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A Gem Right In The Middle
Well, almost the middle of three communities

Van Hoosen Farm and Farmhouse

By Karen M. Lemon
Can you name a popular, local attraction with beginnings in Stoney
Creek Village, named for Rochester Hills and located in the city of
Rochester, Michigan? If you guessed the Rochester Hills Museum
at Van Hoosen Farm, you are correct.

H

ow did this location become an idyllic setting to preserve the
history of a typical farming community in Michigan as told
through the rich stories of the frontier families that settled the farm?
How did the Van Hoosen Farm become the Rochester Hills Museum?
The last remaining family member, Sarah Van Hoosen Jones, deeded
upon her death in 1972 the entire 350 acres, outbuildings, and barns
to Michigan State University to do as they saw fit. By the end of
the seventies, most of the farmland and a number of the buildings
were sold.

Renovation plans included moving the farmhouse two hundred
feet away from the road and adding a couple of additions. The
reconstruction coincided with a worldwide trip the Van Hoosen
women took, enabling them to bring home souvenirs to decorate
their newly remodeled house. Today the farmhouse and dairy barn
are integral parts of the museum experience.

W

hen the museum reopens to the public, visitors will find
documented accounts of the original land occupants the
Potawatomi Native Americans, and of the first non-native residents,
who migrated from Rochester, New York. The museum has farming
artifacts and includes an
e are very excited about moving in our new exhibits about the Van Hoosen
extensive archive regarding
During the 1970s the
Family
and
local
history
exhibits
and
being
able
to
share
our
community’s
the greater Rochester area,
“Sarah Van Hoosen Jones
history. Expect a grand opening this July! In the meantime, we have more of our
all wrapped up in the
Questers Group” became
archive online, Zoom programs, bike ride tours of downtown, schoolhouse tours
remarkable history of the
alarmed as they saw the
and more—so visit the Museum website at rochesterhills.org/museum to see
Van Hoosen farm and
University selling off
what we have going on !” —Pat J. McKay, Manager, Van Hoosen Farm
the strong women who
buildings and surrounding
owned it. ▼
acreage to private developers.
The Questers Group started a petition to save the remaining land
and buildings, which included the Van Hoosen farmhouse.
Concurrently, the Rochester area was also losing many of their local
farms to developers. Rochester was anxious to save the Van Hoosen
Farm as an example of local agricultural practices. This culminated
with the remaining Van Hoosen farm and buildings being purchased
by Rochester Hills in 1989.

W

Today the 16-acre complex offers visitors the chance to tour the
grounds with seven historic buildings and gardens which border the
babbling Stoney Creek. So wonderful are the grounds of the former
Van Hoosen farm, it is listed on the National Register of Historic
Places. The Van Hoosen farm grounds and house exist today because
each generation took pride in its preservation.
In the early twentieth century, the four Van Hoosen women renovated
the farmhouse to better suit their needs, creating their dream home.
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Outbuildings at Van Hoosen Farm
And the story of a lost and found Equipment Barn

The Museum has seen some extensive construction on our
site for the past two years as we are replacing the roof on
the dairy barn and rebuilding the equipment bar in the exact
spot and to the same dimensions when it was built in 1924.
—Pat J. McKay, Manager, Van Hoosen Museum
The equipment barn, built in 1924, was known by many names:
garage, truck garage, and equipment barn. It could have gone by even
more names as it sometimes housed calves and pigs on the lower level.

B

y 1990 the equipment barn sadly was declared unsafe and had
to be taken down. Knowing this was a tremendous loss to the
museum and because funds for the structure were not available, it
was decided to document the structure. Measurements made, pictures
taken, and detailed diagrams of the design were drawn up to insure an
authentic reproduction of the equipment barn could be made when the
time came to replace the structure.
By Karen M. Lemon

T

he Van Hoosen Farm was truly a working farm with many
outbuildings. There was: a 101-foot-long barn built by Lemuel
Taylor in 1874; a milking barn 1914; an equipment barn 1924, and
dairy, calf, and bull barns all erected in 1914. In addition to these
barns, there was: an icehouse 1890; a milk house 1911; and the silos
1912. Of all these buildings, only the milk house, dairy barn, calf
barn, and bull barns remained when the museum was established.
At the request of Dr. Sarah Van Hoosen Jones the dairy barn, the
largest barn remaining was designed by the U.S. Department of
Agriculture. The museum is proud to say that the dairy barn has
recently received a new roof.

A Truly Memorable Photograph
Taken by Sarah Van Hoosen Jones in South Africa
By Karen M. Lemon

L

ittle has been written about this amazing photo. However, after
reading three books devoted to these remarkable women, I
concluded that this photo was taken by the then seventeen-year old
Sarah Van Hoosen Jones on a grand tour of Europe with her family.
The trip was predicated by a medical conference in Budapest which
Bertha was scheduled to attend. In addition, Sarah’s mother Alice and
her Aunt Bertha wanted to develop young Sarah’s sophistication and
expand her horizons before she went off to college. Sally, as her family
called her, had become a shy, lonely person due to a childhood illness
and an overprotective mother.
While plans for the European trip were being formalized, Sarah feared
becoming homesick. In order to prevent melancholy, she took her
prized Brownie camera around to all the homes in Stony Creek Village
and asked the townsfolk to pose in front of their houses. These photos,
in addition to snaps of her beloved farm, were packed in Sarah’s
luggage for the trip.

F

our family members, which included the eighty-year-old Sarah
“Gran” Taylor Van Hoosen, sisters Alice and Bertha, and Sally
(young Sarah), made the year-long trip in 1909. During the trip the
women found France unwelcoming and Italy a gastronomical disaster
vowing never to eat spaghetti again. With less than stellar results
so far, Bertha hoped Cannes on the Riviera would revitalize their
adventure. While Bertha studied the map, Alice casually pointed to
a particular landmass. Informed it was Algiers, Alice commented that
she had always dreamed of seeing the exotic territories. Their travel
plans were changed on the spot!

With much anticipation,
the museum now plans
to welcome back the
equipment barn in the
spring of 2021. Because
of the generous support
from the City of Rochester
Hills and a $50,000 grant
from the Michigan Council
for Arts and Cultural
Affairs, the rebuilding of
the equipment barn will be
completed in 2021.▼
The four women traveled to Algiers, Constantine, Baskar, and Tunis
by train and boat. Somewhere in this dusty, mysterious continent,
Sarah Jones took this amazing photograph of her three travel
companions as they navigated the harsh conditions of the territory.
They dressed to protect themselves from the sand and wind, and
prepared to see faraway sites using the binoculars Bertha carried.
The trip was
concluded
with Bertha’s
conference in
Budapest.
Upon their
return to the
United States
in June of
1910, they
saw the Statue
of Liberty in
New York
Harbor. Bertha
and young
Sarah were
emotionally
moved and
had a renewed
appreciation
of their
homeland.▼

From left to right: Bertha Van Hoosen, Alice Van Hoosen
Jones, and Sarah “Gran” Van Hoosen Taylor, somewhere
in northern South Africa. Photo taken by young Sarah
Van Hoosen Jones.
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There is a Spot for You at theVintage Views
By Carol Lee
The notice said “WANTED: WRITERS, POETS, PROOFREADERS.”
It caught my eye as I perused the OPC newsletter for the first time.
I had just retired and was looking for potential opportunities. My
husband had been a professional writer, and I had been his editor for
years. I could proofread!
I showed up at the next meeting of the Vintage Views staff—a group
of engaged, creative, and welcoming volunteers who produce the
quarterly OPC newspaper “by, for, and about seniors.” I would learn
that most of the staff had never worked as professional writers, but
they had skill and a love of writing. I sat quietly at that first meeting,
taking it all in. When the issue was ready, I showed up to proofread,
as promised.
At the next meeting I decided to dip my toe in the water, and I wrote a
reflection about my mother being on radio dramas when I was a child.
At the following meeting one of the editors, Diane Kaniut, proposed
an idea that our readers would enjoy an article about writing a memoir;
she suggested that I do it. What??? She said one of the staff members,
Adam Thiny, had just published his and suggested I interview him.
I took the challenge. Adam has such an amazing story that my article
practically wrote itself.

