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A Last View 

I have never felt 
comfortable with 
writing. I think it may 
have something to do 
with the fact that I was 
and continue to be a 
very poor speller. In 
elementary school, I 
remember the class 
lining up against the 
blackboard in the front 
of the classroom to 
practice for the event I 
dreaded most of all—the 
spelling bee. Every 

Friday, we would practice for the bee, and every Friday, I 
would have to sit down after one round. 

By the time I reached high school, I felt confident I could 
handle writing with my poor spelling, as I could use the 
dictionary or ask my Dad while doing my homework. In my 
senior English class, an eager student teacher introduced 
us to an extemporaneous writing process. As the teacher  

 

passed out the yellow lined paper, I sat there with my 
number 2 pencil, fearful that this might mean we would do 
this in class without any preparation. And then, she gave 
the assignment: "There is a fish flopping on your desk —
Write!" At this point, I actually felt pretty confident 
because I knew fish! I had lots of experience fishing with 
my Dad and brothers. My first thought was: “I need to get 
this fish off my desk, so I have to know what this fish is 
before I dare to pick it up. Is it a white or yellow perch? But 
wait! I really do not know how to spell perch. Is it with  ‘u‘ 
like church, and is there a ‘t’ in there? I guess you know I 
was not going to have this fish be a pickerel, even though it 
was my favorite fish to catch.” 

Fast forward fifty-plus years where spelling and writing 
have become much easier on computers with spell check, 
grammar checks, and Google, which will assist with 
anything. As Chair of the Board, I have written ten columns 
called "View from the Chair" for The Illuminator. I have had 
the freedom to choose my topics, and I have exercised that 
freedom in writing on a variety of subjects. With good 
friends' help to proofread and an understanding, helpful 
editor in Ann, I can now say I feel very comfortable about 
what I have written. 

As I leave the position as Chair of the Board, I realize how 
much I have grown. Especially, I have learned that you do 
not have to let limitations dictate what you can and cannot 
do. 

My final view is to realize how resilient we are as an 
organization. Teamwork and hard work carried us through 
the pandemic and other challenges to a new era. I 
welcome Louis Fontaine as the new Chair of the Board and 
the new writer of the "View from the Chair" and look 
forward to reading his views. 

Meanwhile... in the quiet safety of my home, I enjoy the 
word games in The New York Times. As I work on my 
computer doing Wordle, the Mini Crossword puzzle, and 
even Spelling Bee, I have my phone nearby to look up the 
spelling of any word I am unsure of. And I know I won't be 
sent to sit down for any mistakes! 

               —Carole Baldwin  
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The Twenty-Second Annual Meeting  

and Luncheon   

The twenty-second Annual Meeting and Luncheon was held 
on Tuesday, May 23rd, 2023, in the Fireside Lounge. Pam 
MacRae, Dean of the College of Arts and Sciences, 
welcomed nearly ninety attendees. 

Carole Baldwin called the meeting to order, underlining that 
this was the first in-person meeting of the group since 
COVID 2019 had put us all on Zoom (doom). On behalf of 
the University of Maine at Augusta Senior College, various 
committee members recognized with warm words of 
appreciation all the volunteers who contributed to the 
success of UMASC's 2022-2023 semesters: faculty, 
committee chairs, committee members, the Holocaust and 
Human Rights Center, and IT Services at UMA. Carole 
offered special thanks to UMA for its support—providing 
classroom, office space, technology, and last but not least, 
our administrative specialist Lisa Moguel.  

This year the Curriculum Committee voted to give a very 
special award, the Legacy Award, to a person in our 
community who exemplifies the ideals of volunteer service, 
not just here at our Senior College at Augusta but also 
worldwide. Elizabeth Reinsborough was the unanimous 

choice for this first-ever Legacy Award. Before Senior 
College, she was a volunteer in Tanzania. She also helped to 
build houses in Zambia, Ethiopia, Mongolia, the Ivory Coast, 
and El Salvador. As a volunteer at Senior College, Elizabeth 
served 17 years on the Board of Directors, Curriculum 
Committee, and Scholarship Committee, and she 
coordinates all our lecture series: Fall, Winter, and Spring. 
And when Covid hit, she joined the Office Committee. 

Furthermore, Elizabeth has taught many classes herself (at 
least five classes and 11 lectures since 2019). She has 
guided us through natural and man-made wonders 
worldwide and in the United States. In her most recent 
class, we traveled through the national parks in the western 

U.S., providing us with beautiful memories whether we'd 
visited these sites ourselves or not. 

All of us at Senior College value Elizabeth’s many 
contributions. She has provided us with an important 
legacy, an essential aspect of our history. Her volunteer 
service, as well as that of others, built the foundations of 
Senior College and has cemented its existence. Always 
modest, Elizabeth notes, "In all the years that I have been 
involved with Senior College, I certainly feel that I have got 
much more out of it than I have given back." Elizabeth also 
hopes to be a part of Senior College for as long as possible. 
Her service represents the essence of what the Legacy 
Award means to us. 

Of course, Elizabeth's Legacy Award was a highlight of this 
meeting. Still, we 
must also mention 
the tasty 
assortment of 
treats provided by 
Catering Services 
and especially the 
opportunity to 
chat with friends—
new and old. It 
was particularly 
heartwarming to meet up with friends we had not seen 
since the beginning of Covid. Lisa Moguel greeted us, 
distributed informational brochures as we entered, and 
kept the records in order. A scrolling PowerPoint 
presentation picturing classes, events, people, and places 
on the big screen allowed us to share and remember the 
past year. A festive mood it was, and a good time was had 
by all! 
            —Carole Baldwin and Priscilla Doel 
 
 

 

Editor’s note: Last month, Priscille 
Michaud, pictured here, spent a pleasant 
hour with Lisa Moguel, and this is what she 
learned: 

 

Meet Lisa Moguel 

Our New UMA Liaison  

and Coordinator! 

Talk to Lisa Moguel for five minutes, and you will 
understand why she fits in well with our Senior College 
community. Like many of us, she is “from away” but has 
established firm roots here in Maine, residing in Brunswick 
with her family and several pets. At Senior College, we love 

Louis Fontaine, Elizabeth Reinsborough, and Carole Baldwin 
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to read, as evidenced by our two 
active book groups, and sure 
enough, Lisa shares our love of 
books, reveling mostly in non-
fiction, though when asked, it’s a 
novel by Julia Alvarez, In the Time of 
the Butterflies, that tops her 
favorites list. Senior College 
students love to learn, and Lisa, too, 

celebrates lifelong learning, taking classes at USM in 
addition to her job and busy home life. 

Perhaps the most impactful experience in Lisa’s life was the 
summer she spent in Brazil before entering her final year of 
high school. Abandoning her comfort zone and stepping 
into another part of the world to immerse herself in a 
different language and culture was life-changing. The 
cultural sensitivity she gained, along with her growing 
interest in intercultural relations, led her to study world 
languages in college and spend her junior year abroad in 
Mexico, where she studied at the Universidad Autónoma de 
Yucatán. She later graduated from Rutgers University with a 
bachelor’s degree in Spanish. 

