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The View from the Chair 

Resolutions and Habits 

The ancient 
Babylonians are said 
to have been the first 
people to make New 
Year’s resolutions, 
and that was four 
thousand years ago! 
They made their 
promises to their 
gods, whereas now 
we make our 
resolutions to 
ourselves. Every year 
forty-five percent of 
Americans make New 
Year’s resolutions 
about exercise, 

weight, money, hobbies, health, and spending more time 
with family and friends. But unfortunately, only eight 
percent of those resolutions reach their desired goal.  

After four thousand years of practice, one would think we 
could be more successful, so why is the success rate so 
dismal? The areas that people target for resolutions 

involve changing or developing new and different habits. 
And that requires time, repetition, and effort. We spend 
our whole lives developing habits that comprise about 
forty percent of our daily activities. These are routine 
everyday things like brushing our teeth, eating meals, and 
driving the car, and we have learned to do them without 
really thinking about them. Habits really drive our lives! 
Sometimes, we recognize that one has gotten out of hand 
and want to break it; that involves changing behaviors. 
Some small habits are hard to get rid of. I remember when 
we got rid of our landline phone, it took a long time before 
I could walk into the house and not look at the wall where 
the phone and answering machine had been. 

Our habits are wired so deeply in our brains that we 
perform them automatically, but scientists now say that 
creating new behaviors by rewiring the brain is possible 
through all stages of life. For example, developing a new 
habit of dealing with a cell phone and learning to text was 
not easy for me until I practiced it enough for it to become 
routine. So the old adage “you can’t teach an old dog new 
tricks”  is just not valid. 

As we move towards our 2023 New Year, if you are one of 
the forty-five percent who like to make resolutions or just 
want to change or add a new behavior, there is good news 
from James Clear, the author of Atomic Habits. 
Implementing small changes in behavior can change your 
life because behaviors build on each other. Performing one 
good behavior leads to another, and repetition over time 
leads to a habit.  

In light of this, I hope to work on some simple habits in the 
year ahead. The simple act of drinking more water is one, 
as it keeps me from being dehydrated (which is a problem 
for me). Also, I will continue to feed the birds no matter 
the weather. It gives me pleasure and a way to reflect on 
what I am grateful for in my daily life, keeping me positive 
and living in the moment. 

And, of course, another habit for all of us at UMASC is to 
check our fabulous website to see all the activities and 
information that are available at your fingertips. So let’s all 
have a great 2023! 

     —Carole Baldwin, UMASC Board Chair 
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National Parks of the West       

During the fall semester of 2022, 
Elizabeth Reinsborough taught a 
class on the national parks of the 
West. We visited over 80 national 
park sites in Arizona, California, 
Washington State, Idaho, 
Oregon, New Mexico, Utah, 
Nevada, Hawaii, and Alaska. Over 
the eight-week course, we 
learned about how the national 
parks got their start, the 
structure of the National Park 

System, and the many challenges facing the park system. 

The National Park System contains 423 sites (including 63 
with the actual national park 
designation), 121 national 
monuments, as well as sites of 
cultural and historical 
significance. Only Congress can 
designate a site as a national 
park. However, a national 
monument can be established simply by presidential 
proclamation. 

The site must possess significant scenic, historical or 
scientific qualities to qualify as a national park. The park 
system collectively preserves and protects magnificent 
landscapes, towering mountain ranges, glaciers, ancient 
and active volcanos, canyons, seashores, fossils, unusual 
natural flora and fauna, and cultural and historic places 
and artifacts. 

National Park historian Edwin C. Bearss aptly stated that 
“treasures of our national park system belong to all of us, 
both legally and spiritually. These tangible evidences of our 
cultural and natural heritage help make us all Americans.” 
Before attending this class, I had no idea that the National 
Park Service protected such a wide variety of treasures. 

Elizabeth started the first class by showing us a United 
States road map. She had marked all the routes she and 
her husband John had driven as they traversed the 
country over several decades, visiting many of the 
national parks multiple times. We visited the parks 
vicariously, but I really felt like we were right alongside 
her as she made us aware of these unique places. 

A Sampling of the National Parks 

I cannot adequately describe this course without 
highlighting a few of my favorite national parks. I’m sure 
other people who attended the class also have their 
favorites. I was very impressed by the national parks of 

the Southwest, especially those with deserts and canyons 
in Utah and Arizona. The scenery, colors, wildlife, plants, 
and trees of these desert parks are unique and so different 
from any of the parks here in the eastern United States. 

My favorite sites were the many national monument sites 
that preserve the multiple-story cliff dwellings of the 
indigenous peoples of the southwest. It is amazing to think 
that over a thousand years ago, indigenous peoples made 
their homes on the sides of towering cliffs located 
hundreds of feet above valley floors, overlooking what was 
highly productive agricultural country at that time. Visitors 
can see such buildings at parks such as Canyon De Chelly, 
Montezuma Castle, and Walnut Canyon National 
Monuments. 

 

In Utah, we witnessed the beauty of the arid southwest as 
we visited Arches, Bryce Canyon, Canyonlands, Capital 
Reef, and Zion National Parks. Wind, water, and time 
sculpted crimson-red, pink, and orange sandstone layers 
into plateaus, pinnacles, arches, and canyons thousands of 
feet deep. 

5-storey dwelling at Montezuma Castle, 100’ 

Arches National Park 

Cheryl Fontaine 
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The class also got to experience some well-known parks as 
non-typical tourists. First, we took a five-day hike with 
Elizabeth and John along the Tanner Trail and Escalante 
Route in the Grand Canyon.  

Next, we went on a three-week backpacking trip as they 
followed the 211-mile-long John Muir Trail extending from 
Yosemite National Park to Mt. Whitney.  

Finally, we took a two-day mountain climb up snow-
covered Mount Rainier with John and Elizabeth as they 

ascended the 
14,400-foot 
mountain. 
Although not 
quite as high as 
Everest, this 
was still a 
difficult climb 
requiring 
crampons and 
ropes.  