T

alking with him got me thinking—I could write my own memoir.
I spent that first winter of my retirement doing just that. With great
credit to Adam, I followed a similar format and borrowed some of his
techniques. I sent the final product to an online publisher and had
several dozen copies printed for family and friends.
I kept going back to the Vintage Views meetings and contributing
articles. Ideas came from the editors, others in the group, or the
broader community. Sometimes I had a memory of my own which
I thought might make a good story, but most of the articles entailed
interviewing someone. That has never been easy for me. Before the
interview I stew…“What if I can’t think of anything to ask?” “What
if they don’t have anything to say?” But it never fails to run like a
well-oiled machine once we get started. Why do I worry? People love
to talk about their lives and interests, often giving me more material
than I can include.

Vintage Views is a quarterly

publication with a circulation
of over 4,000, distributed to
seniors, advertisers, and locations
throughout the community. OPC
provides a full spectrum of social,
health and wellness, and educational
programs including Meals on Wheels,
hot lunches, transportation, adult day
services, and travel.
Executive Director: Renee Cortright
650 Letica Dr. Rochester, MI 48307
Website: OPCseniorcenter.org
Main Operator: 248-656-1403
OPC Vintage Views
Editors: Maryann Wilshere and
Karen Lemon
Email: v@opcseniorcenter.org
Vintage Views: 248-608-0276

I have met so many interesting people this way, people I likely
would never have met, such as: Gene Kortsha, who escaped
Communist Albania to make a life in America and wrote a Pulitzer
Prize-nominated book about his adventures; the two men in their 70s
who rode their bikes 4,000 miles from Maine to Oregon; the women
who build wonderful creations in the OPC woodshop; the OPC
employee who took her oath of U.S. citizenship accompanied by
a busload of OPC friends along for support.

I

f you enjoy talking with interesting people, this may be for you.
If you’d like to see your writing in print but prefer working alone,
you can write about a special interest, a topic you’ve researched,
a fond memory, a poem, or other thoughts you’d like to express. If
you’d like to learn layout, or simply dust off your inner grammarian,
give us a try. Email the editors at v@opcseniorcenter.org. You can
attend a meeting on the fourth Monday of the month at 12:45 p.m.▼

Calling
Writers and Poets
Vintage Views is the place for you…
Our very own OPC newspaper written
“By, For, and About Seniors”
For information, contact (Co-Editors)
Maryann Wilshere or Karen Lemon
Email v@OPCseniorcenter.org

Vintage Views
Volunteer Committee
Richard Dengate
Alyson Denyer
Michael Flannery
Orville Hoksch
Diane Kaniut, editor emeritis
Nancy Knitter
Hans Koseck

Bill Kroger
Carol Lee
David Machin
Gladys McKenney
Bill Mihalic
Maryanne O’Donnell
Bruce Raymond

George Schuetz
Sam Seabright
Adam Thiny
Jean Waid
Bob Winkel
And contributing writers

Opinions expressed are not necessarily those of the OPC staff or Vintage Views.
While OPC is unable to endorse any of the products or services of our
Vintage Views sponsors, we appreciate the support of these businesses.
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OPC Reconnects Friends after 50 Years
By Sam Seabright
We were pleasantly surprised when friends from years ago, Roger
and Edith Kreisman, recently reconnected with Brenda and me. He
had been searching for us and found me through my autobiographical
articles in the Vintage Views. He wrote to the OPC asking if we could
be reconnected. Marianne McCauley, OPC Programming Manager,
kindly replied and sent me Roger’s phone number. From that
connection, we’ve been catching up after many years!

R

oger and I first met in 1970, when we worked at the same
company. He was a mathematician and electrical engineer,
and I was the mechanical engineering supervisor. Our families had
socialized quite often. We went to each other’s homes for dinner—
I remember that Edith once made tender and tasty brisket, and at
another time Brenda served delicious pasta and steak.
Roger and I worked
together designing
machines to make tiny
(0.003 inch) holes in
jet engine blades. I
made the concept
drawings and generated
a cost proposal; Roger
did the final design
when the customer
Jet Engine blade with tiny holes
bought the machines.
His design involved three-dimensional math to precisely locate and
position the hole-cutting electrodes. Several of the machines were
purchased and used in the customer’s jet engine manufacturing plants.

Another project we worked on was the “Pogo Stick” machine,
to cut parabolic welding cavities in the nuclear reactor vessel destined
for Chicago’s Dresden III atomic generator. The vessel was so large
and massive that it could not be transported by road or rail, so it was
assembled on a barge in the Ohio River.
In March of 1970, we
demonstrated the total
solar eclipse to a crowd
of observers during a fun
public social activity at
Northland Mall. Several
newspapers wrote stories
and took photos.

Photo credit:
Oak Park News

Roger shared with me
over the years his family
history and path to settling
in Detroit where our
friendship was born. His
family had escaped from
Nazi Germany in WWII
and some of this history
Sam and Roger display eclipse 1970
is being published in an
upcoming book, “Jewish Orphans from Belgium in the Holocaust,”
to which Roger contributed his story.
Roger’s mother, her six siblings, and parents escaped Poland and
managed to get to Paris. Roger was born in 1940, the year when the
Germans walked into Paris. His mother, aunts and uncles, and
grandparents went into hiding in Paris while his father Elias fought
in the Free French Forces.
Three of his grandparents’ children: Annette, Simon, and Léa were
deported to Auschwitz. All survived except Léa, the youngest. She
did not want to be separated from her eldest aunt and was murdered
during the “selection.”
Roger doesn’t know all the details about how he was saved, but he
was sent from Paris to Belgium by his mother who thought it would
be safer for Roger to stay with his aunt Annette in Belgium who
owned a millinery shop. When Roger and his aunt were arrested, his
aunt was deported while Roger was sent to the Jewish orphanage
in Uccle, Belgium.
.

Roger recently shared more
about this time with me.
Roger said, “My mother, Rose
Kreisman, remained in Paris.
In 1945, my aunt Stella found
me…and came to bring me
back to Paris—after she
confirmed the birthmark on
my left forearm. For years
I pondered in my daydreams,
nightmares, and while trying
to fall asleep…I’m simply
grateful to all who helped
me.”
Edith and Roger in Paris recently
After winning the French National Lottery, Roger’s parents, sister
(Liliane, b. 1946), and he left France on the SS Ile de France, for the
United States and settled in Detroit.
Now Roger is mostly semi-retired although on personal standby,
ready to assist his son when called upon. Roger, Edith, Brenda,
and I profusely thank the OPC and Marianne McCauley for her
help in reconnecting us.▼
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The Story of How Our Home Came To Be
By Bill Kroger
In 1977 Jean and I stumbled across a home on a dirt road in Oakland
Township. The children and we moved in and lived a busy and good
life in the house. Today, Jean, our dog, and I still enjoy the home,
which, without children, is much less busy and is quieter. Now I have
time to wonder how this house came to be. So my curiosity took me
back to nearly 188 years ago.

W

illiam Anderson Jr. married Olive L. Flumerfelt, daughter of
John and Elpha Flumerfelt, in 1863. Mr. Anderson was
known as a prosperous farmer in Bruce Township and in 1868 built
a residence at 195 W. St Clair Street (32 Mile Road) in Romeo for
$5,000. Not only a farmer, Anderson owned a number of racing horses
including a trotting horse, Jim Fiske, which brought $4,500 when
sold in 1875.
In 1870 Olive’s father paid Anderson $5,500 for the Romeo house
and Anderson and his wife purchased the Letts Road farm and named
it the Twin Lakes Stock Farm. Anderson who was born in Oxford,
Warren County, New Jersey, on July 22, 1836, was the ninth in a
family of seven sons and three daughters. His father died when he
was twelve and as next to the youngest he remained on the farm
helping to run it until he was twenty-six. Sometime in the early 1870s,
the Letts Road home was significantly enlarged by a two-story
Victorian addition built on the South and West sides of the existing
Greek revival house.

The original farm and house

J

une of 1832: Richard H. Benedict of Monroe County, New York,
purchased a portion of Section 11 in Oakland Township. The
Rochester area, bisected by Letts Road between Rochester Road and
Rush Road, is Section 11. The 160-acre property purchased by
Benedict was on both the north and south sides of Letts Road.
The town of Rochester in New York is located also, interestingly, in a
Monroe County. Many of the Rochester, Michigan, area’s original
settlers came from the New York Monroe County.
In 1843, Benedict, a Baptist missionary, passed the property to his
sons Archibald and Joel. In 1846 the brothers and their wives sold
the property to John S. Flumerfelt. Around the time of this sale, a
four-room Greek Revival house was built on the property about 150
feet north of Letts Road. The home had two rooms at ground level and
two rooms on the upper story.

