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Meadow Brook Hall and Oakland University
By Karen M. Lemon
The Rochester area has many treasures: a beautiful downtown, rolling
hills, majestic oak trees, and historical buildings, to name a few. One
such gem is the Meadow Brook Hall country estate along with
Oakland University.
The Tudor-Revival style
Meadow Brook Hall is
the fourth largest historic
mansion museum in the
United States, a National
Historic Landmark, and
is cataloged as one of
America's Castles.
We can boast of having the second-largest university in the Detroit
Metropolitan area, Oakland University. All this is because of the
generous endowment of Matilda and Alfred Wilson in 1957. How did
this come to pass in Rochester? It occurred through a variety of lifechanging events of both prosperity and loss in the John Dodge family.

J

ohn and Matilda Dodge first came to our area when they purchased
Meadow Brook farm along with a large farmhouse in 1907. They
eventually added nine more farms, increasing the property to 1,400
acres located at Adams and Walton Roads. The original purpose of
the estate was a weekend getaway from the city. Thirteen years later,
when John Dodge died of influenza in the 1920 pandemic, his death
set off an array of circumstances and choices by his widow which
would bring her and her family to live on the farm and leave the city
life of Detroit behind.
Later, at First Presbyterian Church in
Detroit, Matilda met her second husband,
lumber baron Alfred Wilson. After their
marriage in 1925, they moved with
Matilda’s two children to the Meadow
Brook farmhouse. Matilda’s third child,
young Ann Margaret had died of measles
before her mother's remarriage.

Matilda Dodge Wilson
strong-armed the
PostMaster General to
change Meadow Brook
Farm to a Rochester
address, instead of Pontiac
Township

Matilda and Alfred soon began to build Meadow Brook Hall. They
commissioned the same firm that was building John Dodge’s dream
home, a 110-room Stone Tudor on Lake Shore Drive in Grosse Pointe
Farms. The Lake Shore home was nearing completion when the
automobile tycoon passed away.
William Kapp of Smith, Hinchman, and Griyllis appropriated many
of the features from the Grosse Pointe mansion including windows,
doors, and adornments to be repurposed at Meadow Brook Hall. The
removal of much of the building materials surely sealed the fate of
John Dodge’s dream house in Grosse Pointe Farms, which was never
finished and was eventually torn down in the 1940s and replaced with
a subdivision.
During the early part of the twentieth century, estates such as Meadow
Brook Hall and the estate of Henry Ford’s Fair Lane on the campus of
the University of Michigan Dearborn, were considered beautiful
examples of the extravagant lengths the automobile and oil barons
went to display their wealth.

Given the flamboyant era in which it was designed, it’s no surprise that
Meadow Brook Hall came complete with concealed secret doorways,
hidden rooms, and clandestine staircases. The Hall has 24 fireplaces,
elegant crystal chandeliers, and stone and parquet floors. It includes
many priceless and irreplaceable examples of building artistry found
in abundance throughout the home.
The mansion, one of American’s finest residences, for years was
hidden away in Rochester’s rolling hills and trees on the farm. It was
not until the Dodge and Wilson children were grown and moved on
or had passed away (as in the case of the tragic accident of Daniel
Dodge shortly after his wedding) that the Wilsons began to think
about what they were going to do with the property. Unless you are
a native of Rochester, you may not know that a representative from
the University of Michigan discussed with Mrs. Wilson about donating
the property to them.
Mrs. Wilson liked the idea, although she preferred
Michigan State University, due to a close connection.
Oakland University was created in 1957 when Matilda
and Alfred Wilson gave their 1,443-acre estate to
Michigan State University, including Meadow Brook
Hall, Sunset Terrace, and all the estate’s other
buildings and collections, along with $2 million to
build the first two buildings needed for the university.
The early sixties proved to be difficult for higher education, as
the Michigan Legislature and the governor ordered state-funded
universities to reduce the cost of operation per student. The state
legislature and the university’s board of trustees disregarded proposed
solutions to reduce costs. One proposal was to separate Michigan
State from Oakland, which was denied, thus requiring Oakland
University to continue to rely on MSU for funding.
It was in 1963 that Michigan State University-Oakland began to
be known as Oakland University, Although, not until July 1, 1970,
did the state pass Act 35 of 1970 to separate the two universities.
Oakland University is and has always strived to be a public research
university and is classified among “R2: Doctoral Universities—High
research activity.” (Carnegie R1 and R2 Research Classifications
Doctoral Universities, updated 2018). OU offers 132 bachelor degree
programs and 138 professional graduate certificate, master’s degree,
and doctoral degree programs, including those provided by the
Oakland University William Beaumont School of Medicine.
The Rochester area is honored to have
such a fine University and National Historic
Landmark in our
backyard. We will
be forever grateful
to Alfred and
Matilda Dodge
Wilson for their
generous
endowment.▼
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50th Anniversary of Meadow Brook Hall Holiday Walk
By Karen M. Lemon
With the holidays quickly approaching, I am excited
to learn that Meadow Brook Hall will be celebrating
their 50th Anniversary, and I was sure they will
be putting on a fantastic show. It’ll be an excellent
chance to revisit the Hall to observe the grandeur
and opulence of this remarkable landmark that is
right in our back yard. I will also admit that I am
a huge history fan and will use any reason to visit
this extraordinary Tudor-revival mansion.

T
“What a gorgeous
mansion from the outside
to every room decorated
in a Christmas theme.
The time it must have
taken to decorate was
unbelievable. My mind
took me back in time to
imagining that I lived
there...what a thrill!”
—Patricia Rider, Indiana

Where does Tudor-revival architecture have its roots?
Tudor architecture became fashionable in the late
1400s through 1500s. It is a blend of Gothic
and Renaissance
architectural
elements. Then in
England during the
1800s, the Tutorrevival style came
into vogue. Matilda,
Alfred Wilson, and
their architect
William E. Kapp
traveled extensively in Europe to see
this type of architecture before making
final plans for the Hall. This sightseeing trip helped them gather design
ideas to be sure that every detail
reflected their tastes and interests.
They purchased actual architectural
pieces to bring back to Meadow Brook to be incorporated in the new
Hall. It embodies the lavish living and entertaining lifestyles of the
roaring 1920s. As Matilda instructed the architect, Meadow Brook had
to be large enough to provide dinners for 40 and parties for 250 guests.

he 50th anniversary recognizes the tradition
of displaying holiday decorations for the past
50 years. The first Holiday Walk started in 1971.
I didn’t live in the Rochester area in the early
seventies, but I am sure the current display would
astound the visitors back then. Can you imagine all
the Oohs and Ahhs from the thousands of visitors
over the decades?!
The historical mansion tour is a delightful
opportunity to observe how a wealthy family may
have lived in the early part of the last century. The
wonderment of the holiday tour is the decorations
on top of fascinating historic information. The tour
includes 50 magnificently adorned trees decorated
by skilled artisans, with a unique 10-foot poinsettia
tree created by using 150 live plants. Marvel at the
hundreds of feet of garland and thousands of
twinkling lights throughout the Hall.▼

