
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

Here is the place; right over the hill  
Runs the path I took;  

You can see the gap in the old wall 

still,  
And the stepping stones in the 

shallow brook.  
 

John Greenleaf Whittier 
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 The members of the  Lifescapes  class es at OLLI , facilitated by 
Margo Daniels  and Sherl Landers -Thorman , brainstormed themes for 

th is Spring 2008 anthology. We pondered, exchanged opinions, and 
talked  it over . W hen  we decided, ñStepping Stonesò became our focus  

and we started to write. With our disparate backgrounds and life 
experiences, we soon discovered that everyone  had a stepping stones 

story. As we read excerpts from our stories, camaraderie prevailed. 
Soulful writings brought tears; other  writings elicited hoots of laughter. 

Some stories surprised us and knocked our socks off! Friendly, helpful 
class members listened, offered suggestions, and back to work we 

went.  

   
So here it is :  ñStepping Stonesòðcontributions from both 

Lifescapes fami lies at OLLI, all with fascinating stor ies  to tell. What a 
trip! Enjoy!  

       
       Mary Chandler   
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From Nordeast to Reno  
 

Ron Abdo  

 
 I lived in Minneapolis for the first twenty -eight years of my life, except 

for two years in the US Army.  For twenty -seven of those years I lived in the 
northeast part of the city, essentially a blue collar neighborhood in habited by 

various ethnic groups.  In addition to Scandinavians and Germans -who were 
everywhere -  there were many Irish and Eastern Europeans such as Poles, 
Czechs, Serbs, Croatians, Slovaks and Russians.  There were also a few 

Italians, Greeks, Lebanese a nd others.  This neighborhood was distinct from 
others in the city because it had its own unique characteristics, one of which 

was the way we spoke.  Most northeast residents pronounced ñtò like ñd.ò  
For example ñnortheastò was pronounced ñnordeast.ò  This identified us to 
people from other parts of Minneapolis.  

 
 Now living in Northeast was a mixed blessing.  On the one hand you 

felt good about being different from the rest of the city.  For one thing 
Northeast produced a lot of really good athletes in va rious sports.  Many 
went on to play at the University of Minnesota and the pros.  On the other 

hand, we had sort of an inferiority complex.  We were looked down on by 
more prominent neighborhoods because we were mostly poor or lower 

middle class and just t oo ethnic.  As members of my family, particularly my 
sisters, got married they eventually lived in an upper middle class 
neighborhood in South Minneapolis.  The homes were really nice there and it 

was definitely considered a move up.  When my folks and I w ould visit them 
it seemed something special.  Finally we too moved there, close to where 

they were living.  At last!! The euphoria for me, however, didnôt last very 
long.  After living in our newly purchased home for about a year I decided 

that while livin g in South Minneapolis was nice I wanted to leave the family 
environment. I decided to move to Southern California where two of my older 
brothers were living. I had visited them previously during school breaks and 

felt California was the place for me.  
 

Aft er arriving in California, I lived with my single brother for about six 
months. Then I lived in various other areas of Southern California, usually 
because of jobs I held in different locations. Over a period of about five 

years I lived in Baldwin Hills, C ovina, West Covina, South Pasadena, 
Anaheim and Buena Park.  At this point living in Southern California was 

starting to wear thin.  It was adventurous and exciting at first but then I 
started to get weary of the traffic, congestion and smog. While working  for 
Hunt Wesson Foods I got an opportunity for a promotion at their plant in 

Hayward, California.  I accepted eagerly.  I had visited the Bay Area 
occasionally and really liked it.  Not only was San Francisco and surrounding 

areas attractive and interesti ng, you could actually see a blue sky!! I moved 
to Hayward in May, 1965.  
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Although I was disappointed with my job, I thoroughly enjoyed living 
in the Bay Area.  There was so much to see and do.  In addition to San 

Francisco itself, there was Marin County, the Peninsula, Napa Valley, 
Carmel, etc.  As my position at Hunt -Wesson worsened I started to look for 

another job and accepted an offer with an electronics firm in Concord.  I 
moved to Walnut Creek, near the company, and became acquainted with 
many upscal e towns and sites in that area.  Initially I really enjoyed my job.  

Also, while living in Walnut Creek I met my future wife during a visit to San 
Francisco. We got married and lived in my Walnut Creek apartment for a 

few years.  My wife and I enjoyed our married life but unfortunately 
problems developed in my job.  After being with the company for about five 
years, business really dropped off and my opportunity for advancement 

appeared quite limited.  As a result I again started to look for another job.  
 

Eventually I took a Human Resources position with a company in San 
Francisco.  Accepting this job was a mistake but ultimately it started me on 
a new career.  I had bad ñvibesò about the boss and in fact almost decided 

not to accept the job offer but finall y did. My ñvibesò were accurate and 
after six months my boss and I had ña parting of the ways.ò  In reality he 

fired me.  Although I didnôt realize it at the time, in retrospect he did me a 
favor.  All of my previous jobs were in the field of Personnel, or  what is now 

called Human Resources.  Instead of just looking for another job in Human 
Resources I started to give serious thought to making a career change.  I 
had always been interested in recruiting, one of the responsibilities in 

Human Resources.  As a  result I explored job opportunities not only in 
Human Resources but also in ñHeadhunting,ò working for a recruiting firm. I 

ended up taking a position as a recruiter with a headhunting firm located in 
the South Bay, now known as ñSilicon Valley.ò 

 

Taking this position necessitated moving from Walnut Creek in the 
East Bay to the South Bay because of the lengthy commuting distance.  

This move was made somewhat reluctantly because we both enjoyed the 
Walnut Creek area but were not that enthusiastic about livi ng in the South 
Bay because it was more congested. Shortly after we moved my wife 

totaled our car in an automobile accident (fortunately she came out all 
right) and our apartment was robbed (again we were fortunate because 

nothing of real value was taken).   We both wondered whether or not these 
events were an ominous portend of things to come after moving to the 
South Bay.  

 
At first things were pretty tough. I was on a commission basis and for 

the first few months didnôt make any money. Fortunately my wife was able 
to earn some income as a secretary which helped us get through.  
Gradually it got a little better as I started to make placements.  I found I 

really liked recruiting and hoped I could make a living doing it.  After about 
a year I found the commiss ion arrangement structured by the owner was 

unsatisfactory.  As I became more successful I decided to try recruiting on 
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my own.  After giving the owner my notice of resignation he proposed a 
new commission structure to me but by then it was simply too late . 

 
I started my own business Jan 2, 1973 with hope but also with some 

trepidation.  For the first time in my business career I was my own boss but 
could I make it?  The answer to that question took about 3 months.  In 
March, 1973, I made my first placement  with my own company.  What a 

feeling!!  After that, momentum developed, business got better and I 
actually hired other recruiters to work for me. We moved into a 

condominium and then into a home.  By this time I had several recruiters 
and even opened a se cond office in Southern California.  As with any 
company, business fluctuated up and down through the years.  More 

significantly, however, the recruiting business changed.  More and more 
client companies began to hire ñcontract recruitersò on an hourly basis 

rather than pay a recruiting fee. Eventually I laid off all recruiters and staff 
and conducted the recruiting by myself.  Surprise!!  I found that I was 
actually able to make more money alone than with all of the recruiters and 

staff.  I drastically red uced my operating expenses and performed both 
contract recruiting as well as some fee based recruiting.  I did very well and 

ñmade hayò during the nineties.  As if in anticipation of my eventual 
retirement, I experienced some medical problems that made my retirement 

all the more timely.  As my retirement date drew closer, my wife and I 
decided we wanted to leave the Bay Area which by now had become 
increasingly congested.  We explored living conditions in other Western 

cities such as Seattle, Portland, Denv er, Salt Lake Cityéééand Reno.  After 
several visits to Reno we decided it was the city for us.  And here we are.  

 
Each of the above moves I made were like stepping stones in my life.  