Letts Road home, winter of 1970s
Kroger home today, beautiful as ever

T

here is a stone basement under most of the addition and the
original house. The dirt floor still exists in one of the basement
rooms. There have been several small additions on the north side of
the original home that were added in the twentieth century. In its
current state, the home has about 3,700 square feet of living space
with five bedrooms, 2.5 bathrooms, a living room, large parlor,
dining room, family room, kitchen, and large pantry.
Anderson family members lived in the home thirty-seven years
until 1917 when it was sold to Julia Pelzer. In the 1940s Konstanty
Chmielewski bought the home and farm. In the 1960s the farm was
divided among his eight children, each receiving 12.5 acres. About
1970 the house and 2.5 acres were sold to the daughter of a Detroit
Auto Dealer. In 1976 the home was purchased by Judy and Robert
Duvall, and in 1977 by this writer and his wife, Jean.
It is our home filled with decades of our memories and history. The
roof does not leak. The horses, ducks, chickens, and rabbits are gone.
Our grandchildren still think of it as “the farm.”▼
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The Little Library on My Corner
By Diane Kaniut
One of my routes through Rochester takes me past a Little Free
Library next to the sidewalk and a bench. It makes me smile every
time!

A

lthough the Little Free Library that I see was made and
established locally, it is part of a worldwide program established
by book lovers for their neighborhoods. In 2009, Todd Bol of Hudson,
Wisconsin, prompted by his desire to pay tribute to his late mother
who was an avid reader, was inspired to use lumber he had in his
garage to build a way to share books. He designed a small, enclosed
box to look like a little schoolhouse, mounted it on his lawn, and filled
it with a variety of books that anyone could borrow.
Bol showed his project to his partner Rick Brooks and together they
built and installed boxes all over the Midwest. They decided to
establish a nonprofit to protect their Little Free Library idea. Today
most little exchange libraries are registered with them and can be
located on a Little Free Libraries World Map. Bol’s original goal
was to establish 2,500. He and Brooks met that goal in 2012. By
2016 there were 50,000 registered in 65 countries worldwide, most
of which are in the United States.

The Deckers moved up to northern Michigan early in 2021, but their
local legacy continues. Today, the Rochester Little Free Libraries are
run by the Rochester Hills Public Library Friends organization. They
are managed by Kim Whitney, with help from Vince Hillman and John
Strunk who build the basic, unfinished boxes. The buyers—generally
individuals, homeowner’s associations, and even a school district—
then design, complete, set up, and maintain the little library. The
Friends provide the original books for every box that is built and
installed. Each collection varies but it generally includes adult fiction,
cookbooks, gardening guides, and children’s books. A passerby can
take a book to read and/or leave a book for someone else to find.
If you are interested in establishing a Little Free Library in your
neighborhood, contact Kim Whitney through the public library.

People can register and order kits and plans for building their own
Little Free Libraries through the nonprofit national organization
littlefreelibrairies.org. Amazingly, the boxes can be almost any
design—a rustic cabin, a schoolhouse, a bunny hutch, a treehouse.

T

he little libraries we see in our area were started by Marsha
Decker, a member of the Friends of the Rochester Hills Public
Library. Marsha describes herself as “a reader” who wanted others to
be inspired by easy access to books. She lived across the street from
a park and thought that would be a perfect place to put one. When she
researched buying one built by the official organization, she however
decided it was too expensive to be ready-made and shipped. She
approached local Boy Scouts to build one and was turned down. Then
she tried other Library Friends without luck. Finally, she prevailed
upon her husband Al Decker, who liked woodworking, to give it a try.
Al recruited his friend Vince Hellman, and together they designed and
built a basic library. Their first one was snapped up immediately.
When Marsha put a sample inside the Rochester Hills Public Library
to promote their idea, Al and Vince had orders for five immediately!
To date, her “production team” has constructed 16 libraries using their
design. Although their goal was to establish these libraries in our local
Rochester, Rochester Hills, and Oakland County neighborhoods, they
have also sent them to Guatemala, North Carolina, and Tennessee!

“A passerby can take a book to
read and/or leave a book for
someone else to find.” —Diane Kaniut
Since the writing of this article, a new little free library has been
set up on Paint Creek Trail a quarter mile north of Tienken Road!▼
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60th Anniversary of The Friends
By Bill Kroger
Since 1872 the Rochester area has had
a Library. The first was named the
Rochester Literary Society. It was
followed by a series of organizations
ending with the Avon Ladies Library
Association, which dissolved in 1908.
In 1925 the Avon Township Free
Public Library was opened in the
Rochester National Bank Building at
Fourth and Main streets. This library
was supported by a tax millage and
has survived as the Rochester Hills
Public Library since 1984.

In addition to the Friends Library Store, the Friends sponsor a variety
of activities for community betterment such as the Wine Wit and
Wisdom evening, Holiday Home Tour, and tours of unique local
venues such as the Detroit Tigers’ locker rooms.

The Rochester Hills Public Library is located in the City of Rochester
and in addition to Rochester Hills it serves Rochester and Oakland
Township by contract. Residents of all three communities contribute to
its support through their local taxes.

The 60-year tradition and mission of the Friends continues with their
ongoing dedication to building a close relationship between the library
and its patrons. The Friends conducted a 60th anniversary raffle in
March this year and a committee is planning for other activities to
celebrate the anniversary during 2021.▼

S

ixty years ago in January of 1961, The
Friends of the Woodward Memorial Public
Library was incorporated “To establish closer
relations between the…Library and its
constituents; to promote knowledge of, and
informed interest in, its functions, resources,
services and needs….” The Friends have served
the successor libraries through their growth and
relocations throughout the last sixty years.
A Board of Directors governs the Friends. The 800 plus Friends
members pay a small annual dues amount. Members get a discount at
the Friends Library Store and advanced entry into the Friends quarterly
book sales.
The Friends organization operates solely by volunteers; there is no
paid staff. In non-pandemic times the Friends have about 300 members
volunteering hours to work on their used book operations. Books are
sold online, at the lobby book cart and at quarterly weeklong sales in
the 2nd floor book room. These extensive activities provide an
opportunity for books no longer needed by the library to be available
for sale at a modest price to the community. However, the majority of
the books in the Friends used book activity come not from the Library
but from library patrons. Each quarter about 60,000 items are donated
from the community.

The Friends make an annual contribution to the Library. These funds
have been used to present concerts and speakers for the community,
to purchase computers for community use, to purchase the lobby
aquarium, help purchase the adult bookmobile, and to purchase the
electric cart for use by physically impaired library users.
The Friends gave $170,000 to the Library in 2020. Friends President
Ron Meegan says, “Our members are working hard to be able to
continue support of the Library at a similar level in future years.”
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Story Behind the Picture
By Adam Thiny
November 3, 2021! No, that is not the date when this photo was taken.
To establish that date, I have to backtrack seven decades plus eleven
days. Although, this upcoming date signifies a special meaning for
my sister and me: it will mark the 70th anniversary of a day we have
never forgotten.

worked in different cities while the children stayed with their
grandparents in an Austrian refugee camp. Every three weeks or
more, the mother would visit them. An affable family life it was not.
She sought more for her children: a better life where all three could
live and work together as a family.

n old adage proclaims, “One picture is worth a thousand words.”
That may be true, mostly. Depending on its complexity, some
pictures may require fewer or more words to describe its visual
contents. Basically, a picture is only a two dimensional object, lacking
depth. No doubt it enhances the story, but by itself it cannot fully
depict the story that thrives behind the picture. To fill that void, words
are needed.

In early spring of 1951, they applied to immigrate to America. It took
months to be approved. Then more months elapsed before the black
and white photograph of the train entered this story. Towards the end
of that waiting period, they were indoctrinated to the American way
of life. They picked up some English words while singing patriotic
songs, like God Bless America.

A

This simple photo of a woman, a girl,
and a boy gazing out a train window
should not need a thousand-word
description. But then many questions
would remain unanswered. The photo
does not divulge that the woman is
a young war widow traveling with
her 15 year old daughter and 13 year
old son. Nor does it reveal that this
train, packed with hundreds of
refugees, will take them all to
Bremerhaven, a harbor town in
northern Germany, where they will
bid their final goodbyes to their
continent of birth.
So, who are these three people?
What brought them to this period in time? Where did they come from?
But most of all, how did it all begin?