T

he self-guided walking tours draw viewers attention to the
exquisite brickwork, carved stone doorways, and carvings
found throughout the Hall. During the tour, you can learn about all
the special touches integrated into the Hall. The self-guided walking
tour will delight and amaze both first-time visitors and experienced
tour aficionados.
Points of interest in the Hall include the library,
a popular visitor experience. The American Oak
paneling boasts an array of carved portraits of
writers, musicians, painters, and philosophers.
See if you can pick out Rembrandt or Mark
Twain. The library is stocked with Matilda’s
books; she was an avid reader of some
impressive topics. Matilda read books on art,
architecture, horticulture, and animal husbandry,
probably to assist with the farm animals and the
horses on the estate.
The Christopher Wren
Dining Room is
considered a visitor’s
favorite, as the most
beautiful room in the Hall. This room has
Matilda and Alfred Wilson’s famous portraits;
both were painted in 1927 by society portrait
painter Louis Betts. To learn the story behind
Matilda’s dress, you will have to visit
the Hall.

The Winter Wonder Lights
If the self-guided tour of the indoors of the Hall strikes you as an
enjoyable holiday adventure, Meadow Brook has more entertainment
in store for you.
The Winter Wonder
Lights is another selfguided outdoor event
featuring a dazzling
light show throughout
the grounds at
Meadow Brook Hall.

T

he estate has added a stunning light show presenting thousands of
twinkling lights on the many trees and landscaping around the
mansion’s grounds. Along the trail, there are warming stations,
bonfires, and many opportunities for family photos.
The Winter Wonder Lights event runs from November 26 through
December 30 this year. I hope you and your family have an
opportunity to visit this gem. My family certainly will be there!▼
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Santa? A Christmas Remembered
By Ruth Ciocan
As Santa told us to do, we watched him come down Woodward
Avenue on a terribly cold Thanksgiving Day. He took the large gold
key to the city of Detroit and urged us to make the trip to Hudson’s
Department Store to see him. The time passed and Mama took us to
see the “real Santa” and “yes, we’d been good,” but our final request
was that talking doll. We left with high hopes of Santa fulfilling out
dreams.

One of my former students posted on social media
“When did you learn Santa might not be real?”
I can remember that day distinctly.
Our parents would take my little sister Janie and
me to the downtown Hudson’s Department Store.
We rode the ornate elevator with the pull elevator
gate. The elevator lady attendant had on white
gloves, and she called out each floor. Our stomachs
jumped up and down when she announced the 12th
floor, and we were in a world of dreams. This trip
was before Thanksgiving, and we were there to see
Santa direct from the North Pole on that wonderful
new invention of the television!

E

very Christmas Eve was a big time for us because all of our
Romanian relatives came to our house. Mama was cooking all
day, and you could smell the fresh sausage from Delray when Dad
would turn them over to brown. Mama had her pumpkin and apple
pies ready, and the aunts made the poppy seed or nut rolls and kifli
cookies. It was a wonderful time.

W

e walked through the twinkling and animated fairy land until
Christmas Carol, with her patent leather shoes, escorted us
into the special room where there was a large television. There was this
large television. She started turning the dials, only to have snow. She
swished her hand across the screen, and Santa appeared! Oh, what joy
to really see him! There was static but we all could hear him tell us the
elves were making our toys. He warned us about being good because
he still had his two lists—Naughty and Nice. As he started to fade, we
could hear him say to watch the Hudson’s Thanksgiving parade and
then come visit him in person at the Hudson’s store.

Later that evening…the front doorbell rang, and I ran to get it and
there was a Hudson’s delivery man. He was cheerful even though he
looked tired. I took the large packages and heard him say, “You girls
are going to love these dolls.”▼

We saw the “For children only” gift shop where you could buy gifts
for your parents. You had to stoop to get through the small door into
the “store” and you might even have a personal shopper take you to the
different tables. Our next step was the toy department on the other side
of the massive floor.
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T

here were games and Colorforms of Raggedy Ann and Andy. The
boys could check out the John Deere green trucks or the bright
yellow CAT dump trucks to haul dirt. But then we found the dolls!
There were even Barbie dolls with their dark hair like Mama’s. The
Barbie clothes were all in rectangle or square pink boxes complete
with colorful gowns and high heels. Madame Alexander dolls were
more for “sitting pretty” on a shelf rather than play with on the floor.
Searching up and down the aisles and display cases, we finally found
the dolls we wanted—Chatty Cathy. She didn’t just have pretty hair
and freckles—she could talk!
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Christmases Remembered

By Michael Flannery

The Christmas season has always been a special time for our family
from childhood years to the present. There were and still are traditions
followed and activities that took place that made the experiences at
Christmas memorable.

A

s a youngster, we always went to the Thanksgiving Day parade in
downtown Detroit. We were lucky and grateful that my Aunt (my
father’s sister) was the personnel director and store manager of the
women’s clothing
store B. Siegel
Company located at
Woodward and
State Street just
across from the
J. L. Hudson
Company. This is
where Santa Claus
arrived and the
mayor of Detroit
gave him the key to
the City, the key to
all the boys’ and
girls’ hearts. As the B. Siegel Company was closed for parade day, my
brother, sister, and I were very fortunate to view the parade and Santa
Claus from the 5th floor with front row seats, which was also nice and
warm inside. I purchased a circa 1950 photo some years ago of Santa
with his sleigh and reindeer at Hudson’s, illustrating him receiving the
key to the city. I fondly hang this photo above the mantel over the
living room fireplace from Thanksgiving Day through Christmas.
Do you recall, as we do, Christmas-time trips, to see Santa Claus? One
trip was to the Ford Rotunda which was a massive Christmas Fantasy
display including specialized lighting, a 35-foot Christmas tree, and a
wall display of 2,000 dolls dressed by the Ford Girls’ Club that later
would be distributed by the Goodfellows to under-privileged girls and
boys. In the 1950s this was one of the
five most popular tourist attractions in
the United States with over 16 million
guests visiting over 26 years. The Ford
Rotunda was built for the 1933-34
Chicago World’s Fair and was
dismantled, moved, and reconstructed
in Dearborn; it re-opened its doors in
1936. What I remember most about
the Ford Rotunda at Christmas was
seeing the real/live reindeer that were
brought in. Sadly, the Ford Rotunda
burned down in a massive fire on
November 8, 1962.