At times I demonstrated a lack of patience and made some moves too 

abru ptly.  Other moves, however, were inevitable.  While living in 
Minneapolis I had a strong urge to establish my identity and felt 

encumbered in doing so while living amidst the core family.  When I first 
arrived in California I felt invigorated by what seem ed to be an 
overwhelming sense of freedom.  As so often happens, however, the aura of 

a new environment starts to wear off.  Although I was initially very happy to 
live close to my brothers, I found both of them very preoccupied with their 

business.  Toget her they had established their own business that consumed 
a lot of their time.  That, along with my distaste for the Southern California 
environment, prompted me to accept my promotion to the Bay Area.  This 

proved to be one of the key moves in my life, mo stly because I met and 
married my wife there.  Another significant move was when I got fired from 

my last job in Human Relations and accepted a job in ñhead hunting,ò  in 
effect a career change.  Of course, starting my own recruiting company was 
a VERY imp ortant move.  This was the highlight of my business career --

being my own boss.  Finally, our move to Reno was the culmination of all of 
the previous moves in my life.  Some moves were an advancement in my 

life --  a move forward --  such as my move from Minn eapolis to Southern 
California.  Other moves were really more lateral than forward, as for 
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example some of the moves I made from job to job in Southern California. 
Many of these moves were the result of youthful impatience and didnôt 

always advance my care er that much.  You might say the stepping stones 
were off to the side.  Iôm sure such types of moves are inevitable in our 

lives.  The important thing is to hopefully get back on track.  
  
It is really amazing when I reflect upon all of the moves Iôve made in 

my life.  Starting with my neighborhood in Minneapolis ï ñNordeastò ï to 
my present life in Reno has been an amazing journey.  Sometimes I 

speculate by asking myself ñwhat if?ò  What if I had remained in 
Minneapolis?  What if I decided not to start my o wn business and remained 
in Human Resources?  What stepping stones would I have followed?  Where 

would I be now?  Iôm sure most of us speculate like this from time to time.  
In my case, I consider myself most blessed.  I had the opportunity to be my 

own bo ss, made enough money to retire comfortably and have been happily 
married for many years.  Overall, I think I did ok.  And that includes Reno.  

 

 

The House  

 in Nordeast  

Minneapolis  

 

 

 

 

 

 

         Our  

         House  

         in  

        Reno  
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Houses  
 

Kay C ashman  

 
     I like to remember a series of delightful houses as stepping stones 

used in my path from a pleasant childhood in Los Angeles to my happy life in 
Reno.  In the beginning there was the comfortable house in Los Angeles full 

of books and happy chi ldhood memories ï memories of being read aloud to 
and of outdoor games with my three brothers.  There also were two 
wonderful grandmother houses with welcoming grandmothers inside and 

there was a beach house where we always spent our summers.  And after al l 
of this was a very special and unique house in La Canada, California built by 

my parents when I was in high school ï one that will always be home and 
was enjoyed by four generations of my family.  Even though I moved away 
to Rhode Island and had two diff erent houses that I loved for my own family, 

I knew that the La Canada house was always there ï and I even moved back 
into it again many years later.  

 
    The California 

house where I spent 

my childhood was a 
large house on a 

tree - lined street in 
Los Ange les.  It had 
a patio in the back 

that was 
overshadowed by a 

huge willow tree and 
a large back yard 

with flower gardens 
and a rose arbor and 
a brick - lined path 

that led around a big palm tree.  There was a hedge across the back that 
concealed the garage and  workshop.  The yard was inhabited by a very 

friendly Airedale named Mike.  Since I had three brothers, there was always 
lots of activity.  There was a swing in the patio and my younger brothers had 
a chain attached to the seat, a chain which dragged on th e bricks so they 

could see how deep a trench they could make.  This was a very noisy 
operation.  There were always things going on out in front on the sidewalk 

too.  In addition to skates we had scooters and coasters made with a wooden 
box nailed to a 4 x 4 with skate wheels on the bottom.  And once there was a 
motorcycle skeleton that my older brother had acquired in some kind of 

trade.  It had no tires or motor, just wheels and a seat.  In the next block 
was a steep hill to coast down, and those tireless wheels made a very 

satisfying racket.  The house itself had many rooms, including a sleeping 
porch where my brothers and I slept.  This was a good vantage point from 
which to spot hidden colored eggs early on Easter morning, or to check out 
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what our dog Mi ke was doing.  There are wonderful memories of early 
Christmas mornings when we all went downstairs while it was still dark and 

we waited impatiently for the closed living room doors to open.  When they 
finally did open there suddenly appeared a sparkling,  brightly - lighted 

Christmas tree with presents heaped underneath.  A fire was burning in the 
fireplace and hanging from the mantelpiece were four large, red stockings 
filled with bulging packages, and with a candy cane and teddy bear sticking 

out of the to p.  
 

 In the summers there was a large, gray house right on the beach with 
a view of the ocean and sand dunes from the front windows and there was 
always the sound of those breaking waves.  Alamitos Bay was a wonderful 

summer colony built on a sand spit wit h a large bay on one side ï ideal for 
small sailboats because large boats were unable to get under the trestle that 

crossed the inlet.  The parents in the community had formed a club that 
included everybody.  It was named ñThe Tiller Club.ò  There was a meeting 
on Sunday mornings on a sandy lot next to the bay.  A list was always 

posted on a fence there and on that list were enumerated various tests in 
swimming, diving, life saving and sailing.  Anyone could find an adult during 

the week, request to be test ed and those who passed a new test were 
awarded a new number to be sewed onto a badge that was already on the 

front of his/her bathing suit.  The new numbers were conspicuously white 
compared to those that were already there.  Each category had its own 
bad ge, and numerous tests were offered so that the club members were kept 

busy all summer.  At the end of the summer there was a regatta with races 
for all ages.  Colored ribbons were awarded, and silver cups for diving and 

sailing.  
 
 There was a house in Ber keley that was very special and where I made 

frequent visits.  That was where a wonderful grandmother lived with three 
very entertaining aunts.  Since we lived in Southern California, a visit often 

entailed an exciting overnight trip on the train, ñThe Lark.ò  There is nothing 
quite like being comfortably snuggled in a berth on a train with your clothes 
swinging in their own little hammock above you and the train making that 

soothing, clicking sound as it rushes through the darkness.  Outside, 
interesting t hings flash by your window ï dark countryside and brightly 

lighted small towns with cars stopped by barriers waiting for the train to go 
by.  The Berkeley house was large and comfortable ï brown shingled with a 
big palm tree in front and a nice porch with a railing around it.  A large front 

door led into a wide redwood paneled hall.  On the right was the living room, 
on the left the dining room and straight ahead some wide stairs.  These led 

to a landing which was like a sitting room, with a comfortable cou ch under a 
sunny window where I often found my grandmother lost in a book.  An old 
fashioned wooden wall clock on the wall was ticking comfortably, somehow a 

welcoming sound.  From the other side of the landing the stairs went on up 
to the second floor whe re the bedrooms were, and there was a special one 

for me.  It was on a little side hall that had a staircase leading down to the 
kitchen so I would wake up to the wonderful breakfast smells of bacon and 
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eggs.  I remember being called down early one morning  to ñcome down and 
see the icicles.ò  I was disappointed because they werenôt icicles at all ï only 

yeast muffins that had risen so much that they were dripping down all over 
the stove.  This house had a large garden too, and it was here that my 

brother an d I kept our cute little bunnies that our aunties bought for us.  We 
each were allowed to choose our own.  Bobôs was all black and was named 
Peter.  Mine, Flopsy, was pure white.  

   
 Later when we were older there was a different but equally charming 

Berk eley house.  This one was in North Berkeley, up in the hills.  It had a big 
window in the living room and from this window you looked out across the 
Bay to San Francisco.  The lot ran all the way down the hill in back of the 

house to the next street ï the land overgrown with large oak trees.  Half way 
down there was a lovely little garden beside a rock - lined pool.  

 
 There were also visits to the other grandmotherôs house.  She was a 

jolly, little lady with white hair and sparkling bright blue eyes.  She liv ed in a 

big Victorian house in Palo Alto.  It had wide steps leading up to a round 
front porch with a white railing around it and sort of a tower over it.  The 

front hall had a staircase on one side with portraits of rather austere looking 
ancestors hangin g on the wall beside it, and there was a cupboard under the 

staircase that was full of wonderful toys ï a Noahôs Ark with all of the 
appropriate pairs of animals inside and an opossum who showed the signs of 
having been a true friend of one of my San Franc isco cousins.  There was a 

comfortable living room with a fire burning in the fireplace, a dining room 
with the table set with white table cloth, and beyond that a pantry and the 

kitchen and then a large yard with a rose arbor and flower garden.  Upstairs 
were bedrooms filled with huge old fashioned furniture and at the end of the 
upstairs hall a door led up to an attic filled with interesting things.  One of 

the things that we always looked forward to on our Palo Alto visits was 
making ñpull taffyò ï a ple asantly messy task.  