 

By far, the most magnificent and secluded parks are those 
of Alaska. First, we took a cruise to Glacier Bay National 
Park, where we got an up-close look at a glacier calving 
into the ocean. Next, we traveled through parts of Denali, 
Kenai Fjords, and the largest of all national parks,  
Wrangell-St. Elias National Park. The national parks of 
Alaska comprise 65 percent of the area of the entire 
National Park System. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Challenges to the National Parks 

The National Park Service faces many challenges while 
working to protect and preserve its 85 million acres. 
Ironically, the increasing popularity of many national parks 
is problematic for the Park Service. Given the growing 
number of people who visit each year, the Park Service 
must plan to manage access to the parks’ most popular 
sites. But perhaps the parks’ most significant challenge is, 
and will be, to survive and adapt to climate change. Plants 
and animals must adapt to quickly changing climatic 
conditions. For example, the glaciers are disappearing in 
many parks, and scientists predict Glacier National Park 
will lose its glaciers sometime between 2030 and 2080. 
Drought and massive wildfires have impacted many of the 
parks of the west. Sea level is rising along the coastal 
parks. The Park Service is also battling all kinds of human-
introduced invasive species, both plant and animal, which 
out-compete the native species for resources. 
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Elizabeth is uniquely qualified to 
teach this course. Born in 
Northern Ireland, she was 
educated at Queens University, 
Belfast, and University College, 
London. She worked in a plant 
breeding program in Tanzania 
and taught biology in Maine for 
twenty years. She and John have 

traveled widely in the United States, often with a focus on 
our national parks. Elizabeth enjoys hiking, and for twenty 
years, she was a maintainer on the Appalachian Trail in the 
100-Mile Wilderness. In teaching this class, Elizabeth 
shared with us a lifetime of her experiences visiting these 
parks. She teaches with generosity, humility, and humor. 
As a result, we got to experience places most of us will 
never have a chance to see or to set foot on. Thank you, 
Elizabeth, for sharing with us. I hope that you will offer a 
companion class in another semester, this time dedicated 
to the national parks of the East. 

Finally, whether a visit to a national park is in your future 
or not, John Muir, would urge you to “Climb the 
mountains and get their good tidings. Nature’s peace will 
flow into you as the sunshine into the trees. The winds will 
blow their freshness into you and the storms their energy 
while cares will drop off like autumn leaves.” 

          —Cheryl Fontaine 

No Longer Hesitant to Make a Photo Book 

Senior College offered a new class this fall titled “Finally 
Making that Photo Book.” The title implies a desire to 
make such a book, while recognizing that it is just not 
getting done. The reasons? Procrastination, technology 
fears, being overwhelmed by photos, and not knowing 
how to start. 

We had nine willing but somewhat anxious students, game 
to dive in and give it a go. We boiled the process down to 

four steps, devoting two class sessions to each module. 
The first and most important step was to consider why you 
want to make a book (determining the story you want to 
tell) and for whom. The next three steps included: 
researching and selecting photos, sequencing them into a 
story, and finally working with the photo bookmaker 
software to create the book.  

The reasons for making books varied among students. 
They ranged from capturing the beauty of an annual 
Florida trip with friends, documenting challenges 
presented by Covid during summer visits with 
grandparents, creating a grandmother’s autobiography for 
her grandchildren, and a remembrance of a sister’s life. 

Learning how to upload photos and working with the 
photo book technology presented some initial challenges. 
But eventually, everyone got it and began having fun 
working with design options and embellishments. The 
students gained skills and confidence. So now the question 
is not IF they will make another photo book, but WHEN! 

            —Elise Klysa 

Time of Remembering 

Janet Cowperthwaite has been teaching Writing Workshop 
at UMA Senior College for a few terms. I’m glad I finally 
got in on the fun. The writing prompts are always 
surprising. There is a moment of panic when the prompt is 
given, and you know you have 15 minutes to write 
something. I write a sentence, and then another thought 
just flows from that sentence. Sometimes I’m amazed by 
what I am thinking.  

Here is an example of one of her prompts: She read a 
quote from Isabel Allende. “There is a time to live and a 
time to die. In between is a time to remember.” What 
have you taken up and given up in this time of 
remembering? 

In this time of remembering, I pick through a treasure 
chest of creative expression—uncut gems of art, writing, 
cooking, and the whispered stories that are my 
daydreams. Self-expression is my vehicle for reviewing, 
revealing, and resolving. Acts of self-expression become a 
practice of meditation, a practice of gratitude, a practice of 
giving. 

In this time of remembering, I give up the collection of 
things and take on simplicity. I give up the desire to 
acquire and take up freedom. I give up disappointment 
and take up acceptance. 

In this time of remembering, gates to opportunities have 
closed behind me. I ask my heart to open to the passing 
moments. There are parades of moments waving flags at 

From left to right: Instructor Elise Klysa, Cindy Buschman, Car-
olyn Wheeler, Diane Pratt-Rossman, Judy Feinstein, Joan 
Meehan, and Mick O’Halloran 

Elizabeth Reinsborough 
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this audience of one—flags drawing attention to 
celebrating, flags warning of coming losses, banners of 
praise that require urgent delivery. 

I am watching. I am listening, I am waiting. I am living in 
the soft, undulating folds and sharp flaps of this 
procession. 

          —Stephanie Harkness 

The Hall of Fame, the World Series, and 

Boys from Maine 

The Astros beat the Phillies, and the 
2022 World Series is history. I didn't 
have a genuine interest in rooting for 
either team, although the Phillies are 
an East Coast team deserving 
allegiance. It was nothing like last year 
when the Braves beat the Astros in six 
games for their first title in 26 years.  

The first World Series that I watched 
was the 1957 series between the Milwaukee Braves and 
the New York Yankees. Milwaukee won that Series, and I 
became a lifelong Braves fan. The Braves roster included 
Hall of Famers Warren Spahn, Eddie Mathews, and Henry 
Aaron, with other luminaries like Joe Adcock, Del Crandall, 
Billy Bruton, and Lew Burdette. The young Henry Aaron 
captivated my attention and remained my favorite player 
until his retirement.  