W

orld War II in Europe had ended in May of 1945. True, the war
was over, but it also marked the end for a group of people living
in the Balkans. Due to their non-conforming nationality, the new rulers
of the land revoked this group’s citizenships, ousted them from their
homesteads, and confined them to special camps. After two-plus years
some escaped, including this mother with her two children. They
migrated to Austria, where they were classified as refugees, citizens of
no country.
During the first two postwar years, due to the mother’s captivity in a
payless work center, she had no contact with her children. The next
four years brought minimal togetherness. To earn money, the mother

What thoughts meandered through their
minds on this train ride? In the picture
their faces revealed neither happiness
nor sadness. Were they dwelling on their
relatives they had left behind? Perhaps
they pondered what awaited them at
their destination. How will they be
received in the new world? They did
not know anyone. What kind of work
will they be doing? Back home in the
Balkans they had farmed the land. And
of utmost importance, how will they
adapt to their new language?
No doubt, this photograph of the mother,
daughter, and son staring out of the
train’s window will remain enshrined in
their hearts. This journey marked the
beginning of an irreversible undertaking in their lives, linking their
recent turbulent past with a new beginning. Also, the picture would
be a remembrance of the last time where mother, daughter, and son
together shared their native soil. Shortly they would depart the train
and on the same day, October 23, 1951, board an ocean-going vessel
that would ferry them across the Atlantic.
November 3, 1951! After a ten-day ocean voyage, the M.S. “General
MB Stewart” docked at the New York City harbor. On the eleventh
dawn, my mother Maria, my sister Käthe, and I walked down the
ship’s gangplank and stepped ashore. After seven years without a
country, we traversed the threshold to our new homeland of the
United States of America.▼

A New Dawn
They sailed across an ocean wide
With hope they gazed upon the stars so bright
They roamed beyond the setting sun
Where their new lives have now begun
Adam Thiny

M. S. “General M. B. Stewart”
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Sampson

“Rescued”

By Jean Waid

By Nancy Knitter

“YOU can come home from college, but your snake cannot!” we told our son, David. He
had just completed his first year at MSU. No doubt his beloved Sampson, a Burmese
Python, had grown to scary proportions. My husband and I were way too uncomfortable
with Sampson in residence until David moved out in the fall.

Hi everyone. My
name is “Stevie.”
I am a female
Lab and German
Shepherd mix
rescue dog. I was
13-weeks-old
when I came to
my forever home.

I had anticipated disappointment and perhaps an argument. Instead, our favorite middle
son/con artist said agreeably “I have friends in Ann Arbor.” What we heard was that
friends in Ann Arbor would be keeping his snake for the summer. We could care less
where Sampson stayed as long as it was NOT in our home. What were we thinking! We
have known David for all of his life! David and his possessions moved in.

My husband's sister and her husband were coming for the weekend and staying in our
guest room. My husband and I contemplated inviting his cousin and wife from the same
area. That would make for a very fun weekend of catching up and the couples could ride
together.
In anticipation of more house guests, I began vacuuming David’s room for the temporary
second guest room. Nonchalantly cleaning and barefoot, I saw a small red flickering out
of the corner of my eye and assumed David had some new type of electronic equipment.
Unfortunately, the red flickering was attached to a very large Burmese Python who was
heading my way. This room was his cage. I SCREAMED, ran out of the room and
slammed the door shut, leaving the vacuum sweeper still running.

M

y husband ran upstairs with a concerned look. Pointing to the closed door, I
stammered, “There's a BIG snake in that room!” He opened the door, saw the BIG
snake heading his way, and slammed the door, vacuum still running. “YOU never pay
any attention when I scream” I said. “It was a DIFFERENT scream this time” he said.
Readers…Please excuse me but I must interrupt. Crazy peeps live here! So much
screaming and slamming doors. Who leaves a vacuum running for no good reason?
I was simply here quietly relaxing when the door opens and in comes a peep like
David, and there’s this humming noise with a strange bright eye. So I slithered over
to investigate. But then the SCREAMING!!

We quickly decided not to have the cousins stay in that room for the weekend.
Good idea. Chances are they would have noticed me. Not a good idea for guests
to wake up with me eye-balling them before their coffee. If that happened, they
would probably also really scream. How much screaming can I take?!

We warned our scheduled weekend guests “Do not open that door under any
circumstances!” They all obeyed our instructions!

Summer was interesting—no we didn’t go in his room. In the fall, David and Sampson
moved out and into an apartment near his university.▼

Our Kelly Girl
“Mike and Mary’s Kelly” is her name
A black and white Springer Spaniel we tried to tame
She gives us so much love it’s hard to explain
Though no longer that puppy we had hoped to train
She sometimes becomes our shadow around the house
And on occasion can be as quiet as a church mouse
She’s still full of energy as you can imagine
And at times can run as fast as a locomotive’s engine
She’s a loving dog toward all she meets
Especially if you come with a hand full of treats
She occupies a lot of our time at this life’s stage
And is beginning to quiet down as she too continues to age
There is never a dull moment around here
As she is always ever so near
“Mike and Mary’s Kelly” is her name
Man’s best friend is her claim to fame
Michael Flannery

I know Stevie
sounds like a
boy’s name but
my adopted
Mom and Dad
named me after
Steve Yzerman.
My adopted big
brother dog is
“Stevie” and adopted great grandma
named Gordie
after Gordie Howe. I guess you could say they are
Detroit Red Wings fans. I even have an adopted
great-grandma. She is writing my story for me, since
paws don’t work too well on a computer keyboard.

Mom and Dad heard of Project Hope Animal Rescue
when they were looking for a furry companion for
Gordie, their two-year-old rescue dog who is a Golden
Retriever and Border Collie mix from a shelter in
Ohio. A kind lady takes homeless puppies and older
dogs to her farm in Arkansas to care for them. She
pairs the dogs with Project Hope Animal Rescue
that has a greater demand for rescue dogs. I guess
I photographed well and was chosen to be Gordie’s
new friend. My soon-to-be new family drove to
Illinois to pick me up!
Needless to say, I was shaky, confused, and scared.
Where am I off too? But Gordie was there too so I had
a large big brother to snuggle up with in the back seat.
He seemed to like me right away.
I looked around my new home. Very nice and best of
all it had a fenced in backyard with a doggie pool to
cool off on hot days. I had a special blanket to curl
up in and take my frequent puppy naps. I felt good as
I was held a lot to make me feel safe. Could it get any
better? Well it did!
(A week later) After a check up at the vet, I met my
adopted grandma and her new puppy Woody, a yellow
Lab, at their home. I was a little overwhelmed by
Woody’s enthusiasm, but great-grandma let me ride
in her walker basket and snuggled with me until I felt
safe. Wow, Woody and his mom and pop live in the
country with a small lake, deer, squirrels, and other
little furry things. I sniffed and explored and played
with Woody and Gordie. All that fresh air and playing
tuckered me out. I slept all the way home.
I love my new home and hope my brother and sister
litter mates have found their forever homes too. I hope
anyone looking for a pet to love will consider rescue
animal shelters. I will let you know how life in my
new home is going. I plan to have lots of new
adventures. Love, Stevie.▼
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PHOTOGRAPHY
GERALD GREVE

DAVID EASTIN

GERALD GREVE

NEW OPC PHOTOGRAPHY CLUB IS MAKING THEIR MARK
Photography has been described as our eyes to the world. Whether the person snapping the image is an established artist or a passionate
emerging talent, their photos inform us, they inspire us, they amaze us, they call attention to the things we miss in our everyday life.
The OPC Photography Club is made up of an enthusiastic group who enjoy a common interest in photography. Photographs are the universal
language of our era - everyone has hundreds, maybe thousands in their pockets. Images can keep the memory of a loved one alive, hold a
moment in history for future generations, be a witness to hard times and pure joy. Joining a photography club might
not only enhance your skills and knowledge, but introduce you to some wonderful new friends!
The OPC Photography Club meets on the third Friday of each month at 1:00 pm. To join us, OPC
members can register by calling (248) 659-1029 or on-line at MyActiveCenter.com.

Inspiration

Trying to progress in photography all alone is no easy task. More often than not,
photographers tend to stay within their comfort zone, never enhancing their skills.
By joining a photography club, members are introduced to a varied range of
interests and knowledge levels they can learn from and improve their shooting
skills.

Education

Learn from more experienced members, share your photos and knowledge,
attend workshops and lectures presented by some of the areas ﬁnest
professional photographers.