 
   When we 

moved from Los 

Angeles I was in 
high school and 

my family built a 
unique and 
wonderful house 

in a foothill 
community 

named La 
Canada.  It was in 
the style of an 

early California 
ranch house, built 

around three 
sides of a pa tio, 
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and was eventually enjoyed by four generations of my family.  Although I 
spent thirty four years in Rhode Island in other houses, this house was 

always home to me, and I lived in it again for twenty years before moving to 
Reno.  It was at the foot of the San Gabriel Mountains and was surrounded 

by a variety of trees including California oaks and orange trees.  
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An Exhilarating Time  

 

Carol Coppola  

 
 The day after my graduation from the University of Nevada, I left for 

Washington, DC, where I began an adventure I could not have anticipated.  
 
 The adventure began following my junior year at Sparks High School. I 

attended Girls State, sponsored by the American Legion Auxiliary to teach 
young women responsible adult citizen ship and love for God and Country. 

Two girls from each state are selected to attend Girls Nation, the national 
government training program which is held in Washington, DC. Girls Nation 
ñsenatorsò meet for a week in Washington where they run for political office, 

campaign for the passage of legislation and possibly meet with their stateôs 
Representatives and Senators.  

 
 I was extremely fortunate to have been chosen as one of two young 

women to represent Nevada at Girls Nation in Washington and enjoyed many 

wonderful experiences including meeting with young women from all of the 
other states.  Nevadaôs two senators, Allen Bible and George W. Malone and 

Congressman Walter S. Baring welcomed us to their offices. Senator George 
W. (Molly) Malone invited me to ret urn to Washington after my college 
graduation and work in his office, a virtual museum of western art and 

artifacts.  
 

 I accepted his offer and now was on the way to Washington. Arriving 
there in June was like entering a hot shower. I was met by two wonder ful 
women from Nevada who worked for the Senator. They had found me a place 

to live in a beautiful old southern mansion only two blocks from the Senate 
Office Building. It had been the home of two sisters who had willed it to 

provide a safe home for young women moving to Washington to work for the 
government. My next home was also only two blocks from the Senate Office 
Building, but in the reverse direction and I vividly recall my excitement each 

morning, walking to the office at the ñtop of the world.ò Capitol Hill was an 
exciting place to work ï the power hub of the world.  

 
 Each day was filled with new opportunities to connect with the people 

of Nevada. A Senator is able to improve the lives of his constituents in many 
ways. I recall the phone message to the Senator reporting a gas explosion in 
downtown Reno only moments after the event. The Senator immediately 

began calling the proper agencies to get help. Many people do not realize 
how much a Senator can do to make a difference. His assistance may includ e 

giving constituents a recommendation to attend one of the service academies 
or helping with immigration matters. One of my first opportunities was 
helping a Nevada citizen bring his Chinese wife to Nevada ï sooner rather 

than later. A few letters to the right agencies can make all the difference and 
a phone call from a Senator sometimes works near magic in clearing up a 

matter that has gotten lost in government bureaucracy. The offices of 
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senators are often called upon to help those visiting Washington to  tour 
government offices or the White House.  

 
 The Nevada State Society Executive Committee voted to have me 

represent Nevada in the annual Cherry Blossom Festival, a fantasy 
experience. In addition to taking part in a parade through Washington, I 
enjoyed tea dances in the morning and visits to embassies. A highlight was a 

tour of the White House and tea with Mrs. Mamie Eisenhower, wife of the 
President. Meeting the other women from throughout the United States was 

a life -changing experience and I will alwa ys cherish that and the opportunity 
to represent Nevada.  

 

 Senator Malone was very generous in allowing his staff to use his 
privilege of eating in the Senatorsô Private Dining Room in the Senate Office 

Building and we took advantage of that at least once a week. There was 
something so special about the delicious Senate Bean Soup, crab cakes and 
the rum cake. There was only one Senate Office Building at that time ï now 

there are three of them. I often wonder whether there is such a great dining 
room in each  of the buildings.  

 
 A special experience came for me with an invitation to attend the 

Second Inauguration of President Dwight D. Eisenhower which took place on 
the east portico of the U.S. Capitol, January 21, 1957. The rousing music of 
the Marine Band ad ded to the ñpomp and circumstance.ò I attended one of 

three gala Inaugural Balls.  

 

 
 

 
 

 
       Carol dressed  

 

             for the  

 

        1957 Inaugural  

 

               Ball  
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 After my second year in Washington, I came back to Nevada to work  
in the Reno office during the reelection campaign. Senator Malone was 

defeated for his bid for re -election, mainly by the efforts of the labor unions 
in Clark County. My return to Washington after the election was a time 

devoted to clearing up loose ends and looking for another job on Capitol Hill.  
 
    I had worked for a Republican Senator and his replacement was a 

Democrat; therefore, my best opportunity was with another Republican. I 
was employed in the office of Los Angeles Congressman Glenard P. 

Lipsc omb, who represented Beverly Hills. He had a very small Washington 
staff of three people. We had a goal of answering each correspondence on 
the same day it was received.  

 
    These experiences in Washington enhanced my love of our 

democracy, and I feel ext remely fortunate to be an American citizen. I 
learned first -hand the importance of every citizen keeping track of what is 
happening in government and remaining vigilant ï so we can continue to be 

blessed with this best system of government in the world. I am in awe of the 
power available to the American people. Looking back on this time in my 

history brings me feelings of exhilaration and still influences my direction.  
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Believe in Metaphysical Miracles  
 

Jan Corbelli  
 

      Do you believe in coincidence?.....meetings by chance?  Are they 

random?  Follow the stepping stones of my story and see.  
 

       It began as early as the 1960ôs, and as obscure as a chance 

conversation with a friend and neighbor when we were living in Wichita, 
Kansas.  She was going to begin a new job as a Travel Agent.  I was a stay -

at -home Mom with two small children and the song, ñEverybodyôs talkinô at 
me, canôt hear a word theyôre saying, only the echoes of my mindéé..ò was 
popular, stirring traces of discon tent and planting seeds of yearning for the 

freedom to travel to exotic places ï places unknown where adventure lurks.  
     

        Many years later, living in Laguna Beach, California I stepped 
onto the next stone ï a stone marked ñdestiny.ò  My children were now in 
high school and another younger sibling added to the family, but finally the 

seed from Kansas began to grow. I went to work in a Travel Agency.  I loved 
it so much I would have spent my days there without the small salary. 

Opportunities to trav el in the form of Familiarization Trips were frequently 
available.  

 

        The giant step to the next stone came in the form of one such trip 
to the Bahamas where I chanced to meet, on the last night, a man that 

would change my life and who was an essenti al link in this story.  For the 
next five years the unlikely continuance of that meeting took me to far -
reaching places such as London, England, Tananarive, Madagascar, and 

South Africa to be with him where he was working as a Casino Manager. 
Back and fort h, juggling my work and my family.  Each time we met I 

thought it would be the last. But finally, in spite of the obstacles, we were 
married in Mafeking, South Africa and eventually moved to Reno, Nevada 
(due to the gaming industry).  

 
        Reno was anot her stepping stone leading to chance meetings of 

other key players in my story.  Dino Corbelli, my Italian husband, had never 
been to this country. His English was excellent with a charming accent but he 
occasionally launched into a flow of lingua Italiana , especially in a tight tennis 

match when things took a turn.  It was on the tennis court where Bob 
(Roberto), a prominent local pediatrician, sought Dino out, being drawn to 

anything linked to the country of his ancestry where most of his current 
family r esides. They were instant friends.  Yes, Roberto had a passion for 

everything Italian ï the art, the language and the food.  Not only did he love 
the food but he was a gourmet chef in his own cucina, creating magnificent, 
gastronomically sensational dinner  parties for not just a few friends, but 

many ï sometimes up to twenty on a regular basis.  Dino and I were 
frequent guests.  On one occasion, a young friend from Robertoôs medical 

school days came to visit. He was from Laguna Beach, CA and lived a few 
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blo cks from my daughter, Michelle.  He was Dr. John Luster, but they were 
not to meet until many years later.  

 
        Fast forwardé.time passesé.Roberto moves to Napa Valley, 

California, Dino and I are divorced, I graduate from UNR and travel around 
the worl d, teaching ESL, living in various countries ï Taiwan, Canada, Japan, 
Guatemala and Hong Kong.  

 
        Finally, back in the United States, I am teaching ESL at 

Dominican College in San Rafael, California.  But my daughter Michelle is 
struggling with a bad  marriage.  A couple of times she tried to leave but he 
always pulled her back.  From somewhere came my idea to take her far away 

where he couldnôt reach her ï to a place where she could regain her 
strength, confidence and perspective ï to achieve some ind ependence.  I was 

compelled to save her, knowing it was a bold step with an uncertain 
outcome.  

 

          Where in the world should we go? I thought about Thailand where 
I knew I could teach ESL, but Italy was the final choice.  It was to be Firenze. 

