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View from the Chair: 2020

Connections

In my town, the use of the
Indian mascot for our sports
teams has been a huge
controversial topic. A couple of
years ago, | ran into a good
friend who asked if | had read
the mascot article that was in
the paper that morning.
Thinking we knew where we
both stood on this issue, we
guestioned how the other side
could possibly think what they
thought, and what was wrong
with them anyway?!? She then asked if | was going to the
mascot meeting being held by the side that | was not on. That
is when | told her that as passionate as we both were about
this issue, we were indeed on opposite sides. Because we
respected and liked one another and had such a good
connection, we were able to have a good laugh and move on.
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This incident stuck with me for a long time. | now understood
how two friends who respected and liked each other could be
so passionate in their beliefs on opposing sides of an issue. |
knew | was not going to change how | felt about this issue, and
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she was not going to change her beliefs. | asked myself if |
could listen to her and others on that side and see if there was
a better way of understanding what they were experiencing.
This is when | recognized what a difficult time she and others
were having at the thought of losing the mascot that was
actually part of their identity. | learned a lot that day about
listening and what it has to do with connecting to people. As
soon as you can recognize what someone is feeling and
acknowledge it, you are connecting in a meaningful way.

Brene Brown is a research professor who writes about how
connections give our lives meaning and purpose. We are social
beings who are hard-wired for connecting. Most of the time,
we surround ourselves with family, friends, and people who
are like us.

Right now, we are a divided country on many issues, and we
have a crisis of disconnect in our society. We are dealing with a
global pandemic which has killed so many people world-wide
and has caused great disruptions in all of our lives. If we are
going to change, we must find ways to connect on all things
we share as humans. According to Brene Brown’s research, we
need to have hard conversations, share joy and pain, and we
need to do it with people who are different from us.

I, like all of you UMASC members, look forward to the days
ahead when we will be back strong on campus, enjoying all the
opportunities for learning, socializing, and connecting. Until
then, | wish you all well. Stay safe and enjoy all the
connections that you have, and maybe you can reach out to
someone you know who could use an unexpected connection.

Carole Baldwin, UMASC Board Chair

University of Maine
Senior College at Augusta
19t Annual Meeting and Appreciation Day

Thursday, July 9, 2020

The annual meeting of the University of Maine at Augusta
Senior College was held via Zoom on July 9, 2020. Carole
Baldwin, Chair, presided, and there were 40 participants.

Greg Fahy, Dean, College of Arts & Sciences and member of
the UMASC Board of Directors expressed appreciation from
UMA for our “presence on campus and cyberspace” and for
acting quickly to move to online classes. Greg Fahy expressed



appreciation of the Concerts Committee and said that during
the 17 years of the Concerts at Jewett there were over 20,000
attendees and that this was the “single biggest source” of
UMA participation in the life of the community.

Four retiring Board members were recognized: Bob Dodge,
Jerry Nault, Jane Paxton, and Martha Tait. Three Board
positions that were vacated early were filled by Kathleen
Crilly, Kay Fiedler, and Ann Sullivan. In addition, the
Nominating Committee nominated Phil Fishman and Dan
Mitchell. The membership approved the nominations.

Jane Paxton expressed appreciation of the Office Committee,
both for their support during registration and the technical
and operations support that they have offered. Kay Fiedler
and Shelly Gerstein co-chair this committee and Shelly
Gerstein and Gale Mettey are responsible for our handsome
catalogs and a website that makes us all proud. The
committee’s support has helped make online teaching a
possibility.

Carole Baldwin expressed appreciation of UMA, especially for
its support in the form of classrooms and administrative
support from Pam St. Peter. Carole Baldwin expressed
appreciation of Pam St. Peter, and Vice-Chair Barbara
Livingston as well as for Anne Cardale, Program Coordinator
of MSCN for Zoom training. Kay and Shelly expressed their
appreciation of Pam St. Peter.

Henrietta Baker expressed appreciation of the faculty. She
spoke of the wide range of classes that are offered and the
time and effort that instructors invest in these volunteer
positions. She encouraged others with interest/expertise in
an area to step forward and explore the possibility of
teaching. Plans for remote classes both at UMA and Senior
College were discussed and the Office Committee and Anne
Cardale of the Maine Senior College Network are prepared to
assist anyone who is interested in teaching online.