The following year the Braves and Yankees met again in 
the Fall Classic, with the Yankees winning in seven games. 
The 1958 Braves had a 27-year-old right-hand pitcher who 
pitched one scoreless inning with two strikeouts. That 
young pitcher was Carlton Willey of Cherryfield, Maine. A 
kid from Maine pitching against the New York Yankees in 
the World Series! 

The Braves should have been in the World Series again in 
1959, but they lost a three-game tie-breaking playoff with 
the Dodgers. That year Aaron led the National League with 
223 hits, a .636 slugging percentage, and a .355 batting 
average. It wasn't easy being a Braves fan in Maine with 
little prospect of seeing your heroes in person. However, 
the Braves were only a few years removed from being the 
Boston Braves, and for several years into the early 1960s, 
the Braves and Red Sox would play an exhibition game on 
a scheduled off-day in August. The game was established 
as a fundraiser for the Jimmy Fund. 

In 1961 I begged my father to take me to the Jimmy Fund 
game to see my Braves. Finally, he relented, and we saw 
the Braves with a roster that closely resembled the 
nucleus of those formidable 1957-1959 teams. They 

played the game under a light drizzle, but the best part 
was the postgame activity. My father took me to the gated 
players' parking lot behind Fenway where the team bus 
was waiting to take the Braves to their hotel. There they 
were in the flesh—Aaron, Mathews, Spahn, and Carlton 
Willey. I tried to make my way to Hank for an autograph, 
but I couldn't wedge my scrawny butt past the 6'4'' Joe 
Adcock. But being mere feet away from three future Hall 
of Famers was thrilling.  

I did get Carlton 
Willey's signature 
(still have the 
scorecard!). 

I didn't see Hank 
play again until 
April 1969, when I 
saw him hit his 
512th home run 
off Denny 
Lemaster in the 
Houston 
Astrodome. Then, 
in 1974 a friend 
and I traveled to 
New York to see 
Hank's final 
appearance 
against the Mets 
at Shea Stadium. 
The night Hank hit 
his 715th homer, I 
left a class at the break to hurry home to witness history.  

I was absorbed with sports throughout the 60s and 
followed Hank Aaron's career intensely. Hank was my 
favorite but not the only player whose exploits I admired. 
Vada Pinson of the Reds, Minnie Miñoso of the White Sox, 
and Tony Oliva of the Twins were a tier below Hank but   
All-Stars in their own right. Vada was a speedy 
centerfielder who hit 256 homers and stole 305 bases 
during his career. Minnie was the "Cuban Comet" who 
played three of his prime years in the Negro Leagues 
before becoming an ML rookie at age 25 after Jackie 
Robinson broke baseball's color barrier. Minnie went on to 
have a stellar Major League career playing in five decades. 
Tony was a three-time American League batting champ 
with a beautiful lefty stroke; he led the league in hits five 
times and doubles four times. I still have the 34" Tony 
Oliva Louisville Slugger model that I used playing semi-pro 
baseball in the early 70s. 

After Hank retired, the Braves went through some very 
lean years, but I continued to be a faithful fan. Around this 

Frank Johnson 
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time, my brother-in-law and I became close friends. He 
was a die-hard Yankee fan from the Mickey Mantle, Yogi 
Berra, Whitey Ford era. One of the perks he had acquired 
from his job was access to tickets—Red Sox, Celtics, and 
Patriots. He was a very vocal Yankee fan, so in order to 
provide him with adequate security, I would often 
accompany him to games. This collaboration enabled me 
to attend World Series games at Yankee Stadium in 1976, 
1977, and 1978.  

These were my first and only World Series experiences, 
and they were memorable. In '76, we saw the last two 
games of a Big Red Machine sweep with a Cincinnati 
lineup that included Pete Rose and Hall of Famers Johnny 

Bench, Joe Morgan, and 
Tony Perez. My brother-
in-law claimed that, as a 
kid, he was rebuffed by 
Whitey Ford for an 
autograph in a hotel 
elevator in Boston. As a 
result, he was fairly 
persistent when he 
confronted baseball 
immortals. Before Game 
3 of the '76 Series, he 
spotted Brooklyn Dodger 
great Pee Wee Reese and 
leaped over a railing to 
successfully shake his 
hand and get his 
signature. In the 
following two years, we 
witnessed back-to-back 

titles for the Yankees with wins over the Dodgers. One of 
the 1978 Yankee wins took place on a sunny Saturday 
afternoon. South Portland right-hander Jim Beattie gave 
up only two runs in a complete-game victory. A kid from 
South Portland pitching for the Yankees in the World 
Series! 

The Braves' and the Yankees' fortunes ebbed and flowed 
during the 80s, but I still provided security periodically for  

my brother-in-law. In 1984 he and his wife invited my wife 
and me to join them for a weekend in New York. For us, 
the highlight of the weekend was the Saturday afternoon 
Old Timers' Game at the Stadium. The Yankees would be 
playing the Twins in the regular game. 

We got to our hotel in Hoboken Friday afternoon and 
made our way to the lounge. After a drink and some 
conversation, we headed back to our rooms. My wife and 
her sister were walking ahead of us and didn't seem to 
notice the elegant man walking past them toward us. We 
looked up and realized that Joe DiMaggio was in our path. 
We instinctively cut him off by blocking his exit. He was 
very gracious, although he must have wondered who in 
hell these two guys were. We made some small talk, and 
he seemed reassured that we weren't going to rob him. 
We excitedly caught up with our wives to brief them 
about our encounter. One of them said, "Oh, Joe 
DiMaggio, isn't he Mr. Coffee?"  

The next day looked to be anti-climactic. The Old Timers' 
Game was going to feature former Yankee greats and 
former members of the Minnesota Twins teams. The 
exhibition game was canceled due to inclement weather, 
so we settled in for the Yankees vs. Twins regular game. 
Around the third inning, I needed to visit the restroom 
and left to attend to business. On my way back, I saw a 
group of guys sitting together, joking and enjoying the 
game. It took me a moment to realize that those were 
former Twin players, and among them was Tony Oliva. I 
introduced myself to Tony, and the next thing I knew, I 
was having a beer with Tony Oliva and his old teammate 
Cesar Tovar. I could have spent the next several innings 
with my new friends, but I figured my wife was thinking 
(or wishing) that I had been kidnapped, so I'd better get 
back to my seat. My brother-in-law was duly impressed, 
but not so much the ladies. If they couldn't get excited 
about Joe DiMaggio, they weren't going to be impressed 
with Tony Oliva. 

