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THANKS TO A MANAGING EDITOR 
by Laurie Ford 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

When I first joined The Highlands Review Edi-
torial Team, the small group was talking about 
a change: we would have a new Editor to lead 
the way. John Simonds arrived and led our 
meeting. As a long-time student of manage-
ment, at the end of that meeting I declared him 
not just an Editor, but a Managing Editor: he 
knew how to manage a group to plan, develop 
and deliver a product. John accepted his new 
title and used it at the top of the front cover’s 
inside page in every issue of The Review. 

John once wrote a story about becoming an 
Editor, though it was never printed in The 
Highlands Review. In college, he studied phys-
ics but in his sophomore year his English 
teacher asked him to be the Sports Editor of 
the school’s magazine, The Crimson and Gray. 
Then, a couple of terms later, she made him 
Editor of the whole magazine. As he told us, 
that is when he began his path toward The 
Highlands Review. 

I suspect his experience as a collaborator in the 
design of Disney’s Epcot Center, an Executive 
Director of a consortium of large research 
companies, and the Artistic Director for a per-
forming arts theater, all supported his qualifi-
cations to be a Managing Editor. Now he has 
retired from that position to embrace his life of 
enjoying reading, music, and socializing. 

John once said that residents of The Highlands 
at Pittsford are a breed apart: they are bright, 
thirsting for knowledge, and tolerant. He raised 
the standards – and the size – of The Highlands 
Review for us all. Thank you, Managing Edi-
tor. This Editorial Team will miss you.  

 FROG ON BICYCLE 
by Betty Iwan 

 
Visualize what might have been in sculptor 
James (Jay) Seaman’s mind when he created 
‘Frog on Bicycle,’ a new addition to The High-
lands campus and the featured photo on this 
issue’s cover.  Perhaps as Jay was placing the 
finishing touches on one of his metal and glass 
dragonfly sculptures in the yard of his Tru-
mansburg, NY studio, a large frog, with legs 
outstretched, jumped across his path.  
“Eureka,” he exclaimed!  “I’ll make a whimsi-
cal metal sculpture of a frog that showcases its 
long legs. What better way than to place this 
tailless amphibian on a high wheel bicycle?” 

Mr. Seaman has been creating public art in up-
state New York for more than 25 years. He 
started his artistic career by making wooden 
birds, then birds with metal legs, and eventual-
ly birds made from metal. His head-turning 
bald eagle sculpture, with its 21-foot wing-
span, is on prominent display at the Montezu-
ma National Wildlife Refuge. His pieces of art 
can be found not only in public settings but in 
museums, on private property, real estate de-
velopments, and in individual collections all 
over the United States, and in Ireland and In-
dia.  

Jay was present on the gray, rainy April day 
when ‘Frog on Bicycle’ was unveiled on cam-
pus. He good-naturedly posed for photos after 
having given an hour long PowerPoint talk 
showcasing his numerous metal, glass and 
wooden works of art. Appreciative residents 
expressed their awe as he projected picture af-
ter picture of animals, insects, marine life, 
birds, flowers, people, wood artistry and crea-
tive use of glass. 

Thanks to the generosity of resident, Linda 
Russell, this one-of-a-kind sculpture, crafted 
by world renowned sculptor Jay Seaman, is 
now a fixture on campus.   But wait!  The cy-
clists at The Highlands are still trying to coax 
‘Frog’ to break away from its rock base and 
ride along the Erie Canal with them. 
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THE MAKING OF A VACCINE 
by Carol R. Bennett 

 
As we are focused these days on the develop-
ment of several types of COVID-19 vaccines, 
I’m sure most of us remember waiting eagerly 
for the polio vaccine to become available back 
in the 1950’s.  

Upon graduation from Wellesley College, my 
older sister, a biology major, got a job at a dis-
ease research laboratory in the Harvard Medi-
cal School complex. But she chose to spend 
that summer in Europe and suggested that the 
lab manager hire our older brother, a medical 
student, who could do the job over the sum-
mer. After an interview, he was hired for the 
interim placement. 

When my sister returned from her travels, she 
began work in a disease research position at 
the Children’s Hospital in the medical com-
plex. In my last two years in college, she 
taught me lab techniques. Researchers were no 
longer using eggs and embryos for study, but 
instead took cells from placentas discarded by 
the hospital and ground them up to test and 
study the tissue cultures. I was able to see 
firsthand what it takes to deliver a vaccine to 
control a virus. She was still there when I grad-
uated from Simmons College in Boston in 
1957 so she helped me get a job as a laboratory 
technician – the same job that was handed 
down to my brother and then to my sister!  

The head of the laboratory was Dr. John 
Enders, who won the Nobel Prize in 1954 for 
“the discovery of the ability to grow the polio-
myelitis virus in tissue cultures of various 
types.” He shared the award with Dr. John 
Weller and Dr. Fred Robbins (Nancy Robbins’ 
brother-in-law). 

After this trio isolated the polio virus and suc-
cessfully grew it, Doctors Sabin and Salk pro-
ceeded, independently, to produce vaccines 
that put an end to polio. 

Today, when vaccines are developed, we hear 
about new technology including RNA and ge-
nomic techniques. But back in the 1950’s and 

1960’s, everything was much more basic. And 
it was important that we maintained a perfectly 
secure work area as well as a sterile environ-
ment. Working behind glass partitions, we 
used glass pipettes to transfer live viruses from 
test tubes to other tubes and we worked with 
live viruses in petri dishes.  

  

********************************************* 

  

The lab was also working to develop a mea-
sles culture system that led to the current 
measles vaccine. Studies were underway for 
producing a vaccine against chickenpox too. 
One of my assignments was to collect chick-
enpox scabs with a toothbrush from the bed-
room floors of children who had been hospi-
talized with severe infections. I did this after 
they had been discharged and before the 
housekeeping staff came in to clean the room. 
A vaccine was produced years later at another 
institution. 

As we see the images of thousands of vials of 
vaccine being produced today to fight the 
coronavirus disease, I can only imagine the 
amount of basic science that has gone into 
production of these safe products that will 
save numerous lives. It is challenging and im-
portant work. 
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WE’RE RICH! 
by Bob Peck 

So thought my neighbor, Therese Lynch, when 
she came across this Western Union stock cer-
tificate.  It is signed by Hiram Sibley, founder 
of Western Union Telegraph Company, and a 
notable early Rochesterian. The company’s 
headquarters was then in the old Reynolds Ar-
cade on W. Main Street; the building, twice 
rebuilt, is still there.  You will recognize the 
Sibley name in conjunction with the Rochester 
Department Store, associated in the late 19th 
century with Harper Sibley with a murky rela-
tionship to Hiram.  A partner of the Western 
Union founder was Don Alonso Watson. Si-
bley and Watson were not only partners, but 
close personal friends.  Their progenies kept 
both the Sibley and Watson names in their 
families, hence Emily Sibley Watson, founder 
and funder of the Memorial Art Gallery. 

But look at the certificate more closely. Notice 
it is an “extension stock” for the purpose of 
funding a railroad: the Collins Overland Line.  
Therein lays a fabulous tale, seemingly lost to 
history but laid bare on a trip to the local histo-
ry department of the Rundel Library by 
Therese and me. 

 

The Collins Company, under the auspices of 
Western Union and authorized by the United 
States Congress and signed by President Abra-
ham Lincoln, embarked on a survey across Or-
egon, northward through British Columbia, 
Canada, and Russian Alaska, then by cable un-
der the Bering Strait to meet the Russian line at 
Vladivostok in Siberia. Approval was granted 
by the English Parliament and the court of 

Czar Alexander II. By connecting in Russia, 
Western Union would then reach Europe, the 
ultimate reason for undertaking this huge pro-
ject. 

The survey by Collins encountered severe 
northern winter storms, rugged mountains, ice, 
and the turbulent waters of the Pacific in the 
Bering Strait – not to mention threats by all 
kinds of wild animals and local Native Ameri-
can Indian tribes. Remember, this was 160 
years ago when western Canada and Alaska 
were largely unexplored. Thousands of tele-
graph poles were cut and installed in soil 
thawed by heating with fires built by construc-
tion workers.  

But alas! This whole monstrous undertaking 
was sidelined by the successful laying of the 
Atlantic cable on the ocean floor in 1867, con-
necting the United States and Europe and obvi-
ating the Western Union-Collins project, 
which was halted upon receipt of this over-
whelming news. 

But the American pursuit of Manifest Destiny 
had been extended beyond its borders and pre-
cipitated the purchase of Alaska. The expedi-
tion provided information on the flora and fau-
na and geology of the region, validating the 
value of this new northern territory. 

This would have been a wonderful accom-
plishment for Rochester and the world, follow-
ing the previous achievement of Western Un-
ion in making obsolete the Pony Express after 
only 90 days of its romantic history. 

So, what of the value of this stock certificate?  
In an honorable display of corporate morality, 
Western Union redeemed these shares at face 
value shortly after the project was abandoned. 
All those that were not redeemed were de-
clared worthless in 1869.  So much for this for-
tune in the attic. But we had a great day at the 
library!   

Therese gifted the certificate to the library.   

 ************************************* 
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NIGHTTIME MYSTERY RIDE 
by Edward Kokkelenberg 

One bitterly cold night in the early 1940’s, 
when I was seven, my dad took me over to Mr. 
Handrup’s house where we climbed into the 
cab of his lowly 1937 Dodge pickup.  There 
was a canvas in the back and it may have cov-
ered something, but if so, what was it?   

Mr. Handrup was a first-generation German 
American with a strong Germanic accent. My 
dad accompanied him on several fishing trips, 
mostly to northern Illinois or Wisconsin, and 
they became fishing buddies. Ben Handrup 
owned and ran an old-fashioned butcher shop 
in our neighborhood, Logan Square in Chica-
go. On Saturdays, my dad reconciled Mr. 
Handrup’s financial books and the tax forms. 

I squeezed in between Dad and Mr. Handrup, 
and off we went. Wherever it was, it took a 
long time to get there by the measurement of a 
seven-year-old. At first, we drove on empty 
streets that had sent home their users for sup-
per hours ago. There were frequent repetitive 
street lights. It was cold in the truck, but three 
of us, squeezed together and warmly dressed, 
held the weather at bay.  

The truck had a manual gear shift with the shift 
lever rising up from the floor and as Mr. 
Handrup pulled away from stops, he shifted 
through first, second, and then third. I found 
third pined me into an uncomfortable position, 
but as we went through town, there was fre-
quent shifting and I was able to move my legs 
a bit when the truck was in lower gears. After a 
while, the roads became country roads, no 
lights, fairly empty of traffic. Once Mr. 
Handrup got the truck into third, he didn’t need 
to shift for miles, so I suffered, pinned to the 
front edge of the seat with the gear shift lever 
pushing on me.  