G

oing back even farther in my memory...on Christmas Eve we
would visit my grandparents on my mother's side and my father’s
side on Christmas Day. I remember one Christmas Eve with my
cousins, aunts, and uncles at my grandparents’ house when there was a
loud noise on the roof and then Santa came down the stairs to our
amazement and passed out Christmas gifts to my brother, me, and all
of our cousins. It turns out that the person in the Santa suit was our
cousin’s uncle. Then on Christmas Day after dinner, we’d celebrate
Christmas with revelry and song, as one of my aunts was a good piano
player. I eventually inherited my aunt’s piano, and I play a few
Christmas songs on it but more important to me, I decorate it with a
variety of Christmas memorabilia for the holidays.

One year my brother (6 years. old) and I (7 years. old) decided to get
our parents tickets to a Detroit Red Wings vs Montreal Canadians
hockey game. So, we walked to the Lahser bus stop and rode the bus
for 5 cents and transferred to the Grand River bus for 3 cents then got
off at Olympia Stadium. We arrived at the ticket counter and told the
ticket seller that we were there to purchase two tickets for my parents
as a Christmas gift and needed to obtain the best seats in the house.
I think the ticket seller felt bad for us so he got us two seats right
behind the Detroit Red Wings players’ bench where Gordy Howe, Ted
Lindsay, Alex Delvecchio and the other Red Wing greats sat. The seats
were just below the general manager Jack Adams box. On Christmas
Day, we placed the two tickets in an unwrapped shoe box under the
Christmas tree for our parents. Needless to say, mother was not too
excited about our gift but relented and went to the game with dad.
When they returned after the game, I asked her what she thought of
the tickets. She said they were great seats, but the odor from the bench
was awful as the players sweated profusely. Pretty good gift, all in all!
Just prior to another Christmas, my brother and I gave each other a
Christmas present. I bought my brother a crystal radio, and he bought
me a Casey Jones 572 copper-on-brass coin
train bank. Casey Jones was a railroad
legend and a song was written as a tribute
to him called the “Ballad of Casey Jones.”
Before Christmas, my brother and I couldn’t
keep a secret and told each other of our
purchases. We wrapped our presents and on
Christmas Day, gave each other our gift
acting surprised in front of our parents.

W

hen our children were growing up, we would take them to
Greenfield Village where there were various activities. Lanterns
were lit on paths leading to a number of the houses in the village.
The carousel was running and ice skating was available. These were
very nice family events. For many years, we would always get a real
Christmas tree at a Christmas tree farm. One year we cut a tree down
at a Christmas tree farm by our cottage and tied it to the roof of our
car and drove back 200 miles to our home in Rochester. Some of the
Christmas trees we brought home tested our patience for when we
stood them up in the house, we sometimes misjudged their size.
Now, we have given in to the artificial variety but will still decorate
up to three trees each Christmas. For the past 43 years since our son
was born we have collected Reed and Barton Silver Holly Bells
and an additional 25 Holly bells for the years of our daughter’s
marriage. We still keep up this tradition and get my daughter and
son a holly bell each Christmas.

For the past 30 years, we have
held the family Christmas Day
celebration at our house, often
creating new traditions. These are
some of the Christmas times we
remembered. We hope you take
the time to fondly and gratefully
reminisce about yours too.▼
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Rochester Poet Laureate Robert Lytle
Christmastime At Home

An annual event as seen through my little boys’ eyes
It’s the fav’ritest time of my daddy’s whole year,
When the gingabred boys is rolled out,
An’, oh, how our home is filled up with good cheer
When Mom opens the oven an’ they’re tasty an’ stout.
An’ this is the time we all climb inta bed,
An’ snuggle up close to our dad,
T’ listen t’ stories that Daddy had heard
When his daddy had put him t’ bed.
There’s “The Littlest Angel” I know he can’t tell
Without wipin’ a tear from his eye,
We try not t’ notice an’ make like we’re ‘sleep
So he’ll tell of the star in the sky.
Or he’ll take out a banjo, his uke or guitar,
An’ we’ll sing sometimes late in the night,
All the songs that he knows, like “Orien Tar,”
“ A way in the Manger,” an’ “O, Holy Night.”

Christmastime At Gram And Gramps
This annual event is seen through brother Geoff’s eyes.

We go to Gram an’ Grampa’s Christmas Eve for games and song,
Then Mommy tucks us in upstairs ‘fore Santa comes along.

Some big folks will say we’re too little t’ know
‘bout stables an’ mangers an’ things,
But me an’ my brothers, we’re not all that slow,
T’ see all the love that it brings.

We’re all about as good as boys can be because of Dad,
He told us once, was all he got was coal, ‘cuz he was bad.
So ‘fore too many minutes pass, we all go fast asleep
An’ dream of trains and cars an’ boats an’ toys piled three foot deep.
And ‘fore I know it, Jame an’ Bo are bouncin’ on my chest
And squealin’, “Geoff, it’s Christmas! Let’s go wake up all the rest!”
So then we shake out Ian and make sure the dawn is bright—
We’d hate to scare off Santa ‘fore he’s finished things off right.
Now, Grampa’s always first one up. We’ve never beat him yet.
He’s downstairs makin’ coffee and a-gettin’ breakfast set.
With Gramp in tow, it’s back upstairs to get our Gram to ‘rise,
And then we go nudge Mommy ‘til she opens up her eyes.
She smiles and gets Dad movin’—he’s been snorin’ to her lef’
And then we wake Eileen an’ Deb, an’ Zach and Unca Jeff.
Now, all this time we wouldn’t go nor even try to sneak
A step into the family room, or even take a peek.
But when we all have gathered in the kitchen by the door
Then Gramma swings it open and we spill out on the floor.
And ‘fore we even get our feet, we see the tree all lit,
So many gifts around it that there ain’t no room t’ sit.
There’s baubles there for Gramma and for Unca Jeff, a drum,
A brand new chair for Grampa, and a coat an’ hat for Mom.

Every Night Is Christmas

Coming home from work every day
I could count on Jamie to brighten my minor cares
It’s Christmas at our house each night, I carry home a sack,
And walk in through the kitchen door, like Santa with his pack.
‘Cuz Jamie, two, lets out a squeal an’ runs around the room,
The neighbors in a three-block square all know that Daddy’s home.
I set the bag of treasures on the kitchen table round,
An’ Jamie scrambles up to see what goodies can be found.
As soon as he peeks in, he makes another mighty roar,
An’ holds a loaf of bread up high, then dives back in for more.
A dozen eggs, a quart of milk, a pound of butter, there,
He sets upon the table for Mom an’ Dad to share.
And at the bottom of the bag, his eyes light up with glee,
A box of diapers, he espies, they’re just for him, you see.
His mom and I, we stand nearby an’ ooh, an’ ahh, an’ grin,
An’ fuss at each discovery, but our eyes are set on him.