Irene Forster

UMASC in 2021

It does look Covid-19 is going to be with us a while longer.
That means we will most likely be spending even more time
than usual inside this winter. UMA Senior College is working
on putting together a Winter Lecture Series (a replacement
for our usual Brown Bag lunches) to help keep us connected
and engaged. These presentations will begin on January 12th,
and will be held weekly on Tuesday afternoons at 1 PM. As
has been the case in the past with our Brown Bag gatherings,
these lectures are free and open to the public, so be sure to
recommend them to your friends.

The Senior College Curriculum and Office Committees are
already gathering ideas, taking suggestions, and recruiting
instructors to offer a variety of interesting, informative, and

free Zoom classes for the spring 2021 semester. As the
schedule comes together, Senior College will provide email
and snail mail updates, and the UMASC website will be
updated.

Rumor has it that Frank Johnson will be jazzing things up
again come spring, and Mike Bell will give us new perspectives
on our New England history. He certainly hit one out of the
park (Fenway, of course)
with his fall semester
course, We Are Coming,
Father Abraham. Mike’s
creativity provided a
wonderful example of how
modern technology can
transport us back in time to
experience a pivotal
moment in our country’s
history. This gave us the
opportunity to hear a
moving discussion between
Abraham Lincoln and
Frederick Douglass.

Our spring 2021 semester will begin the week of March 15th.
Ideas, suggestions, and instructors for lectures and classes are
needed. If you know someone who might have an interesting
topic to present, contact the Senior College office. If you have
an interest or hobby you are passionate about, consider doing
a lecture to share this with others. If there is a subject, event,
or person that you would like to learn more about, pass this
along, and the staff of volunteers will try to find someone to
teach it.

In order to have a dynamic slate of classes and lectures in
2021, your input is needed. Contact the UMA Senior College
office at office@umasc.org or leave a message at 621-3551
and someone will return your call.

Kay Fiedler

Maine Women Take Center Stage

Maine Women Take Center Stage was a perfect name for a
course leading up to the celebration of the Year 2020, the
100th anniversary of the legalization of women’s right to vote.
It took strong and creative women to never give up during
this historic time in our country. Maine is the home of many
women who have made a difference in the lives of people.

Our instructors, Linda Williams and Sue O’Halloran, provided
us with a list of women who made important contributions to
the arts, literature, science, medicine, politics, education,
social services, and philanthropy. Our role was to pick a
woman, do some research, and present her to the class. How
exciting to learn about so many women, some of whom | had
little or no knowledge of!
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For the next few issues of the //luminator, | plan to invite you
on a journey to explain why these women DID take center
stage. In each installment, | will describe the life and
accomplishments of some of these amazing women.

Barbara Cooney (1917-2000) was a renowned children’s
author and illustrator who published 110 books during her
long career. Cooney was especially known for her carefully
detailed artwork. Three of her most outstanding books are
Miss Rumphius, Ox Cart Man, and Chanticleer and the Fox.
The book that seems to have affected the people the most is
Miss Rumphius. That story was based on a real person, Hilda
Edwards, who arrived in South Bristol, Maine from Bristol,
England, in 1904 at age 15. She lived in Christmas Cove, and
when she walked to the post office, she began dropping
lupine seeds (although not native to Maine)
along her way. The wind would blow the
seeds everywhere. No one really knew that
W she was doing this except for her friends who
 called her “The Lupine Lady.” She is partly
responsible for the gorgeous show of lupines
21 throughout Maine’s countryside. Our
S| presenter gave us each a packet of lupine
4 seeds to plant in our gardens. Can’t wait to
see what happens!

Dahlov Ipcar (1917-2017) is known for her colorful,
kaleidoscopic-styled paintings of intricate and geometric
design, which usually featured animals. Early in their married
life, she and her husband lived on a farm in Georgetown,
Maine, where they started a family and had two sons. They
grew their own food, raised animals, and sold milk and eggs
for money. This lifestyle influenced her paintings of their
heavy draft horses and domestic farm animals. Later on, her
style of painting was outside current art movements. Dahlov
also wrote and illustrated forty children’s books and four
fantasy novels. In addition, she created ten large mural
projects for public buildings, two of which were for the U.S.
Post Office (LaFollette, Tennessee and Yukon, Oklahoma).
Some of her murals in Maine are located in the Bath Public
Library and Mid Coast Hospital in Brunswick, where she was
cared for in the end (dying at age 99). Her works can also be
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found in permanent collections in museums throughout the
country.