I probably dozed. Sometime in the night we 
stopped to either unload or to load. Where 
were we?  North or West of the city surely, as 
we did not go by any steel mills or refineries 
which cluttered the South side approaches to 
Chicago, but how far north? Wisconsin? When 

we stopped, I had impressions of something 
rural; a farm, a small store; possibly a river or 
lake? Whom did we see? One person, bundled 
up, comes through the mist, but male? female? 
How long did we stop? Did we unload and re-
load, or simply load? All at best is vague now. 

Then we drove back home: repeated the whole 
bit with the gear shift and my legs, stuck in 
third gear for long stretches, then stop and 
start. But not so much this time. Either Mr. 
Handrup timed the lights well or ran the red 
lights. When we came back to the city, we 
stopped to unload, but not at the butcher shop.  
Where in the city?   

Some guesses as to what was in the truck in-
clude: Christmas gifts or clothes for the needy; 
black market items like sugar or bacon fat or 
gasoline; butchering tools, knives, saws; liq-
uor. Possibly something simple like freshly 
killed game destined for his butcher shop. 

Why was my Dad along? Did my Dad under-
stand the finances of the transaction? Was 
there some need for his numeric skills? Was it 
simply for the companionship of two fishing 
buddies on an evening’s trip?  

Then, why was I along? I was not needed to 
help at either end. To keep Dad company? To 
get me out of the house where I was probably 
tormenting my younger sisters?  

It remains a mystery to this day. 

 

 

THE NEXT ISSUE OF  
THE 

HIGHLANDS  
REVIEW  

IS OCTOBER 2021 
 

YOUR ARTICLES  
ACCEPTED NOW 
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NEST BUILDING, UNDETERRED 
by Nancy Brush 

The main bridge over the canal in the village 
of Pittsford is undergoing major repairs, esti-
mated to take nine months. It has meant a ma-
jor disruption of traffic and lots of dust and 
noise. I walked over there this afternoon and 
sat on a bench overlooking the canal – a favor-
ite spot for me. It is the end of April and final-
ly the canal is being refilled and soon it will be 
its own picturesque self with kayaks and small 
pleasure boats enjoying a leisurely day on the 
water. How fortunate I am to live close enough 
to walk to this beautiful little village. 

As I sat there today I noticed a large dove fly-
ing back and forth every few minutes, so I fol-
lowed her flight and discovered she is building 
a nest, high in the bridge superstructure. She 
flies back to the shore, next to my bench, and 
hops about until she finds the perfect twig; 
then, twig in beak, she flies to her nest. I sat 
for at least 10 minutes and she kept up her rou-
tine undeterred by the noise and the machinery 
all around her.  Huge cranes stretch to the top 
of the bridge and mammoth shovels are dig-
ging at either end.  Many workers clamber 
over the construction, all wearing bright yel-
low vests which I expect are life vests since 
they are working over the water. The noise at 
times is deafening but the little dove simply 
goes about her work of nest building. 

What a lesson for me! I am easily distracted 
and upset when my routine is challenged; I 
grow anxious or irritated by lawn mowers, 
ringing phones, dogs or whatever interferes 
with my concentration. Not so my little feath-
ered friend.  It appears that nothing will stop 
her, and her maternal instincts are in full con-
trol. I expect those chicks will hatch in June, in 
spite of the construction and they will spend a 
safe few weeks high in that nest. What a mar-
velous view they must have of our busy little 
village life beside the lovely canal. I should 
take a lesson from my feathered friend and 
concentrate on what really matters.  

 WHAT’S IN A NAME? 
by Lucy Nunn 

I grew up in Southern Maryland where I went 
to a convent academy. The good sisters were 
very socially minded, and they constantly 
stressed that “no young lady should ever go 
out with a young man she would not want to 
be married to.” 

Fast forward to my junior year in college. My 
cousin was marrying a young Polish lady, and 
my parents were picking me up to go to the 
wedding. I had invited a young man, Doc Be-
dard, to go as my date. The Polish wedding 
and reception were fun; all went well, I 
thought. But after Doc left, Daddy turned to 
me in disbelief, saying, “Lucille, He is 
FRENCH!” My dad was horrified. Did Daddy 
remember being in France during the war and 
on furlough in Paris?  It was obvious Doc’s 
last name had reminded him of some very neg-
ative experiences, and I knew I would not date 
Doc again. Editor’s note: “Doc” went on to get 
his PhD at Johns Hopkins University, traveled 
the world, joined NASA and was a recognized 
physicist working in government labs. 

Fast-forward to my post-college year working 
at the Department of Defense in Washington… 
I lived in a boarding house that shared a com-
mon dining room with other boarding houses. 
One evening in the dining room, a nice looking 
young man invited me to have dinner with 
him. He introduced himself as Dick Snodgrass 
and said he had tickets for a show. I politely 
declined. 

Why does a name matter so much? My father’s 
reaction to Doc’s name stayed with me. Now, I 
know it’s an old Scottish family name meaning 
“smooth and sleek grass,” which sounds much 
nicer than “Snodgrass.” But I also knew that I 
wouldn’t marry him – I wouldn’t want my 
children to have that name. 

Still, I have often wondered, whatever became 
of Dick Snodgrass and whether my father and 
the good sisters of my youth would applaud 
my married name today. 
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FLOAT PLANE DRAMA  
in REMOTE ALASKA 

by John Leddy 

When Alice and I were in our early sixties, we 
decided it was a good time for a travel adven-
ture. Alaska had been high on our bucket list 
so we booked a two-week, combined land and 
boat trip with a Rochester-based tour company. 
That trip was superb. This story, however, is 
focused on a three-day add-on excursion im-
mediately prior to that two-week tour. This had 
been arranged separately with Dave, a friend 
and former University of Rochester medical 
colleague who had moved to Anchorage some 
years earlier. Dave was also an experienced 
pilot with his own float plane and, like me, a 
keen fisherman. He had given a standing invi-
tation to Alice and me to join him for some 
salmon fishing at a remote lake accessible only 
by air. I couldn’t pass up that chance and Alice 
agreed. 

Dave and his wife, Sharon, met us at the An-
chorage airport after our flight from Seattle. 
Because it was good flying weather, Dave took 
us directly to his docked, single engine float 
plane to show us aerial views of the surround-
ing area. Sharon, who does not enjoy flying, 
kindly drove home with our luggage and fish-
ing gear. This flight, Alice’s and my first expe-
rience in a small private plane, was thrilling, as 
we viewed famous landmarks such as Cook 
Inlet, Turnagain Arm, the Chugach Mountains 
and, I believe, the towering snow-capped 
peaks of the Wrangell Range in the distance. 
On our return to Anchorage, we landed on a 
small lake, one with a bay that had a waterway 
connecting to the backyard of Dave’s home. 
We pulled up to his dock with easy access to 
his house, where dinner and wine awaited. 
Pretty darn nice! 

Our happy moods and lively chatter were 
dampened, however, by reports of incoming 
stormy weather that would “ground” small air-
craft. This threatened the brief three-day win-
dow Alice and I had to fit in the planned salm-
on fishing before we had to join our two-week 
tour scheduled to depart from Anchorage. Fi-

nally, on the last day of our window the skies 
cleared and we loaded our stuff into the plane. 
I sat next to Dave. Alice was right behind us, 
next to the life jackets, fishing gear and a lunch 
basket. Dave took off smoothly and headed 
west. Alice and I looked down on dense ever-
green forests and scattered lakes. We were 
thrilled to spot moose ambling along the edges 
of lakes and woods. After an hour or more, 
Dave pointed to a small, oval lake nestled in 
dense forest - our destination. Dave explained 
that this lake was connected by a long series of 
streams to a river that ultimately reached the 
ocean, allowing ocean-run salmon to swim 
many miles upstream to this apparently un-
named lake. After a smooth landing, Dave 
eased the plane to shallow water on the west 
side of the lake where there was an outlet 
stream. 

After donning boots and fishing vests, we 
grabbed our fly rods and waded onto the beach 
adjoining the outlet stream. The stream’s flow 
was strong and icy cold. Excitedly we cast 
streamer flies, letting them swing down into 
the current. No bites. Fly patterns were 
changed multiple times, but still no strikes. Fi-
nally, we tried our spin-fishing gear, testing 
deeper running lures from various points along 
the shoreline. No luck. A disappointed Dave 
thought that maybe the salmon had not yet 
made their annual upstream run. 

We sat down on an old log to eat lunch. Alice 
and I were surprised to spot a small, rustic cab-
in tucked back in the woods. When we 
checked it out we found a feature that we had 
never seen before. On all sides of the cabin, 
extending out about five feet, were heavy ply-
wood platforms covered with long nails point-
ing upward. Dave explained that the nails were 
to deter grizzly bears from breaking in. 
(Grizzly bears, Oh my!)  It was now mid-
afternoon.  The fishing had been a disappoint-
ment. I knew how Dave felt, having taken my 
own guests to a favorite fishing spot and come 
up empty. That’s just fishing. 

A decision was made to try another lake. We 
climbed back into the plane and sped down the 
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lake toward the opposing shore. Sitting next to 
Dave, I clearly saw a wall of very tall trees ris-
ing ahead, trees our little plane with its un-
derhung pontoons would have to clear. I don’t 
scare easily but even after many years, my 
memory of racing toward those tall, looming 
trees is still vivid because the plane did not lift 
off! At the last second Dave cut the propellor. 
We then taxied back to our fishing area and 
made another attempt, with the engine roaring 
at top speed. Again, those tall trees loomed. 
Still no lift! Another abrupt stop. Dave told us 
he had another trick. At top speed he guided 
the plane around the lake’s circumference and 
then tried to lift off. No dice!  I began to worry, 
but Dave, always unflappable, reasoned that 
while we were fishing on this warm day the air 
had become “lighter” and less able to provide 
lift under the wings. Three people were now 
too much weight in this thin air. Therefore, one 
of us had to stay on shore (Alice quickly vol-
unteered) while Dave and I would fly over the 
adjoining ridge to a neighboring lake which 
Dave knew had an elongated shape (like the 
Finger Lakes), allowing a longer takeoff run. 
Indeed, with one less passenger Dave and I 
lifted off successfully from the first lake. 