There’s stuff for Auntie Deb and Zach and lotsa things for Dad,
The rest of it’s for all us boys, I guess we weren’t all bad.

On him, who eases problems of a long and hard wrought day,
Dissolves the troubles of the world, an’ turns ‘em into clay.

And it’s sure we love our Gram and Gramp, and wintertime and snow,
But the bestest is at Christmastime for me, Jame, Ian, an’ Bo.

So, every night is Christmas. It’s Dad who’s ol’ St. Nick,
But Jamie is the gift of love that makes our whole world tick.
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340 Main Street: One of Rochester’s Many Icons
By Robert Lytle

Charlie was pretty convincing, so I put up my
share in the project. During this past winter, we
hired an architect and construction began.
Charlie’s bank and my drugstore opened this
summer while the

John Norton, pharmacist, 1890
Time travel with me to the grand opening of
Rochester’s long-awaited Opera House. It is
Saturday, November 7, 1890, and we are here to
celebrate this beautiful, new addition to our town.
It will be a big night upstairs.
Invited are dignitaries from Pontiac, Mt. Clemens,
Utica, West Clinton, Romeo, Disco, Orion, Mt.
Vernon, Troy, and Big Beaver for the celebration.
Excuse me. I should introduce myself: I am John
Norton, pharmacist who runs the drug store below
the new Opera House.

W

elcome to—Norton Pharmacy. I’ve been on this corner since
1881—nine years before this building was built. I bought the
business from John Hudson, and he bought it in 1846 from Rollin
Sprague who came from Detroit in 1832. Rollie caught the eye of a
cute little Rochester girl and married her. He set up his practice in her
dad’s dry goods store, bringing his medicines, equipment and, of
course, his expertise to establish this as Rochester’s first pharmacy.
So, after 50 years, in 1881, the store came to me. I ran it until my son,
Bert, took over in 1905. He kept shop until 1928. Then Zeno
Schoolcraft ran it until 1948. Ken Fetters owned it until 1961 when
Dick Morley took over. In 1973 Dick and his wife died in a plane
crash. Two years later a young fellow by the name of Lytle came along
and ran the store for the next 42 years. He and his wife still own the
building. It is convenient to be a time-traveling spirit? A person who’s
lived here can visit his predecessors and successors because they too
are part of the town’s fabric.
Oh, here’s Charlie Burr, a very influential
Rochester businessman, a contemporary of
mine; he doesn’t much like to be kept
waiting. Excuse me. Yes. All right. Uh, he
wants me to get back to the reason you’re
here—to tell you about the Opera House.
Okay. One day last year, 1889, Charlie came
to me and explained his plan. “You know,”
he said, “the way this town is growing, I
think the folks here would support a place
where they could hold dances, put on plays,
and have parties. We’d call it the Opera House. It sounds fancy and
would bring newcomers to the area and would be the biggest and best
civic center in this whole part of Michigan.”
Charlie explained why it would work. “Look Norton,” he said, “With
the Michigan Central Railroad in 1872 and the Grand Trunk soon after,
Rochester has become a real commercial hot spot. You know how the
Erie Canal brought people in 1825? Well, it’s the same thing with the
railroads. They’ve brought business, residents and, above all,
prosperity to our town.”
“Here’s another reason you’re my man for the job John,” he said.
“Remember when Alex Bell invented the telephone in’76? You
jumped on that and put Rochester’s first exchange in the back of your
store and started selling phones to the rest of us.”
“Again, it was you, John, who urged the village council to put
gaslights on Main Street in 1884.”
“Look,” he said. “Rochester’s population has grown to 900 people.
And there’s another 1,900 in Avon Township. This town needs, wants
and will make use of such a building. I think you’re the right man to be
a part of it!”

finishing touches were being made on the Opera
House’s 3,000 sq. ft. upper floor—a vast open
room with a solid maple floor, 16-foot. high
ceilings, and arched windows, each being framed
with a dozen stained-glass panes.
Well, folks, that’s how it started. A few years
later, in 1899, as if two railroads weren’t enough,
a third line, the Flint Division of the Detroit
United Railway, came from Detroit. Dozens of trolley cars stopped
right here in front of my store. And was it fast? I could get from here to
Detroit in 30 minutes.

D

uring the time from 1920 to 1933, America’s greatest failure, the
18th amendment, Prohibition, troubled our country. One thing it
did locally was to bring Rochester’s party people to its many
speakeasies. There were two right here in this building: one in my
basement and the other upstairs in the Opera House. There were other
such establishments hidden in back rooms throughout town—the only
option for those who wished to partake of anything stronger than Dr.
Hire’s root beer or Dr. Vernor’s ginger ale—both pharmacists. Oh,
there were some hot times in the old town those nights. “Course, you
won’t find anything about that in the Era or Clarion.”
So, anyway, let us get back to November 7, 1890. This is Charlie
Burr’s big night: the beginning of what is sure to be a long run
managing the Opera House—arranging performances, collecting the
receipts, and paying the entertainers. After tonight, this place will be
the center of every amusement known to man—dances, plays, orators,
magicians, religious meetings, political rallies, boxing matches, and
silent movies. Not sure about a real opera, but just about every other
form of entertainment known to man found an audience there over the
next 44 years.
Well, I can tell you, all went well until a really world-changing event
happened. The stock market crashed in 1929. The Great Depression
followed, and by 1934 the DUR trolley system ceased, and all the
Opera House activities ended.
During the Depression Charlie Burr’s Bank of Rochester failed as did
many other American banks. The Michigan Central and the Grand
Trunk railroads stayed in business, but on much reduced schedules as
the economy everywhere struggled.
During the whole Depression, the drugstore was in good hands with
Zeno Schoolcraft. Somehow, he continued servicing the doctors and
Rochester’s citizens with all their medical needs. He was here from
1928 through the Dirty Thirties and even until after World War II.
In 1948 Kenny Fetter and his wife Ann took over the drugstore’s
management.
After the Depression Stan Soule used part of the Opera House area as
an appliance repair shop. The Pixley Furniture store had a showroom
in the front half and Dick Morley had his 3-store pharmacy office
headquarters in the back half. In the 60s, not surprisingly, Dick Morley
modernized the building’s façade by removing the lower-level arches.
When Lytle got his chance to buy the building in 1987, he mortgaged
everything he had to reconstruct the beautiful arches and renovate the
store to this, its original 1890 magnificence.

S

o, thank you for traveling back and learning about the corner
drugstore/pharmacy currently named Lytle Pharmacy and the
Opera House.▼
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Necklaces
By Brenda Seabright
One wonders why people do things?

I

remember when I was six, while on
vacation my father gave me 15 cents to
buy a toy. My choice was always a small
bag of colored macaroni beads to string.
Then at age 30, I started to collect African
trading beads made in Venice, Italy. They
are now rare and one bead can sell for $70.