Louise Nevelson (1899 —1988)
emigrated from Ukraine with her
family when she was very young and
moved to Rockland, Maine. Later, as
a young adult, Nevelson studied art in
New York City and Germany. She first
gained attention for her sculpture in
the early 1940s, and by 1950 she had
developed her sculptural style using
unconventional materials, including
discarded pieces of wood that she  ByLym Gilbert - own work. cC BY-5 4.0, hupsy/
commons.wikimedia.org/w/index. php?curid=83041746
received or found on the street. She
is known for her huge single-color wooden wall pieces and
outdoor sculptures. Nevelson especially liked using black to
emphasize shadow and light. Her room-sized wood sculptures
draw from different art movements, including Abstract
Expressionism, Cubism, and Surrealism. In our class, the
presenter brought in bags of discarded pieces of wood,
divided us into four groups, and gave us ten minutes to see
what we could do to create our own sculpture. How amazing!
We all became sculptors ourselves!

Moving on to politics, our class learned about Frances Perkins
(1880-1965). President Franklin D. Roosevelt appointed her
U.S. Secretary of Labor. Perkins was the first female cabinet
member in the United States, and she
tirelessly served FDR throughout his
term in office—1933-1945. Perkins
was the main force behind the New
Deal jobs programs. Her numerous
accomplishments include the Social
Security Act, laws establishing old-age
pensions, unemployment, survivor
benefits, the Civilian Conservation
Corps, the Fair Labor Standards Act,
anti-child labor laws, and the
minimum wage. For many years
Frances lived in Washington, D.C., but she considered the
family property in Newcastle, Maine, her true home. In 1946
Perkins wrote the best-selling biography of FDR entitled The
Roosevelt | Knew. Truly, Frances Perkins was a selfless woman
who devoted countless hours to the betterment of our
country.

Public Domain

Priscille Michaud

The Red Chest in the Living Room

If you are reading this, then | have already passed on, passed
through, passed over, and you, dear ones, are likely faced
with the tasks of cleaning up the debris of my life. | know it
can’t be helped. At a minimum, someone has had to manage
my body when my spirit took leave. Still, | apologize to you in



advance for the burden that will fall to you.

Beyond that obvious problem of leaving my body behind, | am
also aware that | will be leaving personal belongings. | am
trying not to hoard, but there will still, | know, be an
abundance of objects for you to manage.

My advice is: throw them all out. Disperse. Release. Move on.
| know you won’t do that utterly as you are likely to notice
your grandmother’s kitchen cupboard. Although you do not
truck in antiques, you will remember this as the last truly
valuable antique she held. She knew that, given its history
from Americana circa 1700s with square wooden pegs, it
could gather a good sum of money at auction should she ever
need the cash. So will you sell it? | don’t care. But | am
delighted to imagine your thought process. | had to arrange
my kitchen just so to house the thing!

So my advice is: move it on out any way you wish. But as you
do, remember to notice the dining table. Please gather its
extra leaves from the closet. Those leaves will be needed by
someone whose family, like ours, sits down for four or nine or
fourteen on any given day. Be amazed, please, in what good
working condition the table remains. | have loved it well.

So other than a quick look with pleasant memories, my advice
is to move it on out as quick as you can.

Be careful, dears, with the red chest in the living room. It is
heavy and lined with cedar to protect ancient cloth. But inside
is not lightweight material. It is laden with memorabilia of

family members gone on before: obituaries, death certificates,

baptismal records, newspaper articles about their lives,
photographs, perhaps, and loving letters of condolences sent
to us with comforting intent. The red chest is really heavy and
gets heavier when you open it.

After that, my advice is to just move it on out! Don’t worry too
much about the houseplant in the corner. It is true that it was
grown by your brother and outlived him by 30 years. But not
everyone loves jade trees. It is too big to move anyway. |
guess you will have to hire a mover or try to chop it down.