Dave left me at that second lake and flew back 
to get Alice. I was a bit uncomfortable with 
Alice being alone at the original lake where 
grizzly bears had apparently been known to 
visit. Then I saw another rustic cabin near this 
second lake’s shore. Sure enough, it was pro-
tected by the same platforms of upward point-
ing nails, implying that grizzlies also visited 
here. After what seemed like a very long wait, 
I saw Dave’s plane coming.  But wait! He flew 
right on past despite my frantic waving.  Did 
he forget where I was?  Then the plane circled 
back and landed. Of course, Dave needed to 
position the plane for takeoff into the wind. I 
thought Alice might be frazzled but she just 
waved with a big smile and said, “No big deal.  
It was fun!” Now for the acid test. On this 
longer lake, all three of us lifted off successful-
ly. I took a big breath!  

Once in the air, Dave asked whether we want-
ed to head home or try fishing at another lake. 

Alice, being Alice, said she was game for more 
fishing. I hesitated. The lighter air would still 
prevail. Should we push our luck?  So, I said, 
“Thanks, Dave.  This has been quite an adven-
ture. I’d like to relax on your deck with a nice 
glass of wine.” Alice, no doubt sensing my 
more worry prone nature, then decided for 
calling it a day. Back home, with Sharon join-
ing us on the deck, we enjoyed both wine and 
retelling our adventure, and raised a well-
deserved toast to our cool and resourceful pi-
lot. Then we took Dave and Sharon out to din-
ner at their favorite restaurant. Next day, Dave 
drove Alice and me to the Anchorage hotel 
from which our tour was scheduled to depart 
the following day. Our trip leader, aware of our 
side trip, asked whether we had had good fish-
ing. “No,” I said, “but we sure have a story to 
tell.” 

 
************************************* 

QUERY 
 by Jan Currie 

Oh! Gee, What do I see - 
A nest in the tree next to me. 

Why it is empty sure puzzles me. 
 

Birds fly by, but none rest there. 
It seems content just to BE- 
(Patient-Private-Peaceful) 

 
Neither the wind nor rain has swayed it. 

Leaves are sprouting, 
Birds are chirping, nesting, pairing- 

Flowers budding. 
 

Yet the nest remains aloof- 
(Silent-Solitary-Distant) 

Will it stay there happily? 
And, be another's mystery? 
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IT’S ALMOST TIME! 
by Joyce Wackerman 

Time to spend the summer days at Keuka Lake 
– the place I love more than anyplace else on 
earth. A place where the sunrises and sunsets 
are so incredibly breathtaking, the skies so 
blue, the clear waters so sparkling, that I treas-
ure every day in our home on the Bluff. 

 

My years at Keuka began when I was a baby. 
My grandfather had built a cottage in the Town 
of Keuka on the lake. I spent every summer 
there and cherished every minute. Even after 
our marriage, we were able to share Keuka 
with our first two children.  But one day we 
were told that the cottage was to be sold – and 
I was heartbroken! I had so many memories of 
my years there that I wanted to buy it. Yet in 
no way were we financially able to purchase it. 

I had always dreamed of owning a cottage at 
Keuka but my husband seemed to feel it was 
too far from our home in Rochester. He said he 
thought that Canandaigua Lake was more like-
ly the better choice. So years went by and my 
dreams were put on hold until one summer 
when friends of ours asked if we would like to 
split a two-week rental at Keuka with our fam-
ilies. We had such a wonderful time and it felt 

so good to be back on the lake I loved so 
much. 

The man that we were renting from happened 
to have a lot for sale on the shore a few miles 
down the road. As fate would have it, he asked 
my husband if he would like to go with him 
while he checked the property. A little while 
later my dreams and prayers were answered 
when my husband said, “I think I’m gonna buy 
that lot!” I thought I had died and gone to 
heaven! 

We bought the land in 1991. Our whole family 
enjoyed many years of precious time with chil-
dren and grandchildren, making Keuka memo-
ries there. We camped for several years on the 
land before starting to build our home. Once 
plans were drawn up, our whole family was 
involved in the construction. I think that is 
what made the home so special to all of us. 
Many hours of love were poured into our labor 
by my incredible husband and our five chil-
dren. (Our sixth child, Jamie, was born after 
the house was completed.)  

We had made many memories with our own 
children before we welcomed grandchildren 
and great grandchildren. God has blessed our 
family in so many ways and I can never put 
into words how grateful I am to a husband who 
fulfilled my most heartfelt dreams. 

See you in October! 

 

************************************************* 
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THE AFRICAN MOUNTAIN GORILLAS 
by Betty Lou Fisher 

In a recent PBS documentary reporting count-
less stories of the extinction or near-extinction 
of animal species, David Attenborough tells of 
one incredible success story. He describes one 
of the most memorable experiences of his life 
as a young man during a visit to the home of 
the Mountain Gorilla in Rwanda, Uganda and 
the Democratic Republic of the Congo. He 
meets the gorillas and befriends an impish 
youngster he names “Poppy”, narrating that, as 
years go by, the Mountain Gorillas numbers 
grow smaller and smaller, almost to the point 
of extinction. 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

But then, something almost miraculous hap-
pens.  The three African nations and the Afri-
can Wildlife Foundation decide to make a co-
ordinated effort to stop the extinction. Slowly 
they work to preserve the habitat, not an easy 
task, as the land is a very valuable commodity 
and poachers an ever-present problem. Tour-
ists start to come, putting money into the ef-
fort. The number of gorillas gradually grows to 
a sustainable level, though still threatened. 

 

In 1990, my husband and I had the experience 
of our lives when we observed a family of go-
rillas at The Parc National des Volcans in 
Rwanda. A group of eight of us gathered early 
one morning at the park entrance to hear one of 
the rangers tell of the gorillas and their habitat, 
how we would trek into the jungle with two of 
the rangers (armed!) to track a family of goril-
las, and how, if we were fortunate to find 
them, we were to observe silence and stay a 
short distance away so as not to bring disease 
to them.  

We set out and after a couple of hours slogging 
through deep jungle underbrush, there sudden-
ly was a family of gorillas stopping for feeding 
and resting. The family consisted of the great 
silverback, his several wives and their many 
children, from teenagers down to babies. What 
struck us most was how much they resemble 
humans! The little boys, in typical little boy 
fashion, tousled and roughhoused with each 
other, thumping their chests. The little girls 
were demure, staying close to their mothers. 
We had about forty-five minutes to observe 
them and take pictures, backing off when one 
of the more inquisitive youngsters would ap-
proach us.  Too soon, it was over. 

David Attenborough concludes his tale with 
another visit to the gorillas recently, when he 
encountered, to his great joy, the children and 
grandchildren of Poppy! 

 
  
************************************* 
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“DRIVING WHILE BLACK” 
by Dr. William Barker 

During Black History Month, the expression, 
“driving while Black” was made real for me by 
two programs on public airwaves and by an 
incident recalled from my days on the faculty 
of the University of Rochester Medical School. 

On NPR, I heard a half-hour interview with a 
Black citizen of Montreal recounting numerous 
pullovers by police for trivial reasons, includ-
ing a time when a police officer falsely report-
ed that he did not have license plates on his 
vehicle. When the truth came out in a court 
hearing, the officer was excused on the 
grounds that, “He was tired at the end of an all 
night shift.” 

A two-hour documentary on PBS television 
showed a litany of instances caught on police 
body cameras in which Black drivers... men 
and women... were stopped, pulled from their 
cars, and physically assaulted when they asked 
the reason for the stop. One instance resulted 
in a fatal shooting by the police. 

Then there was the occasion when a Black sec-
ond-year University of Rochester medical stu-
dent, driving his own nice car a few blocks 
from the medical school, was stopped on sus-
picion that he had stolen that car. He was es-
corted by police to the school, where the Stu-
dent Advisory Committee on which I served 
was asked to verify that, “Yes, he was a medi-
cal student driving his own car.” 

Those examples are what is meant by the ex-
pression, “driving while Black.” 

 PIERCED EARS 
by Nancy MacWhinney 

When our three daughters were teenagers, they 
suggested to their father, Jim, who was a pedi-
atrician that he should pierce my ears for 
Christmas, and they would buy me gifts of 
lovely earrings. 

Jim went along with the idea, so on Christmas 
morning he surprised me with a sterilized setup 
to pierce my ears. Apparently, my ears were 
not pierced at exactly the same height, but I 
never noticed it. 

Over the years, Jim sent many patients to a 
wonderful surgeon named Dick McEvoy. They 
had a good working relationship and liked to 
kid each other. An example of this occurred 
when, one late afternoon, Jim diagnosed ap-
pendicitis in a teenage boy and sent him to Dr. 
McEvoy at Strong Hospital. Hours passed and 
no phone call came from Dr. McEvoy. Finally, 
at about 10 p.m., Dick called and said, 
“Everything is fine but Jim, when you send a 
kid to the hospital with appendicitis tell the 
mother not to stop at McDonald’s and feed the 
kid a burger and fries.” 

Years passed and I went to see Dick about a 
lump or some little problem. As I sat on the 
exam table, he looked at me and said, “Nancy, 
who pierced your ears?” I replied, “Jim did.” 
Dick chuckled and said, “Looks like something 
a pediatrician would do.” 
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DO YOU REMEMBER? 
by Lorraine Withers 

I love playing that game usually attributed to 
us Old People: “Do You Remember?” It can 
be played anytime, anywhere, with anyone, 
and no equipment other than some shared ex-
periences. I bet I could start a game with my 
grandson Zack just by asking, “Do you re-
member how much Ronnie loved slip skin 
grapes?” So… 

Do you remember how awful those balloon-leg 
snow pants were and how suspenders made 
them even worse? Boys who valued their Man-
hood were insulted; girls who had to put up 
with skirts getting terribly wrinkled from being 
smooshed were dismayed. And the ugly, ugly 
boots! We called them “articks” even though 
they were supposedly Arctics, but who knew?  
 

 
 

We were too young to appreciate the irony be-
cause your feet froze in them almost as much 
they’d freeze without them. But we intrepid 
ones wore what we had to wear, did what we 
had to do, and survived winters of the 30’s and 

40’s. The treachery of slippery sidewalks. The 
walls of snow higher than our heads. The 
thrilling danger of sleigh-riding down a hilly 
street in the dark. Making snowballs with wet 
gloves, fingers so red with cold they hurt. Nos-
es, too. They don’t make winters like that any-
more. Although there was that week-long 
BLIZZARD… was it in 1966? 