Southwest Style necklaces.
Upper: Jasper and Turquoise.
Lower: Amber, Tiger eye, Turquoise.

Carved Bone and Red Jasper; Tiger
eye and Green Jasper; Wood and
Green Jasper.

Every necklace is an adventure. There is no
formula, every one is one of a kind. Now I
notice the jewelry that people on TV wear.
It’s been a revelation. No longer do I see a
necklace that can be replicated 10,000 times
on a production line. Jewelry seems more
natural. In a string of beads each one is a
little different, like variations on a theme.
Differences seem like an adventure.
Buffalo Horn.

Coral, Wood, Jasper.

Through the years I’ve collected beads—
tiger’s eye and lapis lazuli—and I’ve just
recently started making jewelry.

Necklaces are often asymmetrical and appear
homemade and closer to earth products. It
seems like they are reflecting the randomness
of nature, celebrating the differences in their
personalities.

“Thank you to all of the people who have made time

to volunteer at the OPC! Each and every one of you are
appreciated more than you’ll ever know. Volunteers do
not necessarily have the time, but they have the heart!
It does take a village and it takes hundreds of volunteers
here at the OPC. Come join the Volunteer family. There
is a spot for you!”
—Daria Burcar 248-608-0270

I

’m experimenting with my own style. I use
a variety of natural products—various
shapes and colors of wood, abalone, copper,
crystal, carved bone, pearls, leather,
turquoise, and fossil coral. I’m amazed at
the variety of gemstones. All this is new to
me—blue and white jasper, green and white
jasper, and red and white jasper. And there
is brown jasper such as Picture Jasper and
Picasso Jasper; Blue Larimar from the
Dominican Republic; Mookaite from
Australia in shades of deep gold, brown,
beige, black and olive brown; pink Thulite
from Denmark; bright green Chrome
Diopside from Siberia, and green Malachite
from Africa.
The adventure continues and adds spice
to my life!▼
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A Diamond In Our Own Backyard
By Jean Waid with photos by Claudia Waid
he Nature Center at Stony Creek
Metropark is for all ages—so very
interesting, informative, and appealing!

T

A live snake and a live turtle native to the
area are in aquariums. A wigwam is indoors.
There is also an old crow with a loud caw! It
is in captivity for its own good. It cannot fly.
Stuffed
animals and
birds native
to Michigan
are on
display.
Intriguing
arrowheads
and other
artifacts
found in the
area can be
viewed.
Through
a large
Downy Woodpecker at feeder.
window
next to a handsome stone fireplace a variety
of birds are at the hummingbird and bird
feeders outdoors. And about the base of the
feeders are squirrels and chipmunks actively
scampering to scavenge whatever tidbits that
fall their way.
This is a mecca for learning about birds
and for photographers, bird watchers, and
countless others! We witnessed a Downy
Woodpecker, a pair of Mourning Doves,
Goldfinch, Blue Jay, Nuthatch, Cow Bird,
Chickadee, Hummingbirds, and others during
a brief observation time. A lesson in Nature’s
camouflage was a female Cardinal, tan in
color, as opposed to the bright red male.
The thick leaves of nearby trees seemed
alive from the many birds moving about
on branches.

Nearby, a large observation deck over a
ravine below is a clearly-marked nature trail
including a creek and small rapids. One can
take the short half mile walk, a longer
medium walk, or the longest hike of three
miles that includes meadow land. My
husband Roger and I have enjoyed all three
on separate visits. We carry binoculars and
lawn chairs in our car, and often the need
arises to use them.
Stony Creek Metropark has two sandy
beaches for swimming. There is a large
playground and several picnic areas. Rentals
are available for kayaks, canoes, paddle
boats, and row boats. A dam on Stony Creek
created a large man-made lake. In this park,
you might see deer, Osprey, Wild Turkeys,
Bald Eagles and Canada Geese.
This park is located in three townships:
Washington, Oakland, and partially in
Shelby. It is one of thirteen Huron Clinton
Metroparks.
This year’s daily admission rate is $10. An
annual pass to all Metroparks is available
for residents of five counties, currently for
$40 and $29 for seniors 62 and older.
There are non-resident rates as well.

M

y family has been there countless
times, but our appreciation was
renewed when we recently took our
7-year-old grandson there. I think he would
have preferred to spend all day there and then
return the next day! His enthusiasm warmed
our hearts and provided an abundance of
smiles from ourselves and others!
Many bikers, hikers, and runners enjoy this
park. Driving through this spacious park
is also a wonderful pleasure. During the
summer there are some well attended band
concerts, free with park admission. It’s a
park for all seasons!▼

Grandson Jonathan on log along the Nature Trail.
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The Continued Adventures of “Stevie” the Rescued Dog
By Nancy Knitter

It’s me “Stevie” again. You may remember,
I am a year-old female lab mix who was
rescued and adopted by a wonderful mom
and dad. Here I am with my big brother dog
named Gordie.

I

f you recall the last adventure I had,
I ended up with a broken toe in my paw
and a cast up my entire left front leg. I am
happy to say I am okay now, running and
playing full tilt. My mom and dad recovered
pretty well too. They had to make sure that
I didn’t chew on my cast or get it wet. Gordie
just looked at me with his big sympathetic
eyes.

R

ecently I got some vibes that changes
were happening in our household. All
sizes of boxes were sitting in the rooms, and
they were not play toys for me or Gordie.
The boxes were being packed with clothes,
dishes, and everything in the closets.
I became a little nervous remembering
being put into a large box as a puppy, being
scared, and being taken to a new home. I had
a feeling that this was going to be a different
adventure.

We love going to Woody’s place to swim in
the lake and with lots of open space to sniff
out little animals, in particular our favorites
the squirrels.

Gordie and I were loaded into the SUV and
taken for a long ride to visit a house that
would become our new and second happy
home. Wow, lots of space inside, but I saw
a big challenge. A stairway to the upstairs
bedrooms where we would sleep at night
looked like a mountain to me. At first, I was
too scared to try, but Gordie showed me the
way. After a few tries up and down the steps,
it became easier to navigate.

I

We would also have a fenced-in area to play
outdoors. We also saw lots of different dogs
going for walks in our neighborhood—hope
we can meet them nose-to-nose and be
friends. Gordie and I will also be closer to
visit our dog relatives, Woody and Kate.