Lisa first came to UMA in 2017 when she accepted a 
position with TRIO Scholars, a federally funded program 
that provides student support services for first-generation 
college students. Being new to UMA, she only discovered 
Senior College when one of our students wandered into her 
workspace one morning seeking help locating her class. 
After scouting out the classroom, Lisa contacted Bev Ludden 
to inquire about the schedule of classes. The breadth of 
subjects covered truly impressed her, as did the genuine 
interpersonal connections and enthusiasm she began 
noticing among the students of this program that had been 
“hidden in plain sight all across campus!” 

Since joining Senior College last fall, Lisa has been busy 
assisting Senior College members with memberships, 
course registrations, and access to Zoom meetings and 
providing support for our instructors. She collaborates with 
our different committees and serves on our Board of 
Directors. Lisa is amazed that Senior College is run 
completely by volunteers. She greatly enjoys working with 
them, and notes, “The care with which they operate is awe-
inspiring.” And they have shared that they enjoy working 
with her as well.  Welcome, Lisa!       

 Travels with KJ 

When you take on the task of spring 
cleaning, you must be prepared to take a 
stroll down memory lane. You come 
across items that you forgot you had, and 
those discoveries prompt reminiscences 
that can bring a smile to your face and a 

tear to your eye. I recently went through my file cabinet 
and found a folder of ticket stubs documenting numerous 
trips with our son Kevin.  

Kevin had the distinction of being the youngest of four 
children and the only boy. While we did most activities as a 
family, on occasion Kevin and I traveled together. Those 
ticket stubs brought back memories of countless high 
school tournament games, three trips to the Baseball Hall of 
Fame, an Army football game at West Point, a home 
football game at Notre Dame, a three-day excursion to 
Montreal to watch our Atlanta Braves, and a Braves-Red 
Sox game at Fenway. 

On our first trip to Cooperstown and the Baseball Hall of 
Fame, Kevin, who was 
ten, posed before the 
statues of Babe Ruth and 
Ted Williams. We 
weren't confined to the 
HOF; we also toured the 
James Fenimore Cooper 
Museum and took a 
cruise on Lake Otsego. 
It's difficult to recall the 
reaction of a ten-year-
old in the midst of all 
this baseball history, but 
our next trip six years 
later was more notable. 
Not only did we visit the 
Hall of Fame, but on this 
trip, we went to minor 
league games in 
Pittsfield, Mass., and 
Albany and Oneonta, 
New York. Visiting 
ballparks in towns like 
Oneonta gives you an appreciation for what baseball means 
to the communities of small minor-league towns. 
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Our most recent trip to Cooperstown was in 2009. I had to 
speak at a conference in Burlington, Vermont, so we 
decided to leave a few days early and take in the HOF just a 
couple of weeks after the induction ceremonies. The HOF 
had changed significantly since our first visit. There are now 
exhibits that recognize the Negro Leagues and the 
professional women's leagues—from the war years into the 
early 1950s. We had a great time soaking in Cooperstown 
for the third time and had the added pleasure of running 
into author Pete Hamill on the sidewalk in front of our hotel 
in Burlington. Hamill's novel Forever was a favorite of 
Kevin's and mine.  

We had attended several UMaine and Bates, Colby, and 
Bowdoin football games, but had always wanted to attend a 
major college game. We decided to do a football-history trip 
and headed to West Point to watch Army play TCU and tour 
the historic campus. We spent the day before that in Hyde 
Park at the FDR Presidential Museum. Kevin was intrigued 
by the convertible that FDR drove with hand controls only 
and the special feature of a machine that would produce a 
lit cigarette with the push of a button. That was 
overshadowed by the exhibit depicting FDR's first 100 days.  

As memorable as the trip to West Point was, it was dwarfed 
by a surprise Xmas present we received from my wife—two  
tickets to a Notre Dame home game in South Bend. Our 
priest correctly described a Notre Dame home game as a 
"religious experience." It was a lean year for the Irish, and 
we witnessed a loss to Boston College. Still, it was an 
unforgettable experience with the elaborate tailgating, the 
memorable campus, and the rabid student body. We had 
another treat when encountering legendary ND coach Ara 
Parseghian outside the campus bookstore.   

Among our fondest baseball memories were Atlanta Braves 
games in Washington and Baltimore when Kevin worked in 
DC. Another was a road trip to Montreal in 2004. It was the 
last year the Expos played in Montreal, and we got to see 
three Hall of Famers pitch on consecutive days—Greg  
Maddux, Tom Glavine, and John Smoltz. The stadium was 
dreadful, and attendance was light, but we ran into a father 
and son from Readfield who offered to take our photo 
behind home plate. Our days were spent visiting historic 
sites in Montreal and watching our Braves at night. 

Our last Braves game was in 2012. Colleagues from work 
gave me two tickets to a Braves-Red Sox game as a 
retirement gift, so Kevin and I had a chance to see another 
Hall of Famer, Chipper Jones, play in his final year. Hard to 
beat a Braves win in Fenway and a visit to Mike's Bakery in 
the North End. The pandemic put a hold on road trips for a 
while, but we were making tentative plans to go to Kansas 
City to visit the Negro Leagues Baseball Museum.  

In 2021 my favorite baseball player Hank Aaron passed 

away. I was saddened by my childhood hero's death, and a 
few weeks later, Kevin surprised me with two beautiful 
prints of Hank. They were limited editions, signed prints he 
had discovered online. It was a touching gift and a reflection 
of what a loving, thoughtful son he was. 

While our trips were predicated on sports, as we drove, the 
conversations ranged from nature, animals, the world's 
injustices, human behavior, and life in general. Kevin 
couldn't comprehend cruelty or intolerance. He wasn't 
interested in material things. Kevin led a simple life; his 
family, his favorite music, sports, and his quest for faith 
were all he needed or wanted. He practiced the values we 
all embrace—caring, kindness, empathy, integrity, 
forgiveness, generosity, honesty, and compassion.   

Kevin passed away in late February, and our lives have been 
forever altered. He had lived with us since his divorce and 
had become an integral part of our daily lives. We miss him 
dearly and recognize the pain will never cease. I feel blessed 
that I had the opportunity to spend so much time with Kevin 
and have endless cherished memories. My wife and I and 
Kevin's sisters continue to grieve, 
but when we get together to 
share Kevin stories, the tears are 
accompanied by smiles and 
laughter. Maybe when the pain 
subsides a little, I can coax my 
wife to join me on a trip to Kansas 
City, but it won't be the same.  

In his memory, we have made a 
simple request of our friends and 
family: when you watch an 
Atlanta Braves game, see a 
hummingbird, or witness a 
thoughtful act of caring, think of 
Kevin. 

            —Frank Johnson 

Grammy 

Only a year ago, when she was eighty-three, she was riding 
her bike back and forth 
across the broad, black-
topped drive in front of her 
Massachusetts home. 
Today, I take her in a 
wheelchair down the short 
front ramp so we can sit 
together in the late 
afternoon sun that warms 

the pillared porch of my western Pennsylvania home. 