Field Trips & Projects

Member shoots at some great locations are planned. The club will also
be working together on some interesting projects including the 2021 Ms.
Senior Michigan Pageant.

VINTAGE VIEWS
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MEG COSTANTINI

GERALD “GARY” GREVE

I have always had an interest in
photography and wanted to take the
kind of pictures you saw in magazines.
But ... alas, the demands of family and
job never provided the time I needed.

I have been interested in photography for
decades. My Dad and I used to develop
B&W ﬁlm in a makeshift darkroom.

As the Editor of my University’s
yearbook, I developed a major interest in
photography (primarily black and white
images). In recent years, the photo bug
hit me again, and the new Photography
Club at the OPC has increased my
curiosity.

Then, when I retired, everything changed.
I had the time and needed something fun
and worthwhile to ﬁll it. Taking pictures
like you see in magazines was sure a
lofty goal! Digital photography turned
out to be more than just going out and
pressing the shutter.

I belonged to Motor City Camera Club
after college, and we would have slide
shows of our work. Mostly, since then, it
has been travel and family photos.
I like photography because it captures a
memory or an inspiration.

DAVID EASTIN

Learning camera settings, ﬂash usage,
post processing with Photoshop and
Lightroom, oh my! Just what I was
looking for!

My passion for photography started when
I was 7. In high school I was recruited
by Dr Sonya Friedman to create images
for her early lecture series.

I started with landscapes and as my skills
improved added cityscapes, macro,
lifestyle (some portraits), and abstracts.
My two granddaughters are a frequent
focus of my attention and I have assigned
myself the task of documenting their
growth from birth to 18.

In college I went professional and for
the next 40 plus years I perused the art
of “Seeing the Light” in every image I
make.
David also teaches Photography Classes
at the OPC. Call for more information.

Photography is my hobby & my passion!

PAUL OSTIN

At this point, photography is a hobby
while I try to improve my skill level to
compose and produce great photo images
and memories.

MEG COSTANTINI

DAVID EASTIN

MEG COSTANTINI

O LD E R P ER S ONS C OMM I S S I ON P H OTOGRAPHY CLUB
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The Treasure of OPC’s Mindful Mondays
By Josetta Wood
I’d like to share with you the treasure of
“Mindful Mondays with Jan Miller.” For me,
there is no better way to start each week.

B

y practicing mindfulness every Monday
morning, I am provided the tools to grab
more “moments” in my daily living. These
moments nurture me to be more appreciative,
accepting, serene, alive, compassionate, and
joyful.

Ten years ago after a serious medical
diagnosis, I was introduced through a local
hospital to a Mindfulness Based Stress
Reduction (MBSR) program developed by
Dr. Jon Kabat-Zinn. I was very personally
interested because scientific research showed
the medical benefits of mindfulness-based
interventions and the depth of physical and
mental health interconnections.
I’m glad I took the first step to sign up. It
was my good fortune to participate in a deepdive, 12-week program—a life-changing
experience that I cherish. I went to the first
session trusting, not knowing what to expect
nor what my commitment would be. Each
week was a new experience of learning about
myself and how to use new tools to make
changes that enhanced my health and
wellbeing. This “power” felt good. My new
awareness of mindfulness nurtured my
curiosity to continue to learn and integrate
the practices over years.

Then last year, after a couple months of
staying in and sheltering in place, I was
looking through the OPC newsletter of
activities for the upcoming month and there,
“calling me by name,” I found: “Mindful
Mondays with Jan Miller, a guided one-hour
session of meditation and discussion around
specific topics.” I phoned the OPC and
registered for the Zoom class.
This time I was ready to jump in with both
feet! I was ready to actively integrate
mindfulness in my life again. Little did
I know that the rewards would be much more
than that. I have found a local community of
people who also share similar goals—to
increase their joy, gratitude, and love for self
and others. Jan provides the rich environment
for our growth through the topics she
introduces each week.

P

ersonally, Mindful Mondays brings me
to a place of being grounded in the midst
of whatever is going on in my life. I’ve
noticed improvements in my mood, stress
level, and overall quality of life—even when
I am surrounded with chaos.
Mindfulness is embracing the moment’s
happenings completely immersed in the
experience, not bothered about the past
or future, while knowing that this unique
moment is fleeting but is a treasure to
behold. It is giving my full attention to what
I’m involved in. It is when, in that moment,

I focus on
what I’m
physically
sensing
and feeling
(such as
tightness,
soreness, tingling) and on my thoughts and
my emotions, all without interpreting or
judging.

W

hen I’ve been fully attentive, there
are many treasured times of “being”,
simply being, that become the moments
I remember—times without the rushing,
the multitasking, the mind being “in fourth
gear.” Some of my “mindfulness” moments,
before I knew they were mindful moments,
were when: I was handed my granddaughter
for the first time; I watched the egret fishing
in our pond; I saw a rainbow in the sky and
then watched it grow into a double rainbow.
At those moments, my attention was whole
and complete on what was happening.
I am grateful for the frequent “moments/
blessings” I have now in my life. They have
added an abundance and richness beyond
what I could have imagined.
So thankful I am of “Mindful Mondays
with Jan”!▼

What is Mindfulness? Have you wondered?
By Josetta Wood

M

any people are curious about Mindfulness: Being mindful is the
non-judgmental awareness that arises from paying attention, on
purpose, to what’s happening in the present moment. It is awareness
of thoughts, sensations, and feelings. Being in mindfulness involves
breathing methods, guided imagery, and other practices to relax the
body and mind and to help reduce stress. It’s an attitude of curiosity,
and kindness. It is NOT about controlling the mind; it’s about being
aware, accepting, and acknowledging the mind’s busyness—then
letting the moment’s thoughts go to encourage being.
Jan Miller’s delight in facilitating Mindful Mondays is very evident
by the joy and serenity she brings to each session. She says,
My delight continues to grow each week with the
meaningful topic interaction among attendees.
We learn from each other's unique perspectives
and experiences. Mindful Mondays are a time
to simply be as opposed to constantly doing.
Through guided meditations at the beginning
and end of the hour, we give ourselves the
gift of relaxation and reflection. The topics
we talk about in between promote thoughtful
discussion and insight. Topics are often
requested by participants. There is sharing
and laughter and learning. What could be
a better way to start the week?!

Discovering like-minded women and
men in the community in which she’s
lived for 43 years has provided her with
the opportunity to try new and creative
endeavors through OPC programs.

J

an is the founder of Mindful Living, mentoring individuals and
groups. She teaches online classes on stress reduction, selfcompassion, mindful aging, and mindful eating. She is currently
developing new curriculums based on the healing power of memories
and how curiosity can enhance self-awareness, peace, and joy. She is
a Licensed Professional Counselor (LPC) with over 20 years of
clinical experience.
One of our Mindful Mondays class participants shared with me,
I joined Mindful Mondays because I was curious about Mindfulness
and what it meant. I enjoy the hour for calming relaxation and
heedful conversation. It is my time of the week to slow my pace and
take a moment for my sense of peace and self-thoughtfulness.
Another attendee shared,
Jan’s Mindful Mondays hour allows its participants to learn about
mindfulness and use new tools to deal with everyday stress and
anxiety as we become aware of our thoughts and actions and
possibly alter potentially negative situations into more positive
ones, creating more peace and harmony in our life.
As the well-known quote says, “Today is a gift—that’s why it’s called
The Present.” Give yourself the gift of well-being! Join us each
Monday at 10:30 a.m. for the day’s gift of “Mindful Mondays”!▼
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Musical Memories
By Alyson Denyer

I

recently ordered
a 3-CD set entitled
“Classic Crooners.”
Little did I know
many of those
crooners and their
songs would open
a box of old memories!
 Perry Como is singing “Magic Moments,”
and I am transported back to the living
room of my youth. The family is gathered
around our TV for “Mr. C’s” weekly hour
of entertainment where his warm, friendly
face and host of other upbeat melodies
almost lights up the room.
 I’m at the Starlite Drive-in Movie Theater
with my parents and brother. This was no
ordinary drive-in. In addition to speakers
and a snack bar, they had several kiddie
amusement rides including a mini roller
coaster and Ferris wheel. While I am
waiting for my little brother to ride, Pat
Boone crooning “April Love” comes over
the public address system. A young teen,
I am instantly in summer-love. (What
young girl in the 50s could resist his voice
let alone his white bucks and clean-cut
appearance?) Oooh, boy.
 I confess Dean Martin singing “That’s
Amore” and “Sway” has a slightly different
effect. The lilt
in his voice, the
touch of humor,
summons a vision
of his antics with
sidekick, Jerry
Lewis, both on
The Dean Martin
Show and in all the comical movies they
made together for many years. Those
movies made us laugh and were not to be
missed.