Perhaps one thing to watch for is the various books and jars,
music boxes, and old satin bags. It is true that | pop money in
the dark places for those moments we might need some cash.
Probably you will find some hundred-dollar bills. It is possible
that you might even find one hundred hundred-dollar bills. |
do try to spend more recklessly when they pile up, but they
are so hard to spend and easy to store. Certainly, move things
on out but try not to throw out the cash!

Oh, and as you do this with your brother or sister, be sure to
save the stories. | do love the stories most of all. Remember
the lives we have shared and the ones you are still creating.

Hold these dear, but move the stuff on out.

Jacqui Clark

I Love My In-laws

Even though they’ve passed on, | still do. Remarkable people.
Johnsons from Duluth, Minnesota.

Grandpa Johnson, Arthur, came to the United States by boat
to Ellis Island as a young boy. His given name was originally
Westerbak, but his father changed it to Johnson to make it
easier for everyone to spell. He was born in a Swedish enclave
in Finland under the Tsar Of Russia.

His family settled outside of Duluth in Alborn, about 40 miles
away. When it came time to go to high school, that meant
going to Duluth. For four years, he would take the train into
the city (his Dad was a railroad section boss), staying in the
city for the week, then returning to Alborn for the weekend.

Arthur spent his career in the construction trades as a hod
carrier. Shake hands with the man, 5-7, 135 pounds, and your
hand comes away mangled. He helped to build Duluth from a
young, growing city into the world-class inland seaport it is
today.

Grandma Johnson, Gunvor, also came to this country by boat
to Ellis Island at age 16 — alone. Relatives picked her up to take
her to Duluth but almost refused to do so. Gunvor had a black
eye; they thought the worst about how it might have
happened, were embarrassed, and almost left her standing on
the dock.

Fortunately, she was able to convince them she had been
jostled in the rush to get off the ship and caught an elbow to
the eye. Gunvor became a waitress. “Johnny,” as she became
known, was so proficient, she was in demand and eventually
able to work only the most prestigious venues in Duluth.

They were also very proficient in family matters, raising six
girls, followed by two boys. Every one became an
accomplished adult. | am very humbled that while they were
still alive, | was able to tell them that the best thing that ever
happened to me was marrying into their family. Marion and |
celebrated our 60" wedding anniversary in October 2020.




On the other hand, | was an only child. My father’s family
came to this country from England in 1629, first settling in
Salem, Massachusetts, then Bow, New Hampshire, and
finally Patten, Maine. My mother was a Fort Kent Beaulieu,
three-quarters French, one-quarter Mi’gmac — an Acadian,
whose family, as | understand it, somehow avoided the
banishment to Louisiana by the English to become Cajuns.

| like to think of our two families as part of America’s
backbone, earliest settlers on the one hand, immigrants on
the other, hard-working and combining to achieve the
American dream.

Bob Woodbury

Christmas in 100 Easy Steps

My mother loved Christmas. She enjoyed all the decorating,
gift-wrapping, and cooking that came with the holiday. She
created a tradition and a standard that | have tried to
emulate in my home.

Mom took special pleasure in procuring a huge Christmas
tree and decorating it over several days. We had inherited
tree ornaments from a myriad of great aunts, so she chose a
different theme every year. We had gold trees, silver trees,
red and white trees, trees adorned with old-fashioned
mercury ornaments and antique toys. She had several sets of
colored lights and strung the ones that best complemented

her tree theme. Because my parents had six children over 12 |

years, it seemed there was always a curious toddler in the
house. Mom set aside a small portion of the tree, low
enough to be explored by tiny hands, decorated with all
unbreakable, shiny baubles. The rule was that we could
touch all we wanted—with one finger. She always finished
the trees with tinsel, each strand carefully placed
individually, hanging evenly on both sides. It was a rite of
passage in our house to be deemed old enough to help with
the tinsel. (Only later did we realize that this was a brilliant
form of kind manipulation!) Mom kept a small photo album
with pictures of her trees, each neatly labeled with the year
it was created. We had a standing joke that she had more
pictures of her Christmas trees than she did of her children!