This intuitive decision was the stepping stone that drew us closer to what this 
story is about.  

 
        We lived in Florence with a wonderful family we met through the 

Servas International organization.  We were both teaching ESL after a one -

month certificatio n course for her in Prague.  Her life changed dramatically 
for the better as she blossomed and fully entered her new life with 

enthusiasm and joy.  Much of the joy was due to our participation as singers 
in The New Voices of Joy gospel choir that traveled to cities throughout 
Northern Italy.  

  
        And then, Roberto returns to the scene.  I received an 

unexpected email from him.  Staying in touch through the years and knowing 
that I had been traveling the globe since we last saw each other, he was 
reques ting my presence at his 50 th  birthday festa in Tuscany with his dearest 

friends (including Dr. John Luster) and his family.  Another stepping stone!  I 
replied, telling him that I just happened to be living in Florence with my 

daughter, and could I bring h er and our new friend, Suzanne.  At last the 
time is right.  

 

        It was a warm summer night with fireflies adding their twinkling 
lights to the glow of tables spread outside under the trees and the Tuscan 

skyé..a romantic Italian night with music, dancing, singing, food and wine, 
and the warmth of friendships.  Above all was the ambiance of camaraderie 
that was especially and uniquely Italian.  

   
         And so, once again by unlikely chance, this stepping stone 

brought John Luster and Michelle Bowlin together.  It must have been love at 
first sight ï from the very first glance time took a shift, and before the 
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evening was over our friend, Suzanne, said, ñI hope youôre not going to put 
me into some ugly bridesmaid dress.ò   

 
         Well, John went bac k to Orange County and Michelle taught at 

the American School in Lugano, Switzerland for the summer, but thanks to 
email and long distance phone calls the romance flourished.  They returned 
to Italy to be married in 2002, another gala occasion for all of u s to meet, 

and are now happily living in Orange County, California.  
            

            
         

                      John and Michelleôs wedding  in Italy  
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  Roberto is returning to Italy this June, 10 year s later, to 
celebrate his 60 th  birthday.  They, of course, are planning to go.  I wonder 

whose fate the mischievous Roman gods will be playing with this time.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
   Jan and her daughter  on Michelleôs wedding day 
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I H ad  My  Picture  Taken  W ith  Jesus  

 
Ann Marie Day  

 
 Youôve heard and read about people who say that they saw and 

believe in visions. Some say the statue of Mary, the mother of Christ , cries 
and tears run down her face. Others say their crucifix drops blood from th e 

hands and feet where Christ was nailed to the cross. Now I can say I had my 
picture taken with Jesus. I am a Christian; at present I am not a member of 
any church. I often watch church services on the T.V. and when the spirit 

moves me I go to church.  
 

 When the spirit moved me one day in late March, I decided to go to 
church. In Florida the traffic is very heavy every weekend and at my age I 
donôt care to drive a long distance. I checked the paper for a time of service 

of a church in my neighborhood. Afte r checking the list of church services I 
found the Advent Lutheran Church in Boca Raton has a service and Boca 

Raton is only three minutes away. What a lovely church. The front wall is 
made entirely of stained glass with a crucifix in the center.  

  

 The mi nister delivered a great sermon ;  I was inspired and relaxed. 
After church, I came home, had a simple lunch and was very contented and 

uplifted for at least a week. After lunch I went to my favorite recliner to read 
the Sunday paper. I saw the Church Sunday  Bulletin and decided to read it. 
In it I saw a notice, ñéneed people to do simple sewing for our Easter 

Pageant.ò I thought, simple sewing; that I can do. The next morning I 
phoned the listed number to offer my services. A youthful voice answered 

and said , ñO.k., give me your name and phone number, we will be in touch, 
good bye.ò A week passed by and  this being a busy time for me , I forgot 

about the ñéweôll be in touchò phone call and maybe they also forgot about 
me.  

 

 The following Monday morning my phon e rang  and  when I answered a 
pleasant older sounding voice said, ñAre you the lady that offered to sew 

costumes for our Easter Pageant?ò  I replied, ñYes.ò Then she said, ñWe will 
be meeting tomorrow morning at church in the friendship hall. Please come.ò 
Tuesday 8:30 a.m. I am on my way to church but where is the fellowship 

hall? I looked around and finally spotted a group of ladies that looked like 
simple sewers. I followed them into the fellowship hall.  

 
 These ladies brought many items with them, pins, tape measures, 

pinking shears, scissors, etc. and started to work on several tables. I brought 

nothing. I just stood around and looked. A nice lady who was in charge came 
up to me and asked, ñWould you like to press?ò From the blank look on my 

face she kne w I didnôt know, - what is press -    Then she said, ñéiron out a 
few wrinkles in the material.ò 
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 The other ladies laid out the materials on tables, pinned the patterns, 
checked again for the left sleeves and the right sleeves, gathered the right 

colors, t rim, threads, plus instructions and made bundles for each of the 
characters. The nice lady said, ñéwe did a good jobéò and served us dessert 

and coffee. We all enjoyed the treat plus fellowship, so she said, ñWith so 
many helpers, each of you will have one  costume to sew.ò 

 

 Yes, I got a bundle of two colored materials, matching threads plus 
sewing directions for the gown and robe for Jesus. While driving home with 

the bundle on the front seat, I thought, what did I get into? My old Sears 
Roebuck sewing mac hine that my husband, George, bought thirty years ago 
does nothing fancy. I used it to sew up a ripped or torn seam in a shirt or 

skirt, never a big item like a dress or a coat.  
 

 When I arrived at home , I went at once with that bundle to the room 
where t he sewing machine stood in front of the sunny window. That sewing 
machine had a mind of its own. The thread broke often, the tension is never 

right, the bobbin likes to knot up and get all tangled. Then the machine 
refuses to sew. I open the machine, and t hread it with the new thread. Then 

I talked to it, informing the machine that this was an important garment to 
sew, maybe the most famous garment I would ever sew, please machine be 

good to me and behave. Then I folded my hands, looked up and said a 
prayer , asking the Lord to forgive me for getting into such a predicament. 
Now I started to sew and sew, changing the thread as needed as the gown 

was beige and the robe or drape was red.  
 

 My doorbell rang as I was sewing and I went to the door. It was my 
neigh bor Ethel. After I told her what I was doing, she said, ñCome to my 
apartment, I have a new machine. I press this button and it does this and 

when I press another button it does that.ò  I said, ñThank you Ethel, I will try 
to finish what I started.ò I continued sewing until dinner time. The gown and 

robe were finished except for the hem on the gown as I did not know how tall 
Jesus was.  

 

Wednesday after breakfast, I looked at the gown and robe and decided 
it needed pressing. So I got my ironing board and ir on and got the wrinkles 

out. I put the pressed items in the car and drove to the church. I went to the 
church office as the fellowship hall was locked. I was the first one with a 
finished costume, but what about the hem? The lady in the church office 

said,  ñThis evening they are having a dress rehearsal. Come then as the lad 
that will be Jesus will be here and you can see how tall he is and finish the 

project.ò That evening I am again on my way to the church, this time with 
pins ready to pin up the hem whic h I did and was ready to leave when the 
Director called good and loud for all to hear, ñWhere are you going?ò I said, 

ñHome.ò She stopped what she was doing, came over to me and said, ñWe 
need people for the crowd, and can you stay and help us?ò 
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 Easter t his year was late, many Floridian retirees are returning up 
north as April 15 th  is coming. Many winter tourists come and stay three or 

four months and many have left already as it is April. Now I am in the 
pageant. I told the director I didnôt know what to do. She called over a lady, 

introduced her as Kitty and said, ñKitty has been in the pageant for several 
years and all you have to do is follow Kitty.ò Thursday evening we held dress 
rehearsal. In the time of Christ there were no eyeglasses, no wrist watc hes, 

no shoes, only sandals, same sandal for both feet. Kitty could not find her 
sandals so purchased a new pair for the rehearsal and kept saying, ñI miss 

my sandals, my feet hurt.ò Many suggestions were made to improve our 
performance. Friday evening, ou r first performance for the school children 
and their parents, Kitty was again complaining about her feet. The only line I 

had was, ñCrucify himò and I followed Kitty and the show went on.  Saturday 
evening, a good attendance, and Kitty said, ñI think I am getting another 

blister over the area where the straps meet.ò However we performed very 
well.  