Only a year ago, she delighted in choosing a favorite skirt 
and blouse, handbag, and shoes in preparation for the 

   Kevin Johnson 

                 Jill Witherell  
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weekly breakfast outing at a local restaurant with her sister, 
brother-in-law, and next-door neighbors. Today, in flannel 
nightgown and sweater, bundled up against the chill that 
seems to have seeped deeper and deeper into her bones, 
she struggles to lift the cup to her lips for a sip of juice. 

Only a year ago, her quiet voice enchanted us with 
captivating tales of a distant New England childhood, 
reminiscences punctuated with her characteristic dry 
humor and soft laughter. Today she speaks in half-whispers, 
sentences begun but drifting off unfinished, ideas 
processed but lost before they can be spoken. 

My mother-in-law’s malignant brain tumor slowly robs her 
of speech, energy, and appetite. It frays and cuts at the 
once strong inner thread of independence that has always 
defined her. Unraveled, that invisible fiber hangs, as useless 
as her right arm. 

I have grown to respect this woman during my forty-plus 
years of marriage to 
her only son, 
admiring the 
patience with which 
she tackled a 
hopelessly tangled 
skein of yarn or 
coaxed a skittish 
stray cat to a saucer 
of warm milk. I have 
marveled at her 
ability to listen and 
decipher the 
meaning behind 
others’ words, 
advising without 
judgment, accepting 
without criticism. 
She has guided our 
family with a 
sensible brand of 
wisdom, a 
combination of 
practicality and 
compassion. 

And now, it is my turn. In our joint struggle with this 
disease, my mother-in-law and I have established a new 
intimacy, resulting partly from her physical needs, which we 
must work together to fulfill. The wiping of her chin 
dripping with pudding, the lifting in and out of bed, the 
brushing of her teeth, or assistance in the bathroom bond 
us in our effort to successfully complete even the smallest 
daily task. Patience that was hers in the past must be mine 
in the present as we struggle together to move from a half-
formed sentence on her lips to a fully communicated idea 
spoken by mine. 

Daily we sift through the myriad notations, photographs, 
and jottings that have accompanied the move from her 
home to mine. We painstakingly organize them. Lifelong 
patterns now lie stretched in words and images across my 
kitchen table. 

Note: “Took a bouquet of backyard lilacs up to Aunt 
Sadie in the nursing home today.” (A photo 
accompanying this is labeled “Aunt Sadie holding 
flowers.”) 

Note: “Found Grandpa Edes’ Civil War diary in the 
attic. Such fascinating reading that I got nothing else 
done. Well, the windows can stay dirty for another 
day!” 

Note:“Saw cardinals and chickadees in backyard 
looking hungry. Remember to put bird feed on 
grocery shopping list.” 

Note: “Family all coming for Thanksgiving. Mend 
rickety chair.” (Photo labeled “Eight around the 
turkey”) 

These commonplace events weave themselves into a richly 
patterned tapestry whose design invites the eye and mind 
to linger and explore the intricate whole. Looking up, we 
smile at each other across the table. 

The notes I write alone later that evening reflect none of 
this richness and joy of experience. 

Note: “Mom took medicines with difficulty in 
swallowing. Check with the pharmacist to see if they 
come in liquid form.” 

Note: “Mom too tired to read much today. Unable to 
hold phone receiver to ear without help.” 

Note: “Appetite decreasing. Only ate half a peach, two 
crackers, and juice.” 

What pattern, other than discouragement and despair, do 
these jottings represent? It grows more difficult to revive 
aspects of joy when decay keeps intruding. 

Each day sees a slow but inevitable shifting for us—for her, 
from parent to dependent child; for me, just the reverse. 
The humor that once flavored her stories now barely 
sustains or nourishes our survival efforts. 

It makes no difference that ours is not a biological 
connection. Our relationship was originally formed through 
marriage, but now is forged by our humanness and our own 
gathering sense of mortality. Throughout her life, my 
mother-in-law’s gifts to us, her family, have been plentiful. 
Both tangible and intangible, they have been given 
unconditionally. In her dying, she deserves the respect, the 
dignity, and caring that she extended to others in her living. 
This will be my final gift to her. 

                            —Jill Witherell 

Grammy wearing a  
“Witherell original” sheepskin coat 
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Green Thumb Jackie     

For twenty-three years 
We bonded over plants, birds 
And our love for Jerry. 
 
Happy times 
Shared with Jackie 
Enjoying our 
Lakeside yard 
While at Yellow House. 
 
Each flower, tree 
Bug and sky 
Caught her eye 
And artistic heart. 
 
She had a love for 
Dogs, her kids, babies, 
Sweets, Willie Nelson 
And toasted cheese. 
 
Often enjoyed 
Serenaded by Jerry 
And his guitar. 
She brought more 
Music into this world. 
Gone, but not forgotten.       
                  —Helga K. Heyck 

Perspective on Grief 

Yesterday is a memory.                                                    
Tomorrow is a vision.                                                              
Every today well lived makes of every                                 
yesterday a memory of happiness and of                            
every tomorrow a vision of hope. 

            —Sanskrit Author 

—I had a good husband and a good life. We were supposed 
to enjoy our grandchildren together.  
—When my first grandchild came, I felt like it opened a big 
painful hole in my life.   
—Will  I ever be happy again? How can I make things 
better?” 

  
I often hear comments and 
questions like this; they are 
very common to anyone 
who’s experienced death or 
divorce. After suffering a loss, 
people have often asked me 
if they will ever be happy 
again and how they can 

achieve happiness. 

Answering in a Pollyanna-like manner is useless and beyond 
the grasp of a grieving person. “Oh, life’s great; things will 
be better tomorrow!” That’s analogous to telling an 
amputee everything will return to normal. Metaphorically, 
the grieving person has suffered an emotional amputation.  

Depressing stories of the traumas of others don’t alleviate 
the griever’s pain either. Only when people have gone 
through much of their necessary grief work are they ready 
to take a realistic look at their own situation.  

It has to come from them—no one else can do it. Premature 
expectations might cause the griever to regress rather than 
progress in their normal healing process. Grieving persons 
need support in accepting and dealing with the reality of 
their situation. Compassionate and understanding 
affirmation is soothing and reassuring. 

“Will I ever be happy again?” Basically, the answer is yes—if 
you want to be and are ready to be. You have to make the 
decision to be happy and work towards your goal. You have 
to fully realize that life will never be the same—but it can 
still be good. It isn’t easy work, but the results are 
worthwhile. 

Be realistic and carefully look at your present situation.   

It may not be ideal. It may not be the best situation, 
certainly not the way it was before—but the way it is. 
Accept it. Thinking about the way it used to be doesn’t 
change it. You only expend energy working yourself into 
remorse and depression.  

Deal with what is and concentrate on what you have—even 
if that seems very little. Granted, the glass is not full—but 
it’s not the part that’s empty that will quench your thirst. 
It’s the part that’s half full. That is the part that deserves 
your concern and concentration.   