Do you remember cod-liver oil and (ugh) fari-
na? Torture! Remember instead, nickel ice 
cream cones melting into hands getting icky-
sticky, but so worth it. What about Vicks 
VapoRub and Saturday night baths? How old 
were you when you finally got a new bicycle? 
Was it a Schwinn? Did you play musical 
chairs, spin-the-bottle and Post Office? Who 
with? Hmmmm? 

Were you one of the kids at the movies Satur-
day afternoons? Get in for twelve cents. News-
reel, cartoon, double feature, maybe with Gene 
Autry’s “Tumbling Tumbleweeds” or the Lone 
Ranger and his “Hi ho Silver” with Tonto on 
Scout? Then Sunday night…on the floor in the 
dark, tensing as the door screaks open, waiting 
for the question that every kid dreads: “What 
evil lurks in the hearts of men?” Waiting for 
the sinister snicker, “Heh, Heh, Heh,” and the 
cynical sneer, “The Shadow knows!” 

Do you remember the years when you spent 
hours on the phone, listening to the Hit Parade 
while you made fudge, hummed “Walkin’ My 
Baby Back Home,” thought about being the 
baby that got walked home, dreamt about hav-
ing a date on a Saturday night? Who with? 
Hmm? I remember the rituals of our time: 
football games that were played when they 
were supposed to be played – in the sunshine 
of a Saturday afternoon. The Victory march to 
the Courthouse with the band. Fight songs. 
Cheers. Walking home with best friends reliv-
ing the best parts, laughing.  

 

******************************************** 
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THE DIARY 
Fiction by John Simonds 

I usually call Charlotte between 9 and 10 am on 
weekdays. Her bookstore opens on a somewhat 
erratic schedule, but she’s usually there during that 
hour. Charlotte isn’t at her best in the early morn-
ing, but I love her anyway. If that’s the only dis-
cordant note that begins our days, I can live with 
her grumbling.  

I seemed dizzy this morning. Unstable. Perhaps 
she could make me feel better. She usually does. 

“Mmmph…” 

I sighed. “What if I was a customer? You think 
you’d sell a lot of books with an opening like 
that?” 

“Why do you have to be so freakin’ ebullient at 
9:15?” 

“You book pushers have a better vocabulary than 
us poor people. I admire that about you.” 

“Sorry – today got off to a bizarre start. I should-
n’t take it out on you of all people.” 

“You sound foggy – like you’ve been crying. Are 
you still plowing through that new book by Erin 
Morgenstern?  Her stuff always strings you out.” 

“If I want to cry, I’ll cry. So there.” 

“You want me to call back?” 

Charlotte emits another “Mmmph”, this time a 
bit softer.  

“Something strange happened when I opened the 
shop today.” 

“You still fighting with the UPS guy because he 
won’t wear a mask when he comes into the 
shop?” 

“Yes, but it’s another thing that I need to talk to 
you about.” 

I said, “I’m ready – let’s have it.” 

“When I opened the back door, there was a pile 
of books lying there.” 

“Anything good? Do you know where they came 
from?” 

“No. The books look old – they may even have 
some value. I’ve started wading through 

them.” 

“Let me know if there are any first editions of 
Lillian Hellman’s plays.” 

“One of the old books is a diary – heavy leath-
er cover, several layers of silk strapping 
around the middle. Gold-leaf edging. I’ve nev-
er seen anything quite like it.  It has the word, 
DIARY, on the cover, but no authorship. It 
was handwritten on old calfskin vellum in a 
dark green ink.” 

“Knowing you, that didn’t 
stop you from plowing in-
to it.” 

“Of course, I did. That’s 
what I need to talk to you 
about.”  

“That’s my girl.”   

I could hear her getting resettled in her creak-
ing old desk chair. This had the earmarks of a 
long and serious discourse.  

She said, “You may not believe what I’m go-
ing to tell you, but I want you to give it your 
best. I’m being fully serious.” 

When Charlotte switches into her serious de-
meanor, I have learned that it pays to analyze 
her words with every ounce of both halves of 
my brain.   

She started into her discourse. “The first thing 
written in big and flowing letters was one 
word, “Richard.” 

“A fine start. My name exactly. No wonder 
you took it to heart. Good old Anglo-Saxon 
name.” 

“From there, it seemed to be organized by 
dates.” 

“Starting when?” 

“Nineteen and eighty-five.”  

“My birth year, exactly.” 

“I thought you’d pick up on that.” 

“Press on. This is getting bizarre. I don’t feel 
well.”  
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Charlotte was turning pages. I could hear the 
paper flapping about.  

I asked, “See if there is a page for 2001.  Lots 
happened in my life in 2001.” 

She read along while humming softly. Then 
she said, “You were in a car accident in 2001, 
you once told me.” 

“I was. Broke my arm.”  

“I remember you telling me that. It’s in here.” 

“That’s ridiculous. I think you’re putting me 
on.” 

“I’m not. Here’s 2003. You started high 
school. You had a teacher named Miss Marcy. 
She was old and incontinent. It made for lots 
of guffawing among you and your friends. An-
yway, that’s what’s written here.” 

I was now feeling more concerned. How could 
all that history be in an old leather journal that 
was left on Charlotte’s back steps?  

“I get it – you and your sister made all this up 
so that you could have some fun at my ex-
pense. Very amusing – for a minute you had 
me going. No wonder I’m having chest pains.” 

Charlotte could be heard flipping more pages. 
She stopped, and then said, “In 2013, you got 
your degree in electrical engineering from 
UCLA.” 

“You knew that anyway. I’ve told you all 
about my days at UCLA.” 

“You didn’t tell me about a friend of yours 
named Irene Boudreau who had red hair and 
who was thrown out of school for stealing ex-
am sheets from a faculty member in the elec-
tronics lab.” 

“I never knew that – I promise you.” 

“But you knew her name or even more, I gath-
er.” 

I couldn’t find any useful words. I had stomach 
cramps while Charlotte was back at flipping 
pages.   

She said, “Here’s when you and I met. 2017. 
At least that’s a date we can both remember.”  

“What does it say about our getting engaged in 
2019?” 

“It’s all in here – even that we had dinner that 
night at Fiorino’s Grotto. Veal scallopini – and 
they put apple wedges in our wine glasses.”  

“Does it tell about my giving you an engage-
ment ring in March?” 

“Yes, it does. The exact day.”  

I became lightheaded. There could be no such 
book that would contain a detailed history of 
my life. Was this a hoax? Was I going to wake 
up soon?   

Charlotte was crying. I could tell she was una-
ble to speak. Her sobs kept getting stronger. I 
needed to soothe her. There must be a way for 
us to understand how this old leather book 
came into being.  

I felt as though I were about to faint. Some-
thing serious was happening to my breathing. I 
was experiencing serious chest pains. I asked 
her to come over to my apartment. 

She said, “I’m terrified. In the book there’s the 
name of the movie we saw last night.”  

“If I felt better, I’d come to you. Right now, 
I’m too weak to drive. Something’s dreadfully 
wrong. Please come!” 

Charlotte said in a quivering voice, “There are 
no more pages in the diary.” 

_______________________ 

Richard was cremated three days later. Char-
lotte asked that the diary be destroyed as well.  
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ROYALS & CELEBS 
by Will Herzog 

While living near Montreal in the late 1950’s, I 
would occasionally go downtown to the shop-
ping and entertainment district.  Like any large 
city, parking was scarce and expensive.  I 
would usually find a spot on the street behind 
Windsor Station, the Canadian Pacific Railway 
station which occupied a whole city block.  I 
would take a shortcut through the lobby to get 
out to St. Catherine Street. 

On one such occasion, I noticed a small crowd 
gathered near one of the platforms.  Upon in-
quiring, I was told that the royal train was ex-
pected to arrive shortly from Ottawa carrying 
Princess Margaret and her entourage.  So I 
made my way to the edge of the red carpet, and 
soon the very regal looking princess slowly 
walked past and flashed everyone a smile and 
the royal wave on her way out to a limo.  Even 
though British royalty was not overly popular 
in French Canada, she was nevertheless warm-
ly received. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

My second brush with royalty came at the 
1980 Winter Olympic games in Lake Placid.  
The medal ceremonies were held outdoors 
each evening on the ice on Mirror Lake.  The 
medals were handed out on a small stage while 
the spectators would stand around stomping 
their feet and clapping their hands trying to 
keep warm.  

One evening a small group of men with the 
name “Sverige” on their parkas were standing 
next to my wife and me and let out a roar when 
a Swedish cross-country skier was awarded a 
gold medal.  While making small talk with one 
of the men, we were told that King Gustaf of 
Sweden was in the group standing just a few 
feet away.  He was not wearing a crown, hold-
ing a scepter, nor had any other royal emblem 
to indicate his status. No one would have 
known; he was just a man in the crowd.  

A contact with a Hollywood celebrity occurred 
at the Grand Prix auto race in Watkins Glen in 
the early 80’s.  I went with our son and several 
of his friends, and we arrived early enough to 
have time for a walk thru the “pit barn” before 
the race, where the pit crews were making sure 
all of the cars were in tip-top shape.  

There was an aisle down the center of the gar-
age for spectators to walk through. A small 
group of teenage girls with cameras were 
camped out at one stall when a man came by 
and called the driver over to the aisle – it was 
none other than Paul Newman.  He chatted 
with us, posed for photos and was very friend-
ly.  Unfortunately, he didn’t win the race de-
spite being loudly cheered on by some 
awestruck teenagers.  

 ************************************ 
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CROWS AND COVID 
by David Strong 

Many scientific studies have concluded crows 
are very intelligent. Their findings have sought 
to discredit use of the term “birdbrain”. I am 
not an ornithologist and my observations have 
turned to the more fanciful. Several years ago, 
I wrote about crows for a birding newsletter. 

The other day my wife and I saw about 75 
American Crows gathered on the lawn in front 
of the Harley School on Clover Street. It was 
about 11 a.m. and I wondered just what they 
were doing. Could they be gathering for mi-
gration? Could they be having a mid-morning 
social event? Could they be having a symposi-
um on the West Nile Virus? I don’t know the 
answer, but it is just such an event that makes 
observing and studying birds interesting and 
sometimes a mystery. 

 

Recently I came upon a similar large gathering 
of crows at the entrance to Wood Creek Drive. 
They seemed extremely agitated, flitting about 
and calling loudly. Could they be concerned 
about the pandemic, I wondered? Can Crows 
transmit a virus? What if this was their discus-
sion?  “Since we are genus Corvus, will we be 
held responsible for the spread of COVID- 
19?”  