 

 Sunday evening, the grand finale; we had an overflow crowd, standing 
room only. Kitty didnôt show up. Without my glasses, I cannot see and there 

is no one to lead me. But I stayed and went from one door to another and 
said, ñCrucify him, crucify him.ò The show ended with a standing ovation. We 

were told that after the presentation we were to gather outdoors to greet our 
patrons. What a great feeling. I was near  a door of the church and saw some 
programs left behind on the seats. I asked the director if I could have one 

and she said, ñYes.ò When I picked up one of the programs, I read, ñA. M. 
Day, seamstress.ò  I had my camera with me this day and had some pictures 

taken with Jesus and some other characters.  
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 
        Ann Marie with other Easter Pageant cast members  
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 I wrote to my son and told him what a day I had had. He asked if I 
had a new physician and am I taking new drugs? I phoned my f avorite niece 

and told her my Easter experience and she phoned my son and said, ñYour 
Mother has gone off the deep end. ñShe told me she had her picture taken 

with Jesus. ò 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 

Jesus and Ann Marie  
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From Slide Rule to Golde n Rule  

 

John C. DeBoer  

 
 Here I was, a graduate of the University of Michiganôs College of 

Engineering with a degree in Aeronautical Engineering, working at Plant 5 of 
the Grumman Aircraft Engineering Corporation on Long Island, New York, 
during World War II.  I was married, we owned a home in Bellmore on Long 

Islandôs south shore, and we had a young son. Because I was missing some 
fingers on my right hand, I had been given a 4 -F draft rating exempting me 

from military service, but now the war was over. I w as happy in my work at 
Grumman. What in the world was I doing considering changing my vocation 
to that of a Christian minister?  

 
 I have been asked that question many times since, and my wife and I 

were asking it many times ourselves during those days befo re we made the 
vocational change. Now, twenty years after retirement, OLLI has given me 
the opportunity to tell the story of how the change was made.  

 
 I was born and had most of my schooling in the American school at 

Kodaikanal in the mountains of South I ndia. It was a boarding school located 
in the place where many missionaries came for the ñhot seasonò on the 
Indian plains far below. My father and mother were career missionaries, 

common in those days in the 1920ôs, carrying on their work in Vellore, a 
couple hundred miles to the north, about a hundred miles west of Madras. In 

1938 the family returned to America for a ñfurloughò and in 1940 returned to 
India, leaving me functioning as a freshman at Hope College in Holland, 
Michigan. Soon after returning to  India, my father died of a stroke at 

Kodaikanal. My mother and two children in India and I in America put up with 
this misfortune the best we could. My mother served as a dietician at the 

school at Kodaikanal until she returned to America in 1942.  
 
 In th e meanwhile, as a freshman in college in America, I was having a 

vocational struggle. Should I continue on a course that would end up with me 
as a minister or missionary of the Reformed Church in America, or should I 

change course and head for an engineeri ng college degree? A career as an 
engineer would fit more closely with my activities as a boy in India. To 

change my academic goals I would have to transfer to the University of 
Michigan at Ann Arbor. It had a good engineering school, as Hope College did 
not, but its tuition was higher than Hopeôs and I didnôt have a scholarship at 

Ann Arbor. A change to Ann Arbor would mean I would have to drop out of 
college for a year, get a job and save every nickel I could. I pondered the 

question. I finally elected to  make the change.  
 
 I answered an ad in the local paper by Consolidated Aircraft in San 

Diego. It offered $200 a month and payment of expenses in getting to San 
Diego. Using savings I already had, I bought a 1937 Plymouth (knowing I 

could sell it on the we st coast for more than I paid for it) and set forth on 
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historic Highway 66 for the west. The job turned out to be great and I loved 
San Diego.  

 
 On December 7 I heard about the Japanese bombing Pearl Harbor. 

And I learned through correspondence that my mot her, brother and sister 
had set sail for America. To avoid Japanese submarines their course took 
them far to the south, then up the west coast. They landed at Los Angeles 

and came down to San Diego. Naturally I was delighted. They went on to 
New Jersey.  

 
 In the fall I returned to Michigan and enrolled at the University. I 

studied hard. I ended up being elected to the honorary Tau Beta Pi (the 

engineering equivalent of Phi Beta Kappa) and several other honorary 
societies. I sang with the Menôs Glee Club. In my last semester I met and 

married the girl who would share life with me for over 61 years. Just before 
graduation I and a bunch of other male students were bussed into Detroit to 
take the physical exam for the armed forces. Because of three amputated 

fin gers on my right hand, I flunked and was given a 4F. I graduated, and on 
we went to Long Island and Grumman aircraft.  

 
 At Grumman I was part of the Aerodynamics and Flight Test group, my 

major field of study at Michigan. A year went by, and World War II c ame to 
an end. All of us in the engineering department got a letter asking us to pack 
up our personal belongings and take them home. Officially our employment 

with Grumman was coming to an end. The letter also said that during the 
weekend each of us whom G rumman wished to hire for the long term would 

receive a telegram. Those of us receiving the telegram would be welcome to 
return to Grumman as employed members of the post -war family. I got a 
telegram and returned.  

 
 Post -war work at Grumman continued to be  interesting. Grummanôs 

hot new fighter, the F8F Bearcat was designed with outer wing sections 
secured to the inner sections with rivets that were intentionally weaker. 
Why? So that if a pilot pulled up sharply in combat, subjecting the airplane to 

more gôs than the plane was designed for, just the wingtips would shear 
away, reducing stress on the wings so that the wings themselves would not 

be pulled off.  
 
 But some Navy officer in Washington asked an awkward question: 

Suppose that in such a pullout only O NE wingtip sheared away. With one 
long wing and one short wing, would the pilot be able to control the airplane? 

Or would the differential in lift between the two sides put the plane into an 
uncontrollable spin?  

 

 Grumman engineers, of course, had thought all this out, and their slide 
rules said that the airplane would be controllable. But try telling that to some 

Washington official! There was only one way to demonstrate it to the Navy: a 
flight test in which one wingtip broke off and one did not. The guys  in the 
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shop fixed up the test F8F with strong rivets in the left wing and weak rivets 
in the right. Pat Gallo, the test pilot assigned to do the flying, was to dive, 

then pull the plane up so strongly that the right wingtip would give way ï 
and then other  planes would photograph what happened. Another test pilot 

would follow directly behind Pat in another fighter plane, pulling up when Pat 
pulled up, photographing what happened with the planeôs gun camera. In 
another fighter plane flying a hundred yards of f to the right, a two -cockpit 

F7F Tigercat, a flight test engineer ï ME ï with a hand -held Bell and Howell 
movie camera would photograph everything that took place. When Pat pulled 

up, my pilot off to the right was supposed to continue the dive so we would  
get pictures of the wingtip of Patôs plane coming off from a steady platform. 
We had a successful flight test of the whole operation the day before.                                    

 
 The next day everybody was on edge. Now was when we were REALLY 

going  to pull the wingtip off. Our planes took off and went up to altitude. Pat 
began his dive and we followed his lead. Pat began the countdown. ñéfour, 
three, two, one, PULL UP.ò But the pilot of my F7F so empathized with Pat 

that HE pulled up at the same tim e as Pat instead of continuing the dive as 
heôd done the day before. The result was that my plane was subjected to 

about about 8 gôs. My five-pound camera suddenly weighed 40 pounds, and I 
couldnôt keep it pointed at Patôs plane. But our flight proved the airworthiness 

of the F8F under those conditions. Pat Gallo maintained perfect control after 
the wingtip came off. Just the way the slide rule boys said. But we did not 
get any pictures from my camera on the right hand side. The pilot following 

Pat got good  movies with his gun camera. Viewing the film afterwards, we 
could see the wingtip fly away. But Pat kept his F8F steady!  

 
 With that episode weôll go on to the debate that was taking place in 

the DeBoer home.  

 
 At this point, a number of years after the e nd of World War II, there 

were several options presenting themselves to me. There was the option of 
continuing to work for Grumman. Grumman was a good company, and the 
pay raises I had been getting indicated that Grumman liked having me 

aboard. We must rem ember that Grumman played a significant part in the 
early moon landings. I had spent considerable time and money to get my 

aeronautical engineering degree. There was the option of going back to India 
and starting some kind of two -year educational program n ear Vellore ï a 
kind of junior college that would introduce students to the aerospace age, 

enabling them to continue their degrees at Madras University. There had 
been some correspondence with the College of Engineering at the University 

of Michigan. They were interested in having me teach there, with my 
experiences at Grumman as part of my background.  

 

 Staying with Grumman was the strongest option. They knew me; I 
knew the institution. Who knows what might have happened if I had stayed.  
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 I explored the  option of starting a two -year technical college in India in 
the Tamil -speaking area that I had known. But the Reformed Church in 

America was not interested in this. They would accept me as a missionary 
candidate but send me to somewhere in Africa or somew here in China. I 

explored the idea with the Congregationalists, but they, too, were only 
interested in a non - India field.  