An experiment was conducted years ago involving two 
groups of people—a blind group and those with sight. The 
people with sight were blindfolded. Both groups were told 
to walk straight ahead and to stop when they sensed an 
object. The blind people stopped before hitting an obstacle, 
but those with sight walked right into the obstruction. The 
blind had learned to develop and utilize their other senses. 
Some would say they had developed a “sixth sense.” Like 
them, look carefully at what you do have. Make a thorough 
inventory and work it to its fullest potential. 

Remember to foster a good positive attitude. Don’t look at 
the problem but at your thinking and perception of the 
problem. That is what has to change. Look for the good 
points and concentrate on them. If you tell yourself you 
won’t make it and are miserable, that may just happen. 
Don’t set yourself up for failure. You have to decide to feed 
yourself positive thoughts regardless of what you feel.  

Diane Williams 
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Brainwash and bombard yourself with good healthy 
thoughts, and see yourself healthy and happy. In time you 
will feel what you think. When things get overwhelming, 
take a good walk, and get fresh air to change your 
perspective.  

Put your trust in God or your Higher Power. Turn to your 
Refuge and your Strength. 

Remember that in driving a car, as in journeying through 
life, you can’t move ahead by constantly looking into your 
rearview mirror.  

Let go of the past. You can’t be in two places at once—past 
and present.  

Deal with the past, work through it, then gently close the 
door. Your future is yours to live. 

          —Diane S. Williams 

What's in a laugh?  

Kings had their Jesters,  

We've got Trevor! 

Back in the Middle Ages, the king's 
court included a jester… and for good 
reason. After a long day of beheading 
his enemies, pouring hot oil on 
invaders, and beating back any 
number of pretenders to his throne, 
the king needed to kick back, relax, 
and, you guessed it…laugh a little! 
Over time (lots and lots of time), the 
role of court jester morphed into a less 
disciplined, 

single focus on the kingly among 
us. Today's jesters populate late-
night TV, movies, stages, and 
even the seat next to you on the 
bus you ride in. In truth, what 
kings recognized all those many 
years ago, and went to great 
lengths to ensure access to, is 
available wherever the human 
species roams. And the supply of 
laugh makers seems to grow as 
the stress of living in a modern 
society continues to haunt us as 
we go about our lives. 

As I mark 75 years on planet 
Earth, I can't help but reflect on how each of us, from time 
to time, is thrust into the role of "a human nerve tonic." 
During the late 60s, I served aboard the USS Boston CAG 1 
in the Gulf of Tonkin (euphemistically referred to as the 
Tonkin Gulf Yacht Club), and in the 80s, I spent a short time 

as a police officer in Central Maine. Both of these 
experiences were a constant reminder that a sense of 
humor was essential. On board the USS Boston, we didn't 
always have the food we wanted, but we would always 
smile when one of our fellow sailors would fry up a potato, 
color it with yellow food dye, call it cheese, and slap it on a 
burger.  

And our fellow man seems to know when we are struggling, 
and they step up to the plate. Don't tell me you haven't 
busted a gut laughing at America's Funniest Videos. I mean, I 
don't care how many times you've seen it… there is nothing 
funnier than a young boy swinging a whiffle ball bat and 
striking his father in the…well, you know where. Or how 
about the friend you bump into at the local transfer station 
(formerly called the dump) who says, "Have you heard the 
one about...?" 

In fact, on a recent visit to the West Gardiner Transfer 
Station, a friend of mine said, "Hey, did you hear what 
happened out at Russell Cram's place?" And then proceeds 
to tell me how our mutual friend Russell found a sinkhole in 
the field behind his barn. And in an effort to determine how 
deep the hole was, Russell looked around for something to 
drop down the hole to see how long it would take to hit the 
bottom. Well, he found an old transmission lying out there 
in the field and pushed it into the hole. Within seconds, a 
goat ran over and jumped down the hole. Just then, his best 
friend, Stretch Cunningham, came running across the field, 
yelling to Russell, "Have you seen my goat?" 

"Why yes," says Russell, "I think your goat just jumped down 
this hole!"  

"Oh, that couldn't have been my goat," replied 
Stretch. "My goat was tied to an old transmission 
out here in your field." 

I can tell you this… That yarn got a big laugh from 
me and everyone within earshot. The fact is, you 
simply can't laugh and be sad, angry, worried, or 
feel any other negative emotion at the same time. 
Nope, when you are laughing, you are in the 
moment, and whatever you were worried about 
has left your mind… at least for a few moments. 
And that is very often all we need to take the edge 
off or give us a brief respite from our problems. 

So, the next time you feel stressed out, you don't 
have to wait for a late-night comedian to make 
you laugh. No siree Bub, just engage your fellow 
man…. It won't take long before someone says or 

does something funny. And my advice is to let her rip! 
Guffaw to your heart's content! Never hold back on 
laughter. Because if you do, it goes right down and spreads 
to your hips!!! And nobody  wants that! 

                —Gary  Crocker  

Gary Crocker 

Public Domain,  
Image by vandenuj from Pixabay  

https://pixabay.com/users/vandenuj-277711/?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=7382099
https://pixabay.com/?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=7382099
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Stephanie Harkness’s Note: During the spring semester, 
Janet Cowperthwaite’s Writer’s Workshop focused on 
memoirs. One of her writing prompts was from Maggie 
Smith’s memoir about grief, Keep Moving. She suggested 
writing about “a beauty emergency,” one of those things 
you have to look at before it is gone. This was my response 
to the prompt. What beauty emergencies have you 
encountered this week? 

A Beauty Emergency 

A warm puddle of fur curls up on 
my chest. She vibrates with her soft 
snoring. How dare I hold my cell 
phone behind her back and scroll 
the internet while distractedly 
petting her with one hand? I tell 
myself to stop and put the phone 
down. I tell myself to pay full 
attention to this moment. These 
are the small moments of beauty 

that are easy to miss. Why let this momentary gift slip by 
and rush toward the ordinary that fills a day—business, 
obligations, worry, world strife, routines, and plans? I put 
down the cell phone that has 
become an appendage and let my 
brain bathe in the infusion of 
dopamine as this little animal 
rewards me with her purr. I set 
aside the distraction and watch 
her ride my breath. Now I can 
transform a distracted petting 
motion into a loving massage of 
gratitude. A moment of 
enjoyment needs to be attended 
with the same concentration I 
would give to stirring a pot of risotto or paying bills. It needs 
to be given equal or greater priority. These moments are 
important. I need to stop what I am doing to attend to this 
beauty emergency before it is gone. 

             —Stephanie Harkness 

My First Semester  

at UMA Senior College 

The other night, while catching up 
with an old friend on the phone, I 
effusively described the joys of 
Senior College and told her what an 
excellent addition it has been to my 
retired teacher's life.  

When I first retired, like many 
retirees, I reveled in the unique 
experience of quiet reflection, 

reading, traveling, and gardening. Best of all was sleeping 
late! Winter came, and I continued my retired life by sitting 
by the fire, cat on my lap, reading, checking the news, doing 
my Wordle, and researching anything I wanted online. This 
led to hours of undisciplined freedom—going down rabbit 
holes and then devolving to obsessing about the fear of 
losing democracy. I felt politically informed, but after 
several months of too much screen time, this bad habit 
wound up being unsatisfying.  