 

 THE UNEXPECTED GUESTS 
by Mary Doino 

I grew up in the small city of Tonawanda, lo-
cated between Buffalo and Niagara Falls. My 
early playmates were twins, Sylvia and Janet. 
We loved to play “dress up” in fancy clothes 
that had belonged to my stylish older sister.  

 

One Saturday evening we three decided to in-
vestigate a wedding that was taking place at 
the church across the street from my house.  

We donned some of our finery and walked into 
the church’s side door where we ran into a 
member of the wedding party. She told us that 
the service was over, but we could see the 
bride. Well, we were thrilled, especially when 
the bride made sure we shared some cake and 
punch. 

Now I must insert here that I had a very strict 
father, so I decided not to mention our esca-
pade at home.  I was shocked when, at dinner 
that night, my father casually asked us, “How 
was the wedding today?”  I should have known 
news doesn’t travel, it flies in small towns. 

Fortunately, my mother had already calmed 
my father, so the episode became one I’ll al-
ways remember, but with happy thoughts, not 
unpleasant ones.  

********************************************* 
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A ROADSTER’S STORY 
by Edward Kokkelenberg 

I was born in Abingdon on Thames in 1953. 
My proud parents, Cecil Kimber, chief design-
er of MGs, and Her Most Royal Majesty, 
Queen Mary, recognizing the need for export 
dollars, soon sent me to the United States. I 
spent my first four years in a tizzy.  

I came off of a cargo ship in a huge crate that 
was loaded on some truck and taken to a place 
called the Midwest. There, a young man, 
Wembley, fell in love with me and asked for 
my hand at the bank. I was sent home with him 
and found myself freezing in winter (worse 
was to come). After a few years, Wembley 
tired of me and traded me for a Buick station 
wagon.  

The Buick dealer fired the salesman who ac-
cepted me on trade and sold me to a used im-
port car dealer on the shores of a lake north of 
Chicago. I froze some more.  

One wintery February day, Eddy bought his 
first car and he selected me. I was so proud, 
but little did I know what lay in my future.  As 
we were moving along a winding road, I was 
in my first accident. Eddy’s friend, Clem 
(actually Clem’s car), T-boned me. I was 
banged up before I got to my new home. When 
I did get there, I was put in a small cozy gar-
age. 

Eddy took me out to fix my damage and then 
to show me off. Eddy drove me about with my 
top down even though it was late February.  
Later, though I only had two smallish seats, 
Eddy’s girlfriends and Clem found a way to 
crowd into me when my top was down. 

They made me do all sorts of naughty things; 
using my new headlights to blind oncoming 
drivers, run motorcycle police off of the street, 
and disturb the peace. 

Eddy had read about rallies and entered me in-
to quite a few. On a nighttime rally somewhere 
in Illinois, Eddy ran me past a stop sign into a 
cornfield. We were combing corn stocks out of 

my grill for some days. 

On another rally, he took me on a rip through a 
farmer’s yard where I remember many chick-
ens running in all directions; I don’t think I hit 
any. I also remember getting a second place for 
some unknown reason, skidding on snow, be-
ing asked to go faster than Mr. Kimber de-
signed me to, getting fitted out with even more 
lights and seatbelts, and heavens knows what, 
whenever Eddy had money to spend on me. 

 

I must say he kept me oiled up and in clean 
spark plugs. He also tried to fix my brakes and, 
after several tries, he replaced some parts.  

Later, he gave me a new fuel pump. We had 
driven to some remote place called northern 
Wisconsin and Eddy’s brother, Larry, was in 
the passenger seat. My old fuel pump stopped 
working and Larry found that if he kicked my 
firewall hard enough, my pump ran a few sec-
onds so I could keep going. 

Eddy had to order a new fuel pump and it was 
delivered to him in Wisconsin by a Greyhound 
Bus in a few days. So, I got a new fuel pump 
on that trip. 

While still in Wisconsin, the next day Eddy 
was going to be late for church so he tested me 
as to cornering and sprinting. Two things hap-
pened: I found Eddy fairly good at avoiding all 
the boulders in the field we strayed into, and I 
lost the ability to keep first gear fully engaged 
without Eddy leaning on the gear shift. 

That coming winter really tested me. Eddy 
moved back to an old house where I had no 
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garage and I was left out on Michigan Avenue 
at night. Eddy would come out in the morning 
and find that Mr. Kimber had not thought of 
the way oil thickened in very cold weather – 
below 20 below zero. My starter could not turn 
over the engine. Eddy was resourceful and got 
a number of young men to push me down the 
street and then popped my clutch out. Some-
times that worked. And we roared off to the 
Whiting Refinery where Eddy left me in a vast 
parking lot to be refrozen. 

Later, Eddy drove me to visit the museums 
along the lake in downtown Chicago, and we 
parked, often illegally. Then he would take me 
to Loyola where I got to park by the Water 
Tower (that was snazzy) and then go to various 
bars with Eddy and his friends. 

After about two years with Eddy, he traded me 
in for an old Chevy, more suitable for his bride 
to be, Marge. I was sold to someone who com-
plained about my deficiencies and Eddy said 
goodbye. 

Someday I will tell you where I ended up. 

************************************* 
 AT THE BEACH 

by Janet Steiner 

Children are digging, digging, digging in the 
sand. They use neon colored plastic shovels: 
lime green, raspberry red, brilliant blue which 
matches the sky. They bend over, the sun beats 
down on their backs. Shoulder blades appear 
like nubs of angel wings. Two boys with nappy 
black hair and chubby hands are the diggers, 
while a girl wearing a white hat brings pink 
plastic buckets of water, emptying them into 
the hole and returning for more. 

Grownups casually walking along the shore 
stop to watch. They ask the children if they are 
digging to China. The children ignore them; 
they have no notion of China.  

The builders create the castles, the moats, and 
the fragile towers, letting the sand spiral and 
drip from their fingers. 

 

The explorers, wearing matching navy blue 
baseball caps, are sent to find decorations for 
the castle: seashells, smooth stones, white sea-
gull feathers and small bits of driftwood.   

A lone lifeguard sits atop his own red tower, 
carefully watching the children.  

There is no goal, no master plan. All is sponta-
neous, evolving, sometimes even mildly disap-
pointing when the wind picks up, the waves 
splash onto their creation, and it disappears. 
They forgive the waves and build again.  

The smallest boy with sun-kissed blond hair 
sits apart from the others. He is happily play-
ing with his yellow Tonka truck, running it up 
and over the small sand hills, and using his 
yellow grader to smooth out a road to nowhere. 
Oblivious to the other children and indeed, his 
mother, he is lost in his own timeless play.  

The sailboats on the horizon, gracefully gliding 
along, are unaware that a new continent is be-
ing discovered, and is under construction. 

For reasons unknown, if there is a sandy 
beach, there will always be children digging, 
building, exploring. There is no competition, 
no prize for the biggest castle, no award for the 
best hole.  At days end, after the children have 
been gathered up and head for home, the 
waves erase the evidence. A white feather may 
still remain; an errant stone or shell might be 
used again, tomorrow. 

************************************* 
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THE HILL WHERE THE LORD HIDES 
by Bill Barker 

We wanted a little place in the country to go 
cross country skiing.   City Newspaper listed, 
“For sale… small farm, nestled in the hills of 
Italy Valley.”  Off we went just south of Na-
ples to meet the seller, walk about sampling 
various wormy but tasty apples, taking in the 
crisp autumn air and panoramic surrounds. I 
pondered, “What would we do with a whole 
farm?” “Lots of things,” Malla responded.  We 
pooled our resources and bought ‘The Farm’ in 
1981. 

In the 1960s, the place belonged to local folk 
singers Don Potter and Bat McGrath who had 
hosted renowned trumpeter, Chuck Mangione, 
who was so enchanted that he wrote and dedi-
cated a signature song, “The Hill Where the 
Lord Hides.” For thirty years we savored the 
wonders accorded by this ‘heaven on earth.’ 

The farmhouse was a 19th century slope-
roofed building with a dirt floor basement con-
taining a large cistern for collecting rainwa-
ter.  Heat was provided by three wood-burning 
stoves: a flat-faced Ben Franklin, a pot-belly 
Homer with an isinglass face to watch flames 
dancing, and a Sears Roebuck cook-stove. Po-
table water came from a shallow spring-fed 
well. 

The house had its charming challenges. Winter 
weather invariably split holes in the old roof, 
remedied with a bucket of hot tar. The copper 
water pipes, despite meticulous autumn drain-
ing, always sprung leaks, providing me the op-
portunity to master the art of soldering with 
propane torch, flux and lead, lying on my back 
in a narrow crawl space. Recurrently during 
summer, the drinking water became strange, 
which took me to the shallow well with a ski 
pole to extract snakes that had slithered in 
while sunning. Once a roaring sound from the 
living area walls revealed a massive swarm of 
wasps nesting within.  RAID to the rescue!  Of 
course, there were mice which Malla countered 
with tried and true mousetraps that went ‘click-
clack’ in the night. 

There were several features tailored to the self-
sufficient family farm: a pond 100 feet from 
the house for water in the event of a fire; a 
gravel pit of glacial moraine to repair erosions 
in farm roads; a large stand of hardwoods to 
harvest firewood for the stoves; and a thick 
planting of spruce trees, a barrier against fierce 
west winds.  

The farm’s architectural pinnacle was a large 
19th century barn with a beautiful field stone 
silo, a dozen stations for dairy cows, a cold 
room to store milk, and a room full of cow ma-

nure… tanta-
mount to a 
gold mine. 
The building 
was framed 
with hand-
hewn beams 
stitched to-
gether with 
wooden pegs 

(trunnels) or tree nails. Large east- and west-
facing doors provided a natural wind tunnel for 
tossing mown wheat to separate the grain from 
the chaff the old fashioned way. 

Essential equipment included a David Brown 
diesel tractor with power take-off and front-
end loader. The former accommodated a pro-
peller-bladed bush-hog to cut hiking-skiing 
trails, while the latter allowed for collecting 
boulders and flat rocks to build dry stone 
walls, known as ‘drae stane dyks’ in Scot-
land.  A classic scythe as seen in Manet’s land-
scapes, sharpened with a stone, was a joy to 
use, as was a brute force post-hole digger when 
installing post-and-rail fencing and a Husqvar-
na chain saw and ax to fell and split white ash 
for fire logs as in Billy Collins’ poem, 
“Splitting Wood.”  