 

 Being invited to teach in Ann Arbor was interesting, but the idea didnôt 
seem to grab me.  

  
 Then I got a letter from the seminary i n New Brunswick, NJ, telling me 

that if I could arrive by fall of that year, there would be no charge for tuition, 

and they had an apartment for us to live in on campus. (It would be the third 
floor of a grand old house in which the new professor of theolo gy would 

occupy the first two floors.)  
 
 So my choices seemed to have dwindled down to two: Stay at 

Grumman, or embark on a three -year course of study whose outcome could 
not be known. In the DeBoer home the options were discussed and 

rediscussed. Finally the decision was reached to start life over again on a 
course that would lead to a destination that was very unclear, but it would 

have a definite connection to religion.  
 
 We packed up our furnishings, sold the house and moved to New 

Jersey.  
 

 Things wor ked out pretty well. I had to take Greek with a tutor 
furnished by the seminary. I taught a semester of college math at Rutgers. 
And I received a call to be the student minister of the Reformed Church in 

Spotswood some ten miles to the south (complete with  heated parsonage).  
 

 But it was the seminary courses that were the most fascinating. 
Professor Bewer (pronounced BAY -ver) was imported part time from Union 
Seminary in New York City. His book on the Old Testament was a classic and 

it opened my eyes to the  way the Old Testament came to be written. Bewer 
showed how the P document (Genesis Chapter 1) and the J document (most 

of what follows after Genesis 1) came to be entwined in the first book of the 
Bible, giving us two quite different stories of creation. There it was! Anyone 
can read it! Whenever Genesis says ñLORD,ò spelled with all caps (we 

learned), this was a translation of the Hebrew word Jahweh  for God, and 
when the English version said ñGodò in early Genesis, it is a translation of the 

Hebrew work Elohim . So the P authors wrote Genesis 1:1 to 2:4a, and the J 
authors began a new (and quite different) story in the last half of 2:4. And 
they wrote it a couple of centuries before P! Fascinating stuff!  

 
 Well I finished the three years of seminary, winnin g a cash prize in the 

third year for high scholarship. And I decided to be ordained in the 
Congregational Christian denomination rather than in the Dutch Reformed 
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Church.  My choice was prompted by something else I learned in seminary: 
the Congregationalis ts were more liberal than the Dutch Reformed Church.  

 
  I was called as minister of the First Congregational Church of Union, 

NJ. After four years I was called to serve the Maple Shade Congregational 
Church across the river from Philadelphia. In both case s the membership 
growth of the churches under my leadership was so great that a new and 

larger sanctuary had to be built to contain the people who came to worship. 
There the new church buildings stand in both towns. You can go see them!  

 
 I was then called  to be the Associate Minister of the Vermont 

Conference of Congregational Christian Churches, a state denominational 

jurisdiction with almost 220 churches in its care, and served there for six 
years. Then my denomination called me to serve as a nationwide consultant 

to all the Congregational Christian Churches in the country, and I served in 
this capacity for almost a dozen years. Finally I was called by the Board of 
Directors of the Joint Strategy and Action Center of about fifteen 

denominations, including  my own, to be Executive Director of the 
organization. They were coordinating their ñhome missionsò work in a dozen 

or so ways in the United States and Canada.  

 

**********  

  Did I make a wise choice in leaving Grumman and the vocation 
of Aeronautical Engin eer? Was spending three years in seminary, learning a 

bunch of new stuff about the Bible and the way the Christian religion should 
be practiced, a good thing to do? I think it was. And many people with whom 
I have worked as a clergyman have told me that my  ñengineeringò approach 

to church problems has been beneficial to all concerned.  
  

 

   
   

 
 
 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                    John  DeBoer at retirement age  
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Following the Wrong Path  

 
Robert Eaton  

 

For two years, fall 1976 to fall 1978, I a ttended graduate school at the 
University of Wyoming so I could become an elementary principal. For the 

previous five years my wife Sharon, my little daughter Misha and I had been 
living in an ideal Wisconsin farm village where I taught fourth and fifth gr ade. 
Sharon felt we needed to live closer to our families in Wyoming. She had 

often told me I should go back to school and get a degree in administration.  
I knew she felt like we needed more money so we could buy a house, save 

for Mishaôs education, keep up with the Jones, etc. So, without really facing 
the fact that I had no desire to be a principal, I applied for a graduate 
assistantship at the University of Wyoming. I got it easily and so we returned 

to Wyoming. It would have been a difficult time money -wise, but my dear 
grandmother in Laramie found us a job. We managed the Roundup Motel at 

the east edge of Laramie near the campus. The motel was perfect. The 
quaint twelve cabin motel had an interesting history. It had been built by a 
train robber, Bill C arlyle, after he was released from the state prison in 

Rawlins about fifty years before. We rented and cleaned the rooms and were 
given a percentage of the profits. Our salary also included a nice house, but 

the motel office was in our living room. Laramie  is a peaceful beautiful high 
plains city and the University has a charming, well cared for campus. It was a 

perfect situation. Well, no it wasnôt. Let me explain. 
 

The weekend before fall semester started we were headed to the 

library of the School of Edu cation for an introductory tea where the grad uate  
assistants and their families would meet the educational administration 

faculty. ñI donôt like wearing neckties anymore. I donôt like teas. I donôt like 
meeting new people.ò Sharon shook her head at my negative comments, 
then assured me I was just nervous and graduate school would be good for 

me.  She tried to ease my doubts by telling me that I was a very good 
teacher so I would be a good administrator too. ñIôll bet Iôll be eaten alive, 

Sharon.ò We went in and I held tight to Mishaôs hand. She had just begun 
kindergarten.  Misha was shy, like me, so the two of us stayed close to the 
door and Sharon s et out to meet the easily identifiable educational 

administration professors. They wore serious suits and had  socially approved 
faces and speech.  In just a short time Sharon returned with the person I 

guessed was the head honcho.  
 
      ñBob, this is Doctor Basom, head of the department.ò   

 
 ñNice to have you with us Robert.ò He reached out for my hand. It 

took me several moments to let go of Mishaôs hand so I could shake his. My 
feeble shake was met by his firm grip. I became flustered.  
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      ñThis is my daughter Misha. I mean, uh, our daughter Misha. That is, 
uh, Sharon and meôs daughter... Sharon and my...ò My eyes looked down at 

my feet.  
       

  Thus I made my grand entrance into the school of administration.  
Next we met Stan Hudson. He, too, had the title of Doctor, but he didnôt 
have the persona. In fact he could easily have been mistaken for the guy 

who s old you your last used car. Stan was gregarious and eager to have us 
like him.  He was new too, and I had a feeling he was nervous around the 

other professors. He introduced us to his wife and son, and then for no 
reason, probably trying to make me feel le ss ill at ease, Stan poked me in 
the belly and said, ñHey, buddy, looks like you got some extra flab there. You 

and I will have to get over to the gym across the street and play some 
racquet ball.  You know you are my grad assistant. To tell you the truth I 

donôt know what Iôm supposed to do with you, but my plan is to turn you into 
one fine elementary principal.ò   

 

     ñOh, no,ò I thought. ñIôve got a boss who wants me to exercise and 
plans to mold me into a copy of himself as a principal. Me, who sm okes  a 

pack of cigarettes a day and  doesnôt even own a pair of sneakers. This is a 
nightmare. Iôm scared to death of Dr. Basom and annoyed by Stan. I wish I 

could go back to teach in Wisconsin right this minute.ò 
 
     We met six professors and the same number  of graduate assistants.  