In February, I got a flier in the mail from UMA Senior College 
with course descriptions for spring 2023. I was thrilled at 
the offerings and the professional backgrounds of the 
instructors. After spending too much time on my own, I 
wanted to take everything! And the classes were free. What 
could be better? I was so excited, raring to go, and I signed 
up for three classes right away. And they did not 
disappoint!  

My first experience was with Janet Cowperthwaite's  
Writing Workshop. As I walked into the classroom, Janet 
handed me a well-organized binder filled with lots of binder 
paper and encouraging articles on writing. This was clearly a 
class of serious writers intent on producing good writing. 
We read articles together in class and wrote enthusiastically 
on topics in the form of "quick writes." At home, we 
developed pieces we had begun in the class. After the third 
class, we started to share our writing. Janet made the class 
a safe place to describe and share what we wrote about 
nature, family, relationships, and experiences. My 
classmates' writing impressed me, and I realized the bar was 
set high. I worked on my writing to earn my place among 
my writing colleagues and embraced this wonderful form of 
self-expression.  

The next class I took was the 
Farnsworth Escape into the 75th, 
with Christopher Williamson and 
Carter Jones Meyer. As an art 
history major in college, I relished 
the detailed insights I gained 
about Maine artists, 
contemporary artists, the Maine 
art scene, and I got an in-depth 
look at the Farnsworth collection. 
The class, held on Zoom, went well, technically speaking, 

and allowed each student to look 
closely at the works being 
discussed. Chris and Carter asked 
thoughtful questions about the 
artworks throughout the 
presentations, allowing students 
to comment and make 
observations. They took time to 
acknowledge student offerings 
and validate everyone's 

Stephanie Harkness 

Chris Williamson 

Carter Jones Meyer 

 Patricia Ferrentino 
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contributions, so it was a rewarding communal experience. 
When I went to see the collection after the class, I was 
much better informed, which made all the difference. 

The other class I took, Rocks and Walks, with ultra-
enthusiastic geologist Cheryl Fontaine, was pure 
intellectual fun. While in this class, I realized how much I 
enjoy learning (maybe that's why I became a teacher?) 
from such an extremely patient instructor who loves her 
field. Cheryl's class was informative, well-organized, and 
perfectly executed, with assistance from her kind and 
supportive husband Louis. In a front-loading style, 
complete with visual aids such as a fantastic timeline of 
Earth's eons, and charts, maps, videos, rock samples, and 
PowerPoints, Cheryl provided students with necessary 
background information about the Earth's formation, mass 
extinctions, volcanoes, lava, magma, Maine geology, and 
the formation of rocks. Next, we went on several rock-
related field trips to the Mid-Coast, which were 
tremendous learning experiences and congenial 
gatherings. Imagine seeing rock folds, breccias, veins, sills, 

dykes, and even garnets in the coastal rocks of Maine! We 
were thrilled to identify these formations but even better, 
on these field trips, we really got to know each other, and 
it turned out to be a beneficial social experience as well. 
We've had lunch, picnics, extra field trips, and parties 
together.  

In all my classes at the Senior College, the instructors have 
been first-rate. I have been privileged to participate in 
classes full of intelligent, infinitely curious, talented, and 
friendly individuals who want to learn—or teach—their 
specialty! This is the type of person one meets at the 
Senior College. How fantastic is that? I am happily meeting 
new people, making friends, and learning, which I love. So 
now, I encourage everyone I know to take classes at the 
UMA Senior College. 

            —Patricia Ferrentino 

Maine History Comes Alive 

For five Fridays in late April and May 2023, UMA's Senior 
College History Tour class visited sites of historical interest 
right here in Maine.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Our first site was the Viles House on Stone Street in 
Augusta. It was home to several prominent Augusta 
families from 1847 until 2013 when the house and lands 
were transferred to the Elsie and William Viles Foundation. 
Over the years, privileged, well-educated, politically active 
families involved in various church, state, and national 
history-making activities lived here. It was a grand house 
when built, and as it passed from owner to owner, it was 
enlarged and improved. Our host, Patsy West, worked for             
Elsie Viles and presently serves as the Executive Director of 
the Elsie and William Viles Foundation which is committed 
to supporting charitable organizations, especially those the 
Capital Region and elsewhere in Maine. Her knowledge of 
the home's 
history 
enabled our 
group to 
easily 
imagine 
what it must 
have been 
like when it 
was a center 
of activity for 
well over 
one hundred 
years. 

Next, we 
visited Hallowell's Vaughan Woods and Historic 
Homestead, a non-profit nature preserve and house 
museum established in 2002 and listed on the National 
Register of Historic Places. Settled in 1794, this homestead 
was residence to six generations of the Vaughan family. 
The surrounding Vaughan Woods and Walking Trails are 
truly beautiful and include a system of carriage roads, 
rustic footpaths, and stone-arch bridges. We viewed some 
of the fields and gardens and toured the home's interior.  

Linda Williams and Sue O’Halloran 

Kay Fiedler, Linda Williams, Jackie Calgagni, and 
Gale Mettey at the Viles House 
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The following Friday took us to Lewiston to the Maine 
Museum of Innovation, located at one end of the huge 
Bates Mill Building. We learned how the water power from 
the Androscoggin River made this a perfect place for 
building many factories, including textile, shoe, and brick 
mills. The docent gave us a wonderful tour during which we 
not only viewed several of the enormous machines but also 
got a sense of the size of the million square feet of floor 
space in the Bates Mill.  It was here that thousands of mill 
workers faced deplorable working conditions for low wages 
day after day. 

Next came a trip up to Fort Knox Historic Site, which 
features the best-preserved example of a coastal defense 

fortification constructed in the mid-1800s. While many of 
our group had been to Fort Knox before, this time, we had 
an outstanding young man serve as a guide. He grew up 
across the river looking at the fort every day and described 
himself as a "history nerd." His knowledge of the fort, 
combined with his enthusiasm, made this adventure very 
worthwhile. The day was cool and very windy, and our 
nearly two-hour tour wore us out, but we all left with a 
much better understanding of the fort's construction and 
mission. 

Those of us with enough remaining energy went  to the 
Penobscot Narrows Observatory. This is the tallest bridge 
observatory open to the public in the world. Maine's fastest 
elevator delivers tourists 420 feet to the top for a 

breathtaking 360-degree view 
of the Penobscot Bay Area. 

Our final tour took us to 
Rockland to visit the Sail 
Power & Steam Museum. 
Captain Jim Sharp, the force 
behind the forming of this 
museum, gave us our tour, all 
the while regaling us with sea 
stories. His combined 
knowledge of the history of 
Rockland and his experiences 

on the water are truly compelling. His pride in and love of 
this prize of a museum are well worth a visit. 

Located in the same boat building yard is the home of the 
Museum of Maritime Pets. This unique little museum 
documents and interprets the lives and exploits of seafaring 
animals throughout maritime history.  

At the end of our five-week session, we asked the 
participants to comment on their favorite sites. Different 
folks mentioned different sites, but everyone raved about 
the docents, their knowledge, enthusiasm, and storytelling 
skills. 