The main implements Malla used in her 40x60 
foot vegetable garden were an over-sized three
-pronged fork for turning earth, a Vietnamese 
conical rice-paddy hat for shade, and her Nor-
wegian bachelor-farmer uncle Harold’s Osh-
kosh overalls. No power tools, commercial fer-
tilizer or pesticides were permitted, just God-
given cow manure and mulch-compost. 
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Wild strawberries and blackberries abounded 
along with patches of red winter berries in 
swampy areas and cattails in the pond, plus 
long-needled white pine, poison sumac, and a 
full array of northern hardwoods, including an-
cient oaks with 15-foot girth. No need going to 
New England for autumn splendor, 

In the edible realm, Malla’s vegetable patch 
was a veritable Wegman’s under the 
sky.  Johnny Appleseed decades back planted 
McIntosh, Baldwin, and Cortland trees to 
which we added Matsu, Bartlett pears, purple 
raspberries, seedless Finger Lakes green 
grapes, and to-die-for Concords. 

Beasties ranged from ladybug hordes in the 
house to occasional black bears in the woods. 
Feathered friends included phoebes with their 
bobbing tails saying their name “phoebe,” wild 
pheasants, red-tailed hawks making lazy cir-
cles in the sky, kestrels swooping to catch field 
mice, bumbling gaggles of wild turkeys, deer 
and coyotes aplenty and a fox den in the gravel 
pit. There were catfish and sunfish to catch 
with a worm and hook for us to a string on a 
stick.   

The fields were alive with groundhogs, which 
our border collie-lab, Mackie, caught and con-
sumed head to tail. Among domestic creatures 
was a red rooster which son Joe stalked for 
hours to catch him in full morning crow and a 
seventeen-year-old Appaloosa horse, Lady, 
which daughter Maria took for day-long ad-
ventures through surrounding woods and 
farms, meeting neighbors as she went.  

The first day of my retirement, grandsons Lui-
gi and Antonio aroused us to say there was 
a large turtle in the pond. Four feet across, it 
was a menacing snapper, expedited away by 
the local animal control agent.  Looking to en-
joy endless retirement years at ‘The Farm’, we 
spent long evenings in our loveable but creaky 
old house, conjuring up more commodious 
quarters, which came to pass in 2000.    

To be continued… 

  

 VACCINATION 
by Nancy MacWhinney 

Whenever I turn on the TV these days, I hear 
about how we are all going to be vaccinated 
against the coronavirus disease. It brings back 
memories of my first vaccination when I was 
almost five years old. 

There was only one other child in my neigh-
borhood who was my age. He was a scrawny 
blond boy whose name was Edward Daisy 
Priest. Most mornings after eating my heathy 
breakfast, I would go over to Edward’s house 
and his mother invited me in to have a cup of 
sweetened tea and a piece of buttered white 
bread toast. (These were items that I would 
never be allowed to have at home.) 

When Edward and I were almost five years 
old, we were told to go to the local grammar 
school for our vaccinations. So, on the appoint-
ed day, I went to his house and took him by the 
hand, and we walked a few blocks, then up 
over the railroad bridge by Electric Avenue 
and down the steps to the field with a sidewalk 
over to LaGrange Avenue to the #40 School 
where we would be immunized by Dr. Colgan, 
a local GP. 

The doctor wiped my left arm with an alcohol 
sponge, then took a knife and made slashes on 
my arm and dropped the vaccine on the spot. I 
didn’t make a sound but when it was Edward’s 
turn, he shrieked, then cried all the way home. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

He must have moved away before starting 
school, but I later heard that he had his name 
changed legally to Edward Louis Priest in hon-
or of his hero heavy weight boxer Joe Louis.  
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 HOME AGAIN 
by John Fisher 

A year ago, my brother, Don, and his wife, 
Donna, visited us, and he and I decided to visit 
“the old neighborhood” in the Town of Greece, 
where we had grown up.  His wife and Joanne, 
my wife, agreed it was a great idea, so off we 
went to Lake Avenue, and headed north to-
ward the Charlotte area of the city, which be-
gan just after passing Holy Sepulcher Ceme-
tery. 

Entering Charlotte, we passed the streets where 
I once delivered the morning Democrat and 
Chronicle, then the Lake Theatre, home of my 
Saturday afternoon visits with Tom Mix and 
his Wonder Horse, Tony, and with Gene Au-
try, listening to Riders in the Sky and Tumbling 
Tumbleweed.  We decided not to go into the 
former theater, unless we wanted to buy a 
stove or washing machine.  The theater had 
changed.  

Arriving at the corner of Stonewood Avenue 
and Lake, the location of our #42 elementary 
school named for Abelard Reynolds, Roches-
ter's first post-master, we turned west on 
Stonewood and crossed the railroad tracks into 
Greece.  We pointed out to our wives the 
Baker estate, which had given its name to the 
street where we had lived.  We soon arrived in 
the neighborhood, and suddenly Don and I 
were lost in the past.   

We first worked our way down into the ravine 
which passed through the woods north of us, 
walked along the muddy stream again, messing 
up our shoes and socks, and wondered what 
Mom would say. Actually, we knew! Getting 
back up to the road, I crossed the street to the 
Stonewood grocery to fill the shelves 
again.  Finished, I headed down the block to 
visit again with the Humphrey sisters, Humph-
rey Bogart's aunts.  It was the 1940s now, and 
the two elderly ladies gave us some insights 
into Bogie's roles in The Maltese Falcon and 
Casablanca.  His aunts were obviously very 
proud of their nephew. 

 

We reached our one-story house at 133 
Bakerdale Road, with a porch large enough 
for Mom and Dad to watch for cars as we 
played baseball on the road. The road was 
narrow, but still wide enough for us to get to-
gether with the boys—Gene from next door, 
the Liddle and Vogel brothers down the street, 
Glen and Jack from two streets over—and play 
a few innings of baseball.  Tired of that, we put 
on our Stetsons, bandanas, boots and chaps, 
took out our holstered guns, and watched out 
for rustlers.  After running off several, we 
changed into feathered headgear and mocca-
sins, and with our bows and arrows, hooted 
and hollered until we were rid of a rival tribe 
of Indians.  

It was winter now, and we were on the 
front lawn of the house, so we checked the milk 
box. The one bottle there had its usual winter 
overflow of frozen milk with the lid a half-inch 
above the glass.  We looked through the dining 
room window and saw the refrigerator. No 
room for it in the kitchen since the icebox took 
up too much space.  I checked out my bedroom 
and there was Dad, offering to help me deliver 
the morning D&C.  Two feet of snow during 
the night had made it impossible for me to use 
my balloon-tired Western Flyer bike.   

It was Sunday morning now. Don and I decid-
ed to walk to church, so we put on our best 
clothes, and headed down Stone Road to the 
corner of Dewey Avenue. We avoided the 
temptation to snitch an apple from the outside 
bin at the corner grocery store.  After all, it 
was Sunday!   

All of a sudden, Don and I were back in the car 
with our wives. Around the corner was St. 
Charles Borromeo Church.  But the church we 
had attended as youngsters was now a gymna-
sium!  With a new church nearby!  It brought 
to mind that several years before, Joanne and I 
had seen St. Charles lying in state in the Milan 
Cathedral in Italy. 

Now it was time for a gourmet meal by our 
Highlands Dining Services chefs. Today was 
not Sunday!  It was Thursday!  
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TENNIS ANYONE? 
by Fred Sarkis 

I have played in many tennis tournaments dur-
ing my life. I played at private tennis clubs, 
tennis resorts, national tournaments, and on 

home courts.  My last 
hurrah, was in the 90 
plus category of the 
USTA Senior National 
Tennis Tournament held 
in California. This tour-
nament had many rules 
and crazy preparatory 
actions that filtered out 
participants. Only the 
resolute, the hardy, and 
the tennis addicts re-

mained to play. As a participant, I had to play 
in three tournaments on three different surfaces 
in three different United States cities. 

The first challenge was playing on grass in 
Massachusetts, where I came in second place. 

Next, I played on clay in North Carolina, 
where I came in second place. 

The final match was on hard courts in Califor-
nia, where I won first place in the 90 and over 
tournament, held by the United States Tennis 
Association.   

When I was honored by the Tennis Club of 
Rochester for this achievement, here is how I 
humorously described my actual win: 

First: Originally, in the 90’s age group, there 
were close to 20 entries from all over the coun-
try. 

Second: Ten registrants got lost traveling to 
the various venues. 

Third: The tournament directors set 8 a.m. as 
the starting time for the California match. 

Fourth: Six players overslept the day of the 
California match. 

 

Fifth: The younger players played on the 
courts closest to where the instructions were 
given and the older players played on the far-
thest courts. 

When the participants in all the age groups in 
the California matches assembled for verbal 
instructions, I paid close attention. I ran to the 
appointed court whilst my opponents dragged 
their feet and did not appear at the announced 
time. 

The timekeeper, referee, and I waited for the 
laggards. They came late, all flustered and 
winded.  I did manage to play two matches, 
won them both, and became Number One in 
the United States in the over 90 age group. 

As a result, at age 91, I was inducted into the 
Rochester Tennis Hall of Fame and received a 
lifetime membership from the Tennis Club of 
Rochester. This was a big deal for me.  

I have not yet taken advantage of my lifetime 
membership at the Club nor has anyone called 
me to play tennis. 

 
 
************************************* 

 

JAMAICAN VACATION 
     a “haibun” by Carolyn Coit Dancy 

To avoid getting sunburned I delay going 
down to the beach until mid-afternoon. To 
my delight, the beach is deserted so I can 
spread my blanket anywhere. Slowly the 
sun’s warmth relaxes me from head to toe. 
And the soothing sound of wave-after-wave 
breaking along the shore nearly lulls me to 
sleep.  

low tide 
buzzards circle overhead 
scanning for carrion 
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 LAKE OF THE CLOUDS 
by Annette Satloff 

This story takes place before the wide use of 
Gortex fabrics, before snack bars, before back-
packs with proportioned weight-bearing de-
sign, way before GPS, cell phones with itty 
bitty cameras, and before Yaktrax cleats. 

It was around 1978, and my husband and I, 
with another couple, set off for a weekend of 
hiking in the White Mountains of New Hamp-
shire. 

We were not at this time “fit”, as is determined 
today by a personal trainer or Pilates sessions, 
but we were in our forties and in very good 
health. It was thought this three day excursion 
would be a grand opportunity to create some 
fine landscape images, or capture lovely wild-
flower faces, as well as doing some fine hik-
ing. 