It was interesting to imagine that in one year the six graduate assistants 
might be public school principals. Three of us were elementary and three 

secondary. I wondered if I would compete with the two other elementary 
assistants for jobs. Maybe, but what chance would I have. They sure exuded 
more confidence than I did. Sheila was a tall attractive woman, single and 

very self assured. Ed was a father of three. He was the perfect picture of the 
family man, ready to get the job done,  whatever it was. The one bright 

moment of the afternoon was meeting Ralph. He was one of the secondary 
assistants. Ralph was nearing middle age, he was single and he smelled of 
pipe tobacco. He gave me that look of, ñHow long do we have to do this?ò  

 
 I spent the year taking classes and helping Stan. Throughout the day 

Stan would barge into the little office I shared with Ralph. Stan always had 
some reason to come in, but I began to think he mainly came in because he 
didnôt know what to do with himself. He would talk to me but he would 

always observe Ralph peacefully sitting at his desk. Ralph was the image of 
the intellectual professor who contemplated life through his pipe smoke. I 

had a feeling Stan thought that he himself should look like that, academi c, 
but Stan wasnôt. He didnôt seem to mind that I didnôt play racquet ball when 
he realized he could count on me to listen to his ideas about how to be a 

college teacher and that I would write a newsletter for the elementary 
principals throughout the state , a job that seemed to scare him. We were 

becoming good friends. You should have seen our walks around the campus 
running errands or going for coffee. Stan told me he was going to get to 



35 
 

know the names of everyone on campus. If a student or employee of the  
university looked at him, he stopped and introduced himself and me. Soon 

Stan was greeting lots of people, it felt like he hollered, ñHello Mary,ò or ñHi 
Todd,ò or ñHow yaô doinô Steve,ò to every other person that passed by. It was 

interesting to see the responses he got. Some returned Stanôs with 
enthusiasm, some grudgingly mumbled a response, and some looked at him 
like he was some kind of weirdo. I told Sharon I thought he might be running 

for homecoming queen.  
 

     The desire to be a principal eluded me. I took the courses in 
administration that were required but they were boring and basically 
common sense. However I did love one administration course very much, 

school law.  The teacher, Dr. Weir, guided us in studying landmark Supreme 
Court cases and the writings that different justices had done to explain the 

decisions.  The reasoning and the eloquence of these justices was like 
philosophy and literature combine d. The class gave me new appreciation of 
the greatness of the United States Justice branch of government and our 

countryôs gallant effort to provide quality education for every child. But then 
there was Stanôs course, Principles of Elementary Administration. It was just 

awful. Stan didnôt know what to do with it. We often sat in his office 
discu ssing what he could do to make it a ñdynamite course,ò Stanôs words. 

There just wasnôt enough to teach people about being an elementary 
principal. His lessons were based on his eight years in the field. ñYou will find 
that the janitor is you r best friend.  You have to let everyone know right 

away that you are in charge. Let staff and parents know that you keep an 
open door to your office.ò  Yah, yah, yah. I doubt that any of us listened 

much, but Stan would go on and on thinking he was really letting us kno w 
the bottom line. I looked around and noticed the grad students in the class 
mostly daydreaming. It wasnôt like school law where everyone would busily 

take notes so as not to miss a single idea.  
 

 Finally there was Dr. Basomôs course, Principles of Administration. I 
thought of it like this: first Stanôs class, a course about being a principal like 
Stan, Dr. Weirôs law class, a course about educational values and concepts, 

and Dr. Basomôs class, a course used to determine if we had the qualities to 
be in c harge of public schools. We also had classes in finance and curriculum. 

Dr. Basomôs class was second semester, so arranged to be the final hurdle to 
jump before getting our masterôs degrees and jobs as principals. My 
relationship with him had not changed s ince my wife first introduced me to 

him. Although I saw him daily I was not able to speak comfortably with him.  
Dr. Basom was always calm in class. He was a man of few carefully chosen 

words. He was a watcher. He would give a problem and then watch how 
people responded. My problem was that I was the student who watched him 
watch. As each situation was examined by class members I would try to 

ascertain what Dr. Basom was thinking as he watched. Being the watcher of 
the watcher was treacherous because I prob ably was misreading his thoughts 

a lot of the time. For example, Ed had a little too much punch at the 
Christmas party and was being a little silly. I was watching Dr.Basom. I 
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decided that Dr. Basom felt Ed would be fine. He felt that Ed would be 
entertain ing at school functions but would never lose his administrator 

believability. I briefly watched Dr. Basom when one time in the lounge Sheila 
condescendingly asked me to get her a cup of coffee. I, of course, afraid to 

bring any attention to myself got up p romptly and got it for her. I figured Dr. 
Basom took that as a weakness  detrimental to a principal. But I was smart 
enough to realize I was just guessing about how Dr. Basom felt. Yet he 

watched so carefully and I blundered so badly that I was fairly certa in he 
knew my weaknesses. At the same Christmas party where Ed had too much 

punch the host Dr. Lindley invited the men to go to the basement so the 
women could visit in the living room. Sharon, very much a womenôs equality 
advocate , spoke out loudly that s he was going to the basement with the 

men. That time I watched Dr. Basom. I noticed he looked at her and then 
briefly turned toward me. This is how I interpreted his watching, ñItôs too bad 

that Bobôs wife Sharon isnôt the one getting a degree in educational 
administration.ò This time I decided not to  just humbly accept the impression 
he was getting of me. In a nonchalant voice I said, ñYes, and I will sit with 

the women and explain how I made Sharon the dress sheôs wearing this 
evening.ò That brought a laugh. My effort to be funny was noticed by him.  

 
 One day in class I watched Dr. Basomôs reaction to a studentôs 

outburst. The student, not one of the grad assistants  but a very bright man , 
bitterly exclaimed, ñIôm sick of this educationaleeze. A lot of pho ny words 
with no meaning. Thatôs all we do in ed administration is talk 

educational eeze, meaningless drivel  that sounds intelligent but is empty. Itôs 
all bull shit.ò I watched Dr. Basom carefully. I personally agreed with that 

student but would never have  the nerve to speak so frankly. This time I 
couldnôt read Dr. Basom. I figured he first thought the student would be in 
real trouble if he talked this way when he was a principal. I wondered if Dr. 

Basom felt like the student was being critical of Dr. Baso m himself. No, Dr. 
Basom only used clear simple words. Then I wondered if Dr. Basom decided 

the student was just showing he wasnôt intimidated by Dr. Basomôs 
demeanor.  Then I realized I was overanalyzing.   

 

   This brings me to the Assignment . At the firs t session of class Dr. 
Basom said, ñBy the end of the semester hand in a video tape. There is a 

room in the library where you can do it.ò That was all. No explanation. I 
fretted over this assignment so much that it became an obsession. I knew 
the tape was probably the place where I would firmly convince him I was not 

a good candidate for being an administrator. I imagined myself sitting on a 
stool in a dark room facing a video camera talking to Dr. Basom. Each class 

and each incident around the department w here I came in contact with him 
caused me to imagine what I would say on the tape. One day I was sitting 
quietly in our office, Ralphôs pipe smoke fogging the air above my head. Stan 

was out of town for a few days. I started thinking about Dr. Basom, not j ust 
as the person who would probably be the most influential about my getting a 

job, not just as a teacher I feared, but more as another human being. People 
liked Dr. Basom. He had a nice smile. He listened well. He played racquet 
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ball! Maybe the thoughts he had as he watched werenôt as judgmental as I 
always imagined. I wondered what his shortcomings were. Iôm sure he 

noticed all of our insecurities and weaknesses, but did he have any of his 
own. He must, but they sure werenôt evident. I decided that was what gave 

him such power as the head of the department and as a former 
administrator. Stan didnôt have the skill to hide his insecurity  in academic 
areas. Stan probably wouldnôt last as a college teacher. I didnôt have the skill 

to hide my lack of self conf idence so, even if I got a job as an elementary 
principal I wouldnôt last long or would be unhappy at the job. But in teaching 

I had lots of self confidence with the children. I could imagine Stan in his 
school when he was principal. He would have been hap py there being a 
principal just like I would be as a teacher.  

   
 I  turned on the video camera and I sat on a stool in the silent room. It 

took me awhile to speak and then I said, ñOn the table I have about five 
possible presentations I could make to you D r. Basom, but my legs are too 
weak to walk over to the table because I am so nervous about doing this 

assignment. I wish I could just speak to you calmly and sincerely.  But  no.  
This particular way of having us talk to you is unnatural. The good actors, th e 

best principal candidates, can fake it. Not me. Talking to a video camera and 
pretending I am  talking to you is even more terrifying than when I have tried 

to talk to you in real life. Wyoming is a small population state. You are the 
liaison with the Wyo ming School Board Association. I imagine your 
recommendation really makes a difference when we apply for jobs. It seems 

that I have almost continually failed to present you with the right 
qualifications for a school administrator. However, you have never s een me 

with a group of children. There I exude more confidence that anyone you 
ever saw. Who knows, because of my own shyness I might be a great 
principal for the teachers and students who lack self confidence. Which brings 

me to my final point.  Possibly you should have taken a step to help me feel 
more comfortable. Possibly you should have sat down with me and got to 

know me better so I would be a little more relaxed. You have watched us so 
closely.  But you havenôt responded. Now that I am nearly finished, I realize 
that if you speak to an inanimate object in a private quiet place for long 

enough it begins to be kind of fun to just spit out what you are thinking. I 
probably should erase this and try again, but Iôm sure that would be useless 

because each t ime it would get worse than the time before. Anyway,  thank 
you for listening. Oh, a last thought. I was so nervous about this assignment 
I imagined all kinds of extremes. One was I would remove my clothes slowly 

in front of the camera to show you I wasnôt shy. That was great comic relief 
when I would get so stressed about your assignment. Anyway, I told Sheila 

that she should make her tape a strip tease. She didnôt even grin, but held 
out her cup, óGet me another cup of coffee. ôò 

 

  Dr. Basom never mentione d my tape. I was afraid to look at him 
directly, afraid of what I might see. He did give me a reasonably nice 

recommendation,  however. I went to a couple of interviews.  At t he first one , 
I had to appear in front of a school board. That was even more fright ening 
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than Dr. Basom. The other one was a job that was given to Sheila, thank 
heavens. A month later we moved to Denver because Sharon got a job that 

proved to have a great future. Shortly thereafter I had my first heart attack. 
I was thirty - three. I knew that the cause was smoking, lack of exercise , and, 

the biggest cause of all, trying to be something I wasnôt. I never regretted 
not being a principal and had many more wonderful years teaching before I 
retired and moved to Reno. Stan was at the University for one more year.  