In fairness to the History Tour experience, lunch 
arrangements must be mentioned. These days it isn't easy 
to find eateries that have enough help to handle a crowd of 
twenty people for lunch. This is one reason why we must 
limit our class size. Each of the restaurants we picked 
deserves special thanks for their tasty food and  efficient, 
and gracious service. They include: El Agave's Mexican 
Restaurant in Augusta; Lucky Garden Restaurant in 
Hallowell; DaVinci's Eatery in Lewiston; Just Barb's 
Restaurant in Stockton Springs; and Archer's on the Pier in 
Rockland. A good time was had by all! 

            —Sue O’Halloran and Linda Williams  

Honor Flight Maine 

Memorial Day weekend 
was especially poignant 
this year. Honor Flight-
Maine (HFM) provided 
an opportunity for me 
and twenty-four other 
veterans and 
"guardians" to travel to 
Washington DC, for an 
emotional, 
unforgettable three-day 
experience. 

The group assembled at 
the Portland airport Friday, May 26, to fly to Baltimore. The 
staff provided wheelchairs, two  HFM T-shirts, and a blue 
cap for our service. Then we were wheeled upstairs to TSA, 
led by a three-person band, including a bagpipe playing 
patriotic music. At TSA, no veteran had to pass through the 
magnetometer or was even checked with a wand. 

Arriving in Baltimore on a sunny day, we were welcomed by 
fire trucks that sprayed both sides of the aircraft. This 
enthusiastic greeting continued in the terminal. 

Soon we were traveling by bus to Fort McHenry, where 
Francis Scott Key wrote our national anthem after the Battle 
of Baltimore. Fort McHenry flies a forty-two-foot-wide flag 
with thirteen stars during the day. A twenty-five-foot-wide 

Fort Knox 

Captain Jim Sharp 

Gene Moreau and daughter Cheryl 
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flag is flown evenings and nights and has fifty stars. 

A beautiful flag-lowering/raising ceremony is conducted 
promptly at 5 PM daily. The ceremony was delayed three 
minutes to enable a few veterans in wheelchairs to get to 
the parade grounds. A park ranger spoke about the fort 
and the flag ceremony and paused. I thought the 
ceremony was about to begin. Instead, he started talking 
again: "In view of this being Memorial Day weekend and 
given the presence of the Honor Flight Maine individuals, I 
would like to invite someone to assist in raising the flag." 
He pointed to me. The large flag was lowered, and I 
assumed my position to raise the other flag along with two 

WWII vets. This was such an honor, but there was more to 
come.  

An HFM staff person took my arm and requested that I 
follow her. I joined about thirty individuals supporting the 
lowered flag in preparation for the folding procedure. 
Frankly, I was already on cloud nine and stood where I was 
instructed to stand—almost unmindful of the real world. 
We started to fold, and I made the last fold, tucking the 

binding to create the final triangular product. To underline 
the significance to me,  note that as Supply Sgt; one of my 
duties had been to raise and lower our company flag daily. 

Later on, I learned that the ceremony is always conducted 
on time! Furthermore, only a few individuals have been 
honored to participate as I had been. 

Saturday morning, we took a 
bus to DC, escorted by about 
15 motorcycles traveling in 
the left lane with flashing 
lights. At the Iwo Jima 
Marine Memorial, we found 
it strange but so gratifying 
that folks walked up to all 
the vets to thank them for 
their service. 

Next, we stopped at the 
Military Women's Memorial, 
the only Memorial in the 
country to recognize female 
veterans. Surrounded by the Arlington National Cemetery, 
it is quite lovely. The Air Force Memorial was the next stop. 
We had plenty of time to view the Memorial and take 
photos. 

Next on the agenda was a visit to the Arlington National 
Cemetery to watch the changing of the guard. Viewing the 
precision of this procedure never grows old! Again, we 
received many acknowledgments from numerous folks, 
including school-age students. 

But there was still 
another surprise! During 
other visits to this site, I 
had observed an 
intriguing Memorial a 
short distance into the 
cemetery but had yet to 
visit it or determine its 
significance. I had a few 
extra minutes before the 
departure of our bus, so I 
decided to satisfy my 
curiosity. Would you 
believe it contains part of 
the mast of the USS 
Maine and is dedicated to 
those who lost their lives 
in the ship’s destruction 
at Havana, Cuba? 

This revelation creates yet another mystery. In a Memorial 
at Fort Allen Park in Portland, visitors can see the mast of 
the USS Maine. Do both Memorials have part of the mast, 
or is one a duplicate? 

Gene holding the folded flag 

The USS Maine Mast Memorial 
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Our last stop in the DC area was a site where we could walk 
to the Korean, Lincoln, and Vietnam Memorials. The 
Korean Memorial has a particular meaning for me. As 
Cheryl (my daughter who participated in the trip as a 
"Guardian") and I walked toward the monument, we were 
greeted by people wanting to thank the veterans for their 
service. However, one incident stands out. A Korean 
individual stopped to say, "Thank you for your service." to 
me, but then he paused, and his eyes started to water up. 
He said, "If not for you (meaning the US military), my 
father and grandfather would not be alive today." By this 
time, both of us had watering eye problems. Apparently, 
during our visits, many of the vets suddenly developed 
allergies, evidenced by watering eyes! This was just a 
precursor of things to come. This particular Memorial 
shows a squad of lifelike Marines leaving a wooded area in 
accurate formation with weapons drawn for combat. The 
huge wall of those deceased or MIA emphatically indicates 
the personal cost of the war. 

Next, we walked past the Lincoln Memorial to see the 
Vietnam Memorial. As usual, there was a long line of 
visitors, many eager to pay their respects to a close friend 
or loved one. As in other places, this site creates emotions 
every time I visit. 

Many people stood and clapped as we boarded the plane 
to return to Maine. After lunch, we were advised that it 
was time for mail call. Every veteran got a package. Mine 
had several letters with special significance—notes from 
numerous friends plus cards from schoolchildren. 
Suddenly, it seemed everybody had a terrible problem with 
allergies... 

Back in Portland, we were again  greeted by two fire trucks 
as we taxied to our gate. As we entered the terminal, many 
cheered and clapped. About twenty-five people with flags 
and signs greeted us in the next room. Gads, that was 
emotional! Finally, we were back to where the journey had 
started. Many folks, friends, and family were there to greet 
their loved ones and friends.  I was pleased to see two 
special friends from Senior College and some good friends 
from Granite Hill Estates. During a short ceremony, each 
veteran received a book pertaining to their time in the 
service. It was a fitting end to a moving, emotional, and 
meaningful experience.       

               —Gene Moreau 

Gene’s Note:The Maine Honor Flight experience was 
possible thanks to the Honor Flight Maine organization 
(https://www.honorflightmaine.org/ ), the five HFM 
members who accompanied us, and many volunteers. I 
recommend that Senior College Vets seriously consider this 
opportunity to participate. Honor Flight Maine is 
attempting to identify all veterans, especially WWII and 

Korean War veterans, to provide this experience for future 
flights. Please feel free to contact Senior College if you have 
questions or would like further information. Call or email 
Lisa Moguel who will  put you in contact with me: 
lisa.moguel@maine.edu | 207-621-3479. 

