he became ill
and passed away at 97 years of age.
She struggled through poor health,
an uncaring housekeeper, and
an arduous journey from South
Dakota to Michigan. Shortly after
coming to our home, she
had to have most of her
molars pulled.

She adapted quickly to our Michigan suburban home. We bought a
brush to groom her. She immediately recognized it, even while it was
still in the box, and made cute motions as if being brushed—her
original owner had regularly brushed her. She also meticulously
grooms herself.

F

risky is her name. I suppose she certainly was when younger. But
even now, she is quite active: She runs upstairs for naps,
downstairs to the basement litter box, and outdoors to chase bugs and
chipmunks.
I ask her, “To what do you attribute your longevity?” She replies,
“Meow! I’m hungry! Feed me!” Well, that’s her answer—she eats
seven small meals each day, divided into small pieces, and laps up
lots of fresh water. We feed her only moist cat food. It is better for

her kidneys and overall health than dry food. She also gets occasional
treats (of course cut into small bits), a bit of ham, or pieces of
shrimp—“yummy” would be her response.). Frisky looks forward to
her meals, showing up every three hours like a built-in alarm clock.
Frisky is in pretty good health—no arthritis but just a tad too much
thyroid, so she takes medicine. We spoil her mercilessly, hugging
and snuggling. She has multiple beds and places to visit all through
the house, but she still is intensely curious about any open door:
“Are there mice in there?” she asks. She has caught mice. We saw
her bringing one to us, and she tried to swallow it whole! Yuk!

S

he also loves her catnip patch out back of the house and will lay in
it. She watches birds and chipmunks, something she couldn’t do
in South Dakota, from the second floor of a senior living apartment.
Frisky fiercely defends her home from other cats and dogs and once
chased away a deer trying to encroach on her catnip patch!
We feel honored to have rescued her and provided her “the good life”
and are convinced she is grateful to have been rescued, as any animal
is grateful to be saved. We give her some control over her situation:
when she is hungry, we feed her, usually let her out if she wants, and
generally abide by her wishes. She is the Queen!▼
I like to write stories about our rescued cat Frisky,
and other animals that live outside (usually) our
house in the backyard. We have many animals who
frequent our backyard and add an interesting twist to
our lives. I also like to write about places I have
traveled to and people I have met along the way.
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Company Housing in Rochester during the 1900s
By Karen M. Lemon
In the early days of the 1910s, it was a good
time to be single and relocate to the
Rochester area. The women wore their
dresses long, with plenty of petticoats,
and lace-up shoes when they traveled to
Rochester for an opportunity to leave home,
earn an income, and meet new people;
hopefully, a husband.

I

n 1912 two large employers in Rochester
were recruiting new employees to work
at their facilities. Both the Western Knitting
Mills and the D.M. Ferry Seed Company
needed new hires to meet their production
requirements. With the influx of new
employees, both companies also needed
somewhere for the recruits to live.
In downtown, the facility of Western
Knitting Mills, built a large barn-shaped
dormitory for the women they recruited
from the Upper Peninsula to live. They
would eventually build three dormitories
for the single women.
As the Rochester Era wrote;
The building is 80 feet long and 28 feet
wide, is made of cement blocks, and is
situated just south of the mills, enabling
both heating and lighting to be furnished
by the machinery in the mills. Fifty girls
can easily be accommodated there.

Peninsula and emigrates from Ireland and
Belgium were recruited.

M

eanwhile, south of town, the D.M.
Ferry Seed Company recruited single
men and some families to work at their new
trial and experimental garden farm north
of Hamlin near Rochester Road. The new
property was an existing farm of 113 acres
with a farmhouse built in the late 1800s for
the farm manager and family. The company
decided they would need to provide housing
for the new hires and decided housing needs
were twofold. First, for the single men,
a boarding house was built. It was two and
a half stories with fourteen rooms, a kitchen,
a large dining room, and a recreation area for
the single men. For the families, they built
a small group of detached cottages.
Ferry Court was also built in 1912 and still
exists on the north side of Hamlin east of
Rochester Road. They were fashioned after
the garden city movement of urban planning
for company towns popular at the time. The
14 houses were erected around an oval
boulevard with a grassy area for the children
to play, with six single homes alternating
between four double houses. The small
houses were made of blocks with stucco
cladding, a telephone, electricity, a hot air
furnace, and indoor plumbing.
In the 1930s, a three-piece bathroom was
added to the basements. The cottages saw
many changes over the years including
ownership and street names (Ferry Court to
Christian Court to currently Way Side Park.)
The court was a place where wonderful
memories and friends were made; some of
these people who grew up living near or
renting a cottage still live in the area.

Boarding house at Western Knitting Mills

In order to get new workers the mills would
need to reach out to far-off places. Single
women from Calumet in the Upper

On the Facebook page “Rochester in
the ’70s,” Rita shared her memories
of growing up living near Ferry Court
during the 60s. She made life-long
friends. She remembers sitting on the
Ferry Court stone gate waiting for

D. M. Ferry Seed Company farmhouse 2021

The boarding house for single men 1914

A single family cottage 1914

the bus with her friends until the older boys
pushed them down off the sign; “...playing
baseball games on the grassy park in the
center of the court…,” and babysitting at
the cottages. Rita rented one of the cottages
in the late 70s and made wonderful friends.
While the court and boarding house
landscaping and maintenance have declined
over the years, at least all these buildings
are still here, unlike the boarding houses
at the Western Knitting Mills. We need to
save our history!▼
Like many writers who joined Vintage Views,
I did not think I could write. Surprise, after
starting in 2014, I found I could put words
together and tell my stories. I love history,
especially Rochester’s, so that’s mostly
what I write.