This summer's Hall of Fame induction ceremony was 
memorable for me. The Golden Days Era Committee 
selected Minnie Miñoso and Tony Oliva as Hall of Fame 
members.  

Two baseball heroes from my youth were finally 
recognized for their outstanding careers, and their 
selection rekindled days on local diamonds where 
neighborhood kids would spend summer days emulating 
their favorite Red Sox players, while I pretended to be 
Hank, or Tony, or Minnie, or Vada. Now I could say that I 
once had a beer at Yankee Stadium with a Hall of Famer. 
Not bad for a kid from Maine! 

          —Frank Johnson 
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My Friend Lana 

The high-speed train from 
Rome raced into the Bologna 
Central Station, and the doors 
swung open. I quickly pulled 
my backpack on, grabbed my 
carry-on from the luggage rack, 
and joined the swarm of 
people exiting the train. I 
stepped out into the blinding 
sunlight – a stark contrast from 
the tunnel the train had been 
careening through at speeds 
up to 240 km/hr over the past 
30 minutes. As my eyes 
adjusted, I found myself on a 
busy city street. Everyone 

seemed to know where they were going and walked with 
purpose.  

I got my phone out and punched in the address of the 
apartment I had rented for the week. Google Maps 
informed me that it was two miles away. There were all 
kinds of buses outside the train station, but I didn’t have 
the language skills or mental energy to figure out which 
bus would take me close to my destination, so I decided 
to walk.      

A day earlier, I had landed in Rome for the start of my 
solo bucket-list Italian vacation. Rome was chaotic and 
crowded, and I had spent most of the day trying to 
navigate through the throngs of people who were in the 
city to watch the Rome Marathon. I was looking forward 
to my time in Bologna, where I was enrolled in a week of 
Italian language classes at a language school. I had read 
that Bologna was a city where Italians came for vacation 
and was less popular with international tourists than 
Rome or Florence. According to the language school 
brochure, taking language lessons in Bologna would 
provide more of an authentic Italian immersion 
experience than the programs in those more famous 
cities, precisely because there were fewer tourists.  

Bologna was also known as the Food Capital of Europe, 
and I love Italian food, so I signed up for two nights of 
Italian cooking classes through the school. I followed the 
directions on Google Maps and passed shop windows 
with all kinds of homemade pasta, colorful fruit and 
vegetable stands, and all sorts of cheese. The aroma of 
garlic filled the air from the outdoor cafes. It seemed that 
there was a gelato shop on every corner. I made my way 
past the University of Bologna, the oldest continuously 
operating university in the world, and through the narrow 

and convoluted streets of the ancient Jewish ghetto to the 
apartment I rented for the next week.  

Interestingly, the apartment was above a Chinese 
restaurant called Gusto Chengdu! I got the key from 
Mario, the landlord, and set out for supper at one of the 
Italian restaurants I had passed. I also 
wanted to scout out the location of 
Cultura Italiana, my language school 
for the next week. After a delicious 
dinner of homemade tagliatelle alla 
Bolognese, I found the building that 
housed the language school. A 
fifteenth-century building, it was 
once the home of the first Lord of 
Bologna and was only a fifteen-
minute walk from my apartment.  

The next day, I woke with anticipation and a little anxiety 
about what I would encounter on my first day of class. It 
was an immersion program consisting of four hours of 
grammar and pronunciation in the morning, followed by 
an afternoon and evening of cultural activities, such as 
walking tours and cooking lessons. All conversations 
would be in Italian as students came from many different 
countries to improve their language skills. I knew that I 
would be placed with other beginners in the morning and 
that all levels would be together for the afternoon 
sessions. I was anxious because I would likely be one of 
the oldest students in the class and would have much 
more difficulty learning than the mostly college-aged 
students I expected would be enrolled at the school. I 
made my way to my assigned classroom for grammar and 
was pleasantly surprised to find that the only other 
“absolute beginner” in my class was another woman who 

seemed close to my age.  

Svetlana (Lana) had sparkling 
blue eyes and a quick smile. She 
was wearing denim overalls 
over a white t-shirt and a wool 
sweater. She had arrived in 
Bologna from Odessa, Ukraine, 
ten days earlier to escape the 
invasion by Russia. She had left 
with only the clothes on her 
back and a few personal items 
that fit in a small backpack. It 
had taken her three weeks to 

make her way to Bologna from Odessa, and she had 
traveled on foot, and by bus, truck, and boat. She came to 
Bologna because her daughter was a student at the 
University of Bologna. Her daughter insisted that she 
learn to speak Italian as she would be living in Italy until 

                   Donna Walsh 

       Svetlana 
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the invasion ended. Lana told me she hoped she would be 
able to return home to Odessa in a month or two.  

Lana spoke Ukrainian and Russian fluently, and I only 
spoke English, but we became fast friends. Most of our 
communication was through gestures, Google Translate, 
and the assistance of Vladimir, a student from Russia. He 
was currently a student at Oxford and was hoping to brush 
up on his advanced Italian. Vlad, who was fluent in 
Russian, English, and German, was kind and went out of his 
way to translate for us when we struggled to understand 
each other or the instructors.  

Lana and I were inseparable 
during the week. We went to 
cafes for expresso on our 
breaks, ate our lunch together, 
and always walked with each 
other to the other afternoon 
and evening activities offered 
through the school. We shared 
many laughs during the week as 

we struggled with our Italian. I found out that she was a 
widow with a daughter and a sister still in Ukraine; she was 
very worried about them. She learned that I was also a 
widow, had recently remarried, and had three young-adult 
children. We exchanged cell phone photos of our homes 
and families. I came to understand that she had left 
Ukraine with very few belongings; every day, she wore her 
denim overalls, white t-shirt, and sweater to class.  