Pétanque at Senior College 

Pétanque is a sport where the 
objective is to score points by 
throwing your ball closer to a 
small target ball than your 
opponent. First, though, you must 
learn that the ball is called boule, 
and the target ball is a cochonnet 
(French for little pig, but we can 
call it a jack in English if we like). 
Another way to score is to hit your 
opponents' balls away from the 
target.  All this while standing 

inside a red circle with both feet on the ground...  Augusta 
is fortunate to have ten pétanque terrains at Mill Park with 
an active group of players.  Senior College is lucky to have 
Raymond Fecteau and other pétanque players as 
instructors for this fun and challenging class.   

                    —Linda Dodd 

Up the Country 

As a child, I loved going “up the country” as my 
grandmother, Bebe, described the summer pilgrimage to 
her homeplace. Heading west from the fall line, the trees 

grew taller, greener, and denser. 
The road wound through fields of 
high July cornstalks like a part 
through a head of heavy, coarse, 
thick hair. The earth grew a 
deeper and darker brick red with 
each mile through the Piedmont. 
Soon the roadway began the 
slow ascent up into the 
mountains. We had to swallow 

UMASC pétanque 
players 

At Mill Park in Augusta 

Nancy Perkins 
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frequently as our ears began popping from the 
increasingly higher altitude.  

In mid-afternoon, we arrived at the white frame 
homestead, built by my great-grandfather in 1886, on a 
pleasing site overlooking the river. The languor of the July 
day had settled upon the tiny hamlet on the banks of the 
historic river. 
No soul was 
stirring or a 
breeze wafting; 
the only sound 
was the gentle 
squeaking of a 
glider on a 
nearby porch. 
The air was hot, 
and the 
humidity hung 
heavily in the 
afternoon sun. 
Even the poplar 
trees were 
exhausted from 
the sweltering 
heat, letting 
their branches 
droop. 

My aunts and 
uncles greeted 
us with welcoming hugs and glasses of cool water from the 
spring located down the hill from the house. The 
grownups sat on the roomy front porch, and I asked if I 
could go down to the spring. As long as I took an empty 
bucket to fill was the reply.  

Keeping a supply of spring water was essential, for the 
spigot water was nonpotable and only used after boiling. 
The spring had provided all the necessary day-to-day 
water for years.  

I kicked off my sandals and ran across the sunny side yard 
through the big leaf hydrangeas bursting with buds to the 
path that led to the spring. Descending into the green 
glade, it was suddenly dark and cool with a heady, wet 
smell. I loved this chore, and even today, I can recall my 
bare feet on the cool, dark earth, tamped down by the 
hundreds of other feet that had fetched water from the 
spring. The path was steep, and the farther I went, the 
cooler and damper it became. I arrived at the large stone 
spring box and set my bucket on the top of the structure. I 
straddled the spigot where the refreshing, clear water 
spurted from the box. I carefully placed the enameled 
bucket in position and watched as the rushing water 
spilled into the container, and as soon as it was at the top, 

I grabbed the handle and turned to go back up the hill. But 
first, I let the water run over my bare toes, experiencing 
the delight of the cool water. The ascent was difficult, with 
my damp feet slipping on the earthen path. As I emerged 
from the spring path through the hydrangeas, the 
unblinking sun bore down on me, and I ran hurriedly to 

make my 
delivery to the 
kitchen. I was 
told to lie down 
for a while to 
cool off but 
would be 
needed shortly 
to set the table 
for supper.  

I painstakingly 
set places at the 
round table, 
careful to fold 
the napkins just 
so, arrange the 
silverware 
properly, and 
remember the 
iced tea spoons. 
The aunts had 
prepared a 
typical summer 
dinner of 

roasted chicken with vegetables from the family farm. All 
of us seated around the table enjoyed snaps (aka string 
beans), sliced ruby-colored tomatoes, sweet spring onions, 
slender ears of delicate white corn accompanied by 
homemade yeast rolls. I helped clear the dishes and 
happily served the rich, black raspberry ice cream with a 
generous slice of my great granny Ella’s famous pound 
cake.  

After helping clear the dishes and being shooed out of the 
kitchen by my aunts, I retreated to the front porch. It was 
dark, the stars were out, but the fireflies were brighter. 
The night air was heavy with the lush smell of the 
mountains mixed with the sulfurous, acrid odor of the 
paper mill. The mill, located below the house on the river, 
was brightly lit at night, and as a child, I thought the mill 
looked like a big river boat lit from bow to stern with decks 
and railings, ready to cast off on an exciting trip.  

Before long, my grandmother called me in to go to bed. I 
would lie in bed, look out at the river, and fall asleep 
dreaming of adventures awaiting me up the country. 

                  —Nancy Perkins 
 

Up the country 
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In Praise of Refridgerator Shelves 

Moving has required me to go through bureaus and closets, 
the basement, and corners that have been obscured for 
years. I confess upfront that 
although I am very neat—I 
put things away and keep 
my countertops clear—I am 
not a great cleaner. It rarely 
occurs to me to clean the 
oven or the refrigerator or 
to dust the top of the 
kitchen cupboards. Last 
week I unplugged the 
refrigerator, pulled on blue 
rubber gloves, and armed 
myself with the tools for a 
deep clean. 

The refrigerator drawers 
netted the expected bags of gone-by 
lettuce, carrots with tops long enough to attract Bugs 
Bunny, three sacks of grapes in varying degrees of 
freshness, and a wizened apple. The multi-leveled shelves 
burgeoned with three different kinds of maple syrup, 
cottage cheese covered in mold, and guacamole in 
individual serving containers that expired in September of 
2020. 

But the most interesting journey was the shelves on the 
refrigerator door. They were held together on both ends 
with layers of gray duct tape, evidence of frequent use and 
overstuffing. Bottle after bottle of sauces and condiments 
told stories of my life over the past several years. 

The squat, rounded jar of lemon curd was from a time I was 
inspired by a trip to London and created a high tea party for 
my friends. Mimicking pastry I had seen on The Great British 
Bake Off, I crafted lumpy profiteroles (a fancy name for 
cream puffs) and used a piping bag to fill them with the 
tangy lemon filling brought home in my suitcase, 
undetected by Customs. 

Then there was the variety of bottles of jam and jelly, some 
almost empty and others unopened. The weirdest was the 
dubious-sounding lime verbena jelly bought as a hostess 
gift. Beside it were berry jams made by gardening friends 
and the red-checked Smuckers squeeze bottle of strawberry 
jam I love on toast. On the bottom shelf lived a menagerie 
of pickles made by those same gardening friends—dill, 
sweet, bread and butter, and garlic. I was embarrassed to 
note the long-past dates on the cute canning labels. I don't 
like pickles very much. 