Greatgram knows how we feel about
moving. She moved many times, but the
last time was saddest—without Greatgramps.
She talks to us like real people sometimes
for fun. I’m not sure I always understand
what she is saying, but I sense the feelings
she is expressing.
hope she is right when she says that no
matter where we are, we always have
the love of our family around us and that
is what makes a house
a home. GG, as she
is called, has lived
a pretty long time
and is very wise …
knowing how to
comfort anxious
people and two very
much loved “rescued”
dogs.▼
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FACINATING FUN FACTS ABOUT OPC
T F

TRUE OR FALSE QUESTIONS
1
2
3
4
5
6
7
8
9
10
11
12
13
14
15
16
17
18
19
20

650 Players only puts on Shakespearian plays
It is important to sign in, using the computer monitors, when participating in
activities or volunteering
Nancy Reagan visited us at the Woodward location
The Vintage Views newspaper has been around since the mid-1980s
Rochester Avon Recreation Authority provided transportation for seniors
before OPC
OPC members have to live in Rochester, Rochester Hills, or Oakland Twp.
Our center has a well-supplied woodworking department
If you like to swim you can use one our two pools
Our facility offers a variety of exercise classes
There are no weight training opportunities at this center
You have to leave the building to get food or beverages
Our center has a variety of opportunities to paint, draw, or do crafts
We offer classes for people to learn or polish up on their language skills
You can play bridge card games, although not Euchre
If you need help with senior resources you should call our center
Individual members with memory issues can get day help from ADS
Some of the Summer Senior Olympics events are held here at this facility
The newspaper is published weekly
The newsletter is published monthly
Volunteers are the backbone of our great center shock

Our Vision…
is to continue
to be the
premier
community
resource
for adults
age 50
and over .

TEST YOUR KNOWLEDGE

Our Mission…
is to provide
innovative
programs and
high quality
services that
stimulate and
advance active
and healthy
living for the
50+ community.

1
2
3
4
5
6
7
8
9
10
11
12
13
14
15
16
17
18
19
20

What year did the Letica location open?
Our first location was on what street?
The first location was originally what kind of building?
How many buildings have we occupied?
What authority provided senior services before us?
How many communities do we directly support?
The newsletter is published how often?
The newspaper is produced how many times a year?
What is the name of the newspaper?
How old do you have to be to become a member?
We depend heavily on our great ——— to run OPC
Which first lady visited the Woodward location?
Where does 650 Players get its name?
If you need to be transported from point A to point B in
the Rochester area, who do you call?
If you cannot leave your residence for meals, who
delivers them?
How many square feet is the OPC building?
Whose jersey is hanging in the Sports Hallway
downstairs?
What is the name of the garden and small structure?
What bird was the guest of honor at a Gala Event?
What do we affectionately call the transport vehicles?

(Answers on page 19.)
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FACINATING FUN FACTS ABOUT OPC

ACROSS
1
5
6
7
13
14
15
16
18
19
20

Yearly number of OPC newspaper issues
____ and Aquatics Department
How can you support and help at OPC
Age___+ are eligible for membership
Abbr. for homebound food delivery program
Where 650 Players gets its name
_____ and Fine Art & Crafts
___ Chi for range of motion and balance
Mary Elizabeth _____ _____
Make wearable accessories
Where to borrow a book

DOWN
1 Who are supported by Adult Day Services
2 Number of communities MOW serves
3 _____ Views newspaper

4 List of monthly activities and programs
8 Away adventures scheduled by OPC
9 Direction of walking track
10 _____ Café, also known as Our Town Café
11 _____ Resources for info. and referrals
12 Studio to get creative with clay
16 Number of swimming pools
17 _____Adults and 60+ eligible to use minibuses

(Answers on page 19.)
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The OPC 650 Players theatre group returned to the live stage!

L

ive theater is back! In October, the OPC 650 Players presented
four nearly sold out performances of American Made Music Party,
entertainment to tug at your heartstrings and tickle your funny bone.
The audiences loved the theme created by director Karen Elliott, which
included over 40 award winning classic country and modern country
hits, 14 costume changes, and comedy too!.
The show starred 20 cast members made up of seasoned and first time
entertainers ranging from 55 to 89. Actor, singer, and impersonator
of many characters, Armond “Ray” Claerhout has performed in over
35 shows, appeared in the
movie “Hoffa” (92) and
was the voice of Clarence
the Angel on WPON 1460.
Newbie Dianne Bubnar
has never missed attending
a 650 Players show and
commented, “After retiring
from the OPC in 2019, I
joined this talented group
and am having the time of
my life!”
Along with recorded
background tracts, the
show featured live music
by a trio of talented
musicians. Doc Crofcheck,
Irmgard Granelli, and Kathy Rawlings play multiple instruments
including guitar, flute, and harmonica. The trio enjoy what they do
and are having fun doing what they love. They are also part of the
OPC guitar group that meets most Tuesdays and Fridays at 9:30 a.m.
It is good practice and a great place to play with other musicians.
Learning on the job, the sound and
lighting team of Dave Kosbab, Diane
Soper, and Herb Stevens made sure
microphones were organized and
individually programmed for each
cast member, the sound tracts started
on time, and the lighting shone bright.
Assisted by audio/visual expert Neil
Cortright, this crew never faltered
and are looking forward to the next
opportunity to use their new talents.
“The stage props looked like something
out of a Broadway show thanks to the
men in our woodshop who built them,”
stated Marianne McCauley, OPC’s
Programming Manager.
Every little detail on stage was thought
out with intention, even the saloon and
bar signs. They were named in honor
of two long time and dear 650 Players,

Lou Phelps and Mary Quigley who recently passed. This is a loving
and welcoming group of age 50+ seniors sharing their gifts and making
lifelong friends.
For more information how
you can join the 650 Players
family, contact Marianne at
248-608-0263.
The next show will be in May
2022. Mark your calendars
and bring your friends!
Luncheons: May 16, 17, 18,
and 19. Saturday matinees:
May 14 and 21.
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Never To Meet Again
By Adam Thiny
From across the big pond a feminine voice answers the phone,
“Thiny!” In her native tongue I reply, “Grüβ Dich, Tante. Das ist
Adam, von America.” Over the last 30 some years, those nine
introductory words never changed, having been repeated at each
Christmas and Aunt Martha’s birthday.

A

Having said “Auf Wiedersehen” to our hospitable landlord and the
other farm workers, we gathered up our small bundles of goods bought
with the money my mother had earned during the last three months of
work and departed Fehring. An acquaintance of the farmer drove us in
his open bed truck to the city of Graz where we boarded the first of
three passenger trains. But once more, a quandary awaited us: we did
not have the necessary papers for crossing into the American zone!

fter two and a half years of captivity in our former Balkan
homeland, my mother, a war widow, along with her parents, my
sister Käthe and I, and my two cousins, escaped in late May of 1947.
My uncle had informed us that Aunt Martha would meet us at the train
For the first part of this journey we hiked across Hungarian soil. After
station in Graz, bringing with her documents that would allow us to
arriving in Budapest we boarded a
enter the American zone. We had
Tamsweg
train heading for Austria, and freedom.
no inkling as to what Aunt Martha
But some barriers still loomed ahead.
looked like but neither would she
A place of enchantment, no lovelier they have known!
recognize us, so we assumed.
But was it the place to become their new home?
At the end of World War II, Austria
Well, we never met her in Graz
had been divided into four zones:
Adam Thiny
but boarded the train anyway. It
Russian, French, English, and
wasn’t until we were on the third
American. To travel within these
train that we would get a glimpse
zones one needed special documents.
of Aunt Martha.
At that time we lacked papers of any
kind, nothing that would indicate
who we were, nor where we came
from. Essentially, we were citizens
of no country.