On the last evening in Bologna, we planned to meet 
outside the school to walk together to the restaurant for 
our “graduation.” Lana was always on time, but it was 20 
minutes past our designated meeting time when I finally 
saw her running up the street toward me. Her eyes were 

puffy, her nose was red, and I could see she had been 
crying. She saw me and started gesturing to me with her 
arms, making explosion noises and repeatedly saying 
Odessa, Odessa. I somehow understood that there had 

been an explosion in Odessa. 

I quickly googled CNN and saw that the Russians had 
bombed the harbor just outside the city. I gave her a big 
hug and started crying with her because of the senseless 
destruction happening in Ukraine. We stood on the side of 
the street, hugging each other and sobbing. Finally, she 
took a deep breath, linked arms with me, and together we 
walked to the restaurant.  

I’ve often thought about my week with Lana over the past 
seven months. My frustrations and challenges while 
traveling do not come close to the horrors she has 
endured. I had months to plan my trip and looked forward 
to my five weeks in Italy with anticipation while she had to 
leave her home within a week with only the clothes on her 
back. Lana had no idea when or if she would ever return to 
Odessa, her home for her entire life. Yet, she pressed on 
with determination, humor, and grace. It is amazing what 
we are capable of when faced with challenges. Lana was 
genuinely inspiring to me. Traveling out of our comfort 
zone to another country, state, or part of town and truly 
getting to know people who are different from us enables 
us to see others with a unique perspective and 
understanding. It opens our eyes to others in a profoundly 
satisfying and enriching way. Since my return home from 
Italy, I have closely followed the news of Ukraine’s 
invasion.  

Nearly one-third of Ukrainians have been forced to flee 
their homes, and, like Lana, each of these resilient people 
has a story to tell.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Whenever I have the opportunity, I share the story of my 
friendship with Lana. Her story reminds us of the strength 
and courage of the people of Ukraine, the resiliency of the 
human spirit, and the reality that we are all connected as 
citizens of the world.  

           —Donna Walsh 

2022 bombing of Odesa. (2022, December 1). In Wikipedia. https://en.wikipedia.org/

wiki/2022_bombing_of_Odesa  
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Barbara McCarthy 

The passing of Barbara 
McCarthy has left a hole in 
our world, especially here 
at UMASC. I always enjoyed 
having Barbara as a student 
in my classes. She was 
insightful, funny, and not 
afraid to mix it up a bit, 
both with her fellow 
students and me. And I was 
so happy that she had 
found a niche teaching art, which was her passion and joy.   

I had not seen her in two years...damn COVID...and I knew 
that she had some health concerns, so I was very glad to 
see her again after a Friday class. 

A few weeks ago, we had a chance to get caught up in the 
hallway in the Jewett building. She, of course, was curious 
about how I was, what Amy was up to, and how the lad 
was faring. I showed her a picture of him and mentioned 
that he was now nearly six foot three! Her eyes expressed 
the wonder of that image, and I could see that Barbara-
smile behind the mask. She clearly recalled the days when 
Jonathan would sit underneath a desk in the classroom 
and munch on a snack and watch something on the iPad. 
She told me about her family and living with COVID and 
how this health setback she had experienced was not 
going to set her back. "There is nothing I can do, so why 
worry?"  She was so happy with being back, sharing her 
love of the art world with students at UMASC. 

We parted.  I was 
done for the day, and 
she was just getting 
set up. As I made the 
turn to head out of 
the building, I turned 
and looked back. She 
had paused and was 
waving at me. I waved 
back and continued 
on my way. That's 
how I always will      
remember my friend. 

 

Full of life and happy to share her passion for art with the 
world. Unbowed by the curve balls life can throw at you 
(we talked a lot of baseball) and curious about the lives of 
others.  

                            —Mike Bell 

 

How to Succeed 

 

“Your feet will 
always touch the 
earth where they 
are supposed to.” – 
Ojibwe saying 

 

Has my career path been the result of luck or destiny? 

When I was about five during World War II, I discovered a 
love for big band music. I loved The Camel Caravan, a radio 
program on Sunday nights at 10 pm. It featured Glen Gray 
and the Casa Loma Orchestra and was sponsored by Camel 
Cigarettes. The orchestra’s theme song was Smoke Rings. 

That was way past my bedtime on a school night. So I had 
to smuggle my radio under the covers. Please remember, 
I’m speaking of a radio about a foot-and-a-half high, a foot 
wide, and maybe eight inches thick. 

Imagine if you walked into your kid’s room at 10:15 pm   
and saw this big lump sticking up in your kid’s bed with      
a soft glow emanating from beneath the covers, along with 
some really swinging jazz music... I sure fooled my parents,   
didn’t I? 

My love of sports was fueled by radio. The World Series 
and Saturday Night Fights, all sponsored by Gillette. Local 
sports broadcasts on the radio featuring Eddie Owen in 
Bangor, Fred Gage in Lewiston, and Don McWilliams in 
Portland. 

My goal in life was to attend the Massachusetts College of 
Pharmacy, so I could work with my father, who was not just 
my Dad but also my best friend. Unfortunately, that dream 
came to a crashing halt my senior year in high school when 
Dad told me we didn’t have the money. Back then, you 
paid for what you bought, and if you didn’t have the 
money, you didn’t buy it. Had to look for something else. 
Luck or destiny? 

After high school graduation, my mom was selling 
appliances for the W.B. Arnold Company in Waterville. She 
got me a job delivering stoves, refrigerators, washing 
machines, and dryers, sometimes up two or three flights of 
stairs. It didn’t take long for me to figure out I didn’t want 
to do that for any length of time. Oh – when I wasn’t 
delivering appliances, I was cleaning restrooms. 

One Friday night, the Waterville High School football team 
was playing a game at the North Street Field. It was a big 
deal because they had rented portable lights—rather 
unique in the mid-50s. I got a parking place next to the end 
zone, watched the game from the car, and listened to it on  

 

Bob Woodbury 

Barbara McCarthy 

Mike Bell 
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the local radio station, WTVL. 

The gentleman doing the game REALLY wasn’t very good, 
missing a lot of what was going on. As I drove off, I said to 
myself I could do better than that. His name was Ken 
Chase, and he had no interest in sports—none. He went on 
to a very distinguished award-winning career in news 
broadcasting in Hartford, Connecticut. 