Andy Williams’ vocals of “Moon River”
begins. Suddenly I’m 17 and at Ranalli’s
Drive-In movie to see Breakfast at
Tiffany’s, for which Henry Mancini wrote
the theme song. Funny, when I rented
the movie several weeks ago (to refresh
my memory) so much of it did not come
back to me. Hmmm. Nevertheless,
I don’t think anyone else can sing that
tune as unforgettably!
 Only Sam Cooke can croon “You Send
Me.” Somehow Kneiss’, the local teen
hangout with a jukebox and proverbial
burgers and shakes, pops into my head.
They had a small dance floor. There is
nothing like slow dancing...putting your
head on his shoulder....the scent of a
freshly ironed shirt. Sigh. (Do young
people know what they are missing?)
 When Johnny Mathis sings “Wonderful!
Wonderful!” and “The Twelfth of Never,”
my fanciful mood intensifies. A torrent of
memories washes over me: dances; proms;
meeting a young man on summer vacation
at Lake Erie; sitting by a fire. Oh, dear,
I’ve said too much. Even in my 20s (all
right, in every decade) his music has
warmed my heart. He was a star athlete
in high school and college and once set
a high-jump record! I’m just glad he
continued with voice lessons.


Of course back in the day, songs were not
all romance and ironed shirts. Included
in the CD set are “Love Hurts” by Roy
Orbison; “I Apologize” by Billy Eckstine;
and Bobby Darin’s rendition of “Mack
the Knife,” to name a few. But no matter.
Old tunes, music with words that rhymed,
words we could understand and sing along
with, will always bring memories flowing
back.▼