W

hile still riding the train, my
grandfather discovered that
we were within the Russian zone.
Being detained here was not
desirable—one could be dispatched
to Siberia. So, at the next stop the
seven of us snuck off the train and
dashed into a nearby forest. While
tramping through the dense woodland,
Photo by Adam Thiny
we stumbled across a narrow footpath.
That path would channel us across a
rope-supported, wooden bridge and deliver us to the English zone.
Ultimately, we made our way to an Austrian refugee camp.
Inside the camp, we were issued identification documents that would
permit us to work and travel within the English zone. My grandfather
and my mother, on a daily basis, worked for nearby farmers. Three
weeks later, a prosperous land owner from the town of Fehring hired
my mother to work in the kitchen and fields. Käthe (age 11) and
I (age 9) tagged along. The two of us also earned our keep, but no
pay, weeding between long rows of sugar beets and completing other
household chores.
During our stay in Fehring, my mother found out that my father’s
brother, Klaus Thiny, had married an Austrian girl and had settled in
her hometown of Tamsweg, located in the American zone. “America,”
my first contact with that magical word! That someday I would be in
America writing this story had not yet crossed my juvenile mind.
Mother managed to contact Uncle Klaus. Since my sister and I were
his blood relatives, he urged the three of us to join him and his wife,
Martha, and their infant daughter. The presumption was that we live
and work in his adopted hometown and eventually make it our
permanent dwelling. We accepted his invitation and made plans to
leave Fehring. Forty years into the future I would return—no longer
a refugee—but an American citizen.

On the last stretch of this all-day
train journey, two traveling nuns
seemed to have guessed our
predicament, and they offered to
help us cross over to the American
zone. But their help was no longer
needed, as we gazed at this dark
haired young lady striding down
the narrow coach aisle. She kept
scrutinizing the seated passengers
from side to side, frequently
glancing at a flat entity clasped
in her hand. Suddenly she angled
toward the three of us and stopped,
handing my mother a photograph.
We stared at a black and white portrait of our family. Aunt Martha has
found us. Next stop, the Alpine village of Tamsweg!
Autumn of 1948, we left Tamsweg. Over the years I visited this
enchanted village numerous times—lastly in 1987. And that was when
those yearly phone calls began. Our conversations always ended with
Aunt Martha asking, “Werden wir uns nochmal sehen?” I never
replied. No, we would never see each other again.▼
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Poetry Collection
Hugs From My Sons
Those first little hugs
so soft and so sweet,
The fresh scent of a newborn . . .
memories make me weep.
I cradle you to me
you melt into my chest,
Who is more soothed
who is more blessed.
When as a brave little toddler
you’d explore and investigate,
I had to be near you
to give comfort that wouldn’t wait.
Kissing the boo boos,
calming the storms,
Reassuring the fears
and softening the groans.
Those sweet little arms
wrapped snugly around my neck,
were the most precious jewelry
a mom could hope to expect.
Watching you grow
from childhood to man
with unconditional love
throughout my lifespan.
The hugs I enjoy now
are filled with memories and joy
as I relive each and every hug
from each of my boys.
P. A. Stange

A Drive Down Main Street
We drove down Main Street of the tiny village
And wondered if the city had been pillaged
The supermarket, pharmacy, and retail shops had closed down
All had been there for the past fifty years in this quaint town
The sailors and boaters arriving at the dock
Have no place close by to replenish their stock
There is no longer a Christmas Day parade
No floats, no toddlers riding bikes I’m afraid
What happens when all of these establishments close their doors
How far will we have to travel to reach the next stores
Competition from the big boxes have drove them away
And the townsfolk have less reason to stay
Let’s hope that all these American towns have a revival
That will help us all continue our survival
Next time you drive down a small town like this that’s dying
Help to support those that remain and are still trying
Michael Flannery

Dementia
(Mom’s last wish)
I am here and I am there
In my memory I am everywhere
Music I can hear just fine
And pictures that I can see on the wall
Remind me of how much I do love you all
I cry sometimes during the night
When I realize it’s a losing fight?
I may forget who I am, don’t know my name
My heart gets heavy and I feel shame
Or I may be quiet because I’m trying to see
Who am I, is it possible, can this really be me?
I still do my best to know all of you
and love you much for all that you do
My heart burst with pride if you come to my bed
But after you leave my eyes may get wet
because of what I felt and not what I said
So, please make it easy for me from now on
And visit me often until I’ll be gone.
Gerald Verschueren

Symmetry
Perhaps you don’t remember
your first ride in a pram, or
A nap in the afternoon,
Curled up quiet and sweet,
Dreaming of wooden blocks,
Of hopscotch on a sunny day,
Of hide-and-seek;
Reliving memories of baseball,
Of travels, of schools and work.
Reunions bring us back,
Almost.
Now we nap
On a sunny afternoon,
Dreaming of work and travel,
Baseball, hide-and-seek,
Hopscotch and wooden blocks;
Perhaps you don’t remember
The first ride in a pram;
Nor will you remember the last.
Our parents became our children
And children become our parents.
God protects the babies and elders,
Gives us lives to remember
And memories to relive.
Sam Seabright
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Saudade

Saudade (“close” translation)

Saudade é uma palavra simples
Mas cheia de profundidade
De tristeza, de lágrima, de alegria
De sentimento
De lembrança
De saudade
E de alguma maneira
Especialmente entendida pela
“Diáspora” brasileira.
Lembro-me a cada instante
Da minha pátria, amada, amante
Sinto o meu peito apertado
Meu coração batendo tanto
Surgem as lágrimas no meu olhar
Tenho saudade, quero voltar.
Amo a minha terra natal
País lindo, sensual
Cheio de beleza e de riquea
De sonhos e fantasia
De lembrança
De meus amigos de infância
Tenho orgulho do meu país
Do Brasil!
Pois no coração profundo, sempre fui
E até o fim do mundo continuarei sendo Brasileira!

Saudade is a simple word
But full of depth
Of sadness, of tears, of joy
Of feeling
Of remembrance
I miss you
And somehow
Especially understood by the Brazilian “Diaspora”

Irene Bazan Waller

For in my deep heart, I have always been
And until the end of the world I will continue to be Brazilian!