The next day, WTVL’s owner said he didn’t have a job for 
me, but I could “shadow” Ken to games to see how it was 
done. Ken encouraged me to learn quickly, so he didn’t 
have to get up at 4:30 am for his morning shift after 
broadcasting sports until 11 pm the night before. Luck or 
destiny? 

I had a very thick Maine accent, which wouldn’t do in 
radio. So I sat in front of a reel-to-reel tape recorder five 
nights a week, reading a newspaper cold until I lost the 
accent. Actually, it never did really go away. That was in 
July. Meanwhile, I had joined the Naval Reserve prior to   
my senior year and got the notice to report for active duty 
shortly after graduation. 

I wasn’t sure radio was what I wanted to do and wished I 
didn’t have to go so soon. Then, at a Reserve meeting, I 
saw a notice about tests for Annapolis. While I was 
reading, the Executive Officer came by and asked what I 
was looking at. I told him and said I was interested, but the 
test was in November, and I was to report for active duty in 
October. 

He looked at my high school grades, said I’d be a good 
candidate, and would apply for a deferment for me. I was 
hoping for six months. I got two years. I took the three-
part test, passed two parts with flying colors, and failed 
the third miserably. No Annapolis, but two more years to 
see if radio was for me. Luck or destiny? 

After the deferment ended, I reported for duty in Newport, 
Rhode Island, in October 1958. The following spring, my 
destroyer was part of a 28-ship armada. It traveled along 
the St. Lawrence River and the Welland Canal around 
Niagara Falls, and then entered the Great Lakes. This was a 
celebration of the opening of the St. Lawrence Seaway and 
an opportunity to show off the United States Navy to the 
mid-west. For the first time, sea-going ships (salties) could 
enter the Great Lakes.  

My ship first visited Detroit, then Port Huron, Michigan. 
We traveled through the locks at Sault Ste. Marie into Lake 
Superior and on to the end of the lake, landing in Duluth-
Superior Harbor between Minnesota and Wisconsin. The 
first night in Duluth, a buddy of mine and I went “cruising” 
for ladies and figured the best place to look might be a 
movie theater. We saw the motion picture, John Paul 
Jones. 

We left the theater before the end and waited outside to 
see who would come out. Finally, two very attractive 
blondes emerged. I particularly noticed one of them and 
said to myself, “That’s the girl I’m going to marry.”  

In fact, we DID get married after being together a total of 
seventeen days over the period of a year and a half... We 
celebrated our 62nd anniversary last October. 

NOT PART OF THE TEST—THIS WAS DEFINITELY DESTINY. 

 

 

 

 

 

    

 

 

 

 

 

Shortly thereafter, our young family was about to expand. I 
had returned to work at WTVL, and the salary wasn’t really 
conducive to building a family. After work one Monday, I 
drove to Bangor, a larger market with larger radio stations 
and larger salaries. I had no idea where I was going. Upon 
entering the city, I noticed a big WABI sign on the hill 
ahead. I pulled over, went in, and asked for an application. 

The receptionist asked, “Radio or television?” On the 
outside, I stayed calm. But my brain was going a hundred 
miles an hour – TELEVISION! TELEVISION! REALLY! GO FOR 
IT! I calmly said, “Television.” I filled out an application; 
they interviewed me and said they’d get back to me. On 
Wednesday, I received the only telegram I ever got in my 
life. Scared to death, I opened it. It asked if I could come to 
Bangor for an on-camera audition. 

I could, I did, and afterward, I was asked when I could 
come to work. Two weeks later, I was a television news 
anchor. WABI-TV was Maine’s first television station, going 
on the air one day before my birthday that year. I joined 
them eight years later. Television in Maine was still in its 
infancy, so it was an exciting time to be in television. ALL 
local television was live, and we produced a lot of live 
television. Make a mistake, and the next day at the grocery 
store, you quickly found out it had been noticed, but 
always in a friendly, neighborly manner—even in a helpful 
“you’ll do better next time” sort of way. 

Marion and Bob 
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Daphne and Tom Wright 

TV was black and white, a big TV set was 21 inches, and 
you had to go to the set and turn the controls to change 
channels or the volume. Console TV sets were elegant 
pieces of furniture, sometimes combined with a turntable 
for records. 

I worked there for nine years. When I started, I had 
absolutely NO television experience. However, within a 
year, I was promoted to production director--writing and 
producing all local commercials and some programming. In 
addition, I was responsible for four departments and about 
20 people. I left and returned to WTVL because I loved kids 
and wanted to broadcast more sports to tell Central Maine 
what good kids we had. 

It must have been the right decision considering the 
awards I received during my career – prestigious awards, 
given to me by people who knew who I was and gave them 
to me anyway. 

Meanwhile, I turned down jobs with the Red Sox in Boston, 
with the Lutheran Church in America in Philadelphia as 
head of audio-visuals, and for the LCA on Madison Avenue 
in New York as head of Press, Radio, and Television--all of 
which would have increased my salary considerably. 

Luck or destiny? 

“Your feet will always touch the earth where they are 
supposed to.” – Ojibwe saying 

             —Bob Woodbury 

 

Barn Quilt Trail Extends  

into Somerset County 

Driving around Franklin County, you may have noticed 
lovely traditional quilts painted on the sides of barns. They 
are part of an effort sponsored by the High Peaks Creative 
Council.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Last winter, the council, collaborating with 
Wesserunsett Arts Council, started an initiative to extend 
the Barn Quilt Trail into Somerset County.  A local 
organization, Heart of Pittsfield, encouraged area folks to 
pick up a paintbrush and join this effort.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

It wasn’t until friends started encouraging friends that this 
project really took off. Currently, 34 colorful barn quilts 
are gracing barns, houses, and fences from Pittsfield to 
Ripley. So, drive around this area and see how many you 
can spot. 