My mother’s enjoyment of wrapping Christmas gifts was
extraordinary. We had a huge family, and she insisted on
presenting a variety of beautifully decorated packages for
each of us, including twelve grandchildren. In early
November she transformed her sewing area into a well-
stocked gift-wrapping station. Climbing into the chilly attic,
she located the matching papers, ribbons, and tags that she
had purchased right after Christmas the year before. Often
there were special decorations that matched the
wrappings—she spared no expense at 70% off! Especially for
Martha Stewart’s designs which she favored in her later
years. She systematically wrapped a few gifts every day so
that her creativity stayed fresh. She paid incredible attention

to detail, coordinating wrappings and writing short messages
on each gift tag. | am grateful that | have saved some of
those cards which remind me to go beyond the typical “To
and From” format.

Mom rose to the challenge of cooking holiday dinners for a
multi-generational crowd of over twenty people every year.
She created her menu and work plan days in advance. She
was a master at balancing my father’s insistence on
traditional foods with kids and grandchildren who came
home every year with their latest vegetarian or vegan or
gluten-free diets. She usually baked six to eight different
pies, spaced over four or five days. Cranberry sauce and
applesauce could be made ahead. She baked turkey-shaped
cookies decorated with chocolate jimmies right after
Thanksgiving, sealed them up in Christmas tins, and hid them
in a different place every year so we couldn’t find them
before Christmas Eve. On Christmas Day, she got up early to
put the huge turkey in the oven. She had a list of job
assignments that included every child of every age—from
peeling potatoes to passing out the after-dinner mints. The
job list was very clear that Mom was off duty as soon as we
had eaten—dishes were on the rest of us.

m | grew up looking forward to

& Christmas every year, even after |
stopped believing in Santa Claus.
My mother made it a special,

& magical time. How did she do it?
What did I learn from her? Aim
high and make a plan to
accomplish your goals. Break big
jobs down into small doable
tasks. Make lists. Start early.
Take your time and do each thing
as well as you can. Think ahead—
buy wrappings on sale. Invest in
good tins and lots of waxed
paper and plastic wrap—food can be made ahead if you
preserve it well. Include everybody in decorating and making
dinner. Get all the work done ahead so you can spend
holiday time enjoying your family. Mom set a high standard
for creating holiday celebrations. Each year | try to live up to
her legacy. Though | never do as much as she did, | make
Christmas fun. | decorate a mean Christmas tree and wrap
fun packages, but | never learned to bake a decent pie!

Margaret Bean

The Magic of Senior College

On a Tuesday morning in early September, about 20 of us
met at an abandoned drug-store parking lot on Augusta’s
east side to organize a car parade. It was to be a surprise,
and since we were in the midst of a Covid-19 pandemic, we
had to mask, and we had to be socially distanced. We were
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there not to say goodbye but to say good luck to our dear
friend — Colleen Foster.

Our love affair with Colleen started about four years ago when
we met at a UMA Senior College beginner bridge class. The
magic of Senior College had begun. Our instructors, Suzanne
Rosenberg, Norma Blazer, Barbara Livingston, and guest
lecturer Peter Rosenberg had emphasized that the best way
for us to learn this complicated game was to practice. They
suggested that one person volunteer to keep us playing.
Colleen raised her hand to volunteer, and that was the
beginning of this one-woman crusade to make us better bridge
players and to have fun at the same time!

Unless there was a weather or other unplanned event, we
played bridge every week for over four years thanks to
Colleen. We started playing at UMA itself—in the cafeteria, in
the library, at the Klahr Center, wherever Colleen could find us
space and tables to accommodate 16-20 bridge players—who
weren’t necessarily quiet when they did something wonderful
or stupid or just crazy!!

We continued to take bridge classes at UMASC. We lost and
gained members to our group, but we stayed together, thanks
in large part to Colleen. Our instructors continued to provide
us with new ideas and strategies. As we grew in numbers, we
needed a consistent location for our weekly games. Colleen
found us room at the Homewood Suites extended lobby.
Although the indoor temps were often chillier than outside
and kept us on our toes, we thrived helping each other learn
this complex game. Of course, the weekly schedule of snacks
Colleen organized also helped. When the virus hit, and we
could no longer get together physically, Colleen instructed us
on using Bridge Base Online so we could still play together
once or twice a week.