Trekking the New Hampshire White Moun-
tains using the Adirondack Mountain Club sys-
tem of hut-to-hut lodging is well known. Those 
hiking the system were rewarded with 
“comfort” at the end of the day’s hike, and 
needed to only carry a day bag. We intended to 
stay at the Lake of the Clouds hut just one 
night and the Madison hut the second night. 
The huts are maintained by the Adirondack 
Mountain Club volunteers, all seemingly very 
young, VERY fit, and very male: plus they all 
played the guitar. For a fee, you reserved a 
dormitory-style double-decked bunk, with mat-
tress, a hot dinner prepared on the premises 
and a hearty breakfast to boot. We were allo-
cated three blankets, and a pillow. Our Lake of 
the Clouds hut had large rooms populated by 
strangers of all ages and sexes. The washrooms 
were segregated by sex. I don’t recall if we had 
hot running water. The toilets were of the 
chemical design. It was rustic but it served the 
purpose. 

We started our 3-day hike at Pinkham Notch, 
NH trailhead and progressed to our first venue: 
The Mount Washington summit. It is a rigor-
ous but fabulous climb. The landscape and 
views of the green mountaintops and big sky is 

epic. I am talking hiking/trekking, not tech-
nical climbing with crampons, carabineers and 
ropes.  

We followed the red blaze and various trail-
marking cairns, ascending through snow-
covered Tuckerman’s Ravine, wallowing on 
mud trails and climbing above the tree line 
over rocky vertical fields. We stopped every 
now and then to unpack dried fruit and nuts 
from our day bags, and then resumed climbing 
and photographing the scenes. We arrived at 
the summit feeling healthy and accomplished. 

Mount Washington is the highest peak in the 
northeast – 6,288-foot elevation. It is noted for 
its erratic weather, holding the world record 
wind speed of 231 MPH! The weather changes 
so incredibly swiftly that there is a large yel-
low sign posted on the trails by the US Depart-
ment of Agriculture Forest Service. It reads: 

 
 
As we descended the summit to proceed to our 
first night’s lodging, we noted the unexpected, 
and to our knowledge, unforecasted change in 
the weather. Suddenly we felt high winds, and 
noticed a darkening sky. Soon we were in al-
most total darkness, though it was 2 p.m. Here 

STOP 

THE AREA AHEAD HAS THE WORST 
WEATHER IN AMERICA. MANY HAVE 
DIED THERE FROM EXPOSURE, EVEN 
IN THE SUMMER. TURN BACK NOW 

IF THE WEATHER IS BAD. 
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we were on the trail to Lake of the Clouds hut 
in unrelenting heavy rain, much wind, and 
lightening so close I thought it was a fabricated 
Hollywood scene.  

The wind howled fiercely. With no visibility, 
we ended up walking hand in hand so as not to 
lose one another. We sought shelter behind 
boulders. In the darkness, and despite the noise 
of the rain and lightning, we heard a dinner tri-
angle being struck. It was 6 p.m. and we did 
not know how close we were to our ultimate 
destination. 

Onward we trekked, frightened beyond belief. 
Eventually sunlight appeared and the storm let 
up. When we made it to the front door of the 
hut and entered, a group of hut inhabitants 
banged their spoons on the table and shouted 
hosannas to us. Apparently we were the early 
evening entertainment. As we had descended 
to the hut in the worst pop-up storm in our per-
sonal histories, all the other hikers were safely 
inside, watching us jump from boulder to boul-
der with lightning trying to zap us. This they 
enjoyed, apparently. 

Not only were we late, we were soaked 
through and through. I was wearing jeans, a tee 
shirt, and a long sleeved windbreaker. Some-
time during the storm I located my useless 
poncho and put that on. Everything was wet, 
even my underwear. Forget about my high top 
sneakers and socks. 

I needed to get out of the cold clothes, as I was 
shivering and very uncomfortable. I ended up 
eating dinner naked, inside a pillowcase cut to 
allow a space for my head and arms. One of 
the three blankets provided by the hut was 
wrapped around me, belted with thin twine. 

After dinner and the benevolence of a stiff 
drink offered by a lodger, I had to deal with 
my wet clothes. I pinned them up on the kitch-
en’s clothesline. I guess I wasn’t their first 
rube. My jeans were put in the oven at low 
temperature to dry. The hut manager told me 
NEVER to hike wearing jeans. One must al-
ways wear quick drying cotton. Who knew? Of 
course, I slept like a dead man, and come 

morning I learned that my underwear had 
dried, but none of my other clothes were dry 
enough to wear. 

There was a chest full of abandoned clothes 
people left behind, and I managed to find a tee 
shirt, a sweater, trousers (none were my size 
nor shape) and socks. My sneakers were wet, 
but miracle of miracles, not sopping. For outer-
wear I wore a dark green garbage bag with a 
rope to cinch it to my body. 

We altered our plans and decided to make it 
back to Pinkham Notch as fast as we could. 
Opening the door to the hut to begin our de-
cent, we saw two inches of freshly fallen 
snow… in July. Slipping and sliding down, 
down, down, following the trail blazes and 
knowing we would make it, we got back to our 
car. 

Hoorah! We all took a short nap before starting 
up the car and heading home. On the drive, we 
planned out our next climb. With all the 
knowledge we accrued, it would be a dreadful 
waste if we did not repeat our quest. 

By the way, we did manage to get a few decent 
photos, but none survived the move to The 
Highlands.   

************************************* 
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PANDEMIC WOES 
by Nancy Brush 

 

It’s been a hard year at The Highlands 

And the rest of the country as well, 

With this COVID-19 pandemic 

Life has become as boring as hell. 

Maybe old age makes it easier; 

We no longer go out and carouse 

And at least one pleasure is left to us 

We can still go to the library and browse. 

We have missed our family and friends 

‘though Zoom has helped a great deal, 

But I’m tired to death of cooking 

I’m looking forward to a great restaurant meal 

I do trust the end is approaching, 

Vaccinations are almost in sight, 

We can visit and dine and have fun again 

And stay up ‘till all hours of the night. 

But the greatest pleasure for me will be 

To visit and talk with you all, 

That beats almost everything else I’ve been 
missing 

Even my shopping trips to the Mall. 

So, let’s try to restrain our impatience 

As we welcome spring at last 

When these tribulations will finally be over  

And 2020 a year of the past!!! 

THE MATINEE 
by Carolyn Coit Dancy 

Leaving Pittsford Cinema, we noticed a poster 
advertising The Good Liar. This prompted my 
friend to comment, “Helen Mirren’s one of my 
favorite actors; I’d like to see that.” So I said, 
“Let’s do it.” 

A few weeks later, Jenny phoned to make 
plans for the Agatha Christie mystery. We 
chose a weekday and I began searching show 
times. That’s when I discovered The Good Li-
ar was no longer playing at Pittsford Cinema. 
In fact, the only theater showing it was Movies 
10 in Henrietta.  

The next Thursday we headed to the matinee. 
While purchasing her ticket, Jenny was told 
the movie wasn’t there. I protested, “But your 
website says The Good Liar is showing at 
12:50 p.m.”  And so it was. 

After settling into our seats, Jenny explained 
she’d thought we were going to see Knives 
Out. “However,” I countered, “The movie star-
ring Helen Mirren is The Good Liar, which is 
why I purposely brought you here.”  

Before the show started, I checked reviews of 

both movies only to discover that neither was 
an Agatha Christie mystery! We laughed 
heartily and enjoyed The Good Liar anyway.  

That evening it finally dawned on me: It had 
been a different friend, not Jenny, who told me 
Dame Helen Mirren was a favorite!  

 

******************************************** 

 

26 



 

 

LOST AND FOUND 
Fiction by Janet Steiner 

“Papa, I’ve left your pills on the table,” Ra-
mona said. “I’m leaving for work now. There’s 
a sandwich in the refrigerator. Mrs. Mendez 
will stop by about noon.” 

Papa rose earlier than Ramona and had already 
settled in with a cup of instant coffee and Fox 
News. 

“I’ll see you tonight,” she said as she finished 
buttoning her cardigan. She wore her work 
uniform with pride: dark blue trousers, white 
blouse with a small blue tie and a red sweater. 

When Ramona headed out to the bus stop, she 
almost stumbled over Papa’s four wheeled 
walker, which was now damaged beyond re-
pair. Mrs. Mendez, who spent her days not on 
Fox, but acting as a one-person neighborhood 
watch, had seen Papa as he pushed his walker 
down the sidewalk, then stumbling slightly as 
one of the wheels flew off. She helped him 
stagger back to his house. There was no money 
this month for a replacement. 

Ramona arrived at Union Station and took her 
place behind the ticket counter. There were 
self-service kiosks installed throughout the sta-
tion. Some travelers would only use those; but 
some preferred to talk to a ticket agent in per-
son. After six months, Ramona thought her job 
was secure. She had an extraordinary ability to 
remember train schedules: which trains were 
on time, which were late, what gate for what 
train, timetables, prices. She felt valued. 

It was 7 a.m. and the rush hour was in full 
swing. A line of people waited for Ramona’s 
help. Then, a man burst forward into the front 
of the line, handed Ramona a wallet, and said 
that he had found it on a bench in the waiting 
area. Ramona took the wallet and placed it 
carefully on a ledge below her counter. When 
there were no more people in line, she opened 
the wallet. Inside was a one-way train ticket to 
Green Bay, a large button, possibly for a coat, 
and more money than she could count all one 
hundred-dollar bills. 

Surely, this belonged to the tall Black man in 
the camel hair overcoat, neatly dressed with a 
silk scarf. She had waited on him earlier and 
remembered the missing button on the front of 
his coat. Surely, he would be back, inquiring 
about someone turning in a wallet. She put the 
wallet back on the ledge. 

 

But the hours went by and he never appeared. 
She wondered if she should tell her boss, old 
Mr. Madorey. The procedure for lost items was 
to take them to the lost and found desk at the 
end of her shift, where they could be logged 
in—date, time, and description. She decided 
against it. If the tall man didn’t miss the mon-
ey, didn’t get on the train, didn’t want his but-
ton, and never asked about a lost wallet, what 
would it matter if she kept it?  She shrugged 
off the slight guilt which descended over her as 
she finished her shift, stuck the wallet into her 
purse and returned home. 

“Papa,” she cried. “I’m home. And I have 
some good news. I got a raise at work and now 
we can replace your walker.” Papa grunted and 
continued watching the late afternoon soap op-
eras. 