Barn Quilt Squares - Easy and Fun to Do 

Need a winter activity? Consider pulling out a paintbrush 
and get to work painting a barn quilt square. 
While there are many YouTube “to do” videos on making 
barn quilt squares, here are some easy steps to follow: 
 
1. To choose a design, Google “barn square” and select 
“Images.” You’ll find lots of possibilities. 
2. Cut a piece of cardboard to the desired size and check 
to see how it fits/looks in your space.  
3. Cut EXTERIOR 1/2” plywood BC to the desired size 
(usually 2’ by2’, 3’ by 3’, or 4’ by 4’).  
4. Paint both sides and edges of the plywood with a primer 
such as Bin or Kilz.  
5. Draw the design in pencil on the board using a 
protractor, rule, or compass. You may also pencil in your 
own design on a previously drawn grid.  
6. Place FrogTape® around sections that have the same 
color. Press the tape down firmly in order to create clean 
lines. 
7. Paint using a foam brush moving from the tape to the 
interior of the shape.  
8. Repeat for each color.  
NOTE: If mixing colors for a lighter shade, apply white to 
the color, NOT the reverse. 

Patty Pellegrino 
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To make a barn quilt 

(read from top to bottom, left to right): 

Here is the Woodruff’s finished barn quilt, 

displayed on their house below. 
 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  
  
  
          —Jane Woodruff  
  

First Christmas  

in a First House 

Natalie scootched back in her chair to 
take another admiring look at their first 
tree. The ornaments were sparce, but 
the children had helped string popcorn 
and cranberries and had made chains of 

colored paper to fill out the branches. She felt as excited 
about tomorrow as 7-year-old Janie and 5-year-old Sally. 
At 1, little Jim Jim didn’t care. How wonderful to take 
advantage of the children’s naps to tick off all that she had 
accomplished rather than struggling through the usual 
yearly ordeal of getting three children, their gear, luggage, 
and presents ready for the trip from New York to Boston 
for a holiday with family. She loved family and looked 
forward to seeing them Christmas afternoon for dinner, 
but this year was different! This year their little family 
would spend Christmas Eve and morning in their new 
house, their first house, in Reading. 

She leaned back to review her preparations:  

wreath, with gold bow chosen by the girls 

tree with the carefully wrapped presents that would 
fill the room with paper and ribbons tomorrow 
morning 

Santa’s gifts and stocking stuffings hidden in her 
closet 

ribbon candy and the special box of chocolates from 
the confectioners on the South Shore Jim was auditing 

dinner ready to go. 

 All was set! 

A quiet thump from upstairs reminded Natalie that it was 
time to rouse the children and make them presentable. As 
soon as Jim got home from his Swampscott candy 
company assignment, they could start the holiday by 
hanging Jim Jim's stocking, helping the girls with theirs, 
and putting out a treat for Santa. And he should be home 
soon since this latest account wasn’t the Pejebscott Mill in 
Topsham, Maine, or the Eastern Fine Paper Company even 
further north in Brewer, Maine!  

The next morning 

The living room was a beautiful mess. Little Jim Jim was 
having a fine time playing with the boxes; the girls were 
comparing coloring books and exclaiming over all the new 
colors in their crayon boxes. Jim and Nat both looked tired 
and happy. Even the tree, now a little askew, appeared to 
have enjoyed the party. 

Jim said, “Nat, I see one more present in the branches.” He 
reached it down and handed it to her. 

She was hurt, furious, embarrassed. They had made a 
solemn vow not to get each other a gift. Money was tight, 
and the house was their present to each other. She had 
kept her vow and so she had nothing for him. Even worse, 
the small package looked too much like a jeweler’s box, 
and she knew his penchant for buying her rings – she had 

Jane Paxton 
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one for each of their 3 
children. She looked at 
Jim with tears in her 
eyes. 

When he saw how upset 
she was, he said, “it’s 
okay, Nat. Really.” 

She unwrapped it to find 
a velvet ring box. On 
opening it, she saw 1 
chocolate. Confused, she 
looked to Jim for 
guidance, and he 

answered, “Bite into it – gently.” 

Inside was a shiny new house key. He had kept his word. 

P.S. For years our family kept that fossilized chocolate with 
a key sticking out. And eventually, Dad's annual job as 
auditor at Eastern Fine Paper did lead to his taking the job 
of comptroller in Brewer. 

                       —Jane Paxton 

Monarchs, Milkweeds, and Maine 

Monarchs, Milkweeds, and 
Maine—this was the subject 
of a unique course that UMA 
Senior College offered this 
summer. Cyrene Slegona of 
Lincolnville, Maine, came to 
Augusta to teach this four-
week course about monarch 
butterflies. She is a Maine 
Master Naturalist and has 
been involved with monarch butterfly conservation for 30 
years. These black-and-orange-winged summer visitors fly 
to Maine and beyond from secluded wintering sites in 
Mexico.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Milkweed plants are key to the butterflies’ existence. They 
are the only plants that the butterflies will lay their eggs on 

and the only plants that the yellow, black and white 
striped caterpillars will feed from. 

As well as providing lectures about the monarch’s life cycle 
and migration, Cyrene also brought specimens of 
milkweeds with eggs, caterpillars, and chrysalides to share 
with the class.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

As a result, class members had an opportunity to examine 
the different life stages of the monarch. They were then 
encouraged to sketch what they saw. Drawing requires a 
person to look closely at the subject and catch details that 
might otherwise go unnoticed. 

The last two sessions of the course were held at the Viles 
Arboretum in Augusta, where they are encouraging 
milkweed to grow in order to provide habitat for the 
monarch butterfly caterpillars. The class searched through 
the milkweed patches, but the caterpillars were difficult to 
find. So the class once again set to sketching what they 
had found: ladybugs and their larvae, tussock moth 
caterpillars, and the elusive monarch caterpillars. 

The monarch butterfly species is in a precarious situation. 
The wintering site for the migrating population is on 
tropical trees in a 73-mile-wide area in Mexico. Habitat for                       

Cyrene Slegona  

By R. A. Nonenmacher - Own work, CC BY-SA 4.0, https://

commons.wikimedia.org/w/index.php?curid=41991628 
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the butterflies and caterpillars on the route from their 
winter homes through central and eastern North America 
is disappearing because of development pressure. After 
learning this, I changed my tactic for mowing my pastures. 
I had been managing them for grass by mowing twice a 
year, keeping the “weeds” to a 
minimum. But these so-called 
weeds are home to diverse 
insects, including the monarch. 
Milkweeds offer a nursery for 
the caterpillars, and goldenrod 
provides nectar that fuels the 
“Methuselah” generation—the 
monarch butterflies that fly all 
the way to Mexico and begin the next migration.   