I remember every moment
From my homeland, beloved, lover
I feel my chest tighten
My heart beating so hard
Tears appear in my eyes
I miss you, I want to go back
I love my homeland
Beautiful, sensual country
Full of beauty and wealth
Of dreams and fantasy
Of remembrance
From my childhood friends
I am proud of my country
Of Brazil

Irene Bazan Waller

The Numbers Game
However can I remember them all
In an emergency whom do I call
Enter a pin number
Oops that was so wrong
I used a password
That was much too long
The computer has a password
The bank account has a pin
Confuse those two and
Watch the fun begin
Mixing area and zip codes
Could prove to be a mess
Unless you remember
Your phone from your address
Guard Social Security numbers too
So no one else can become you
Twenty important birthdays
Way too many holidays
Two dates to remember for you
Property and income taxes due
A driver's license number
Is a good thing to remember
Whatever is my license plate
Whenever is that renewal date
What a mystery
This happens to be
Quick however can I
Improve my memory
Jean Waid

Joys
Music and Nature
My always “Joys Providers”
Lifting
Grounding
Inspiring
Food for mind, body, soul

Winter Night

Maryann Blodgett Wilshere

The full moon rises
On fresh fallen snow,
Filling the night
With a shower
Of silver light

Words

Shining,
Dazzling
Against the black.
A million diamonds.
Robert Lytle

Written words
Musings expressed
Stories felt
Images envisioned
Life shared
Maryann Blodgett Wilshere
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If You Could Write a Letter to a Character in a Book
By Alyson Denyer

14 September, 2021
Mrs. Frances O. Stevenson
Vailima
Opulo, Samoa

Dearest Fanny,
Yes, it is I. How unlike us to lose touch! You are so far away
but my thoughts have been with you. I can only ask for your
understanding and hope we can renew contact.
I know life for you has been a series of ups and downs.
Indeed, having the courage to leave your husband, Samuel
(a scoundrel, may I add), travel to Belgium with three
children, then shortly thereafter to an artists’ colony amid
farmland in Grez-sur-Loing in France; well, I am
rendered speechless.
Yet there you met your true love, Robert Louis Stevenson,
and began a new phase of life. I recently completed an
historical fiction novel by Nancy Horan titled Under the
Wide and Starry Sky. It provided me with insight into
Robert’s childhood and the suffering he endured for many
years. I have come to understand the attraction and
passion you both shared, and your eventual marriage
(though he was much younger than yourself.)
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or Paul Ostin, a member of the OPC Photography Club, a summer
trip to Mackinac Island turned into a unique opportunity to explore
the isle - after hours.

The majority of Michiganders have visited Mackinac Island and taken
many photos of this unique vacation spot. As a photographer, Paul
decided to think outside of the box in order to capture a glimpse of
the Island with a different lens. Setting his alarm for 2:30 a.m. every
morning during the week long trip with his wife and friends, he packed
up his equipment and wandered through the dark empty streets ﬁnding
unique images that usually go unseen.
A single bicycle leaning against the post in front of a fudge shop, the
shine of lights on the recently washed-down sidewalks and streets,
unbelievably beautiful skies ﬁlled with stars, and Adirondack chairs
lined up as if welcoming the morning sun are just a few of the amazing
images he was able to capture. You can see more of Paul’s images at
www.paulostin.smugmug.com.

A

re you interested in photography as a hobby, profession, or an
inspiration? Come join or visit the OPC Photography Club on the
third Friday of each month at 1:30 p.m. Hope to see you there!
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The Seabright Family Home Makes Their Safety Changes
By Brenda Seabright

A

t the Seabright residence, my husband Sam, a retired professional
engineer, and I find that things that were easy for us after
retirement get more difficult with passing birthdays.
Years ago, Sam tightened the spring pressure on the storm door so
the wind wouldn’t blow it off the hinges, but more recently the door
pushed me and I almost fell. So Sam reduced the spring tension, and
for us it is now more manageable.
Sam also built a half-step that he
positioned in front of the entrance step.
If you can’t build one yourself, halfsteps are available for sale. We also
find them useful for entering cars or
bathtubs. Sam and I are searching for
half-step ladders or stepstools, but
apparently they have not yet been
invented. A challenge for Sam!
When navigating the storm door and
front step, a strong grab bar helped us.
Sam installed three: one outside (left
photo), one between the doors, and
one inside. They are available in
different lengths.
Half step and grab bar at
our front door.

We also find them useful in our showers.
Any such installation should be done by a
professional to assure the bars are installed
correctly and securely anchored to the
building structure.
Another problem could be stairs to the
basement or second floor. Our stairways
were covered with carpeting which we
found were feeling slippery and spongy.
Sam removed all our stairway carpeting
and installed hardwood, making our stairs
more solid. It is recommended that nonslip
treads are glued onto wood steps. A solid
handrail attached to the building structure
also helps us. And we wear good-fitting
Grab bars in our shower.
shoes, never floppy slippers that can snag
on steps creating a tripping hazard.
We removed all our area rugs and throw rugs to eliminate tripping
hazards; most definitely we never have one at the top of a stairway.
We do not want to trip and get injured or break bones.
We planned on our sense of balance deteriorating with age and took
safety precautions.
This article is not to be construed as providing legal, medical, or any
other kind of advice. It merely tells about my personal viewpoint and
experience.▼

Thought ...Yes and No and Precious Vowels
By Hans Koseck
Just for fun, preposing the vowels “I” and “U” to “yes”
and “no” seems to want to sing only with “NO”: INO
(I know) and UNO (You know). UYES and IYES just
don’t ring right.
Some of the other vowels sound better with YES, but not all of
them: AYES (ah, yes) and OYES (oh, yes). They symphonize
beautifully don’t they?
Come to think of it: O can be the only one that is bilingual: Oh
yes, oh no!
Funny isn’t it? Think about it!▼

Lytle Theory
for Running Squares
By Robert Lytle

(N+1)2 – N2 = 2N + 1
Bob’s N2 Ditty
Take a number, call it N
Now add a 1 and square it.
Then subtract the N times N,
And check its worth for merit.
You’ll find, no matter what the number
That its running pair . . .
You times it twice and add a 1 . . .
The Left and Right are there.▼
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True or False
Answers
1
2

1
2
3
4
5
6
7
8

Test Your Knowledge
Answers
2003
Woodward Ave.
School Building
Two
RARA
Three
Monthly
Four

9
10
11
12
13
14
15

Vintage Views
50+
Volunteers
Barbara Bush
The address
Transportation Dept.
Meals on Wheels

16
17

90,000 square feet
Ted Lindsay

18

Stone Cottage and Garden

19
20

An Eagle
Minibuses

X
X

3

X

4

X

5

X

6

X

7

X

8

X

9

X

10

X

11

X

12

X

13

X

14

X

15

X

16

X

17

X

18

X

19

X

20

X
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