Then he worked for a public relations company in Kansas.  
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A Journey in Time  

 
Diane France  

 
 For the first time in my life I feel like I am in the right place at the 

right time. I have discovered what makes me h appy. Music. Life should be 
put to music like in the movies. My age and my health along with my 
emotional outlook on life have always been considered that of an old or 

elderly woman. Arriving in this world with many unexplainable health 
problems, most of t hem not recognized by the medical community, my 

appearance did not show any outward signs of the symptoms I said I was 
having ï back pain and headaches and mood swings. I tried to be as normal 

as an intelligent child with manners should be.  
 
 Sleep require s a personôs eyes to have no movement and the muscles 

must relax. When I changed into a young woman at the age of twelve, a 
week before my birthday sleep began to elude me. Most young people sleep  
eight or more hours, so now I have added insomnia to my lis t.  The next 
addition was ñbleeder.ò  There is a technical name for a person whose nose 
starts bleeding and I had to be sent to the hospital to have them stop the 

bleeding.  When it came time to take out my tonsils the doctors refused to do 
it, along with several minor operations that most people have.  Before 

becoming a young woman, I was just one of the guys and my father taught 
me about sexuality, how to defend myself while facing the world 
aggressively.  He was the glue that kept me together after the d ivorce.  

When a parent does not show up at court, the remaining parent gets the 
children with one exception: fathers were not allowed to raise their daughters 

as long as the father was single.  My father showed up every Sunday, 
birthdays and special holida ys.  My mother showed up once or twice a year 
to visit her mother or brother but I was not included in those visits.  After a 

while, not having a woman to talk to about what women can do, I became an 
expert on what not to do, all those labels.  Lesbian was  one even if most of 

the guys did not really know what it really meant.  Group dating until 
sixteen, boyfriends should be nonsexual friends; a girl who had a small 
weekly allowance did not have to wait on some boyfriend to go to the 

movies, especially if s he was under sixteen.  Several friends got married at 
sixteen because they had to, but in order to finish school no one could know.  

One out of six got married without having to ï they begged their parents to 
help them make graduation and then moved into t heir own apartment and 
finished college together.  We always used them as a true example of true 

love, because only a very few of us knew about the kind of marriage they 
lived at their parentsô homes.  I witnessed a murder because I had the 

reputation of b eing a heavy sleeper. It became a habit when I learned that 
people didnôt understand that one can put oneself into a coma-like state and 
hear everything around them, even hold a conversation.  If I havenôt slept 

for sixteen hours, only getting cat naps, I could go to school, work, do 
homework and still keep a 3.5.    
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 Boys would give me compliments, but I only talked to the ones that 
would not talk about that boyfriend thing and call me ñgirlfriendò like I was 

property or something.  I am going to get marrie d to Peter one day; I am 
going to enjoy being single at whatever age right now.  I quoted the nursery 

rhyme, ñPeter, Peter Pumpkin Eater, had a wife and couldnôt keep her, put 
her in a pumpkin shell, and there he kept her very well.ò  Watch out what 
you as k for because that is exactly the kind of man who became my 

husband.  The only way of life he knew was rules of the home and the 
church.  His father was a minister, so he grew up going to every meeting no 

matter where they were.  He was told when he could not follow the 
instructions of his father that he could move out, so he joined the Army even 
though he was not old enough. After the war (WWII) was over he came back 

to Cleveland and graduated from high school.  

 My plan worked up to the day I got married, beautiful emotional 

bombshell connects with a very quiet volcano.  ñYou two look like brother 
and sister,ò ñthe marriage must have been made in Heaven,ò ñhe is so 
handsome, look how beautiful she is.ò  Those were the pastorôs words at 

seven in the morning;  well, some of them.  He talked about a half an hour on 
the doôs and donôts of a healthy marriage.  There was no one like Suze 

Orman to tell me that if you have more money than the man you are 
planning to marry, the answer is donôt get married.  Now if this man is your 

senior by five to ten years, double the no, no, no.  Living with relatives is 
another no ï we were both living with grandmothers, mine because of 
divorce and him because she loved him.  He was a working college student 

who lived with his gran dmother using his G.I. Bill to study music in college.  
He went to California trying to find himself, came back to Cleveland and went 

to college and back home to grandmother.  

 I graduated from business school to be a restaurant owner or 
manager.  In order to do this, you had to know every job from dishwasher to 

cash register and everything in between.  I was the 19 -year -old manager of 
a soda fountain lunch counter in a five and ten cent store.  While going to 

school I had been the assistant manager at Woolw orthôs after working for 
three years.  My grandmother got a new game plan and rules plus 
regulations just for me.  She knew me better than I did.  She would say ñMy 

child, you will graduate from school, find a church and go every Sunday.ò  
She didnôt say which church so I gathered four of my friends together and we 

went to all the churches once a month.  One of these girls would later 
become my sister - in -law.  The big question in the neighborhood was ñDonôt 
you want to marry one of those France boys?ò  My answer was always no, 

no, not some of the other girls.  I really fell in love with my future mother - in -
law.  She is my idea of a great mother.  I would have loved for her to be my 

mother.  

 One day while working at the soda fountain I noticed, and so did 
eve ryone else that this man would come in who worked at the drugstore 

down the street and stare at me every day.  I was the only one he wanted to 
wait on him.  I only worked four seats so that I was free to check the orders 

when the deliveries came in.  One d ay I walked up to Chelcie and said ñIs 
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your last name France?ò and told him the names of the other members of his 
family that I knew.  ñYou are the picture on the mantelpiece, the older 

brother that went to war.  Remember the 16 -year -old that spoke to you right 
before you left home again?  You went to your sister Joan asking her, ñWho 

is that fast friend of yours that speaks to men she has never met.ò 

 After two years of dating off and on and a formal letter of proposal, we 
were married July 3, 1957.  

Duri ng the first five years the 
children came and my only 

signs of illness were poor 
eyesight, bleeding and 
insomnia.  The first ten years 

were travel and children.  
During that time my title was 

ñstay-at -home Mom.ò  He was 
the king in the castle, head of 
the house and the president of 

this business corporation.  Yet 
he would take care of me 

because after the last child was 
born, things started to return ï 

diseases that now the medical 
community has names for. In 
1967 we left Cleveland.  Our 

third child, our yo ungest, was 
two when we arrived in San 

Diego, California in 1968.  The 
city was looking for Head Start  
teachers.  A new idea in   

education, this study had found 
  Chelcie and Diane     a connection between the very  

   1958      rich and the very poor.  NO   
        attention from the parents in 
both groups -- those with working parents with money as well as the wealthy 

parents or even showbiz kids ï they were either left alone or in child care 
centers or with babysitters who became their substitute parents.  The 

research found the survivors, about 30%, showed no signs of missing or 
single parents instead becoming hard -working, church -going or at least 
morally responsible members of their communities.  There were others with 

great accomplishments in their favor .  After working with the Head Start 
program, a decision was made to provide college educations to minorities to 

enable them to become elementary school teachers.  That is when this sickly 
old woman became a young mother looking out for the health of herse lf as 
well as the other members of the family.  But everyone came ahead of me.  

Everyone was so important that when I couldnôt sleep, I did whatever was 
needed to be done.  For instance, Chelcie, my husband, loved to go places ï 

fishing, swimming ï TAKING PICTURES of everyone whether we liked it or 
not and it always took so long to get set up.  So if we were going to a 