Colleen also thought a yearly holiday party would be lovely for
our group, and so she managed to arrange for us to have an
annual pot luck lunch and bridge tournament at the Viles
Mansion. After games and lunch, Colleen provided sweet
prizes and arranged a holiday sing-along with Peter Rosenberg
at the piano. We also had pot luck get-togethers at the
Rosenbergs’ on the lake and Norma Blazer’s beautiful home,
all centered on food and bridge and laughter!!

And now we are full circle — back to the beginning of our story.
About two months before, we found out that Colleen and her
husband had plans to move from Augusta to be close to her
family in southern Maine. We put our 24 collective heads
together via email, trying to come up with a plan to recognize
Colleen while still keeping safe. Dee Dee Brown made a
beautiful card with inserts so we could write messages about
how much Colleen meant to each of us individually.

We thought a car parade would be the best way in this
pandemic world to make sure Colleen knew how much we

loved and appreciated her. We slowly got the card to each of
the bridge players to sign and write an individual message and
contribute to a gift for Colleen.

Rae Ann French
organized a walk
with Colleen so we
would know she’d
be home. And our
car parade went to
the Mayfair
neighborhood
where Colleen had
lived for 43 years.

It was bittersweet as we all had not seen each other for six
months or more, and we had to stay socially distanced, but it
was as they say, “better than nothing!” And Colleen was
surprised!! We had pulled it off. The magic continued. It was a
wonderful occasion to give all of our best wishes to our
brilliant friend!!

Linda Dodd
PIP

The Online Slang Dictionary defines
the word “pip” as “a real character”
or “areal pain in the butt.” But I'm
giving the word a whole new shade
of meaning and hereby proclaiming
this year — 2020 —as A REAL PIP OF A
YEAR: Pandemic, Isolation, Politics. If
you are as old as | am (and few are),
you're likely looking back through
the years trying to remember one
that compares — “pain-in-the-
buttwise — to this one. War years,
(take your pick), years in which there
were gas shortages, riots, protests —
none compare.

For one thing, | haven’t worn a mask since | was seven years
old. It was Halloween, my mask was black, and | wore a witch
hat and my big brother’s black coat. At each door, | tried to
cackle like the witch in Snow White, but | couldn’t seem to
impress any of the neighbors who — instead of leaping back in
fear — seemed amused at my high-pitched cackle. It was
raining and, when | got home and removed the mask (which
was a cross between cardboard and cheap cotton), little black
rivulets ran down my face. Even so, wearing that mask was
more fun than donning a mask every time | go to Hannaford’s.
But worse still is listening to people rant about how their
freedom is being curtailed by all this social distancing/
handwashing/mask business.

Good thing they didn’t have to deal with the nuns. They



invented social distancing. My daughter attended Mount
Merici, and at her senior prom, only Catholic boys from
Cheverus High School were allowed to attend. Two eagle-
eyed nuns served as chaperones. They made sure there was
distance — and plenty of it — between partners on the dance
floor.

The least troublesome aspect of PIP is isolation. I've read
time and again, it’s a serious problem for seniors. Not so for
me. I've spent days going bra-less and make-up free and
wearing frayed T-shirts. I've walked more, read more,
cooked more (and eaten more). I'm lucky to live in a rural
city where the streets are fairly empty ( except for dog-
walkers), so | can go mask-less whenever | step out the
door. And the best part of isolation is silence. I’'m convinced
that mankind suffers from silence-deprivation. Not sleep —
or love — or hunger. But good old silence. Think what might
happen if silence were imposed on human beings for just a
day. If TV lost its voice, if we all had to clam up and
communicate in a non-verbal way, if spouses couldn’t
pound on each other verbally — if Sean Hannity had to shut
up. Am | on to something here? Would silence bring more
self-reflection resulting in fewer wars and fewer necks
wrung? We'll never know — until mankind shuts its collective

yap.

Which brings me to the last and most miserable aspect of
PIP: politics. No silence there. Just a constant, neverending
stream of invectives. But here’s where we all have a choice.
We can press the “end” button on the remote and enjoy
silence; or sit transfixed watching all the meaningless
palaver. I'll admit to sitting transfixed on occasion — which is
likely why my blood pressure medication was recently
increased. But there is something compelling about politics
— lunacy notwithstanding — like watching a Stephen King
movie. You know it’s not real — but it could be. Yikes!