************************************* 
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 VE-DAY 
by John Simonds 

It was the seventh of May 1945 when my fu-
ture wife, Nancy, and I (both 15 years old) 
stood on the roof of the Town Hall in South-
bridge, Massachusetts. We and several others 
had volunteered to stand on that roof every 
evening that month, watching for German air-
planes that we feared could someday bomb our 
little town to smithereens.  Southbridge, 
though a small village, was the home of the 
American Optical Company, the largest eye-
glass manufacturer in America. That factory 
was also involved in making optics for the 
Norden Bombsights that were installed in 
American planes pummeling Germany. And 
so, we stood for hours on that roof with our 
binoculars, waiting for the enemy to fly over-
head and praying that they wouldn’t. 

One chilly evening. I put my arms around Nan-
cy. Our first kiss followed in short order. If we 
were to be bombed, we could at least share our 
feelings that night. We vowed to stay together 
forever, no matter what the future would bring. 

The next day was declared VE-Day when the 
war officially ended. We, like all Americans, 
celebrated. Nancy and I and our school friends 
poured out of the high school and ran through 
the Main Street of Southbridge. We formed 
into a snake dance that is shown in the photo 
here. I was the first in the line, Nancy was the 
second. 

We kept our promise of staying together for 68 
years when, sadly, Nancy died. The Nazis nev-
er came to our little town, but, every year Nan-
cy and I reminded each other of the snake 
dance and the kiss on the Town Hall roof.  
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  SWIMMING TO BRISTOL 
by Helen Sarkis 

Even in the years before the passage of Title 
IX in 1972, girls played sports such as basket-
ball, volleyball, softball, field hockey, tennis, 
water ballet, and cheerleading. I was no excep-
tion.  I loved sports, especially swimming. 

In 1937, I was six years old and the youngest 
of five children ranging from 6 to16 years. We 
lived in the Highland Park area of Rochester, 
enjoying sledding and ice skating on the Lily 
Pond across from our house on South Avenue. 
My father, Raymond O’Hara, taught us to 
swim in the Genesee River. After work on hot 
summer days, he would pile us in the car and 
drive to a friend’s property on the river’s edge. 
We loved swinging out over the water on a 
rope tied to an enormous tree and dropping 
down with a huge splash. 

When I was older, we swam in the two public 
pools in Genesee Valley Park. It was an all-day 
affair, with lessons in the morning and free-
swim in the afternoons. Every 45 minutes the 
“horn” would blow, and we would vacate the 
pool so the next group of swimmers could 
jump in. Then, we would all line up to do it all 
over again! 

Swimming became more serious when my 
aunt gifted me with a membership at the 
Knights of Columbus on Chestnut Street. They 
had a pool with a high platform from which we 
could jump or lose our nerve and retract. I 
learned the proper swim strokes including 
front crawl, backstroke, sidestroke, breast-
stroke, butterfly, surface dives, treading water, 
underwater swim and lifesaving. I became ful-
ly certified to be a City of Rochester lifeguard, 
hired to work the city pools and Charlotte 
Beach during the summers while attending 
Brockport State. I graduated with a degree in 
Physical Education and Health, then taught at 
Monroe and Spencerport high schools.  

One day, my friend of many years and now a 
HAP resident, Ann Nealon (Sarkis), invited me 
to her home on Park Avenue to meet her fami-
ly and especially her older brother Fred. She 

explained that he was a workaholic since he 
was the financial head of their household; he 
worked all the time. We had a good time, so 
Fred asked me out. I told him that it had to be 
early in the morning since that was the only 
time I had free. During the summers, I was the 
waterfront director at Camp Onanda on Canan-
daigua Lake. On our first date, we had a lovely 
breakfast in a small restaurant in Canandaigua. 

I was known as “Skipper” at camp since I 
taught canoeing. Each summer I guided camp-
ers on a 12-mile canoe trip down to the south 
end of Canandaigua Lake and up the West Riv-
er, where we camped overnight. Sadly, aggres-
sive mosquitos ended our overnight trips.  

In time, my breakfast with Fred turned into an 
engagement, a marriage and becoming mother 
of five children. Each one of our children com-
peted in their own specific sport and each won 
awards from school, private clubs, state organi-
zations and national events. For more than 25 
years, I was a stay-at-home mom and a loyal 
presence at sporting practices and events. 

I also had Fred – a man of boundless energy. 
He turned a hill into the Bristol Mountain Ski 
Area, adding tourism and wealth to the com-
munity. After Fred put in a chair lift ascending 
to the summit of 1200’ Bristol Mountain, he 
decided he could use similar technology to de-
scend the cliff to the Lake. Once he completed 
Bristol Harbour Village Condominiums, he in-
stalled two gondolas that provided full access 
to the beach until they were replaced by a mod-
ern elevator. 

I lived in the Cliffside condominium for over 
forty years and had the Lake literally at my 
front door. It was such a pleasure to see the 
beauty of the Lake in all the seasons. I still 
love the water and all that swimming has 
blessed me with in life.  

 

********************************************* 
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WHAT’S IN A NAME 
by Frank Maley 

As told in the February 2021 issue of The 
Highlands Review, my wife Gladys and I 
headed off to the NYU Medical Center to 
begin our post-doctoral studies in Biochemis-
try. I worked in the laboratory of Dr. Severo 
Ochoa, department chairman and a highly re-
spected scientist, who with Dr. Arthur Korn-
berg, a graduate of the Rochester Medical 
School, would receive the Nobel Prize in 
Physiology and Medicine in 1959, a year after 
we began our careers in Albany.  Ironically, 
their work was basically wrong in the premise 
they were attempting to prove. Stuff happens.  

Gladys worked on the biosynthesis of the vita-
min riboflavin in the laboratory of Dr. Gerhard 
Wolfgang Eugen Plaut, in whose house we 
were married in Madison, WI. Much of her 
work was done in the dark, literally, using ul-
traviolet light to isolate a key intermediate in 
the biosynthesis of riboflavin. My project was 
much less exciting, involving the isolation of 
an enzyme involved in DNA synthesis.  

We met some very interesting people in the 
department, mainly on coffee breaks.  One 
was a professor of surgery who picked the 
brains of the biochemists for his own research. 
We became very good friends, though he was 
some 30 years older than we were. Originally 
a Canadian, he was awarded a medal for brav-
ery by King George V in WWI, received his 
medical degree from McGill University and 
served in the American Army in WWII. His 
dry wit and intelligence so impressed us that 
we resolved to name our son, if we ever had 
one, after him. His name was Louden Corsan 
Reid and, as he didn’t care for his primary 
name, he preferred being called Corsan.  

After finishing our post-doctorates, we sought 
a job where we could work as a team.  Easier 
said than done. On several trips to Albany to 
visit Gladys’s sister and family, we also visit-
ed a friend from Madison, who was now an 
assistant professor of Biochemistry at Albany 
Medical College. He informed me of an open-
ing in a small research group at the NY State 

Department of Health. The guy I interviewed 
offered a position for me but not one for 
Gladys. We could work together but she would 
have to get her own funds through research 
grants. Though not an exciting offer, it was the 
only one we had, so we took it.   

We moved to Albany in the winter of 1958, 
when winters were winters, with icy roads and 
six to eight foot drifts. Our combined income 
at that time, my salary from the state for teach-
ing biochemistry and Gladys’s research grant, 
came to the princely sum of $9,900 but we 
never went hungry. We worked there together 
for a grand total of 96 years and our incomes 
did improve. 

About a year after we arrived in Albany, our 
first child arrived, a daughter. Two years later 
another child arrived, another daughter. Should 
we gamble again? Four years later Gladys 
practically guaranteed me a son, so I took her 
at her word, and she came through.  

We named our son Corsan Reid Maley, and his 
namesake was so elated that he took the train 
from NYC to Albany, bearing gifts. When he 
died several years later his wife gave us the 
watch he wore in WWI and which our son 
converted to a bob as a young man.   

While we were proud to name our son after 
someone we admired so much, our son never 
fully appreciated his name and its significance. 
His contemporaries dismissed it and it was of-
ten misspelled. When he had his family, his 
children were given simple names like Nick, 
Tom and Grace. Ironically, his daughter has 
the same name as Corsan Reid’s wife. I am 
sure it was not intentional.  

************************************* 
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Contributions to the Beautification Fund are used to provide landscaping amenities not covered by the 
routine maintenance budget. All donations are welcome, but those of $500 or more will be recognized 
with a plaque. Those wishing to donate to the Beautification Fund can contact Lloyd Theiss at 641-
6372. Donated item(s) and their location will be mutually agreed on by the donor and Lloyd to assure 
a good fit with The Highlands master landscaping plan. Lloyd will update that master plan with the 
landscape architect this summer.        

 

                    

JUNE IS BUSTIN’ OUT ALL OVER 
by Nancy Robbins 

Highlanders are jumping on the bandwagon, adding enthusiastically to the Highlands at Pittsford 
Beautification Fund. The campus is taking on an exciting new look. Donated or identified since our 
last issue of The Highlands Review are: 

Highlands at Pittsford: Beautification Fund Donors 
(date of contribution) 

Bolger, Don & Peggy – Flowering Crabapple Tree, in honor of Dick Merrill (2015). 
Daughters of Nancy Robbins – Two Butterfly Gardens (2021).  
Ford, Jeffrey & Laurie – Stewartia Tree, in honor of our families (2021).  
Graves, Marguerite & Family – Rhododendrons, in honor of Harry Graves (2020).  
Robbins, Nancy – Gingko Tree, in honor of Jay & Judie Griffin (2021).  
Russell, Linda & Family – Frog on Bicycle sculpture, in honor of F. Murray Russell (2021).   
Smith, Nancy – Fat Albert Spruce Tree (2015). 
Steiner, Janet & Family – Beech Tree, in honor of Edward Kokkelenberg (2020).  
Tubbs, Julie – Meditating Frog sculpture, in honor of Alan P. Tubbs (2021).  
Tubbs, Julie – Weeping Japanese Maple Tree, in honor of her Family Tree (2021).  
Weaver, Jean & Family – Rhododendrons, in honor of Sterling Weaver (2021).   
Woods, Anne – Fire Pit (2021). 
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SPRING, A FICKLE SEASON 
by Nancy Brush 

 

Spring can be so fickle - 
One day its sunny and 70 degrees, 

The next it snows. 
Our spirits follow course 

With highs and lows in no sequential order. 
But isn’t that like life itself? 

So unpredictable! 
Awesome, sunshiny times make spirits sing, 

Then our of nowhere 
A loss, an emotional storm, or physical ailment 

And we are desolate. 
Fortunately, like spring, the trend is good 

For more sun and birdsong, 
And a rainbow of gardens in bloom. 
Let’s enjoy these days while we can 

Since dark clouds always loom on the horizon. 
 