Cyrene made me realize that one does not need to be 
practical all of the time. An un-mowed field is not 
necessarily a sign of laziness. It could be that the owner is 
fostering natural diversity. So I think I’ll change my 
mowing strategy from now on: mow just half of the 
pastures in early July. Then I’ll sit back in the fall and enjoy 
the procession of black and orange wings. 

              —Louis Fontaine 

Senior College—Better  than Ever! 

We are pleased to 
report that the 2022 
late summer/fall 
semester was a great 
success. A quick check 
on the UMASC 
database revealsthat 
we are on track to 
serving about as 

many students as we did in the fall of 2019 before Covid-
19 struck. We had to learn how to run Zoom classes to 
make everything work. What have we discovered? Some 
folks prefer in-person offerings: “I prefer to attend in 
person because I find I can hear and interact better with 
the instructor and other attendees.” Others prefer to 
attend online: “Zoom just makes life simpler. No 
commuting, so it is environmentally sound. Most everyone 
seemed at ease chatting on Zoom, and, we definitely 
aren’t breathing on one another.” 

And because we learned to Zoom, we have attracted 
members from far-flung areas outside of Maine: Wyoming, 
Utah, Pennsylvania, Connecticut, and Delaware. In 
addition, students from beyond Kennebec County 
participated in our classes—from Appleton, Auburn, Bar 
Harbor, Belfast, Brunswick, Liberty, Newport, Pittsfield,        
                
                 

and Surry! And finally—the icing on the cake—we have 
been able to enlist instructors from Rockland (Patricia 
Sullivan and Chris Williamson), Lincolnville (Cyrene 
Slegona), Fort Kent (Dave Hobbins), and Orrington 
(Elizabeth Champeon). That is all wonderful, but what 
matters is how the students feel about their participation; 
all indicators suggest that the semester was a resounding 
success from their point of view. Here are a few 
comments: 

 Writer’s Workshop—Janet  Cowperthwaite: I think 
she has a gift for engaging people and creating an 
atmosphere in which participation is easy. 

 Complexity and the Art of Living Well—Peter 
Whitkop: What I liked most was the challenge to my 
brain. The class offered much new material to me, 
and, although it wasn’t quite what I expected, 
surprises can be really good, I found out.  

 Dames, Divas, and Dynamos—Mike Bell: I love 
history and this was a special treat to learn more in-
depth tidbits about famous actresses. 

 Finally Making that Photobook—Elise Klysa: It was 
fun to see how the participants grew as they 
exchanged ideas and gained confidence.  

 End of Life Care and Discussion—James Schneid: 
UMA Senior College “rocks,” in that it keeps us 
young and informed.  

 National Parks—Elizabeth Reinsborough: An 
absolutely fabulous class!!! I enjoyed every bit of 
it!!! 

 Spanish—Diane Dionne: I have been studying 
Spanish for more than forty years. Diane is possibly 
the best instructor I have ever had. Her Spanish is 
excellent. Her presentation clear. Classes are varied 
and interesting. No downsides to this gal. 

When we compare Fall 2022 to Fall 2019, there is only one 
area where we perhaps fell short, and that’s the number 
of offerings—thirty-one in 2019 but twenty-one in 2022. 
That’s where YOU come in! Do you have knowledge or a 
skill that you’d like to share? Do you know someone who 
would be a great instructor? Could you encourage them to 
consider teaching a class? To chat about this possibility 
with someone on the office committee or the curriculum 
committee, email office@umasc.org. To sign up, go to 
“Course Proposal” on the website (www.umasc.org) under 
the “To Do” rubric. We are looking forward to hearing 
from you!!! 

       —Ann Sullivan and Kay Fielder 

 

 

Louis Fontaine 

Ann Sullivan Kay Fiedler 
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UMA Senior College offers all sorts of opportunities to learn about our world. This summer/fall semester, book groups 
provided us the opportunity to read and discuss a wide variety of books, fiction and non-fiction. Others enjoyed 
watching and discussing classic films or learning about jazz. In the classroom, we could develop our personal or writing 
skills or study Spanish or history. Or we could learn about how geology affects environmental issues. In addition, 
geology, history, and architecture classes took us to the outside world, and we visited sites such as  Pemaquid, Port 
Clyde, Viles Arboretum, Hallowell, and Oquossoc.  Or we could participate in a vicarious visit to national parks. And, to 
be sure, our creative side was not neglected; some of us painted while others used their photos to create photo books 
with a theme. And, you know, we like to play too, and bridge is just the ticket! 
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Not looking forward to those long, cold days in the new year? Here is some good news! The UMA 
Senior College Winter Lecture Series will brighten your Tuesday afternoons! 10 great presenters are 
lined up to bring plenty of information and entertainment your way.   
 
The Winter Lecture Series (on Zoom only) is free and open to all, so spread the word and invite your 
friends and family to join us. Check the website (umasc.org) on December 28 for information about    
registration.  

January 10  Dave Hobbins          The Aleutian Islands  
January 17  Danielle D'Auria        Meeting Maine’s Marsh Birds  
January 24  Walter MacDougall         Maine’s Angel of Bataan  
January 31  Mike Bell            Silas Soule: Man of Honor & Courage  
February 7  Frank Johnson          A Retrospective of Rahsaan Roland Kirk  
February 14  Peter Rosenberg          The Century of the Surgeon  
February 21  Elizabeth Reinsborough        Wandering Around Maine  
February 28  Cheryl & Louis Fontaine       Journey to Newfoundland Pt.1  
March 2   Louis & Cheryl Fontaine       Journey to Newfoundland Pt. 2  
March 7   Patricia Sullivan          Maritime Mascots & Workers Throughout History 

Mark your calendars! UMASC spring semester will begin the week of March 20, 2023. The schedule 

will be available on the website on February 14, 2023, and registration will begin on March 6.  