Eventually, a vaccine will be approved (an authentic, science
-blessed vaccine), herd immunity will come to pass, the
pandemic will come to an end, and we’ll all celebrate —
much like a war’s ending. We’'ll discard our masks, hug
whomever, haul out the make-up, let the dust collect on the
piano, cook less, eat less, but keep walking more. Even
better, the election season will be over, and CNN, MSNBC,
and Fox News will have to resort to reporting real news and
weather. Neighbors will neighbor, and kids will play in the
street again. And those of you under 40 will someday be
able to say to your grandkids, “The year 2020? That was a
REAL PIP OF A YEAR, and | survived it.”

Marilyn Canavan

UMASC Website

Are you wondering what classes will be offered next
semester or when registration begins? Have you signed up
for an upcoming class, but would like to know more about

the instructor? Lost your copy of the latest issue of the
Illuminator before you finished reading it? All of this and
much more is available on the UMASC website—
WWW.Umasc.org.

Contribute to the llluminator!
To be considered for the spring issue of the /lluminator,
please send your articles, stories, poems or artwork to the
editor, Ann Sullivan, at office@umasc.org. The deadline is
May 24, 2021.

Book Groups
Senior College has two book groups. One meets on the third
Monday of the month, and the other on the fourth
Thursday. The groups include both men and women. We
read a variety of books chosen by the group itself, and the
discussions are enthusiastic and lively. Interested? Call the
Senior College office (621-3551) and leave a message.

Gerry Mahoney

Hero of Hallowell—and Senior College

Gerald Mahoney died September 1, 2020, at the age of 78.
He was honored as the Citizen of the Year in 2009 by the
City of Hallowell for his contributions to the history of the
city and for his efforts to restore monuments
commemorating Hallowell’s past as a source of prized
granite and as a bustling shipping port. He helped create the
Museum in the Streets and participated in bringing part of a
crane from the granite quarry to Granite City Park. In 2003,
based on records he discovered in the Hubbard Free Library,
Mahoney published a book, Ardent Spirits: The Franklin
Debating Society: A Social History of Hallowell, Maine in the
Early 19th Century. He also compiled the letters of John
Drew, a 19th-century sea captain of Hallowell. Born in
Michigan and educated as a lawyer, Mahoney served as a
special agent for the FBI. In 1996 he was named as the
Bureau’s Agent of the Year.

Gerry was an active member of UMASC during its formative
years. He was an instructor in the fall semesters of 2005 and
2006. He taught enjoyable—and informative—courses on
the at-sea adventures of John Drew and the captain’s
contributions to the commercial life of Hallowell and its
surrounding towns. Gerry was a member of the UMASC
Board of Directors from the fall of 2008 to the spring of
2010, and beginning in 2009, he was on the Publicity and
Arts and Presentations Committees. Those who served with
him on committees may recall the slightly amused—
sometimes bemused—smile of the professional investigator,
as we novices on the Board struggled with how best to
approach an issue. Quiet and calm in demeanor, Gerry was a
source of wise counsel for all who sought it. His
contributions to Senior College should not be ignored.

Charles Acker
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TUESDAY PRESENTER

Jan. 12 Louis Fontaine

Jan. 19 Larry Wade

Jan. 26 Mike Bell

Feb. 2 Zachariah Selley

Feb. 9 Deborah Barnett

Feb. 16 Elizabeth Reinsborough
Thurs. 2/18 Elizabeth Reinsborough
Feb. 23 David Greenham

Mar.2 Theresa Kerchner

Robert Tredwell

/ Winter Lectures

These presentations will begin on January 12th, and will be held on Zoom, mostly on Tuesday
afternoons at 1 PM. The lectures are free and open to the public, so be sure to recommend them to
your friends. Check the website (umasc.org) for more information.

TOPIC

Reveille @ 6:15, Pancakes for Breakfast
Ships and the Logistics of Moving Goods Worldwide
Pathfinder: Phil Crane and the Conservative Revolution

Tour Through the History of Photography

Food Preservation 101

Traveling in South Africa, Part 1
Traveling in South Africa, Part 2
Speaking Out Against Hate, Prejudice, and Bias

Introduction to Conservation Burial

Why Don’t the Herring Swim out of the Weir? /
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