The tamarind paste container was nearly empty and 
reminded me of my great niece-in-law Namita trying to 
teach me to cook Indian food by way of email. I amassed a 

huge shopping bag of Indian ingredients and tried my hand 
at sambar, dahl, and chapati. To be frank, my sambar and 
dahl looked very similar—muddy brown concoctions of 
lentils and vegetables that resembled Mexican refried 
beans. Chapati is a little flatbread that is supposed to puff 
up and serve as a utensil to eat the sambar and dahl. We 
used forks that night. 

Then there was the bottle of Hoisin sauce. What is that for 
again? I think I purchased it for a Chinese dinner I cooked 
for my book club when we read Snowflower and the Secret 
Fan in 2019. Or maybe we got it when visiting vegetarian 
children were looking to flavor my bland rice pilaf. 

My favorite items were on the bottom shelf: Hershey's 
chocolate sauce in the brown plastic bottle, whipped cream 
in a spray can, and a sticky bottle of red maraschino cherries 
with stems. Just add ice cream and sprinkles, and you have 
an instant party! And anything can be an excuse for a 
party—the visit of a grandchild, the arrival of the season's 
first hummingbird, finishing an assignment for writing class. 

The refrigerator in the new house is bigger and brighter. Its 
empty shelves gleam and radiate order and cleanliness. But, 
disappointingly, the door does not have shelves. It sports 
individual bins of varying sizes—I guess to accommodate 
different types of foods and containers. Most likely, I won't 
be able to count on my refrigerator door to tell the story of 
my life any longer! 

                           —Margaret Bean 

 

My Singing Debut 

On a warm summer evening, 
I stood on the stage in the 
shed. I was prepared to sing, 
having rehearsed and gotten 
warmed up. Was I nervous? 
Probably! But at the 
conclusion, the audience of 
6,000 people, including my 
parents, thought that, 
indeed, I did sing very well. 
They enthusiastically clapped 
and yelled, "Bravo!" for a few 
minutes. 

I can even tell you just when this concert began—August 
19, 1949, at 8:00 PM. Amen. Perhaps you would like more 
detail. I wore grey socks, green shorts, a grey teeshirt with a 
green triangle on the front and the letters CM inside the 
triangle, and my hair was combed. The CM stands for Camp 
Mah-Kee-Nac, a boys' summer camp in western 
Massachusetts near the town of Lenox and only one-
quarter mile from Tanglewood. For those that do not know, 
Tanglewood is the summer home of the Boston Symphony 

Peter Rosenberg 

 

 Margaret Bean 
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Orchestra, and the auditorium, pictured below, is called the 
Shed. So by now, you have figured out that I was not alone 

on that stage. The conductor was the famous Serge 
Koussevitsky, and the full orchestra consisted of about 95 
members. But there was also a men's and women's mixed 
chorus consisting of perhaps sixty people plus three 
soloists: a tenor, alto, and soprano. Finally, our children's 
chorus from Camp Mah-Kee-Nac proudly stood in 
our little outfits, singing our hearts out.  

So why, you ask, did my older brother Robert, my 
younger brother Carl, and I attend Camp Mah-Kee
-Nac? Since our parents were neither athletes nor 
game players, they decided to send us off to camp 
for eight weeks each summer. This camp has 
always been a very special place. In the mid-50s, 
most of the boys came from New Jersey and New 
York. But now they come from all around the 
world. When I was a camper, from 1946 through 
1954, there were about 140 boys, but now there 
are about 300 boys. Each day was filled with 
sports, outdoor adventure, waterfront activities, 
media, and the arts. Though I do remember 
periods of homesickness, and because I was 
chubby, I was sometimes made fun of.   

How did it happen that Camp Mah-Kee-Nac boys 
came to sing at Tanglewood? For this answer, I 
have to give a little history. Benjamin Britten (1913-1976) 
was a well-known English composer who wrote opera, 
vocal music, orchestral and chamber pieces. He wrote A 
Spring Symphony in early 1949 and dedicated it to 
Koussevitsky. This symphony consists of a series of poems 
about the coming of spring, starting with "Shine out, Fair 
Sun with all your heat. Black winter freezes to his feet." and 

concluding with the boys' chorus singing "Sumer is Icoomen 
In." For your pleasure, I include an excerpt of this round 
written in the 13th century. 

Sumer is icumen in    Summer has come. 
Lhude sing cuccu   Sing loudly, cuckoo! 
Groweϸ sed    The seed is growing, 
And bloweϸ med   The meadow is blooming. 
And springϸ the wde nu And the woods are coming to life now. 
Sing cuccu     Sing, cuckoo! 
 
Cuccu cuccu    Cuckoo, cuckoo, 
Wel singes ϸu cuccu  You sing well, cuckoo. 
Ne swik ϸu nauer nu  Don’t stop now, ever. 
Sing cuccu nu    Sing cuckoo now! 
Sing cuccu nu    Sing  cuckoo now! 
 

So, finally, what happened in 1949 that caused me to write 
this essay? Benjamin Britten gave his completed choral 
symphony to the Boston Symphony Orchestra and 
Conductor Koussevitsky, who would then need a children's 
choir. Each year, my parents had signed me up to attend 
concerts at Tanglewood, so I knew what to expect when a 
representative came looking for a dozen 10- to 11-year-olds 
to sing. I guess I had a nice Castrato voice at that time. 

After rehearsals at camp and then in the Shed, I recall 
marching to the risers where we stood, looking out at the  

 

sea of people. I remember thinking I could spot my parents           
in the audience and, finally, singing our five or six songs in 
this, A Spring Symphony.  

And just think, everyone was clapping for me! 

               —Peter Rosenberg 

By UpstateNYer - Own work, CC BY-SA 3.0, https://
commons.wikimedia.org/w/index.php?curid=7365495 

Preparing for a concert in the Shed 

CC BY-SA 3.0 : Tanglewood. (2023, June 21). In Wikipedia.  

http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/3.0/
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Mark Your Calendar!  

The 2023 Fall Semester will begin on Monday, September 18th.Course listing and details will be available on 
the website (umasc.org) on August 22nd, and registration will open on September 5th at noon.  

The popular Rocks and Walks 1 class will be offered again this fall! If you missed out previously, now is your 
chance. This class will begin on Wednesday, September 13th. 

NOTE: The past two semesters, there has been an issue with the post office delivering the UMASC mail in a 
timely manner, often delayed for 2 or 3 days. Registering online is the best way to be sure you get into the 
classes you want.   

 

Calling All Readers! 

Love to read and talk about books? Then you might think about joining the Thursday book group. We meet on 
the fourth Thursday of the month on Zoom. A curious group with varied interests, we have read fiction and 
non-fiction, history, science, philosophy, classics, and just-for-fun books. Over the years, we have enjoyed 
wonderful discussions, including some that were frank, but we do not discuss politics. We welcome new ideas 
for books and new ways to stimulate discussion, and we would love to welcome you to our group. If you are 
interested, check us out on the Senior College website: https://www.umasc.org/book-clubs/; you'll find our 
current reading list and archived descriptions of the books we read  this past year and in 2022. 

For more information, don't hesitate to contact the Senior College office at office@umasc.org or 207-621-
3551. Someone from the book group will get back to you with further details.  