“Seventeen” Model
Standing on the kitchen table
(chin up, shoulders straight!)
I moved slowly to the cadence
of my father’s voice
directing my turns,
listened to the click of the clamp
on the Pin-iT Skirt Marker
felt the rhythmic tug of pins
piercing the fabric,
piercing my young-girl hopes
would this dress,
carefully cut,
carefully sewn,
make me look like a Seventeen model?
Alyson Denyer
~~~
During my teens I read
Seventeen magazine cover
to cover, especially the feature
entitled: “How to look like a
Seventeen Model.” I sewed
some of my dresses and my
father helped with hemming.

PAGE 14

VINTAGE VIEWS

SUMMER 2021

A Special Tribute

Poetry
Collection
Something Always Bloomed
We save our memories, file them away in our mind;
save them like favorite recipes kept in a little box.
Even then there was a love of flowers
now drawn from memory, perhaps DNA.
Dad always seemed to hold a shovel
proud as anything to dig, undaunted, in his own yard
the earth rich and warm.
My vision of Mother is still clear,
clad in short-shorts
tending her flower beds
where something always bloomed.
Tulips and daffodils along the sidewalk
lily-of-the-valley in the north-facing shade
below the kitchen window;
forsythia, azalea, snow-on-the-mountain. Spring
wove a tapestry of color around the house,
wove a purple carpet of violets under the locust trees
in the woods beyond,
their thick blossoms like miniature pendulums
wafting a heady scent in early June's soft breeze
when something always bloomed.
Roses burst forth in the morning sun, their perfume
at odds with the pungent spice of a nearby spruce
in summer's heat.
Tiger lilies raged forth against the back wall, peonies danced
a ballet of color along the property line.
Bees reveled in the glory of Persian clover
covering the embankment at the edge of the yard,

You are my spirit when I wake up each day
Wishing all my troubles away
You’re the teammate that we all wish for
The one who is caring and I so much adore
You are no longer sweet sixteen
Yet still remind me of the girl once a teen
You’re special in every way
As a bright blue sky on a sunny day
You are a diamond in the rough
Soft but always tough
Your laughter is contagious
And your demeanor is gracious
Your love of family is bar none
Like a flower opening in the morning sun
You’re all one can ask for
And you’re even more
You are trusting with so much love
Like the steady love song of the mourning dove
You’re the special gift that I have received
Always being there makes me relieved
Your outlook is special to me
Like the birds singing in the trees
Life slows down when you are not around
And speeds up when you are homeward bound
You are the last thing I remember at the end of the day
And the first one in the morning with something to say
You are so special to me
Allowing us always to be free
You’ve always been my hero
Today and tomorrow
Mike Flannery

The Boss
The Boss finished up at 11:45 p.m. that night
With his fans wishing he would play on to the daylight
At the end he brought Detroit’s own Bob Seger on stage
To join with tambourine for the last two songs played
Bruce is the consummate showman and revered by the crowd
With a style of Rock and Roll that makes us so proud
He truly enjoys singing and the entire performance
And has an outrageous amount of endurance

the same embankment over which, twice I recall, an errant
driver descended into our yard in the dark hours of night.

He always involves the crowd and will even “surf”
As he is well aware that he is on his own turf

Drove,
down,
where something always bloomed.
Alyson Denyer

You may go home with some ringing in your ears
Always filled with happiness and forgotten fears
We love this artist who sings of life’s trepidations
And lets us decide on the stories’ interpretations
His “Land of Hope and Dreams”
Is much more than it seems

A poet is, before anything else, a
person who is passionately in love
with language —W. H. Auden

He is a true master of poetry and song
That has been feeding us for so very long
The concert is over but the memories abound
Of the Boss and the E Street Band and that precious sound
Michael Flannery
Bruce Springsteen: His last concert at the Palace,
“A great concert of River album songs and more.”
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OPC Book Club Review
The Other Einstein
By Marie Benedict
Reviewed by Judith Michalski
I was very happy to find such an interesting and educational book. It’s a love story, it’s a history lesson, and it’s a
woman’s struggle as she enters into the world of science dominated by men and doing so with her Jewish in-laws and
with her own Serbian heritage.

T

he book The Other Einstein is a novel, not a biography. This book is easy to read. It carries you along with the main
female character, Mileva, into her worlds of living in an apartment house with other women and of her career being
one of only a few women in the science arena. The book is well worth reading and gives the reader a feeling of being
there with Mileva as she journeys through her life.
The other women she meets in the apartment house become her closest friends. Mileva is an enthusiastic lover of music
and enjoys playing music with her new friends in their small ad hoc orchestra in the building.
Mileva is a gifted woman in many ways. She is studying physics at an elite school in Zurich and is a great mathematician.
Her courage and tenacity take her to the brink of great success in the world of physics. Then circumstances make it
impossible for her to hold onto her mathematic solutions, her papers, and her discovery of a very important part of what
her husband, Albert Einstein, would claim.
I found the descriptions of all the different cities in which Mileva lived or stayed to be a wonderful collage of European residences and countrysides.
Those street names become a beautiful map of mystery; I wondered what those houses and buildings were like. We see into the home life of the
Einsteins in their different residences.
I found Mileva triumphant in the end. She shows great strength as she overcomes the many trials in her life.▼

Join the OPC Book Club!
It meets virtually (Zoom) on the last Wednesday of each month at 2:30 p.m. Register in advance by referring to the OPC
website under “Virtual Programs” for current and the upcoming month or go to the monthly OPC Newsletter’s class and
activity listing. After registering, you will receive a confirmation email containing information about joining the meeting.
Look in our quarterly Vintage Views for Book Reviews of OPC Book Club selections. If you would like to write a review
of an upcoming, or recent favorite, book club selection, please submit to v@opcseniorcenter.org.

NEWS FROM ROSIE'S POLKA DOT “PRESS BOX”
By Alyson Denyer
Quick! What were you doing when you were 14? Perhaps, like me,
you have to stop and think about that.

A

llow me to introduce Dolly Marshall, a 91 year old Rosie the
Riveter who is the recent recipient of a Congressional Gold
Medal Certificate (highlighted in our spring issue) for her service
during World War II. Dolly was 14 when she answered a call from the
Army Air Force asking for airplane spotters; her family lived in a town
only 60 miles from the New Jersey coast. Residents knew German
U-boats were sinking American ships nearby—globs of oil dotting the
Jersey shore were evidence of their wrongdoing. Enemy aircraft
presented additional peril.

So she donned a uniform, took classes and became expert at
identifying all types of airplanes, both domestic and foreign, by shape
and engine noise. Dolly and a friend worked four hour shifts logging
each and every plane while sitting in the announcer’s box at the high
school football field. She recalls how hot it was in the summer and
cold in the winter!
Dolly did not rest on her laurels after graduation. She went to college
and studied industrial design. She married and raised a large family
and later joined the Peace Corps, which took her to Ecuador helping
to install solar panels. Back in the United States she found employment
in water pipeline assembly in California.

D

olly never backed away from a cause. She
marched in opposition to U.S. foreign policy
at our embassy in Nicaragua and protested nuclear
testing in Nevada. In recent years, she joined the
“Women's March” in Eugene, Oregon, where
she currently resides.
Dolly is humble about her accomplishments; she feels fortunate to
have lived such a long life filled with amazing experiences. And the
American Rosie the Riveter Association feels fortunate to recognize
her WWII initiative with a Congressional Gold Medal Certificate!▼

ARRA is always looking for women to honor, always eager
to document their stories. Did you or any woman you know
help with the war effort during World War II? Any assistance
qualifies for membership in the American Rosie the Riveter
Association; even something as small as growing a Victory
Garden, collecting metal, or rolling bandages. Women who
are deceased can be joined posthumously.
Information is available at: rosietheriveter.net.
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Our road trips began with this one
By Diane Kaniut
One summer, my daughter flew in from Colorado to join me for our
first Annual Road Trip. Our planned route would take us across lower
Ontario to Buffalo, New York, continuing to Albany, where we would
cross into Massachusetts and then turn north toward Vermont going
through Pittsfield, Middlebury, and Swanton. From there we would
continue along the west side of the Adirondacks and then north to
Montreal. We expected to see—and did—quaint small towns, unusual
gardens, inviting wineries, and interesting tourist attractions.

S

o we loaded the car and we were off! We crossed Ontario and
made our first stop at Niagara-on-the-Lake and the Welland Canal.
Although I had seen the Canal before, my daughter had not. We spent
an hour watching two immense lake freighters, one ascending and one
descending in side-by-side locks. That changed everything.
We were hooked on the waterway system of canals and locks. These
transported millions of people and huge quantities of lumber, copper,
grain, and farm produce between the Atlantic and the far inland ports
of the Great Lakes.
Our route east across the top of New York state took us on old roads
between small towns, roughly following the original overland route
of the Erie Canal. Every time we saw a “Canal” sign we stopped.
We imagined horse-drawn barges hauling farm produce, people,
household goods.
We toured towns that once thrived as major ports and had since
adjusted to a quieter purpose. Those locks were disconnected; the

waterways narrowed and obviously unused. At the towns ending
in “port” we enjoyed historical sites and boat docks with small
picnic. I assumed that the Erie Canal no longer existed—that it was
discontinued with the opening of the St Lawrence Seaway in 1959.
So much for my knowledge of history!!

F

ast forward to this summer. I read a very good book, The Living
Great Lakes by Jerry Dennis and discovered that the eastern
end of the Erie Canal is still open. The Canal did not close entirely
as I had assumed. The original Erie Canal is now called the New
York State Barge Canal. The current “Erie Canal” covers 338 miles
from Lake Ontario at Oswego, New York, where the first of 35 locks
is located. Then the canal heads down the Oswego River past Oneida
Lake, to the Mohawk River 45 miles north of Albany, and connects
to the Hudson River just north of Lake Champlain. The Hudson then
flows southeast past West Point, Dobbs Ferry, Yonkers, the Bronx,
and New York City into the Atlantic Ocean.
The Erie Canal is still being used by recreational boats and sailing
craft. It is enjoyed by thousands of people who sail or motor through
the many rivers, lakes, and locks that make it possible to traverse
hundreds of miles, from Lake Superior to the Atlantic Ocean.
It is humbling to discover at my advanced age that something
I believed to be true is not. It’s time to take another Road Trip!▼
Intriguing Fact: The “hump” occurs just past Rome,
New York, where water runs either west toward the
Mississippi River or east to the Atlantic Ocean.

Current route of the Erie Canal

Robert Matouka
Insurance Agent
Robert P. Matouka Insurance Agency
414 S. Main Street
Ste. 211 B
Rochester, MI 48307
Office 248-652-7333
Cell 248-224-4474
Fax 248-652-7434
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Memorable Coast-to-Coast Pandemic Road Trip with My Brothers
By Keith Kaniut
It was a simple mission for February
2021: Drive our brother Mark’s
SUV from California to his new
home in Jacksonville, Florida. My
brother Chris and I are retired while
Mark (the youngest) isn’t. So with
our wives’ encouragement, we
volunteered. Two weeks later, we
rendezvoused in California to pick
up Mark’s vehicle. Good news:
Mark decided to join us!

O

ur trip wasn’t a heroic tale of “three brothers against the world.”
It was a “buddy” story about three fun-loving, easily-amused
brothers driving coast-to-coast in four days and enjoying the rare
opportunity of each other’s company. Our greatest challenges were
our trucker’s diet, having to share two beds, and a compressed
four-day schedule.
We did have some rules for the trip.
When entering the hotel room, there shall be no pushing and
shoving to get in and claim beds. Beds shall be assigned by the
senior traveler unless he is vetoed by 2/3 vote for a violation of
\any rules listed.
• When any passenger is sleeping, the driver shall not swerve the
car or suddenly brake and yell “Look out!”
• When changing drivers, the outgoing driver shall not move
the driver’s seat all the way forward as a joke to inconvenience
the next driver. (We’re all tall.)
• Control of the TV remote shall be decided by three rounds of rock/
paper/scissors.
•

We followed I-10 from San Diego to
Jacksonville. This is a great drive if you’re
a pilot and love airplanes like the three of us.
Driving past El Centro, California, we passed
the U. S. Navy’s Blue Angels practicing for
an air show just north of the highway.

By 6:30 a.m. we were on I-10 heading for Truth or Consequences,
New Mexico, to meet my oldest son at the Elephant Butte National
Park, a convenient 2-hour drive for him from Albuquerque.
We drove through deserts and mountains all morning, leaving I-10 at
Demming, New Mexico, to follow NM-26 past a lot of irrigated
farmland to Hatch, New Mexico, where we joined I-25 N. We hiked
with my son for two hours in the hills around the reservoir and were
properly tired by the hike’s end. A nice picnic gave us a few more
moments to visit before having to say our goodbyes and continuing
to Sonora, Texas.

O

ur late arrival and early departure meant we missed Sonora’s
“Preferred Tourist Sights” such as the Sonora Caverns! For
dinner, my phone directed us down Glasscock Avenue to Lala’s Place,
a Mexican restaurant. The road actually went through a dry arroyo at
one point which gave one pause. Thankfully, the beer was cold and the
tacos authentic. The next morning we stumbled across a donut shop as
we headed out of town.
Maybe donuts aren’t
officially “breakfast” but
they sure were tasty!
We spent our final night
at the Golden Nugget
Casino and Hotel in Lake
Charles, Louisiana. Their
golf course was a pleasant
place to stroll. That night
we watched the Super
Bowl in our room and had
hotel restaurant carryout.

Golden Nugget Hotel, Lake Charles, Louisiana

The next morning we
walked again while Mark attended a Zoom meeting for work. We
checked out at noon and finished the trip to Jacksonville, a long ten
hours later.

PIMA Air Museum, Tucson, Arizona

It was a surprisingly easy trip with hotels and gas stops available and
clean. Everyone masked inside, and food was easy to find. A minor
nuisance was the occasional need to find truck stops or convenience
stores for restrooms because many highway rest areas were still closed.

We hiked through Tucson’s Pima Air Museum (400+ airplanes) for
two hours, barely scratching the surface. The first day we drove 10
hours and spent two hours at the museum—well worth it!

We arrived in Jacksonville to a week of typical winter weather for
northern Florida with five inches of rain the first day back!
Fortunately, later that week we managed to play a little golf!

Tombstone, Arizona

We stopped the first night in
Tombstone, Arizona, where we
walked the same dusty streets
where Wyatt Earp fought his
gunfight at the O.K. Corral.
There was refreshment at Big
Nose Kate’s Saloon and the
Crystal Palace Saloon where
the waitresses wore period
costumes! We fell asleep early.

The Gulf Coast has several places worth a future stop such as New
Orleans, the battleship USS Alabama in Mobile, and the Pensacola
Naval Air Museum.
I know that opportunities like this are rare. I’m especially grateful to
my bride of 37 years who encouraged me to go and to my brothers
for “letting me” tag along. Of course, that’s what brothers are for!
Carpe Diem! Every diem!▼
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My Father – Athlete, Patriot, and Business Leader
By Michael Flannery

R

esearching family history allows us to connect with people in the
past, present, and the future. There is a sense of pride in hearing
about our ancestors and families. As I write history for myself and
future generations, my dad is where I begin—my brother and I are left
to tell the stories. Dad’s siblings have passed away many years ago.
My sister passed away too young in 2007. Mom died three years later
and Dad four years after that in 2014. Dad was 92. He had an
extraordinary life.

One of my Dad’s jobs for this company was to work with the leaders
of the NTSB (National Transportation Safety Board) on safety issues
and potential recalls regarding truck axles and brakes. He also worked
with company engineers on anti-lock brake testing and innovations.
I recall a flight that I took with my dad to D.C. to participate in a
weekend boating regatta on the Chesapeake
Bay with some of my Dad’s government
and business acquaintances.

Dad was born in 1921 and grew up in an Irish Catholic neighborhood
on Detroit’s southwest side. He had one brother and two sisters, all
quite a bit older than he. In high school, Dad was six foot one and
weighed 200 to 250 lbs. He played football and basketball, earning
honors in both sports. I still have one of Dad’s honors, a trophy when
he was named Athlete of the Year. Dad was recruited by Biggie Munn
out of high school and was on the U of M team with Tom Harmon.
After his freshman year at U of M, my Dad enlisted in the US Navy
where he played in the famous Navy vs colleges games during WWII.

veryone had sailboats except us. Dad
rented a 35-foot houseboat at a harbor
in Maryland. Our destination was Wye
Island which had a company-owned hunting
lodge. On the way over, Dad, a business
friend, and I trolled for bluefish (didn’t
catch any). Dad’s friend was thrilled to
be invited along on the houseboat trip and
he loved to cook breakfast—oh, memories
of getting so ill from the propane smell in
Dad and me
the galley and the motion of the waves.

D

uring his service in WWII, my
Dad trained and became a U.S.
Navy pilot, flying blimps during the
war. From 1942 until the end of the
war, blimps operating in the Atlantic
made 37,554 flights and flew 378,237
hours. Most of the blimps patrolled
the U.S. coast and in Europe. Dad’s
blimp was used on the east coast
to patrol, search, and destroy
German submarines. Like many U.S.
servicemen, Dad didn’t talk much
about his wartime activities. In 1944
prior to the end of the war, Mom and Dress Blues proud
Dad were married.
Dad wore many hats during a very long business career. He started out
as the accounting manager at Timken-Detroit Axle located on Clark
Street in Detroit. I can remember him taking my brother and me into
work on some Saturdays. During those years the company went
through a number of mergers, one of Dad’s positions was manager of
the Military Products Division. I remember him taking me down to a
Jeep plant in Indiana where they produced military vehicles and recall
touring the Jeep assembly plant. That
evening we went on a corn roast in
an Indiana cornfield. I’m not sure
which was the highlight of the day,
the plant tour or the corn. On another
trip an Army General at an American
Trucking Association meeting
ordered two sets of Burke captain
“tulip-style” chairs and tables and
had them shipped to our house. On
Moon photo table
the surface of each table is a photo
of the moon which makes the tables very unique. My brother and I
each have a set displayed in our home.
My dad was most proud of his job as the Director of Government
Relations for Rockwell International Corporation’s Automotive
Operations working in Troy, Michigan, and in Washington D.C.,
in an influential advisor role to Congress. There’s a story of a phone
call my Dad‘s secretary received; the President of the United States
was on the phone line and requested to speak with Dad. Ronald
Reagan needed help from him concerning Muammar Gaddafi to
coordinate getting American business resources out of Libya prior to
the U.S. bombing of Libya on April 14, 1986. Dad was humbly proud.

E

Once on the dry land of Wye Island there was a delicious barbecue
waiting. That evening, members of the regatta went from boat to boat
and enjoyed each other's company. The next day, we headed back to
the mainland but the winds were very strong; I am not sure how we
made it back to the harbor we started out from as we were bailing
water and the boat would go down and we were not sure it would
come back up. These were not the kind of seas you want to be on
in a houseboat. It turned out to be a most enjoyable and eventful trip
with my Dad!

R

ockwell was very involved in aerospace including space shuttle
launches. Upon retirement from the military, some took
positions at Rockwell. One was James McDivitt, the retired USAF
Brigadier General who was the command pilot of Gemini 4 that
included the first space walk by an American. I am not sure of
Dad’s business relationship with him, but I still have a great photo
signed by the astronaut inscribed with “Best Wishes to Mike, from
James A. McDivitt.”

When Dad retired, he was an industry advisor for automotive and
electronics for Congress. His business associates and acquaintances
from D.C. held a retirement
party for him on President
Franklin Delano Roosevelt’s
railway train car. That was a
very special occasion.

L

astly, my dad was not all
work and no play. He
enjoyed playing golf and
spending family time at our
Greenbush, Michigan, cottage.
There he got a chance to relax
looking out at the Lake Huron
waters. He had two items of
FDR’s railway train car
pride hanging in the sunroom:
a sailfish he caught on a Caribbean fishing trip and a document of
his commission of Kentucky Colonel by the Governor of the
Commonwealth of Kentucky for saving a company plant in 1979.
My dad had quite a storied life. Underneath all of it he was a good
husband, father, grandparent, and a loyal countryman. My pride and
love overflow.▼
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The Thing is Here
By Hans Koseck
If you are in the tiny
town of Texas Canyon
in Arizona, it's here:
THE THING. You have
driven 2,000 miles since
you left Rochester
Michigan. Leaving
Illinois you encountered the first billboard, “1334
miles to The Thing.” In Kansas you passed a sign,
“999 miles to The Thing.” A billboard in Texas
tells you that it’s only “700 miles to The Thing.”
In New Mexico, “250 Miles to The Thing.” You're
almost there. For a $1.00 entrance fee you get to
see Adolf Hitler’s Rolls-Royce and a lot of other
stuff, and you get a small plastic bag of some free
gold dust. We were showing it off when we got
home but the contents slipped out accidentally and
disappeared in the carpet, never to be seen again.
I’m totally getting off the subject.

H

ere is the thing: I am attempting to explain
the importance of placing words in sentences
in their proper locations. For instance, it is correct
if you state that all chickens are females; but
not all females are chickens. It is false if you
predict that tomorrow’s news will today be from
yesterday. True is that today’s news will tomorrow
be from yesterday. My point is here. In other
words, here is my point: The structure of a
sentence is critical and must be written or spoken
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Cross-examine This!
properly to be understood by the reader and
listener. You know what I’m getting at? It
would be confusing if I say You get at what
I’m knowing? You know what I’m saying? is
also a nonsense question in form of a statement,
but it would make less sense in the distortion of
You say what I’m knowing. If you know it already,
why am I saying what you know?

W

riters and orators have to be watchful in
delivering their messages so that they can
be sensibly absorbed by readers and listeners.
Julius Caesar said it right, He came, he saw, he
conquered. He did not say Vidi, vici, veni (I saw,
I conquered, I came). Yesterday I wasn’t born is
the truth; I wasn’t born yesterday is a warning.
At the day of the end is a bad omen; at the end
of the day is a summary.
Word order makes a difference. Are you looking
good or good-looking? Who is going to bill the
foot? I’m tired and sick—I’m going to bed and
rest. Or, I’m sick and tired—you got another
thing coming! If you were I, that would be
perfect. If I were you, there would have to be
made a lot of improvements. Never say always!
can be a good rule, especially when it pertains
to arguments. But, Always say never! is an
impossibility. We live to eat may be some peoples’
motto. But we must really eat to live. That is a
necessity.
The thing is the communication!▼

(a courtroom conundrum)
Is it not true
That black is white?
Yes, it is not,
But that’s all right.
Is it not false
That azure is blue?
No but it is,
Is that not true?

Is it not hard
To come and sue?
No, it is so,
No, it is true.
And isn’t not is
A positive pleaing,
And is it not is
A negative being?
It is not is
Is not true, and why
An untrue untruth
Is still a lie.
But if I’m a liar
Then what I have writ
Could be true or false—
Couldn’t it?
Sam Seabright
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